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Life as I knew it ended about six months ago, only I was too stupid to see it at that time.
I had just discovered my wife, Traci, was cheating on me with a younger co-worker of hers, after hinting (now I see it!) about wanting to have sex with him for a couple of months.
I was devastated -- gut-punched -- and disoriented when the PI I hired confirmed what I suspected. My wife of 30 years was the love of my life, and now, for some reason, decided that after all these years she needed sex from somebody else in addition to me. What the fuck?
Like most guys who are happily married, I trusted my wife completely. She worked less hours than me, and so had free time on her hands occasionally to run errands, or take in a movie, and usually, without provocation, would account for those times in recounting her days to me when I got home in the evenings. I started to get a funny feeling when she stopped telling me about her days, especially when there seemed to be some times that she seemed to be have holes in her days. I probably let the feeling linger a little longer than I should, though, but I trusted her totally.
It was completely by accident that I caught a whiff of aftershave on her hair and her blouse. I had come in a little earlier than usual, and I snuck up behind her in the kitchen as she was putting her stuff down on the kitchen table. I gave her a strong, quick hug, with my face in her hair, and that's when it hit me. That wasn't my aftershave.
I started keeping closer tabs on her work schedule, and I paid particular attention when she said she was going to be running some errands after work. I actually took off from work a couple of times, rented a car and hung around in her office's parking lot before following her. The third time I did this, she went into a small restaurant bar on the north side of the city, went up to the bar and was soon joined by a young man who looked to be about 25. It was about 3 in the afternoon, and this certainly didn't look like a work meeting, especially since my wife doesn't have a job that requires her to leave her building for meetings.
I immediately drove home, got on the Internet and looked up private investigators in the area. Spoke to the first one I called, gave him the particulars, and then poured myself a stiff drink of Canadian whisky.
When she walked in the door a little after 6, she said she was surprised to see me home from work so early, but she didn't seem bothered at all that I was there. She did do a quick scan of her clothes, though, before moving forward to give me a kiss. I made sure I got a hug as well, and noted again the aftershave on her hair was not mine ... and was that a hint of cum I was tasting on her breath? (Never having tasted it before, but from reading descriptions ...)
As a big fan of Literotica, I've noted that the writers are partial to all the guys pounding their women during sex, and all the guys can last for at least an hour, and every woman always cums during intercourse and has bite marks and hickeys from the sex. I know that most of this is absolute bullshit, but if such were the case, it probably would have been much easier to spot the signs of fucking around.
As a big fan, I've always been partial to a good revenge story, where the cuckolded husband goes scorched-earth on the unfaithful bitch. I always figured that would be the way I'd go if something like that were to happen to me. In reality, however, when the PI confirmed what I'd already suspected, I almost immediately threw out the scorched-earth scenario. I LOVED the woman. While I was furious over what she did, I didn't want to lose her. I had to convince her to stay with me and drop this little bastard.
The PI's confirmation came about three weeks later, with photos and video even. The kid was just average looking with an average body and an average-sized dick. Why him? I know why he would want her. Despite her 51 years of age and a bit of chunkiness, she still is a very sexy beast, with large, impressive breasts and a confident manner.
In the meantime, my wife and I had continued to enjoy our twice-weekly sex sessions, which usually consisted of me using my fingers and mouth on her pussy for about 45 minutes worth of screaming orgasms -- at least six -- then a very exhausted Traci letting me have her pussy for about 10 minutes, until I came hard inside of her. According to her, our sex was great, wonderful, even mind-blowing -- but, apparently, not wonderful enough that she wasn't getting some on the side.
Two weeks after I got the PI's report, I finally got the nerve to confront her, doing so while we were getting ready for our usual Saturday night fun. We were both naked and excited, so I figured this was the best time to catch her with her defenses completely down.
"Do I look stupid to you?" I asked simply.
Oh yeah, I caught her with her defenses down, all right. She looked stricken at first, then recovered enough to ask me what I was talking about.
"So I do look stupid. You're actually going to pretend there's nothing wrong."
At that point, Traci dropped her head, and in a barely audible voice said, "I'm sorry."
"You're sorry!" I screamed at her, my rage getting the best of me. "You mean you're sorry you got caught! You've been fucking with that little piece of shit for months now! And I've got proof. Want to see the photos?"
At that point she actually had the nerve to get mad at me for spying on her. I didn't take kindly to that, and actually threatened to get my gun and go shoot Nick's dick off. At that point she backed off, and said the four words no husband wants to hear: "We need to talk."
And that's where I made my biggest mistake. Instead of grabbing the gun and killing the bastard, or walking out in a rage, I listened while she talked, and I let love get in the way of doing the right thing -- for me, at least.
She started off by telling me she loved me as much as ever, and this thing with Nick certainly had nothing to do with love. They had been harmlessly flirting in the office for months when one day, on a Thursday after a great lovemaking session on Wednesday, she was still horny and got carried away. Their sex was great, too, and when the opportunity presented itself again a few days later, she went for it again.
Although she said she felt guilty as sin both times after, between our sessions and her sessions with Nick she was wired sexually, and decided she didn't want this feeling to end. She had been faithful to me for 30 years, but now at this point she realized there was more out there, and she wanted to have more. Cliche alert: it was just sex; she only loved me, and she hoped I would go along with this.
I was torn between rage and nausea.
"You can't do this to me!" I yelled. "I love you. Either you love me or you don't!"
I was so mad I was shaking. I couldn't breathe, couldn't think straight. I got dressed and left the house.
I drove around our city for about two hours, just driving. When I finally went home, she was waiting up for me. The tears in her eyes looked genuine, I had to admit to myself. But I still couldn't wrap my head around the fact that my wife wanted to have sex with another man in addition to our sex life.
We didn't have sex that night, nor for about two weeks after that.
The next day after the reckoning, I left work early and went to see a divorce lawyer. Plans were made for the equal division of our money and liquid assets, since we had each put into those accounts, and I was going to give her the house, which was paid for. I just needed to sign the paperwork when it was done, and she would be served. My heart was breaking.
It was pretty quiet at the house, too, except for the fights we had on Tuesday and Friday night, after she got home from her sex sessions with Nick. I'm talking divorce here, and she's having great sex with a 25-year-old stud and coming home with disheveled clothing and a smile on her face.
At no point in either fight did she ever say anything that made me think she was going to stop the shit, so I asked her point blank on Friday night. She looked stricken, and then said that of course she wasn't going to stop the affair. It was great sex, just like our great sex, and she didn't see why she had to stop. It was just sex with Nick, not love like we had, but it was great sex and she wasn't going to stop. I couldn't believe what I was hearing, and then I cracked. She asked me to consider letting her have her fun with Nick, and we could continue to have our fun and our love. I said I would consider it, and while we didn't make love that night, we fell asleep in each other's arms.
So Traci and Nick did their thing on Tuesday and Friday nights, and Traci and I did our thing on Wednesday and Saturday. I asked her a few things about him and what they did, and found out that they usually had two sessions because he could recover quickly, but that I was still better with my hands and mouth. While I wasn't happy with the situation, I at least still had my Traci, and for her part she seemed very happy with the way things were going. Why wouldn't she be happy?
I put the divorce talk on hold, and became a knowing cuckold. What a fucking idiot.



        You Can Love Too Much Ch. 02

        Some rough times, but I think I'm winning the battle.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/you-can-love-too-much-ch-02

Title: You Can Love Too Much Ch. 02

Author: Hooked1957

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Some rough times, but I think I'm winning the battle.

Tags: drama, marriage

Series: You Can Love Too Much


"Mmmuuummmppphhh!"
"Relax and breathe through your nose. You're fine!"
From being completely asleep -- or unconscious -- or whatever, I had no idea what was going on, only my mouth was stuffed full of something and I couldn't breathe. My wife was comforting me, or so I thought, until I opened my eyes and saw her hand in front of my mouth holding whatever it was inside.
Then I focused some more and saw Tony's pubic hair right behind her hand, and I realized why I couldn't breathe: I had eight inches of dick stuffed in my mouth, and my loving wife was the one feeding me his cock.
Not exactly sure how I got to this point, literally for today, but meaning in general. My inclination to try to save my marriage and keep my wife of 30 years was what got me here, sort of, and I was paying the price for being a schmuck.
My wife was cranking on the base of Tony's cock and smiling like a Cheshire cat and she continued to reassure me in my efforts -- although there was no effort on my part. She had inserted his prick into my mouth and was working it in deeper, all the while holding onto the back of my head with her other hand.
I don't have any idea how long we were doing this, but after what seemed like forever I felt Tony's body tense up and then quiver before filling my mouth with what felt like a bucket of hot cum. I gagged and sputtered, with most going down my throat, and when it felt like he was finally done, Traci released my head and slid his dick out of my mouth.
She then called Jack over, grabbed his hard dick, and slid it into my mouth before I could say anything or move off the bed. She repeated the whole act she had done with Tony, only this time I was awake from the start. Within about five minutes she got Jack to become the second man to come down my throat, and was practically giddy about it.
"That was great, Steve! You've got a real talent for sucking dick and swallowing cum."
For my part, I was still sputtering and having cum leaking down my chin. I wasn't nearly as excited as she was over the accomplishment.
"What the fuck, babe? I'm not supposed to be part of these games," I choked out.
"But you looked so good doing that and got me turned on real good. You're going to get more of that in the future," she practically squealed in delight.
I should have shut this down before it got started, but when I caught my wife cheating on me a year ago, instead of just leaving, she persuaded me to give this a shot, with her having a boyfriend on the side so she could have more sex. I just loved her too much to just give her up, and I thought -- hoped -- I could get her to stop eventually. Not only didn't that work, but after six months of having me a couple of times a week and having her younger coworker, Nick, a couple of times a week, she adds in this other young guy, Tony, and then him and some friends, once a week.
Then four weeks ago she tells me she'd like me to watch her with Tony and the guys, because she thinks that would really put her over the top, and I would probably like it, too. I quickly find out that Tony's a little more of an aggressive personality than either me or Nick, and she really seems to like that. She likes it so much, in fact, that she's now doing Tony twice a week, with Nick down to once, and she wants me there to watch.
The first three times I sat in with her and Tony and the crew was a real eye-opener for me. Not only was it the first time I had ever seen her with another man, but it was actually other men, as many as four, and it was multiple men at the same time. While I was shocked and distressed, I have to admit it was also incredibly stimulating to see my beautiful wife being the star of a porn performance. And she seemed to relish the spotlight.
But last week was a little more unnerving, because at her urging, she and Tony starting dishing some humiliation my way -- and that's the last thing I want. But Tony's got eight inches, and while I'm an average six, that means he's considerably bigger, and apparently my wife likes that and his aggressive style.
I didn't say too much after last week's session, which apparently got my wife to thinking she could push further -- which is how I wound up giving blowjobs to two men and swallowing two loads of cum. I don't have any clue as to how it happened, so I have to think I may have been drugged. One minute I'm in a chair across the room watching Traci and the two guys; next minute I'm the star cocksucker.
"Wow, how about that Steve, the first time you have sex with multiple people it's with two guys. Who would've guessed that one," she said cheerfully.
I just shook my head, unsure of what to do next, but Traci was already hard at work getting the guys ready for her turn.
And then it hits me, square in the face, figuratively after being literal: I am now in the hotwife-cuckold lifestyle. But it's not a chapter from one of JennyGently's series; it's actually happening to me. And while the husband usually gets treated with some respect by JennyGently, the disrespect in real life is getting out of hand.
It was always my wife and I together as a team. We made decent if not great money, had a nice home and family, put two kids through college and we seemed to be growing stronger together as we got older. And with a little help from modern medicine and exercise and diet, our sex life was good: Traci called it "great" repeatedly.
I was the adventurous one sexually, having us try new positions and foreplay from stuff I read through the years. She was vanilla. An occasional blowjob here and there, nothing too crazy. She put up with a little bit of aggressive sex, but wasn't into "pounding." She was very much into being fingered and eaten, however, and that got even more intense when the kids left home and she didn't have to hold back, either physically or verbally. Even though we would always close the bedroom windows when we were having sex, I'm sure the neighbors had to hear her screams of pleasure and orgasm. I absolutely love driving her nuts, and my goal is always to do my best job ever.
I have always encouraged her to go braless in public and dress sexy, and while she had been doing better in recent years, she was still incredibly conservative, because as she put it, "she didn't want anybody to think she was a slut." So now she is an actual slut, and while she doesn't scream it out in public, if we go out to an event there's a better than even chance she's having sex once or twice with somebody else before the night is through. Most of the time I just continue on with my evening as is nothing is happening, but if she and the new lover can't find a place during the outing than there may be a hotel stop after the event, with me waiting in the car like a fucking chauffeur.
Then there are the late nights when she just stumbles into sex, which she tells me about when she gets home looking like the neighborhood tramp.
As for our actually having sex together, I am lucky if I get her once a week now, but considering she is doing a minimum of three guys a week, that is probably for the best. Since she doesn't drink, she is at least more careful than the average slut, but since she's on the pill and hates condoms I know we're both pushing our luck and we both get tested regularly.
Almost all of the men she fucks are considerably younger, like half of her age, which is 52. She has kept herself in good shape, and her 38DD tits are impressive, but I think what these kids really like is her sexy confidence. She just knows she's hot, and she knows she can get these kids off almost any time she wants. And looking at it from a kid's standpoint, who wouldn't want a big-boobed mommy figure bouncing up and down on their dick like a sex goddess.
Aside from the obvious, our marriage is great, when she's home. Since I work long hours, she tries to schedule her trysts for when I'm working, which is nice of her. The only thing we fight about is the sleeping around, because I'm still old-fashioned enough to think my wife shouldn't be stepping out on me.
Tony and Jack each take her twice in the next few hours, and she has four noisy orgasms herself during the fray. At the end of the night, Traci and I both clean up and drive home from Tony's house, with my wife just kind of lying over on her side of the car in a sex-driven haze. She's holding my right hand while I drive. We don't talk.
The next day is Sunday, so we slept in some and got ready for the gym. While doing the usual morning routine at the sink, I bring up last night's "adventure."
Before I can get more than two sentences out of my mouth, Traci has jumped in with both feet, enthusiastically telling me how much I added to her evening, even attributing her first two orgasms to me.
"I'm not gay or bisexual, Trace, and I don't find that anything but humiliating. Let's not go there again."
"But I LOVED IT!" she practically screamed at me. "I loved the look on your face with a dick planted in your mouth. I almost came when you swallowed Tony, and I promised him we'd do it again sometime soon.
"I can't do that again."
"But you will. I promised," she shot back testily.
The week passed by without incident, if you call having your wife fucking four guys on three different nights not an incident, and then came Saturday night. We were supposed to meet Tony and Jack and whoever else for dinner at a restaurant before heading to Tony's for their Tracifest. When I said I wasn't going along, you would have thought I said no to a White House dinner.
I didn't go with her to Tony's that night, and she stormed out of the house almost in tears. I should probably mention that Traci looked fabulous and slutty all at the same time, wearing a thin black dress with an open front that finally closed about halfway down her stomach. Most of her big tits were showing to everyone who cared to look. The dress stopped about two inches past her fine ass, showing legs virtually all the way to the plumbing. And worse yet, I knew that none of that was going to be mine tonight.
Apparently to get even with me, the fun and games started at the restaurant this night, and Tony and Jack were joined by two friends that I had seen before, Marcus and Luke. When she got to the restaurant the others had already been seated, which gave Traci the walk-up effect she wanted. All four guys practically came out of their seats when she got the table, and after some shuffling of chairs, she was seated between Tony and Jack, with Marcus and Luke across the table.
According to Mike, the bartender, whom I checked with a couple of days later for the full story, Traci was playing kissy-face at the table with both Tony and Jack, and of course, every time she moved or leaned over to one, half the restaurant got a look at those 38DDs trying to escape her dress. Ten minutes in, she and Tony get up and walk into the men's room, with half the restaurant watching them. After another 10 minutes, Tony comes out and Jack goes in, then Marcus and Luke take their turns.
Traci finally comes back out with Luke, although by this time her lipstick has been wiped off and both her face and upper chest are all flushed. The entire restaurant by this point was watching her, and Mike says a hush kind of fell over the room as she returned to the table. The five of them then ate their meals as if they didn't have a care in the world, paid and left.
Traci got home sometime around 1 a.m. The smell of sex entered the room with her. As she quietly slid naked under the covers, I quietly asked if she had a good time. She replied that it was none of my business.
We didn't talk much for the next week, but on the following Saturday we had one of her work events to attend. Although I don't really fit into her work world, I do clean up well, so I put on my expensive dark blue suit and prepared myself for an evening of boring conversation with insurance geeks. Traci, for her part, had to dress conservatively for the outing, although her dark blue dress, which I had never seen before, was up to her upper thighs, definitely two to three inches too short for this crowd.
We did the mingling thing for about an hour at a fancy-ass reception hall attached to a fancy-ass hotel, with Traci re-introducing me to her coworkers who see me only once or twice a year. Then we sort of drifted apart, as I stayed at the bar and Traci worked the room by herself. I knew it was coming, though, so when she drifted out of my sight for more than I minute, I went looking. I spotted her just entering an elevator with her boss, John, so I watched to see at what floor the elevator stopped. The elevator light stopped at six, so I went to the front desk and asked what room John Martin had in the hotel. "624" was the answer, so I ambled on up to 624, giving them a good 15 minute head start. When my ears confirmed what I already knew was happening behind the door, I headed downstairs, but this time I didn't just hang around like a fucking taxi driver: I went home.
The call came in on my cell at about 11:15 -- two hours after I left.
"Where the hell are you?" she demanded.
I explained to her that since she was now fucking her boss, he could be her taxi driver for the evening. Maybe he could even drop her off at Tony's for a quick one or two times there. She started to respond, but I just hung up and shut off the phone.
I woke up the next morning with her lips wrapped around my very hard dick. Seems she must have found her way home and crawled into bed with me, and this was some sort of apology.
"Morning sleepyhead," she said between stroking me with her tongue.
It's really tough to be pissed at someone when they've got your hard dick in their mouth, and I'm no exception to this rule. So I waited until after I came down her throat -- and could then think -- to begin the conversation.
"Babe, I can't do this anymore. This is killing me. I love you to death, but all you seem to care about is your next orgasm. You don't love me anymore -- that's obvious -- and you certainly don't respect me and my feelings. That bullshit at Tony's last week won't ever happen again, unless somebody wants to die after."
"I'm sorry," she said softly as she looked down to avoid my gaze. "I got caught up with Tony's dom thing, and let him talk me into making you my sub. It was really fun though, and probably the hottest thing I've ever been a part of."
"Not fun for me," I snapped. "And not just that shit at Tony's. All of it. I can't do it anymore."
We had had this argument before, although the Tony stuff was new, but I think she finally realized she went too far, that maybe there was an ending point to my love. I got her to promise me that I wasn't going to be involved at all, and she had to be a lot more discreet when we were out together. I wasn't going to play dumb to keep appearances up in public. And while we were on the subject, I promised her that I would do nothing to embarrass her in public should I decide to find some company of my own.
Her head jerked up at that, and I could see surprise and worry in her eyes. Did she actually expect this to be completely one-sided? I may be a schmuck, but I have game, and maybe it's time I used it.
True to her promise, Traci toned down her act over the next few weeks, and while I know she continued fucking around on me, she at least didn't rub my face in it, literally or figuratively. And we actually got away for a couple of day trips on two Saturdays, and it felt almost like the old days -- she and I, just visiting some museums and art galleries.
Then came the holidays, and unlike last year when both kids and their families didn't come home, this year both kids and their spouses and the two grandkids all found their way to our house for a week of fun and family. Playing mom certainly took her mind off playing sex bomb, and she had to put her play toys on hold for a week. That was another great week, and I started to think that just maybe I was going to win this battle after all.
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I was bleeding like a stuck pig from the cut I had just ripped on my right hand working on my car engine, so I ran from the garage into the downstairs bathroom for a towel and then a washcloth. Then I reached into the medicine cabinet for a Band-Aid, finding the metal box right next to my wife's birth control pills.
After putting two Band-Aids on the cut, I reached back in to put the box away and just happened to glance at the prescription. It was dated over four months ago for 30 pills ... and it was empty. Ah, shit!
At 52 years old, it was unlikely my wife, Traci, needed to worry about taking birth control pills, but since she had been having sex with multiple men for the last 18 months, the last thing I wanted was for her to get pregnant. With our two kids 28 and 25 years old and long since out of the house, I would have thought that was the last thing she would have wanted as well, but apparently, what the fuck do I know?
When she started on this "adventure," first cheating on me without my knowledge and then doing so with my tacit but unhappy agreement, it was with a younger coworker. That gradually morphed into sex with a handful of partners on a regular basis, and some more on an irregular schedule. I never in my wildest dreams would have thought she would it have done it without birth control, but then again I never thought she'd ever step out on me, either. Wrong and wrong.
As it was late Saturday afternoon, I knew exactly where to find Traci. She was upstairs in our main bathroom, getting ready for her evening's fun with Tony, Jack and crew. Tony was the young guy with eight inches of meat who had become Traci's go-to lover, and he usually had several friends in on the action with him. He and Traci were a twice-weekly deal, and had been for about a year now. He was somewhat of a dominant, and he knew how to push Traci's buttons. He had tried to include me in on the deal as Traci's sub, and had her drug me once so he could humiliate me by coming down my throat, but I stopped that shit from happening again by threatening physical harm, and the kid knew I could kick the shit out of him.
I walked into the bathroom and put the pill bottle on the counter in front of Traci. She looked at it and said, "Ooh." Then she looked at it harder and realized what it was, and said "Ooooohhh!" Yeah.
"When were you planning on telling me, when you got knocked up?" I half-yelled at her. "Are you fucking nuts?"
I had seen that "Oh shit, I got caught look" too many times in the last 18 months. I thought we had come to some kind of understanding about her escapades, but apparently we hadn't -- in a big way.
"There's no fucking way on God's green earth I'm raising somebody else's kid! Not happening, now or ever! I'll be gone! Do you fucking understand me?" I screamed.
Even with all the bullshit that's gone on for the last year and a half, I don't think I've screamed -- not just yelled, but actually screamed -- at Traci more than three times in our 31 years of marriage. The terrified look on her face told me she understood what I was saying, and also told me I was too late to stop the sequence of events that was about to play out.
I turned, opened the stool, leaned over, and blew lunch. What else do you do when someone hits you in the stomach with a 300-pound lead pipe?
When I finally composed myself and swallowed some water to help get the taste of puke out of my mouth, I looked at my now crying wife and quietly asked, "How long have you known?"
"I've missed my last two periods," she answered.
Again, ah, shit.
I started to raise my voice and yell again, but thought better of it.
"How could you possibly do this to me, to us? What about our kids? Now what do we do?
"I won't ask you to abort it. Neither of us believes in abortion as the answer to this, and I would never make you choose between me and the baby. That's a choice I have to lose, and that I understand. But I can't raise another man's child. I guess you've made the choice for both of us."
I turned, walked out of the room, then the house, got into my car and drove to the nearest bar. I handed the bartender $50 and my car keys, wrote my address on a napkin, and told him to call me a cab when I hit my limit. I might not have been smart enough to leave my wife when I found out she was cheating on me, but I am smart enough not to drive drunk.
I sat quietly and planned my future with my good buddy Jack Daniels. I knew that I had to be the man I should have been in the first place, but I had to do it right.
I walked in the house at about midnight. Normally, Traci wouldn't be home yet, but apparently she cancelled her evening's fun, because she was sitting up in the kitchen in her robe with a cup of coffee in her hand when I walked in.
"We need to talk," she said, voicing the words no husband ever wants to hear, but at this point I just didn't care.
I reached into the liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniels Tennessee Honey. I poured myself a couple of shots and sat down.
"We can work through this," she started. "If we can work through the other stuff, I can't see why we can't do this."
"There's the little matter of me raising someone else's kid, babe. It's bad enough you turned me into a cuckold, and then I let you become a complete slut, but this kid will be a constant reminder to both of us that you truly don't respect me or love me, despite what you say.
"I'll stick around long enough to make sure you and the baby are okay, but then I'm gone. You can tell the kids what you'd like, I will tell them the truth about us and the baby. I'm not trying to be vengeful, but I'm not taking shit from anybody else for the situation you made and then I allowed. I'll accept my fault in this but no more."
I stepped over to her, gave her a kiss on the top of the head, and went upstairs to bed. She didn't follow right away, but when I woke up in the morning, I was curled around her just like normal. I rubbed her stomach a few times, knowing that it was still way too early to be feeling life.
There was little talk of her pregnancy for the next couple of weeks as life got back to normal -- such as it was for us. She had her first OB-GYN appointment at about what she figured was the three-month mark, and like I had done for the other pregnancies, I went with her to the appointment. This was a new doctor from the one we used the first two times because her old doctor had retired a few years ago. This was a 30-ish smallish Asian woman who seemed to be trying to outdo Mr. Rogers in the cheerful department, and her nurse also seemed to have had one too many happy pills.
While the doctor was examining Traci, she tried to make small talk with me, and twice called me "Dad," a not too uncommon practice in most cases. This wasn't, however, most cases, and after the second time she called me Dad, it was time to clear the air.
"Excuse me, Doc, but I am probably not the baby's father, so I'd appreciate it if you'd stop calling me Dad. Save that for the son of a bitch who is, when you find out."
The doctor, her nurse, and Traci all looked shocked, then Traci's face got beet red.
"It would have been nice of my wife to have been honest with you ahead of time, but apparently she wasn't. So anyway, when is the earliest we can do a fetal DNA to tell me what I already know?"
The doc stammered a bit before regaining her composure, then told me we could do DNA in about a month. She made the appointment for us right then.
The cutesy, fun appointment turned into a somber exercise after that. Traci stayed red-faced, but I think half of that was from anger, not embarrassment. When we finally got back in the car, she exploded.
"Don't you ever again embarrass me like that!" she screamed at me. "You don't want to be a part of this, fine, but you're not going to ruin it for me!"
"And there it is!" I shot back. "It's always about you. Your fun. Your pleasure. Well, fuck that. I need to know for sure, and if you don't want to tell people the truth, that's on you. But I'm not covering your ass. It's not my kid. You made the choice to become a slut, then you made the choice to get knocked up. Or was it somebody else's choice on becoming pregnant?"
It's tough to be right on a regular basis. Traci got a funny look on her face, then broke eye contact with me. It was her turn to stammer.
"T-t-tony and I kind of thought it would be funny and sexy if I got knocked up. And every time someone cums in me that's all I can think of. It's incredibly hot. And you have to admit, you've always said you think I'm sexy when I'm pregnant."
"With my child. Not someone else's!
"Look, if you want Tony or whoever here with you for these exams and things, I'm good with that. If you want me, I'm good with that, too, but we're not going to pretend it's my baby. The doc now knows, and that should be the last time I have to say anything."
Traci dropped her eyes again. "I want you with me. No pretending," she said.
After a quiet five minutes on the ride home, I looked over at her and asked earnestly, "Do you even have a clue who the father is?"
Traci turned bright red again, and I could see her mind working as she tried to figure on the time frame. She looked and me nervously and replied simply, "No."
I had already done the math on one of my sleepless nights after she told me about the baby. There were at least six possibles that I knew of, and at least six other liasons that I knew about. Assuming half of the extracurriculars, so to speak, were repeats, that meant nine possibilities, assuming she didn't sneak in one or two more that she didn't tell me about or I didn't find out about. Damn. My once conservative, respectable wife had turned into one hell of a slut.
Traci started showing about a month later, so at that point we had to make the announcement. Actually, she had to make the announcement. I didn't talk much about it, ending the conversations as quickly as they started. There was a lot of joking, though, about the two of us having our own grandchildren, and my friends ribbed me pretty good about still being a stud. If that was the case, I'd be the proudest guy around. As is, I felt like shit.
Life didn't change much for us as Traci got further into her pregnancy. She gained about 20 pounds, and like the first two pregnancies, she absolutely glowed with her pregnant belly out front, sort of acting like a shelf for her big boobs, which had morphed from 38DD to about 42GGG. She truly was sexy, and it did nothing to inhibit her active sex life. As for our sex life, we hadn't made love since she told me she was pregnant. I just couldn't face her, and on the rare occasions that she made a move for me, I begged off.
The DNA test showed that I wasn't the father. The doc said it was probably still too early for it to determine who actually was, but it was enough time to show who wasn't -- and that was me. No shock there. The doc did ask my wife the same question I had about if she knew who the father was, and it was a very shame-faced Traci who had to admit she didn't know. She admitted to the doc very quietly that there were about a dozen possibilities. The doc tried to keep it professional, but I saw her shoot her nurse a shocked glance.
Our kids were both shocked at the pregnancy, and we both caught some good-natured grief over their new sibling. Again, I just kept my mouth shut. Jocularity was not my mood.
Traci gained about another 10 pounds over the next few months, and at her seven-month check-up the doctor told that her that she needed to stop having vaginal sex at the eight-month mark for the health of the baby. The doc actually looked embarrassed when she told her she could continue with oral sex as long as it wasn't too physical. I didn't say a word, although the nurse gave me one of those "what can you do" looks, and that's when the rest of my exit strategy came into existence.
I hired my PI back for some extra surveillance work for the final month of Traci's sexcapades, and through a contact of his I was able to obtain a copy of the key to Tony's house. I already had obtained enough of the drug Traci and Tony had used to knock me out when they tried to make me Traci's sub almost a year ago.
When Traci and I had come to our "understanding" after the sub incident, we opened up a little more with each other, and she talked more freely about her exploits if I seemed interested. I know she wasn't telling me everything, but the information came in handy. And once I made my decision, it became easier to accept her screwing around. The heart may want what the heart wants, but it doesn't mend once you've stomped it into submission.
I knew a lot of what went on in Tony's favorite restaurant, where he and his crew often took Traci before their fun Saturday nights, because of my new best friend, bartender Mike. A 20-spot every now and then got me all the info about how many were at the table, and who, and about the not-so-subtle trips to the men's room. Apparently my wife was quite the little hostess, and the Saturday night regulars were well aware of what was going on.
The Saturday night get-togethers were always bigger than those mid-week because everyone had the weekend off, and Traci could stay out half the night -- or the whole night sometimes. Usually it was just the four regular guys -- Tony, Jack, Marcus, and Luke, but sometimes they were joined by others, Mike said, including one big party weekend where there were a dozen guys at the table with Traci. She spent at least two hours in the men's room that night, he said, and I know that was one of the nights she didn't make it home. And when she did finally show up, she was completely disheveled and sexed to the max. She was sore, judging by how she moved, and had the hazy look she gets when she's had a lot of sex.
Mike had told me that the parties had been pretty much been contained to the four regulars for the last month or so, and I was pretty certain that the last one before Traci having to stop vaginal sex would also just be the usual quartet. About a week before the final dance, so to speak, I sat down with Mike and made my pitch for his help with my revenge plan. I gave Mike $100 to spike the last drink of the evening for the guys, and Traci's final water with lemon, with the drug she and Tony had used on me about a year ago. That would give them time to have their drinks and drive to Tony's before the drug took effect and they would go out for a good nap. Mike would call me on my cell when they were headed to Tony's, and I would wait for them to pass out and exact my revenge.
I didn't tell Mike what that revenge would be, because I didn't want him to end up in jail if things went wrong.
Traci looked like an ad for pregnancy sex when she left the house that night, and as I saw her off I told her how sexy looked. She was wearing a somewhat short, flowing black silky dress, without a bra and panties, and her giant boobs were just rocking and rolling with every step she took.
My heart was racing in my chest while waiting for Mike to call. Traci left at about seven, and at about 10 Mike called to tell me the five were heading over to Tony's. Let the games begin!
Tony was an up-and comer in a computer company and at 28 had a nice house in a decent neighborhood. He also had that 8-inch sword that Traci just adored, and a shithead attitude that made it easy for Mike to agree to help me; that and the fact that Tony was cuckolding me and Mike just didn't think that was right. I waited in the dark in my car about two houses down from Tony's place until about 11:30. Then using the key that I had gotten from my PI's contact, I carefully slipped in the front door and went inside.
I had Mike dose everyone stronger than they dosed me, because while they wanted me to wake up and be humiliated, I needed them out cold for my plan. I found Marcus and Luke naked in the living room, one on the sofa and the other in a chair. They looked like they had already had sex. I found Tony and Jack naked and out cold on the bed with a naked Traci in between them; they also looked like they'd gotten off so far this evening. Traci's pussy was oozing cum, confirming my suspicions.
I shoved Tony onto the floor so I could get at Traci. I used a couple of pillows, sat her up unconscious and took out a razor. I then spent the next 30 minutes carefully shaving her head bald of its beautiful long blonde hair.
That act was perhaps the most erotic thing I've ever done in my life, and my dick was absolutely throbbing in my jeans. I took my jeans and underwear off, straddled Tony's face on the floor, stuck my dick in his mouth and had the biggest orgasm of my life. He sputtered in his state of unconsciousness, but I slowly made sure he swallowed most of the load, with the excess spilling out onto his face. I then gathered up as much of Traci's hair as I could and slowly fed it to him, working his jaw and throat muscles so he could swallow that, too.
Eating some hair won't normally harm a person, but making a meal out of an entire head of long hair is not exactly good for the digestion. But I guessed he had about another half hour of unconsciousness before he'd have to worry about those consequences. I left him with a few strands of long blonde hair stuck to the jism that had spilled onto his face.
I also had taken a few cellphone photos of Tony with my dick rammed in his mouth, and just for good measure I took of few of Traci, still propped up on the bed, bald, naked, and very pregnant. Turned out not to be such a bad day for me, anyway.
When I left Tony's I passed my PI, who was instructed to video with his hidden cameras only after I left. I gave him a thumbs up and went home.
When I got home I was pretty charged up, so I sat up and watched a movie before finally going to bed about 1. Revenge is a dish best served cold, and I made pretty sure it was going to be cold at Tony's house when everybody woke up. It was sometime around 5 when Traci slid in next to me and pushed her big belly up against my back. I didn't say anything; just went back to sleep. I woke up at about 9 a.m., rolled over and saw Traci staring back at me, her blues eyes and face no longer framed by her long blond hair. Truthfully, bald is not a good look for her. But I had to be cool and act shocked, so I made a shocked look and blurted out, "What the fuck did you guys do? That must have been one hell of a send-off party!"
Under normal circumstances that would have been the exact wrong thing to say as Traci instantly burst into tears, but we left normal circumstances a long time ago. I put my arms around her to comfort her, feeling perhaps just a twinge of remorse, and more so a feeling of renewed excitement as my dick got instantly hard up against her pregnant belly.
"He shaved my hair off and ate it. Tony shaved my hair off and ate it!" Traci sobbed.
"Get out of here!" I answered her back. "What kind of nuts shit were you guys doing?"
"We were just fucking like we always do. I did Marcus and Luke and then Tony and Jack, and then I got tired and shut my eyes and must have fallen asleep or something. When I woke up, the guys were yelling at each other and Tony had cum and my hair on his face, then he started throwing up. Then I realized he had shaved off all my hair!" she sobbed.
"I think Jack came in Tony's mouth, at least I think that's what they were arguing about before Tony started puking, but I was too concerned with my hair being gone to pay too much attention to them. I knew you were going to be real mad."
"Wow. It's not my favorite look for you, I can tell you that, but if you can't tell I think overall with the boobs and the belly I'm definitely turned on. You might have to stay bald for a while until I can get over this," I answered.




Traci had both hands on my hard dick and was stroking me as we talked. Five minutes later I exploded all over her boobs, belly, and face.
"Well, I guess I just may have to embrace my baldness, as long as you are willing to do the shaving."
"You're on!" I responded.
Seeing my excitement, Traci didn't go into too much more detail about the evening, although I got the distinct impression she was pretty pissed at Tony, both for the apparent head shaving and the argument after. On Monday, my PI gave me the full report, telling me that it got really heated among the guys, with Tony and Jack almost coming to blows, while Traci seemed devastated about her hair and got into it heavily with Tony. Of course in the middle of this Tony was busy throwing up chunks of Traci's hair. All in all, I'd say a pretty good evening.
With vaginal sex off the table for Traci her last month, and with the Tony and friends debacle, the two of us spent much of the last weeks of her pregnancy together, like we used to do prior to this whole mess starting. The only real difference was she took some time out for oral sex with Nick once a week, and apparently she did oral on a few others in that time, but for the most part it felt almost like old times, just the two of us -- sort of.
After her third trip to see Nick after the cutoff, she reported back to me that Nick had been fired at her company. Something about a staff cutback, she said, although John, her boss, hadn't said anything to her about that the last time they had seen each other (translation here -- the last time they had sex together. John had been a semi-regular for about the last year.)
I didn't show too much concern, because it was Nick that got Traci started on her merry way toward Slutville. I certainly didn't tell her the firing just might have come from John finding out that he and Nick were sharing the same woman, as a photo of her and Nick having sex made its way into John's mail at the company. Hey, shit happens.
I knew Traci would tell me when Nick got the ax, so it was time for my next anonymous mailing, this one to John's wife of 25 years, Ellen. I think I'll send over a before and after of him and Traci -- one before pregnancy and one during, so she gets the picture completely, so to speak.
I liked Ellen from the few times I met her. Well, at least you could say John wasn't screwing her over for a younger woman, because Ellen is about five years younger than Traci. I'll bet Ellen will try to take everything from the bastard, including his balls, when she sees those photos. She looks like the type who will get it done, too.
I saved my best for last with Tony. Although he didn't start Traci down her path, he was the biggest beneficiary of her sluttiness, and he further took advantage by doing a dominant thing on her every now and then. He tried to pull that shit with me as well about a year ago with some help from Traci, but after that one experience I told Traci it wasn't ever going to happen again or someone was getting hurt or worse. But that was the beginning of the end for Traci and me, so to speak, and besides, Tony was easily the biggest asshole of the guys I had met who were fucking Traci.
Tony worked at a computer company, and was, in fact, one of the young lions coming up in the firm. So I just had to find his top rival on the young lion food chain, befriend him and then get him to give me just a little help to end Tony's career, leaving the playing field wide open for him.
Stan Blixten was his name, and for a crisp $100 bill and the promise of Tony being taken down, Stan gave me the keys to the company's network, so to speak. About 20 years ago, I was a pretty good hacker, and after doing some brushing up, I completely wiped out a system that Tony had designed for the company, and for dessert, I changed everybody's computer background to the photo I had taken with my dick stuffed in Tony's mouth. I had taken the photo down my body, so you couldn't see any part of me except that my dick was actually in his mouth, along with the rest of his face. Although he was unconscious at the time, I opened his eyes to enhance the photo.
And, since I'm such a nice guy, I sent that very same photo in hardcopy to Tony's parents, having gotten their address from the personnel file Stan had gotten for me. Overboard? Maybe. Fun? Oh yeah. Fuck with me, you little bastard.
And then it was baby time.
Tracy went into labor on a Tuesday morning, and the baby was born at 2:49 in the afternoon. It was an uneventful birth, which is always a good thing, and after the initial oohing and aahing over the baby, the nurse in charge took the baby and cleaned him up, then turned to hand him to me. Since this nurse had no way of knowing I wasn't the father, I just held up my hands like I was being held at gunpoint, then pointed to my wife, who was just finishing a quiet conversation with her OB-GYN, who had just finished the birth certificate particulars. I gave a quick glance at it, noting that Traci had used our last name, Trakker, for the baby, but did not have a father listed. As it should be.
The nurses cleaned up Traci as she held the baby, whom she named David, after her father. I was not involved in the naming process at all, again as it should be, although she tried to get me involved several times. He was a good-looking kid, I have to admit, although with Traci as his mother he had a good start.
I hung out with the two of them for about an hour, then when Traci looked like she was flagging I told her she did another good job, kissed her on the top of her bald head and left. For good. Forever. I simply said, "Goodbye," and walked out the door.
The next day at about 10:30 a.m. while she was in the room with the baby, a server from my lawyer's office knocked on the door, confirmed she was Traci Trakker and handed her a manila envelope and a gray envelope.
"You've been served," he said.
"Oh, no, no, no," was all she could mutter before she began sobbing uncontrollably, the server later told me. Hearing the noise, a pair of nurses ran into the room as the server turned and left.
The manila envelope contained the divorce papers. I gave her the house, which was paid for, split the money we had accumulated, and stated that there would be no alimony from me because of the reason for the divorce, which was, of course, her infidelity. With the house paid for, it was a fair settlement, and with her job it was more than enough to keep her and the child in a solid if not spectacular lifestyle.
I'll have to assume she got around to reading it, because she eventually signed it, and I'll have to assume she read the gray envelope as well, which was, for all intents and purposes, my last communication with her.
"Dearest Traci:
"I am sorry if the serving of the papers and this letter caught you by surprise. You shouldn't have been surprised: I told you exactly what was going to happen when I found out about the pregnancy.
"If you were surprised, than it was because you didn't believe I had the will to do what I should have done in the first place when you started cheating on me. Yes, I know things had gotten much better between us in the last month, but better still isn't good, and that still didn't come close to negating the pain you inflicted on me these last two years.
"To this day you've never really given me an answer as to why you threw away our 30 years of marriage for more sex with other men. You always said our sex life was great, but either you were lying your ass off or just decided that our marriage didn't mean as much as your sexual desires. That's certainly not love, and certainly not respect.
"But let's not make it about me. As much as you shit on my love and respect, I just loved you so much I stayed and took the abuse, hoping I could get you back to being the woman I once loved above everything else. But you persisted in your ways, gradually forcing my eyes to see you for what you had become. The pregnancy was the ultimate disrespect, and I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that even if you still loved me somewhat, it was no longer love down deep in your soul; the way mine was for you.
"And then there was the little matter of raising someone else's child: I don't think that works in anyone's real world. Sounds kinky, not happening.
"Soon after you receive this, our children will be in town to help you out for a few days. They will be heading to the house first before coming over to visit you. They know to stop at the next day neighbors -- Sarah and Bill -- to pick up keys to our house. On the kitchen table they will each find a gray envelope addressed to them. In it there is a letter saying simply that I am leaving you because of your unfaithfulness to me with several men over the last two years, and that DNA has shown that I am not the baby's father. There is also a smaller envelope with six photos inside, each one of you having sex with a different man. I have encouraged them not to open the smaller envelope and to just trust that I am telling them the truth. The envelope is there in case they do not believe me, or should you wish to spin some lie about why I am the bad guy in this. I believe I have taken the high road on this; I trust you will be smart enough to do so as well.
"Ultimately, the worst part of what you did was that you threw away us -- you and me and the life we had built together, the life I loved, the life I had hoped would be there until my dying day. You ripped that away from me. We raised two great kids together and had set an example for them; now they will think we are a fraud. All I can do is apologize for my part in this. Again, I will not cover for you.
"I have moved into an apartment in town and gotten a new cell phone number. The kids have the number and will probably give it to you if you insist, but I wish you wouldn't: I have absolutely nothing more to say to you. You may contact me in the future through my attorney, who is listed in the divorce papers.
"Will I think of you from time to time, and wonder what is happening in your life? I will try not to, but after 30 good years, it will be tough not to have thoughts of you creep into my head. The problem is, the last two bad years always follow the good ones in my head, and ruin any good feelings I may briefly have. Hardly the storybook ending.
"Maybe if I had just loved you a little less ..."
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Love story
It was way more than just lust, but it was done so well, and kept so quiet, that it was hard to call it a passionate affair.
Upon reflection, though, it was definitely a deep love, the kind where two souls touch and wrap themselves around each other like grapevines on a fence.
It was the kind of love I've always wanted, and thought I had, with my wife of 32 years, Traci, until I discovered differently about 12 years ago. That revelation shook me to my core and nearly killed me ... but it wasn't my funeral we were attending now, was it?
Still beautiful at 55, Traci was in the seat next to me openly weeping for the loss of her long-time co-worker and friend, Gene, while the pastor droned on about Gene's great qualities as a human being, father, son, brother, and friend. I was there to support my wife in her grief. She had worked with Gene for 30 years, and in the course of this had become pretty good friends, the kind that go out for co-worker lunches and share family stories about the kids and so forth. I had been hearing those stories through Traci for this whole time, and at this point felt like he was my friend I knew so much about him and his family.
I had even met Gene and his wife, Laura, at several of Traci's work-related functions, and in fact, the four of us got along just great.
It was quite a shock, then, when Traci received a phone call on Saturday morning from another co-worker telling her that Gene was dead, apparently the victim of a robbery in a parking lot at a small motel in our city the previous night.
Crime in the city had been on the upswing recently, and in fact our home had been broken into recently, and the thieves got my 22 handgun and most of Traci's jewelry. But that was just a break-in, upsetting as it had been; this was a death.
Like Traci and I, Gene was 55 years old, in good shape, with a boyish face and thinning, gray-brown hair. He was a good-looking guy, but no Brad Pitt, just your average guy living an average life, with two grown children. From all the stories I have heard, he and Laura lived a lifestyle similar to mine and Traci's: nothing too crazy, solid financially, they puttered around their yard for fun.
Just a case of being in the wrong place at the wrong time, the police would later note.
I didn't feel one drop of remorse as they loaded the casket into the hearse for the ride to the cemetery.
I remained quiet for the entire 20-minute drive while Traci sobbed almost uncontrollably. The short service at the grave took only another five minutes, then we headed back to the car for the trip home. As we approached the car, we could see a man standing by the driver's side of the car, a legal-type envelope in his hand. When we got within a few yards of him, he moved toward us, extending the envelope to my wife as he asked if she was Traci Lyons. Wiping away tears from her eyes, she replied affirmatively, and as she took the envelope from him, he said, "You have been served."
Traci quickly pulled her hand back from the process server as if he had a communicable disease. Her damp eyes got wide with surprise. She looked at me, then the envelope, as if her brain was slowly making the connection. As the server moved quickly away, Traci unhooked the clasp on the envelope and pulled out the paperwork. She glanced at the first page before the tears started again, and with faltering steps she slowly made her way over to her side of the car, where I awaited, holding the door open for her.
The 15-minute drive home was mostly silent, except for Traci's low sobs and sniffles. While I expected the dam to break sometime, I wasn't going to be the one to initiate what would surely be a shitstorm.
When we got home, Traci went into the kitchen and sat down at the table. I followed her to the kitchen, got a beer out of the fridge and sat down as well.
"Why are you doing this, and why on this day of all days?" she asked quietly. "And at the cemetery?"
While I wasn't exactly proud of myself at that moment, I also wasn't of the mindset to back down.
"Because I felt it was only fitting that you should lose both of us together, if you will, the way you had both of us."
Traci's face came up to meet my gaze; she was absolutely shocked, to say the least. Apparently her dumbass husband had finally figured it out.
"I- I- I never meant to hurt you," Traci stammered. "You know I love you."
"Do I?" I challenged. "You've been doing this to me for at least 22 years! Yeah, I know that Hayley is his!"
She stared back at me in complete disbelief, her mouth wide open as if she couldn't figure out how to make sound come out.
I went back to the fridge for beer No. 2. Probably a good thing I had a 12-pack in there to start.
"How long have you known. How did you find out?" she questioned. "We were so careful, for both your sake and Laura's."
"Right. For my sake and Laura's. Got it.
"I've only known for the last 12 years. You guys were awful careful, I've got to give you that.
"You actually didn't give it away. It was something only a spouse would pick up on that tipped me off; then I went and hired a private investigator and he confirmed it.
"Remember that company Christmas party where we had different spouses team up and played Password. You and Gene were teamed up and were great together. And that's where you tipped me off. You two were giving clues like a married couple, with lots of body language and assumptions, exactly like we would do ... and that's when it hit me. You two had it going on, and it was more than just sex, more than just an affair.
"And you didn't even notice when I got quiet and stayed that way for a few weeks.
"So I hired a PI, and he followed you for three months, and documented your lunches, your trysts, two business trips in which you both shared the same room, although the company paid for two. He noted how you made sure to move your tryst days around so there wouldn't be a pattern and it would fit into the normal routine of errands, doctor visits, what-have-you.
"He especially noted that you two seemed to be in love, as opposed to the usual lust-crazed lovers just rutting like animals ..."
By this time, I was choking up, and tears were running down my face.
"I loved you, Babe. How could you do this to me?" I cried.
"I still love you, Lee. I always have. Always will. It's just that I had another place in my heart for Gene, too. I didn't plan it that way. It just happened, and I couldn't give up either of you. And Gene felt the same way with Laura. So we just carved out a little space for each other, and did our best to cherish both of our loves," Traci said softly.
"Then explain Hayley!" I shot back, rejuvenated in my efforts. She looked surprised again, but I jumped back in before she could continue.
"Not knowing how long you two had been together, but knowing how long you had worked together, I decided I needed to have the kids DNA tested, and I made sure to grab off a plastic cup Gene drank out of at the last company get-together so they could have that to compare to. And, son a gun, but Hayley was a perfect match to husband No. 2. Well, if that's not the mark of love, having husband No. 1 unknowingly raise husband No. 2's child, than I don't know what is."
Traci blushed deeply and dropped her head.
I sat there quietly staring daggers at my wife while she sat there looking increasingly uncomfortable.
"I'm waiting!" I demanded. "Let's hear it, from the beginning. You owe me that much."
Apparently it's not easy to tell your husband of 32 years that you've been cheating on him for 24 of those years. Traci stammered, cleared her throat, stammered some more and then finally started talking.
The affair started innocently enough as workplace flirting among good friends, she said, and it was six months before the first sexual encounter. Gene's dick wasn't any bigger than mine nor was he any better at using it than me, but she had to admit the thrill of illicit sex was huge, and remained a big component of their coupling for at least the first two years. What with each of them having a strong home life, squirreling away a few hours each week together was a challenge, and with big challenges came big rewards, Traci said.
But as they spent more time together and worked very hard on the logistics of making this work, the pair slowly realized they were falling in love - although they weren't falling out of love with their respective spouses, Traci continued.
Hayley truly was an accident, Traci said. While the pair had been having bareback sex all along because Traci had started to take birth control pills without my knowledge, when she had to go off the pill for a little while for a medical procedure, she forgot to inform Gene, and for two weeks Traci was an accident waiting to happen. And when a home pregnancy test after 12 weeks confirmed what Traci had suspected, she decided not to tell me and to let me think the baby was mine, since we always have bareback sex and I didn't know Traci was on the pill. Traci knew I'd be thrilled with a third child, and I didn't disappoint. (Even now, long after I knew she wasn't mine, I still love Hayley no less, and no one is going to tell me she isn't my child.)
"So how exciting was it for you to be carrying another man's child?" I interrupted. "Don't tell me you didn't think about. And you certainly had to think about how much you were disrespecting me doing that."
I was right on both counts, and all Traci could do was blink back more tears in response. After a pause of at least 30 seconds, she finally answered, almost in a whisper.
"I felt incredibly sexy the whole time knowing I was knocked up by another man," she admitted. "And it was always a great comfort to me to watch my three children playing together, knowing I was the mother to all three - and two good men were the fathers.
"And now I'll always have a piece of him because of Hayley."
She made the last statement a little too proudly for my comfort.
"Just keep that knowledge to yourself, because as far as I'm concerned, Hayley is my daughter, and if she ever finds out differently I will burn you down. I've got photos and videos that I wasn't planning on using, but I will if I have to," I spat at Traci.
That exchange apparently brought Traci completely back to reality, and her tone changed from mostly soft and shook to argumentative and nasty. That was fine with me, because I didn't expect this to be easy.
"So why did you wait so long to act on the divorce if you knew for so long?" she hissed at me. "Did I miss the chapter where my big strong hubby found out that he likes to be a cuckold?"
She got me with that one. Not that I wanted to be a cuckold, but I was surprised that she even knew the term.
"You can thank the state for that. When I went to the attorney with plans to file, he explained to me that you'd get the house and the kids, and alimony on top. If I stayed until the kids were out of college, losing the kids and the house wouldn't be an option anymore. We'd split proceeds on the house, and your alimony would be smaller as well.
"He told me that since you were fucking just one guy, the chances of a disease were small, and continuing on with a beautiful woman like you until the last of the kids was out of college certainly had to be better than what lay ahead if I continued with the divorce. So if I was smart, I'd swallow my pride and let you have your "second husband," at least until you wanted the divorce. Neither of us knew at the time that you'd both prefer to keep things exactly the way they were for as long as you did.
"So for me it became a marriage of convenience. I'd get to have my beautiful wife for five or six days each week, and Gene would get her the remaining one or two days. Even though I no longer loved you with the same passion I had before I knew about the affair, I still loved you, and I loved our kids and our life, so discretion truly was the better part of valor."
Traci looked at me with mild surprise, probably because she never figured me for devious. I guess she always figured she had the upper hand, and if need be she would be the one pulling the strings.
"And then Hayley graduated two months ago," I added.
"My plans for both of you were made years ago. You're looking at my plan for you," I said as I nodded toward the paperwork.
"My plan for Gene had to be done first, however, and that took just the right opportunity for me to pull this off."
"What plan for Gene? What are you talking about? Traci asked quizzically, her voice rising in panic.
"You more than anyone else should know my abilities and my thought processes, but maybe after cheating on me for so long you just figured I was a non-entity, a complete moron who didn't even have the ability to know his wife was stepping out, so why worry about retribution.
"You do realize, of course, that since you were the last person to see Gene alive in public, at The Rusty Clam, where you two dined, the police will naturally want a statement from you. And, if they do any kind of DNA testing, they are going to find out you were the other person in the room he rented at The Horizon, under an assumed name, of course.
"At the very least, you're going to need to come up with one hell of a good story for Laura. You sleep with her husband and then he winds up dead. Not good. Talk about a bad coincidence."
Traci's face was a jumble of emotions. I had said just enough, but not too much. Was there any truth to my hints? Would the police think she killed Gene? They'd surely have to tell Laura about Traci having sex with Gene at The Horizon, and if they investigated further, they might uncover a lot more to tell the widow.
I went to the fridge for beer No. 6. I just sat at the table and watched Traci's tortured face, tears cascading down her cheeks while she sobbed.
I had actually been waiting for Traci and Gene to use The Rusty Clam-Horizon combination for several weeks. I knew it was one of their spots, but because they were so careful, they had several combinations they used. The Horizon was my best opportunity, though, because they didn't have any security cameras in the parking lot.
When Traci told me the work gang was going out to blow off some steam on a Friday night about two months after Hayley had graduated, and told me they were going to hit a bar on the north side of the city, I knew it was a sham and that I had my chance. Thanks to my PI's work years earlier, and some personal investigation on my part through the years, I knew that they often dined at The Clam, a kind of out of the way place for seafood, and then went to The Horizon for a conjugal visit and then some husband and wife cuddle time. It might have been cute, if it wasn't for the fact that they were both already married.
I told Traci that her plans were fine with me. I'd just go over to my favorite sports bar and be obnoxious for the evening. And on Friday night I was, making sure that everyone knew I was there and drinking too much, except that when they weren't looking, I was pouring out most of my beer in a corner of the bar's outdoor beer garden.
Then knowing my wife's timing, I waited until I was sure they'd be just about done to get over to The Horizon via a quicker backroads route I had found. As was their pattern, Traci left a few minutes before Gene, heading for the gym for a quick shower and drydown so I would never know a thing, while Gene showered in the motel so Laura would be none the wiser either.
Fifteen minutes after I watched Traci leave, Gene, who always signed in at The Horizon as Mr. and Mrs. Gary Washington, left the room. I waited until he was almost to his car in the parking lot before showing myself from the shadow of the building. I called his name, and he froze in his tracks when he realized it was me. Even before he saw the gun in my hand he showed fear because he thought I had finally found out about the affair and was going to kick the shit out of him. He should have been so lucky. I put a pair of 22 hollowpoints in his chest, from the gun that had supposedly been stolen from the house, and watched his fear turn to anguish and then death. While Traci was showering his cum out of her pussy at the gym, husband No. 2 was dying in a parking lot, courtesy of husband No. 1.
I suppose I should have felt bad for taking a human life, but after all those years of being cheated on, I guess I just didn't have any compassion left. I took the gun apart, for disposal at several incinerators throughout the city at a later date, and went back to my alibi. I slipped in the back door at the sports bar and hit the bathroom, where I punched myself in the stomach to elicit a good puke that was heard by several people standing just outside of the room. Several of my cronies came in at that point and drove my supposedly wobbly ass home.
When Traci arrived home at about 11:30, I was passed out in bed, snoring like a freight train - or so she thought. Keeping the light in the room off, she quietly got undressed, softly kissed my forehead, and whispered, "Goodnight, my clueless husband. I love you."
I sat at the table for another three beers not saying a word while Traci sobbed like a baby. It had been a rough few days for her. On Friday, she had two loving husbands and a great life. By Monday afternoon, she had no loving husbands and was the mistress to a dead man in a murder investigation.
Twelve years was a long wait, I'll admit, but every now and then patience pays off.
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The doorbell rang me out of my nap in my La-Z-Boy on a Friday evening, and I noticed my wife Traci still wasn't in her usual spot on the sofa in the den. So instead of Traci going to the door and me continuing to sleep, I had to put the recliner upright and get the door myself.
Heading to the door, I noticed through the window that police lights were flashing in the street from at least a couple of cop cars. Through my nap-induced fog, I didn't realize that they were pulled up in front of my house until I actually got the door open and glanced past the man at the door and into the scene in front of me.
The man at the door had a gun drawn, and identified himself as Sgt. John Kerrigan. He was backed up by two uniformed officers, their guns drawn, too, and as I was to quickly find out, there were two more uniformed cops at my back door.
I did what any sane person would do with three guns drawn on them: I put my hands up and stepped back further into the house, with the cops following me in.
Seems there was an incident earlier tonight at a local motel, and they want to know where I was for the whole evening.
I told them I got off of work at 6, went straight to the gym and lifted until about 7:15, grabbed a quick Arby's on the ride home and had been in front of my television since about 8 watching "Burn Notice" reruns and waiting on my wife to get home from an evening out. And by the way, considering it was about 12:15, she was late.
"So you have no one who can verify that you were here between 8 p.m. and about 11:30 p.m?" Kerrigan inquired.
"Just the two cats," I said, trying to use humor to disguise my growing discomfort. "What the hell is going on?"
"Mr. Easterling, it seems your wife and a friend were shot and earlier this evening at the Safeway Motel on Grand Street, and since you have no alibi for that time period, you'll have to come with us."
"Shot ... dead?" I stammered. "Holy shit. Was she with that piece of shit, Pete Lombardo?"
"Exactly. How did you know that?" Kerrigan asked, looking at me kind of sideways.
"Because she was having an affair with that piece of shit, and that's where she probably was!"
My brain did a quick reset while the police looked around my house. They looked through a bunch of our closets and drawers, with my permission, because, honestly, I didn't have a clue what they were looking for, until they found my Sig 9mm and bagged it. Then it hit me: they think I killed my cheating whore wife!
Fortunately for me, I hadn't fired the Sig since the last time I went to the range, about two weeks ago, and ballistics tests would bear this out. But the fact that somebody killed my cheating whore wife and her lover at their motel room, and me having no alibi ... this didn't look very good for old you know who.
Down at the police station Kerrigan insisted on hearing the whole sordid story of my marital status. Up to that point, the only one who knew was the private investigator I had hired when I found out Traci was cheating on me ... and the anonymous neighbor who left an envelope with a note in it attached to my car one morning about six months ago, telling me of the affair.
I had long since thrown the note away, but it basically told me that this neighbor had seen my wife coming out of a north side restaurant with a handsome young man in tow, then give him a quick peck on the lips before they got in their respective cars and drove off. I must have read the note a dozen times, not believing it at first, then memorizing it the more I re-read it. Traci was the love of my life; I just couldn't believe she'd ever step out on me. We'd been married 24 wonderful years, had two kids in college and one graduated and I was figuring that this was the woman with which I was going to grow old.
At 47, the same age as me, Traci was still a woman who could turn heads when she entered a room. Long blonde hair, alabaster skin, twinkling blue eyes, 40 DD tits and a good ass to match in a 5-foot-2 package of intelligence and class. I consider myself charming and delightful, but honestly, I'm not sure how I landed this catch.
The note shook me to my core. I thought our life together was perfect. We enjoyed an active and vigorous sex life, and while I'm just average-size in the penis department, I enjoy "bringing the house down" with active fingers and tongue, and I can't tell you how many times I've left Traci completely wiped out after some incredibly intense orgasms. She's incredibly responsive in bed, and I will do whatever it takes to please her. So why is she cheating on me?
That's where the PI came in. I hired him to tail Traci for a month, from the time she left the house in the morning until she came home to me at night. Normally, Traci was home before me because she worked a normal 8 to 5 job, but she did occasionally run some errands, have a drink with the girls or need to stay at work for an extra half-hour. I trusted her completely, and never gave it a second thought, even when drinks with the girls got her home after 10.
Well, apparently I am an idiot, because many of the errands, extra work and drinks with the girls were hook-ups with this Lombardo character, the PI informed me. We live on the south side of a rather large city, so a north side hook-up at a bar and then motel was usually the order of the day. And judging by what he could uncover from talking to several of the north side motel desk staffs, the affair had been going on for about a year.
The Lombardo character was apparently a fairly new co-worker of Traci's at the bank where she worked. He was 24, blond and blue-eyed, with a six-pack of abs and a pair of pretty big arms. I'm not a wimp but I'm not a real big guy either, so I'm guessing it was the arms that got her. It certainly couldn't have been a monster dick, because from viewing the videos the PI brought back, he wasn't any bigger than me, although being 24 he usually had an extra run in him per session. He also was a little more physical in the lovemaking department than I am, which seemed to really turn her on. However, when I've tried the physical stuff in the past, she's always rebuffed me, telling me she'd rather make love than just fuck. With him, though, it wasn't about making love; it was pure fucking, and from the videos it sure looked like they had plenty of fun.
Kerrigan reeled me back into the real world by telling me he'd have to have a copy of everything from the PI, including notes and observations, if I and my lawyer didn't object. I didn't see it as a problem, although I was smart enough to tell him he'd have to wait until I consulted with my attorney.
At that point I also felt obligated to let him know that I had been seeing a divorce attorney and plans were in the works. I know this just added to my looking more like a suspect, but I figured Kerrigan would find out soon enough on his own, which would probably be worse.
I waited until Saturday morning to call my divorce lawyer at his home to ask for a recommendation for a criminal attorney, giving him the rundown on the fly. He gave me the name of Steve Seavey, and said he'd call him right then and get him over to the police station right away so I could get out of there and go home.
Seavey got to the police station within an hour, and since the police really hadn't arrested me, he had me back in my own home before lunch. We talked briefly about the case at my home, and Steve said he'd clear a spot for me on his Monday schedule.
After Steve left I called all three kids and told them their mother was dead, she was cheating on me, and that I was the number one suspect. As I expected, I got mixed responses from all three, although they all agreed that while I might have had a right to kill their mother, I still shouldn't have done it. It took a lot of explaining around a lot of hysterical crying to tell them that I didn't do it, because somebody had apparently beaten me to it. I told them not to come home for the moment because things were very up in the air, and I would let them know about funeral arrangements when the cops returned their mother's body to me.
Our oldest child, Ava, is 23 years old, graduated from Indiana University and lives in California, where she works in film production. The middle child, our son, Robby, is 21 and a junior at Michigan State University, and the baby, Cheyanne, 19, is a freshman at Western Michigan. They are all beautiful children, obviously getting their looks from their mother, and are smart as well. They all had trouble even believing that Traci was cheating on me, finally giving in when I threatened to send them explicit photos from the PI. Then I think each of them felt as devastated as me, getting that sort of gut-punched, woozy feeling.
I thought back to when the PI first verified the anonymous note that said Traci was cheating on me. I literally went into the bathroom and threw up, and I must have cried for an hour. Then I played all the video and read all the notes and reports. Unbeknownst to my wife, I had taken the day off from work specifically so I could take my time examining everything, and when I was done I put everything in a box in a closet in the basement. She came home from work a few hours later without a care in the world, while from that moment on I had to play the loving husband while my insides were being ripped out. Our sex life dropped to about nothing because I usually begged off with some excuse or another, and while Traci seemed concerned at first, I guess her "side piece" kept her satisfied enough that she didn't seem to mind too much. Of course on the few times we did have sex, I kept wondering if I wasn't getting seconds any time she seemed to be a little wetter than usual. I certainly wasn't venturing down south to find out with my tongue.
Three weeks after the murders, the police returned Traci's body to me, and the next week we held her funeral. The kids, naturally, were besides themselves with grief. Me? I was more sad than anything.
Although the police downplayed it, pretty much everyone knows what it means when two people -- one of whom is married -- are caught at a motel. That just added to the weirdness of the viewing and the funeral, especially when long-time neighbors came by to pay their respects. Most of the guys couldn't look me in the eyes, while half of the women seemed to have a permanent smirk on their faces. Then it got weirder still, when one of Traci's co-workers, Alex Grimaldi, noted with absolute certainty that my youngest, Cheyanne, could be the twin sister to Mike Buttermore's younger daughter while he was visiting with us at the viewing. Buttermore was another co-worker, having been at the bank since before Traci worked there, and she had mentioned him in passing several times through the years. Grimaldi was a close personal friend of Buttermore's and had been around as both of the Buttermore girls grew up. Buttermore's younger daughter is named Leah, and is a 20-year-old attending Ohio State.
Once upon a time, that coincidence would have meant nothing at all to me, but thanks to one small note, I've become a paranoid idiot. So before the kids left for their respective homes after the funeral, I made sure to save a glass that each of them had used so I could get a DNA sample. I never said anything to them, but you just never know -- you know? I had no reason to suspect anything for almost 24 years, now I'm seeing cheating partners behind every door.
Two weeks later, my newfound paranoia was justified when the lab results of my kids' DNA tests came back, and two of them aren't -- my kids -- at least biologically. My son and younger daughter aren't mine, according to the tests. I called, they verified. Nope. Not mine. They do, however, have the same father; it's just not me. Back to the bathroom for another upchuck. This just keeps getting better.
This might be even more devastating than when I found out Traci was cheating on me. My kids -- not mine? I raised those kids, I gave those kids every ounce of love I have. And now I find out I've been loving another man's children. Not only did Traci cheat on me with one guy, she cheated on me with at least two guys, and had me loving another man's children for all these years.
Well, fuck that. I gave those kids the love; I raised those kids. I might not be the father, but I am their dad. Traci took this secret to her grave, and that's where it's staying.
However ... I did contact my PI. I needed to get DNA from this Mike Buttermore character. I needed to know if I need to hate this guy ... or worse.
Another two weeks later and I had my answer. Apparently long before Pete Lombardo, there was Mike Buttermore. And this affair lasted several years, or at least long enough for two children. What a trusting schmuck I was, and what a cheating slut she was!
I needed to know everything I could about this Buttermore guy, but with the police keeping an eye on me due to the ongoing murder investigation, I really couldn't afford to be a stalker. By this point, I had my PI on speed dial. Next task: Mike Buttermore's profile, going back at least 22 years.
It took my PI a month, but he got the job done. While none of the desk clerks at any of the motels who recognized Lombardo also recognized Buttermore, my PI got the names of several of the motels' former employees, and upon tracking several down, some of those remembered Buttermore, and the woman he came in with on a regular basis -- my Traci -- from several years back.
Then my PI tracked down Buttermore's long-time personal secretary with the bank, who had retired two years ago, and showed her Traci's photo. That was all it took for an afternoon gabfest of memories to come rushing forth from Winona Helvie, who was sorry to hear of Traci's murder, but apparently knew her and liked her from her years at the bank. Turns out, Traci was considered Buttermore's "work wife," helping him out on most bank projects, helping him pick out his suits for work, and apparently even picking out several of his wife's Christmas and birthday presents as well. They were inseparable, Winona said, although it never seemed to her that it might have gotten too personal.
"She was such a nice girl, very smart, and pretty, too," Winona commented to my PI over tea and wafers on her porch.
The story was a little different when my PI finally got a chance to talk with Buttermore's current secretary, who had been with him since Winona retired two years ago. Allison March noted that while the pair had been close when she first came on board, the relationship cooled noticeably about a year ago, to the point where they barely acknowledged each other in the office. Had she told the police about this when they questioned people in the office following the shootings? No, because nobody ever bothered to speak with a lowly secretary, she sniped when my PI asked.
I called Kerrigan and headed over to the police station as soon as my PI left. I gave him all the info my PI had given me, plus some DNA profiles that might prove to be helpful. I told him that I would explain the profiles if his lab people found a match.
Two days later Buttermore was in custody on suspicion of murder. The info from Winona and Allison had given the police their first real break in the case, and when Buttermore's DNA matched with that of my kids, Kerrigan was able to get him to confess: he had murdered Traci and her lover because after 22 years, she had replaced him with a younger model. He had attempted to win her back, but when she refused to even meet with him, something inside him snapped.
Buttermore told Kerrigan that the affair started soon after my wife had our first child. They would usually get together once a week, sometimes twice, for sex. When they went to business conferences together, they stayed in the same room although the company paid for two. And sometimes they just told their respective spouses they were at a conference when they just wanted a few days together. Neither spouse seemed to question anything, and when Traci got pregnant, she said her loving husband would never doubt that the children weren't his, so why ruin a good thing by saying anything. She told him she loved her husband, he was a good provider, but sex with an outside, secret partner was just too much fun to pass up.
I sat in the back of the courtroom every day for Buttermore's trial. When the district attorney found out I had no clue about Buttermore's affair with my wife for more than 20 years, he figured I had nothing to help the prosecution's case, so I was never called to testify about anything. Which was just as well, because while Buttermore may have gotten sex from my wife for more than 20 years, he also got life in prison for killing her. He'll never know it, but if he had waited just one more week, that would have been me on trial for killing the pair.
Sitting in the back of the courtroom every day also gave me the chance to watch the daily ritual of Buttermore's devoted wife, Jan, enter the courtroom, walk up to the front railing right behind the defendant's table and then give him a lingering and soulful French kiss before taking her seat. I wonder what he was thinking as his wife slipped him her tongue covered with my cum, from our daily ritual of the beautiful Mrs. Buttermore giving me head and swallowing my load in the parking garage every morning right before court started for the day. Turns out she was none too happy with Mike cheating on her with my wife for all those years, and when she approached me with her plan for some "revenge sex," what could I say?
Maybe we'll even keep this up after their divorce is final. It would only be fitting.
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Despite the many years since I had last felt that touch, I knew instantly that it was Traci's hand resting on my upper arm as she came around from behind me and sat down next to me at the table.
Up until then I had been sitting alone at the groom's family table at the wedding reception for my oldest grandson, married earlier that day.
I had slipped in to the church unseen right before the ceremony, and enjoyed the service from the back row. The rest of the family -- including my former wife, Traci, was in the front row on the groom's side.
I had not seen Traci in person since just after her third child was born 15 years ago. As I promised, I stayed with her and was in the delivery room for the child's birth, and I made sure she and the baby were healthy. When she needed to take a nap after the child was born, I said my final goodbye and left for good, which I had also promised. The divorce papers were served the next day, and as I made perfectly clear to her and my children in letters, I had no desire to ever see or talk to her again.
Although Traci and I continued to live in the same city, it was more than big enough for us not to run into each other. When the kids were in town, I just stayed away when they went to visit Traci at our former home, and she wasn't welcome at my apartment when they were visiting me. We even did Christmas separately when the kids came into town for the holidays. Call me an asshole; the woman who was the center of my life openly cuckolded me with multiple men, and then wound up getting knocked up and having a child fathered by one of them -- still not sure by whom, but definitely not mine. When I finally put down the torch and picked up my balls, the last person I ever wanted to see again was the one person I would always love, despite the fact that she ruined my life.
But I wasn't going to miss my grandson's wedding, and I promised the family there would be no problems from me.
I leaned over to her and gave her a quick peck on the cheek, just like anyone would do with family, and said hello. She was still wearing the same perfume, but that was about the only thing that wasn't changed, I noticed as I quickly scanned her from head to toe.
She caught the scan and commented, "Yes, Steve, a lot has changed. I'd appreciate it if you'd at least be kind."
"I intended nothing less, my dear. You still look ravishing."
We both snickered at my lie. Hell, it had been 15 years, and both she and I were 67 now. But while I had kept myself in decent condition by hitting the gym regularly, Traci was busy being a single parent at an age when she should have been a doting grandmother. I'm sure being around her son and his teenage friends kept her somewhat vibrant from a social standpoint, but the stress level and the lack of free time didn't help her from the physical standpoint. She was about 60 pounds heavier than her usual weight when we were married, and in addition to the weight showing in her face, the stress showed there as well, particularly around her eyes, which had somewhat of a hollow, haunted look.
We did the usual small-talk thing for a while. She told me all about David's life with motherly pride, as she should have. Being impeccably polite, I feigned interest, although I think she knew I absolutely didn't give a shit about her bastard child. She told me a little about her succession of low to mid-paying jobs after she got fired from the insurance company after her boss's wife filed for divorce from him over having an affair with Traci, once she got back from her maternity leave, of course.
She even mentioned her social life a bit, pointing out to me that being a single mother of a young child definitely did not leave her ample time for anything even resembling the life that led to our divorce. And I was polite enough, again, not to mention how a dose of venereal disease also cut into her social calendar. But she didn't know I knew about that, and since she wasn't volunteering that news, I didn't volunteer that I had been keeping an occasional eye on her.
I told her that I retired two years ago, having been pretty conservative with my money since the divorce. I had had several girlfriends through the years, and was currently seeing her former boss's wife on a somewhat regular basis. It was nothing serious, but she and I were comfortable with our routine and our occasional sex. She was good company, although not the soulmate I thought I had in Traci.
Just then the rest of the family arrived at the table, having taken all the family photos, and her son showed up as well, palling around with my younger grandson, who was a few years older than him. Everyone sort of looked at us with surprise on their faces, like they expected us to be fighting rather than talking. Although it was awkward, Traci introduced me to David, correctly telling him I was her former husband and the father of Robert and Jimmy. The kid respectfully stuck out his hand and I shook it, just as respectfully. Not his fault he was a bastard.
I moved around to the other side of the table and everyone filled in, except for the groom and his new bride, and my younger grandson, who as a groomsmen joined the bride and groom at the head table. It was both of my kids and their spouses, Traci and her son and me. We all seemed to be having a good time, with a lot of memories shared. It was almost like it should have been, and I could see Traci's son getting a little uncomfortable because he was being left out.
"Let's get a drink, kid, so these old-timers can talk amongst themselves," I said to him, and with that he and I headed to the bar. I gave Traci a stage wink to let her know I wasn't going to actually let David have a drink, and she smiled back in return.
I ordered a Jack on the rocks for me and a Coke for the kid. We stood there for a minute or so, both nursing our drinks, so I figured I'd better break the ice.
"So, David any teachers at your school still around from when Robert and Jimmy went there?"
Both of my kids are in their 40s, so there could be an old-timer still there from when the first Trakker boys went through. It was a legitimate question, at least.
"Only one that I know if, sir; Mr. Marino, the science teacher. When he saw my name on his class list for biology this year, he asked me if I was Jimmy's son. Apparently he didn't know Mom had a third child, and was really flustered and apologetic when I told him I was Jimmy's brother.
"That's happened several times now. People get pretty quiet around me after that."
I figured, then, that I shouldn't add to his discomfort, so I kept up the small talk, asking him if he played any sports or belonged to any clubs. He didn't play any sports and rarely got involved in school clubs, which was the exact opposite of my two. Traci in particular had the tough task of keeping up with her job and being the mother of two active teens. She excelled at that, but then again, she was in her 30s and 40s then, not 67. I just got the sense that David didn't get involved because she wasn't sure if Traci could keep up -- or -- maybe worse yet, that he didn't necessarily want her to try to keep up with his friends' parents, virtually all of whom were much younger.
Maybe I wasn't the only injured party in this whole mess.
The kid must have seen the reflective look on my face and figured it was now or never. He straightened up a little taller, looked me straight in the eye and asked, "Was it because of me that you stopped loving my mother?"
I have to admit I admired the kid for his pluck. I hesitated a second, then decided to tell him the absolute truth.
"I've never stopped loving your mother," I said, relief coursing through me as I finally voiced what I had been keeping inside of me all these years.
The kid stood there with his mouth slightly open, shocked to hear the answer.
"B-b-but you divorced her after she cheated on you and had another guy's baby. How could you possibly still love her ... and if you do, how could you have divorced her when we ... she ... needed you the most!"
"David, I'm not sure what your mother has told you, and I'm not about to get in between you two, so let's just leave it there, except to say that decision was not mine, only the timing was mine.
"Let's head back to the table so you can prove you can handle your Coke."
"You know she calls you the best man she's ever known," the kid blurted out.
I had to smile at that. Where was that kind of thinking 15 or so years ago?
Later on in the evening the band started playing, and after about 15 minutes. Traci asked me across the table if I'd like to dance. Even though I'm not very light-footed, I still said yes, just trying to go with the flow of the evening.
"So I'm the best man you've ever known? Apparently you haven't met too many," I said to her at the beginning of our second dance together, a slow one. She started to move in close enough to rest her head on my chest, as she used to do about a hundred years ago, but I stiffened my arms out a bit to keep her off of me and to keep a respectful distance between us. She looked disappointed and a little hurt, but this was as close as she was getting.
"Yes, I've said that to David many times over the years," she finally responded. "I've told him he should get to know you if he ever got the chance to meet you. I didn't think you'd punish me and him this long with your obvious absences at family events."
"Not a punishment to him, of that I can assure you. You, on the other hand, should have known full well what was coming ..."
My voice had risen from just about a whisper to somewhere in the range of angered parent. I noticed several other couples dancing had started to glance over at us.
I stopped dancing, walked off the floor, and hit the bar. Traci slowly came up behind me.
"Do you really still hate me after all these years?" Traci asked quietly.
"No damn it, I still love you after all these years!"
She put her hand on my forearm and looked me square in the eye. For the first time, I think she realized how much she had hurt me.
Apparently Traci and I sharing a moment made the rest of the family nervous, because before anything else could be said we were joined at the bar by the whole family.
"A toast, Grandpa! A toast. It's your turn to toast the wedding couple!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Traci left a message on my answering machine a couple of weeks later, asking me to call her so we could talk. I'm assuming one of my kids finally relented and gave her my number, seeing that we were civil to one another at the wedding. I had no choice at the wedding, but in real life I did have a choice: mine was to ignore the call. She called again about a week later, and when I didn't call back she apparently took the hint.
My kids apparently took the hint, too, because as had been the case since the divorce, nothing was brought up about their interactions with Traci and David in the ensuing months. Life was going on, until about eight months after the wedding when Laurel, my daughter, called me to tell me that Traci was dying as a result of a blood infection. It turned out to be AIDS, as she had picked up HIV from a sexual partner about five years ago, a couple of years after she contracted VD from yet another partner and been successfully treated for that. She hadn't told any of the kids -- including David -- about the HIV -- and had been on medication since finding out.
Although the kids didn't know about the VD episode, I did, through my various sources that were keeping watch on Traci. Yeah, I know that sounds a lot like stalking, because, in truth, it probably was. But I didn't have a clue about the HIV. I was heartbroken for her, even if this truly was turnabout being fair play.
When I got off the phone with Laurel, I called over to Traci's (she kept the old phone number) and spoke to David. He said Traci was napping, but he was supposed to wake her in time for her to make dinner. I asked him if he'd like pizza, and when he said yes, I told him I'd bring a large pepperoni for him and me, and a spaghetti and meatball dinner for Traci. He started to ask me how I knew what she liked, but he figured it out about halfway through the question and stopped. I told him I'd be over about 6.
When I got to the house, I saw the infection had taken about 20 pounds off of Traci, making her look closer to the Traci to whom I was married. But she looked drawn in the face, and her eyes had a haunted look. In front of David, she told me all about her infection, and the course of treatment the doctors and she decided to use. I'm sure that was incredibly tough, basically admitting to your son and your ex-husband that your lifestyle was what is killing you. Still, she said she was grateful for the company, and asked if I wouldn't mind stopping by again in the near future. Considering the doctors only gave her about another six months to live, she only had a near future.
I stopped by with carryout of various types the next four Wednesdays, and the three of us ate, talked and laughed until the kid's bedtime at 11, because he had to get up for school the next day. On the fourth Wednesday, as the kid was heading off to bed and said his goodbyes, Traci asked me to stay a minute longer, and when David had closed his door, Traci said she needed to ask me the biggest favor she'd every asked anyone in her life.
"I don't have any right to ask this, and you can turn me down and I won't be offended if you do, but would you take care of my David after I'm gone? It's okay to say no, Robert's already offered to take in his brother, but I would really like him to learn some life things from the man I consider to be the best man I've ever known."
I was stunned speechless. She was asking me to take care of the one thing she had left that really mattered to her -- and whose life became what was the very last straw in the path of degradation she had led me down those many years ago.
I don't know how long I was standing there with a million thoughts whirling in my mind, but Traci's touch on my hand brought me out of my reverie. Damn, where was this kind of thinking 17 years ago when I needed it?
How could I possibly turn her down? We talked a little while more before she was obviously getting tired and needed to go to bed. She said we'd talk more specifics in the coming days, and, of course, would talk with David. The final decision would be his, she noted, and I said I thought that was wise.
+++++++++++++++
I moved back into the house about five months later, when Traci had to be put into a hospice home. I had given her the house to live in after the divorce, with the stipulation that we would split the proceeds 50-50 should she ever decide to sell. We worked it out that I would purchase her half after an appraisal, with that money going into a college trust fund for David. David would live with me through the rest of high school and college, and for as long as he wanted after that.
Before we had to move her to hospice care, I stayed over a few nights when things got bad, just to take care of Traci so David could sleep and then go to school. Several times before we had put her into hospice, Traci had asked me to move back in; I could have one of the other rooms in the house that were empty, but I just couldn't.
I also couldn't be there for her physically. I couldn't hold her hand, or even give her a comforting hug. While I felt bad about that, I just couldn't. She had killed that part of me. She commented on it once, when she had started to put her head on my chest and move in for a comforting hug, but I recoiled almost involuntary. The look on her face was almost painful to see.
"I'm so sorry. I'm sorry for ending us, the best thing I ever had in my life, and I'm sorry for killing off a love so powerful that I didn't even think it was possible for anyone to have. I was stupid and selfish in so many ways. I completely didn't understand at the time that you stood by me out of great love, and not weakness, as I thought.
"It was only after you left, and it was just David and me, that I got to feel that love again. It was us against the world, and even when I screwed up as a parent, David showed me the same unconditional love that you did, and that's when I finally put it together. That's when I knew that you two needed to be together."
The funeral a month later happened on a beautiful spring morning, attended by the children and grandchildren, her sister from Arizona, a few co-workers and the few friends she had left. Most of her larger circle of friends from the old days ended their relationships with her after the divorce; I'm sure some of the wives of some of our old couples friends didn't want their husbands anywhere near "the biggest tramp this side of the Rockies" as one former friend called her. Once word started getting around, it seems her circle started to shrink substantially, and making new friends at her age with a young child in tow apparently wasn't easy.
As the "wronged" party in this whole drama, most of the friends stayed with me, and, of course, I had children and grandchildren I could go visit whenever I wanted, not being tied down by a child in school nor by finances. I even had a pretty good sex life for a Senior Citizen, as I found myself to be a rare commodity: healthy, in pretty good condition, and possessing talented hands and tongue.
Traci's death left me sad for David more than anything. It would be tough to lose a parent -- his only parent -- at that age. But for me, there really wasn't too much grieving. That had been done years before.
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Everybody knows Mondays suck.
So it was with no great enthusiasm when I picked up the phone at my place of employment at 8:05 a.m., responding to a page from our receptionist, Jeannie, that a Mrs. Spearman was on line one. I didn't know a Mrs. Spearman, so a call this early in the day was either a complaint or cold call for sales.
"Mr. Ringler, you don't know me, but I am married to the man who is fucking your wife, and I have a proposition for you."
Oh fuck ...
She went on a little further before she realized that I had completely tuned out. I had stopped listening after the magic words "man fucking your wife."
"Mr. Ringler, are you still there?"
"Yes, ma'am ... I'm sorry ... You kind of stunned me there for a second. You did say your husband was fucking my wife, right?"
"I'm sorry to be so blunt about it, Mr. Ringler, but there's no other way to put it. Your wife is having an affair with her boss, who happens to be my husband. I want it to stop, but I also want my revenge, and this is where you come in. I have a little proposition for you, if you're willing to listen."
"Right, Spearman ... her boss. Now I know who you are. We meet every year at the Christmas party ...
"And apparently our spouses meet several times a week for their own party."
"Ok, but this is not the time nor place for this. Can we meet for lunch today?"
We set lunch for noon at Choosey's, kind of a high-end sandwich place about 20 minutes from my office, and for the next few hours I sat at my desk like a barely functioning robot, with the world going past me at about 100 miles per hour.
My wife, Traci, was the light of my life. Short but athletically built with 40DD tits, she was more beautiful at 46 than when I married her at 22. We had raised a beautiful pair of daughters together, one out on her own now and the younger a junior in college a couple of states over. Being empty-nesters again for the last three years was fun, and while our sex life was good while the kids were growing up, with an empty house again it had gotten even better as we didn't have to hold anything back. Not to brag, but let's just say Traci having a screaming orgasm was a regular occurrence, one I took great pride in making happen.
I thought things couldn't get any better ... until today. Talk about your clueless dope.
Mrs. Spearman - Lorraine - was a fine-looking woman of about 40, taller and thinner than Traci with long legs and C-cup boobs. I had met her several times through the years at the various Christmas parties and outings her husband's company had put on in Traci's 14 years there. I was already seated at a booth when she walked in wearing a thin black blouse obviously braless and a thigh-high black leather skirt. Several heads turned her way as she spotted me and made her way to my table. I rose when she approached the table, and didn't sit again until she was seated.
"Ah, a gentleman. I like that," she said with a twinkle in her bright blues eyes.
When we were both seated, she got right down to business. She handed me the file she was carrying, and cautioned me I might want to open that carefully in the restaurant. I took a quick scan and saw Traci - my Traci - engaged in several sexual acts with her husband, apparently in different locations and at different times. I was gone again, but Lorraine brought me back by reaching out and touching my right hand with her left.
"You can look at the photos better when you leave here, and be sure to read the reports of my investigator as well, Bob. I paid good money for that information, and you really need to read it carefully," she said with a deathly serious look on her pretty face.
"The Reader's Digest version is that your wife and my husband have been having an illicit affair for about two years. They've used several locations around the city for their trysts, have gone on several 'business trips' together, and have even used your house and my house for their shenanigans."
"Shenanigans? Who uses words like that?" I thought to myself, but as I looked up at Lorraine, she was starting to cry. I resisted the urge to make a bad joke.
"Arvin and I have been married for 20 years," she continued. "I thought we were going to be married forever. This is absolutely the last thing I ever expected."
"That makes two of us. I thought we were rock solid up until you ruined my day," I said while looking at my hands. "So what do we do now? What is this proposition you want to talk to me about?"
"I know this is shocking to you right now, but I've been dealing with this for about six months now," Lorraine said. "Arvin made the slightest slip-up, and while I didn't think much of it at first, it kept gnawing at me, and when I finally decided to check it out, I found out the whole thing. So I've already gone through the shock, the hurt, the pain, the anger that you will get to in good time. And right now I'm at revenge. I'm mad as hell, and I want that bastard to pay, but not just in alimony. I want my pound of flesh, and I want it bad."
"I'm interested," I nodded.
Apparently Lorraine has a real mean streak, and Arvin really was going to pay. Lorraine wanted me to impregnate her, and she wasn't going to bother telling her husband at all. She figured he'd probably end his affair once he found out his wife was pregnant, and maybe she'd eventually forgive him. But even if he didn't end the affair, she'd just divorce him and take him to the cleaners. Pregnant wives do well in the courts. Either way, she'd always have my baby as her ultimate revenge, because Arvin would have no reason to suspect his sweet, innocent wife of ever doing what she was about to do.
Of course, I'd first have to get tested if I was going to bed Mrs. Spearman, and of course there would be a contract drawn up in which I'd give up all parental rights to the child, and she would never seek anything from me in terms of support.
I told her I needed a week to think this over; to let everything mull around in my mind first. It had already been a long day, and it was only just past noon. She agreed to the week, and when she got up to leave the table, she leaned forward and gave me a short kiss on the lips ... as an incentive? Mmm ... warm, slightly moist lips ... engaging perfume. Can this really be happening?
My mind was racing for the rest of the day, and to be honest, I was pretty useless to my company. I had just found out that the love of my life has been cheating on me for about two years, and for revenge, the gorgeous wife of the guy she's been cheating with wants me to knock her up. I'm not sure I could even make up a scenario this wild for myself had I been trying.
When I got home after work I headed straight for my office and locked the file Lorraine had given me inside a desk drawer. I didn't want that to be hanging around, just in case Traci decided to do a little straightening up for me in my office. I needed to examine those photos on my own time, without fear of Traci knowing I had them. Then I had to read that damned report. But first there was the little matter of my acting ability: could I keep it together in front of Traci without smacking the shit out of her.
I half staggered down the hallway to the kitchen, where Traci was already in the act of preparing supper.
"Hi, hon. Good day?" she inquired in her chipper, upbeat tone.
Traci was moving about the kitchen preparing supper, wearing nothing but one of my old long-sleeve white shirts, unbuttoned to her belly button. Her braless breasts swayed into sight occasionally, and her bright white bikini underwear on her gorgeous ass could be seen through the fabric of the shirt. God, I love that look.
Traci took my lack of answer to mean that I was lost in her outfit, which would have normally been the case. I have been known to be tongue-tied when she wears that.
Because of my "reaction" to her outfit, Traci apparently figured tonight was going to be a big sex night, so at about 9 she joined me on the sofa and immediately started rubbing my crotch. She then stood in front of me and put her jiggling boobs to my face. I have to admit I wondered how many times before had she done that with her lover's cum and/or sweat on them, and I was too naïve to know it. But I figured now was not the time for that reflection, so I started in sucking her big tits, and we were off to the races.
Between my anger and yes, some excitement at the thought of my wife having sex with another man, I was rock hard for about an hour. I got her off for 10 screaming orgasms using my hands and mouth, a pretty normal thing for me, and I even got her to orgasm once on my cock, something she rarely ever does. And then I thought to myself, "You mean this isn't enough for you? You have to have more on the side?"
By the time I came to a shuddering orgasm myself, I was pounding Traci for everything I was worth, and she was greeting me back with equal gusto. Normally, she doesn't go in for pounding as she says she enjoys it lower key and more loving, but this was way more animalistic and, truthfully on my part, way less loving. This was fucking, pure and simple. Of course then I thought to myself, "Maybe this is what she really wants, and is just afraid to tell me after all these years."
Too much thinking. Get out of your own head.
It was a great night of fucking, I had to admit, and when we were done, Traci cuddled into my side and I put my arm around her tightly, and that's how we fell asleep - sticky and sloppy and totally contented. If I hadn't already seen some of those photos, I'd tell you I had a perfect marriage.
We showered together and got ready for work Tuesday morning feeling somewhat like giddy kids from a good sex hangover. Right before I stepped out the door, however, Traci reminded me she had to stay late to finish a small project she had been working on, and that's when the alarm bells went off. They actually should have been going off for two years now, according to Lorraine, but now that I was actually looking for something, it sure was easy to see. But that's OK, because this will give me some time to look at the file.
When I got home that night, I knew I had about an hour before Traci walked in, judging by her usual time frame. The only difference this time was I knew she wasn't working. I unlocked the desk and pulled out the file. First, there were dozens of photos of Traci and Arvin Spearman in every sexual position, in several different locations. Since I had seen a few in the restaurant yesterday, I wasn't quite as shocked as I would have been going into this sight unseen, but I have to admit, the photos still made me queasy. Then I read the report from Lorraine's PI. I was crying silently to myself by this time, but when I heard Traci come in the house from the garage, I quickly put everything back in the desk drawer and dried my eyes. I had totally lost track of the time; it took me about 90 minutes to go through the file.
Not only did I have to dry my eyes, but I also had to calm down. I was pretty mad at that point, but I wasn't ready to give anything away just yet. Traci seemed to be in a really good mood, but I just brushed her cheek with a soft kiss when we met in the kitchen, then went outside to start grilling supper.
Traci was very chatty at the dinner table, not unlike any of the times when she came home after working late, or doing a girls' night out, or whatever. It's almost like she was wired, and showed no sign of guilt or remorse for what she had been doing with Arvin just a short while ago. She did sit across the room from me while we watched TV in the den, and even turned down my patting on the sofa for her to come join me, but otherwise she seemed perfectly normal. She also took a couple of extra minutes in the bathroom before we turned in, and smelled like she had just freshened up her perfume, although she certainly made no moves toward me that indicated she wanted sex. This whole routine was all very familiar, although tonight I really was just seeing it for the first time.
Coincidentally, we showered separately on Wednesday morning, but after she got out of the shower she was much warmer to me and stayed physically closer to me than she had Tuesday evening. Or, it just could have been my overactive imagination. You know sometimes when we find out we're cuckolds how we men just sometimes fall apart emotionally.
I waited until 8:05 before calling Lorraine from my office.
"Get some papers ready for me to sign and let's start thinking of baby names," I announced into the phone when she picked up.
We set up our next meeting for Friday at 3 p.m. in a small restaurant about a town over, with her lawyer to be in attendance as well. In another coincidence, both of our spouses had a conference to attend Friday about an hour away. Hmmm.
Lorraine and her attorney had done a lot of work on this, and at first glance everything looked good. I asked a few questions, her attorney scribbled a few notes, and then he said he'd get back to us within a week. He then shook my hand and took his leave. It was about 4:30, so I figured Lorraine and I could grab supper at a better, more upscale restaurant, but apparently, she had other ideas.
"I know we haven't signed any paperwork yet, but what would you say to getting a jump on things? I've got a room at the Comfort Inn, and Arvin and Traci aren't due in until tonight."
Lorraine's eyes were sparkling, but I noticed her hands were trembling slightly as she put down her wine glass. I got the distinct impression she had never done anything like this before. In truth, neither had I.
"I want you to know, for the record, that I've never cheated on Arvin. Ever. I'm not that sort of a girl. But since he has shown so little regard for me these last two years, I have come to the conclusion that turnabout is more than fair play."
"I've never done anything like this either, and was never planning to" I replied back quietly. "I trusted Traci completely, and she made a fool and a cuckold out of me. So yeah, I'm game for this, too."
Lorraine was a beautiful woman, and looked just as good without her clothes on as she did with them on. It started off awkward between us, at first. We were both working off of our "usual playlists" before realizing that this was anything but usual, and then decided to do something we could call our own.
I started off by using my fingers on Lorraine for about half-dozen mind-blowing orgasms - if her screaming was any indication - then I became the first man to ever tongue her pussy - to another dozen shrieking orgasms. At one point I thought I might actually be hurting her, but when I questioned her between climaxes, she screamed at me to continue, so I assumed I was doing something very right.
After orgasm No. 12, I decided it was my turn, so I moved up on the bed and drove my hard as steel cock into her incredibly wet pussy in one stroke. She sighed and recoiled a bit, then got down to it with me as I fucked her like a man possessed. She was tight and had great gripping muscles, and considering this was the first time I had had sex with anyone other than Traci in 24 years, I was more than a little nuts, so to speak.
We went at it like horny teenagers for about 20 minutes. She got off one final time, on my cock, and when I came, it was probably the strongest orgasm I've had in 10 years. I just about lifted her off the bed with my dick at one point. Wow! So this is what I was missing my being faithful all those years!
After I came and finally went soft, the two of us lay there in the bed in one sweaty, sticky mass. Lorraine looked up at me with a look halfway between sheepish and shy, and I smiled back with probably the same look. We just laid there and cuddled for about 10 minutes, before we both decided we needed to get up and be on our separate ways.
I showered when I got home, not wanting Traci to smell Lorraine on my face and hair. I then changed into some shorts and T-shirt and got into my La-Z-Boy to wait for Traci to get in from her business conference. Only this time, for the first time ever, I knew it wasn't a business conference, and she would be coming home to me with her pussy filled with Arvin's cum, much the way I had filled Arvin's wife's pussy. I knew I was really going to like this revenge thing of Lorraine's.
Although Lorraine had asked me what I intended to do about Traci, I still hadn't formulated my own plan. Obviously staying with the cheating whore was out of the question. The love of my life had ripped my heart out, and while I couldn't just pretend I didn't love her anymore, the pain had seared me good, and I would never feel the same way about her again. But what to do?
In the meantime, there was Lorraine. Usually twice a week, sometimes three times, we would go off and have a tremendous fuck session, usually while our spouses were busy with their own affair. The woman was beautiful and a goddess between the sheets, but I always remembered why we were doing this, because this was a woman I didn't want pissed at me. She said she still loved her husband and wanted him back, but if this was her revenge, holy shit!
After three months, Lorraine had her vengeance. She was pregnant, and it was probably mine since Arvin had a low sperm count, and she hadn't yet gotten pregnant by him after almost 20 years. She said she would take a fetal DNA test as soon as the doctor said she could to confirm it, but with her pregnant we didn't need to continue our activities. I have to admit I was broken-hearted, especially after she admitted to me that I was so much better in bed than her husband.
Now it was time, however, for her to drop the hammer on her husband, and about a week after she told me about the baby, she apparently put the screws to Arvin. We met for lunch at Choosey's the next Friday, when she filled me in on the details. Before that, all I knew was that Traci came home from the office after working late on a Wednesday night and was in one bitch of a mood, so I surmised that the late hours were because Arvin was breaking it off with her, instead of breaking it off in her.
When I got to Choosey's, Lorraine was already there, looking radiant and triumphant. I joined her at the table, and after our waitress had taken our lunch order, Lorraine gave me the details.
When Arvin got home Tuesday night, Lorraine had a small folder on their kitchen table laid out for her philandering dickhead. It was basically most of the stuff she had given me when we first met. She said he looked at the file like a man looking at his last meal - if that last meal was dog shit. The apologies then came by the bucket-load, she said, until she stopped him cold.
"This shit ends right now, or you won't get to see your child more than a couple of weekends a month," Lorraine told me she hit him with. "And the courts love to give a cheated on wife with a child a good deal more than half of the assets."
"Wait - what, what child," Dickhead stammered. Lorraine proceeded to give him the grand announcement that she was pregnant, but it wouldn't matter too much if he never got to see the child.
Arvin was on the defensive so much, he probably never even had a chance to think anything out, let alone ask questions. Lorraine had told me that they still had sex occasionally, but apparently Arvin never even considered the possibility that his innocent wife would be fooling around with someone else while he was having his own affair.
"When?" Dickhead asked, and she told him he would be a father in about seven months - again provided he clean up his act now.
"I promise; no, I vow, we're done," he told her.
They kissed passionately, with Arvin putting both of his hands on her stomach, which as of yet still didn't have a baby bump.
I thanked Lorraine profusely for all the help she had given me these last several months, and what could I say about the wonderful sex and the great companionship we had shared. Perhaps in another lifetime, had we met first ... but I understood her devotion to her husband, even if I didn't quite understand the depth of her revenge.



Lorraine blushed as I laid my accolades upon her. She told me to keep in touch, especially when I finally figured out what my plan for Traci was going to be.
"Thank you, Bob, for EVERYTHING!"
And now the ball was back in my court.
Traci's mood didn't improve over the next several days after her break-up with her lover. At least now, though, I knew the reason for her bad mood, and wasn't worried that I did something wrong. In the past, I might have been a lot more solicitous of her feelings, and bought her a small gift or done something extra in bed to get myself off the hook for something I had done but missed, but not now. I just ignored the bitch act, which probably pissed her off even more. I did notice that she took and received several more phone calls than normal in the evenings, getting up and leaving the room nonchalantly on several and going into the bedroom for a muffled conversation. Again, in the past I would have thought nothing of it - now my "Spider senses" were tingling.
Traci used her Saturday mornings for going to the gym, then the grocery store and running some errands, while I used the time to mow the yard and do the manly home stuff. This Saturday, however, I got out the mower like I was going to mow, but five minutes after she left for the gym I got in my pickup and drove over to the gym, parking in the back of the crowded lot. She couldn't have been inside more than five minutes when she came walking back out with Will, a strapping 22-year-old who was one of the gym's trainers, got into his Prius and drove off.
I knew that they weren't worried about being followed, but still I gave them plenty of room as I tailed behind about two blocks. They turned into an apartment complex parking lot, and I watched them get out of the car and head in to one of the apartments, which I am assuming was Will's. My blood pressure was going through the roof by this point, and I thought about breaking in and beating the bastard senseless. I would have had the element of surprise at least, because to be realistic, he was 24 years my junior, and about 20 pounds of muscle larger than me.
I assumed they weren't at his apartment to play cribbage, so I waited in the parking lot just to see how long they were going to go at it. Son of a bitch! How long had she been fucking this guy, too? Are there others I still don't know about?
They came out of his apartment about 30 minutes later, both all smiles, got into his car and drove back to the gym, with me a ways behind them. When they got back to the gym, they kissed gently, with Will going back into the facility and Traci getting in her own car, presumably to run the rest of her errands. I drove home to mow the lawn and think.
With the mower as background, I did a lot of hard thinking. Traci was the center of my life up until a few months ago, and even after I found out she had been cheating on me for about two years, it still wasn't going to be easy to just kick her to the curb. But the more shit I found out, the more hurt I was. Then this today. Are you fucking kidding me? Cheating on me with two guys? Not only doesn't she love me, she doesn't respect me at all! Well, just fuck her ... wait ... a ... minute.
You know that moment in the cartoon movie "How The Grinch Stole Christmas" where the Grinch gets this wonderfully evil thought and his face breaks into an evil smile. Well, I just had my Grinch moment, even if I would have to wait about three weeks to enjoy it.
Traci and I don't hang out at bars much, but there is one place we like to hit occasionally for a nightcap or just a couple of drinks and a sandwich for supper. They always have a huge Halloween party, and have gotten a big reputation for having the women show up in all sorts of outlandish and sexy costumes. I got one of the last reservations left, then I got online and bought Traci an "Elvira, Mistress of the Dark" costume. I had always told Traci she could do that costume proud; now she was going to get the chance.
When Traci walked in that afternoon at about her usual time, I greeted her in the kitchen with a peck on the cheek before I went out to her car to bring in the groceries. I've got to admit, she was one cool customer: not one ounce of guilt on her face did I see as I scanned her while walking back and forth from the kitchen to the car. And she even looked happier than she has since breaking it off with Arvin Tuesday night. As I put away the stuff on the high shelves like normal, I casually mentioned to her that I got a pair of tickets to the Halloween party, and then announced, "You're going as Elvira!"
"Oh, come on, Bob, you know I can't wear a costume like that out in public!" she sort of squealed. "Everybody will see my boobs hanging out in public!"
"That's just the way I like them!" I responded back, and she playfully threw a kitchen towel at me.
Apparently it was a good fuck session with Will, because at least for the moment, Traci was in a good mood, although she was still smart enough and coy enough to keep a safe distance from me so I couldn't smell this morning's fuckfest.
When her costume came in the next week, I had her try it on for me. After all these years, I knew her size, and I ordered the costume right on the button. Her big boobs spilled out of the push-up top just like Elvira's, nice and round, and the cut of the skirt was way high up on her right leg, actually above her crotch. Not sure how Elvira walks around in that without giving it all away, but I knew Traci wasn't going to be that smooth. She was bright red in the face while walking around the bedroom in that costume, so I couldn't wait to see it out in public.
"Just try not to lean over too much so no one gets an eye poked out by those nipples," I smirked.
Traci smiled back nervously. I could tell she was not comfortable, and I didn't care.
The party was on the Saturday night preceding Halloween, and when Traci got back from her Saturday morning errands - which, I assumed, included a fuck session with Will - I handed her a glass of wine while I got the grocery bags out of her car. After we finished putting the groceries away, I refilled her empty wine glass and shuffled her off to the shower. The next part of the plan included me using my hands on her pussy, and I much preferred that pussy to be cleaned up from
Will's semen.
I handed Traci a third glass of wine as she got out of the shower. She didn't notice that this glass had a little powder residue from the half of the Ecstasy tablet I had crushed up, and that went down every bit as easy as the other two glasses. I helped her dry off, and then began to lick, suck and gently nibble all over. The Ecstasy wouldn't kick in for a while yet, but she didn't need that to react to me. I laid her down on the bed and, using just my fingers, brought her to four screaming orgasms in about 30 minutes. At this point I normally would have dived in mouth first for a hot meal, but stopping her short was the game plan. I heard the groan of disappointment when I told her we had to get ready for the party.
I quickly put on my Lone Ranger costume and then helped Traci get into her costume as Elvira, making sure to fondle, rub, and pinch various parts of her body as she did so. As she was finishing up her Elvira makeup, her hands were starting to tremble, telling me that my set-up and the Ecstasy were working.
She was a picture to look at when she was done, and with her growing physical excitement she seemed less nervous about going out in public dressed like a sex doll. Before we left the house, she enjoyed another glass of wine, this one having the other half of the Ecstasy tab in it.
When we got to the bar, Traci was fully in flames, shall we say, and didn't even give her outfit a second thought as she got out of the car. Everybody else gave her outfit a second thought, however, and I thought a pair of 20-something guys were going to shoot off right there in the parking lot.
As I expected, Traci was the belle of the ball as we mingled with everybody at the bar. Just to help her along, I kept rubbing her ass with my hand as we walked along, and I could hear her breathing start to get ragged.
"Do we need to get you a bathroom break?" I asked.
She nodded affirmatively, and we headed toward the men's room.
We got a few confused looks from several people as we headed in, but we also got some knowing looks as well, and nobody bothered us. We went into the only open stall among the four in the room, and while the rest of the guys in the restroom went about their business, I brought Tracy off to two more orgasms by lifting her dress, dropping her panties and inserting a pair of fingers in her dripping snatch while she leaned against the stall with her arms. Her moans were loud despite the fact that I had my other hand over her mouth.
When we got done we straightened up, left the stall and washed our hands at the sink. Traci was flushed from both the experience and embarrassment, while I got nods all around from everybody who was in the room. I had my evil Grinch grin working.
We picked up another glass of wine for Traci and a bourbon over ice for me at the bar, and then went back to our mingling so everyone could get their fair share of Traci visually. I made sure to continue rubbing and groping her ass while we talked to other people, not being the least bit concerned with their reactions, and several times I got the opportunity to rub her crotch as well. By the time the band started, Traci was well over the top due to my ministrations, the Ecstasy, and the wine.
We hit the dance floor for a couple of songs when the band started, which gave everyone a good chance to see Traci's mostly exposed boobs bounce, as well as her high dress slit gave everyone the opportunity to see her black bikini panties. She was quite the sight.
We headed back to our stand-up table after the two dances, but Traci didn't stay at the table very long as she was a much sought-after dance partner. The first two would-be dance partners had the good graces to ask my permission first, which I readily gave, but after that her suitors went straight to her and asked. Traci, for her part, completely adored all the attention, and, with the help of everything else that was going on, wasn't even concerned with me witnessing her reactions to and interactions with the other men. For my part, I just stayed planted at the table, watching the evening play out as I knew it would.
She had danced about dozen songs with about six different guys when I noticed she was being led off the dance floor by her latest suitor, who looked to be about 30, handsome and muscular. I followed them at a safe distance out to the back of the parking lot, and when they had gotten a safe distance from the bar, he turned to her and gave her a passionate kiss on the lips while running his hands along the sides of her costume. Two minutes later he had her leaning over the back end of a smaller car, with her panties down and about all seven inches of his dick pumping in and out of her pussy.
When I first devised this plan, I really thought long and hard about whether I was going to watch Traci have sex, or just assume it and stay inside. Although she hurt me more than she will ever know, I still loved her, and I knew watching her with other men would be incredibly painful as well as erotic. But after seeing her go off with Will, my rage won out over my love. If she cared for me that little, than I was going to enjoy the show just as if she was an ordinary slut and I was watching a porno. Plus, quite honestly, I also wanted to make sure nobody hurt her during her adventure in self-debasement.
Traci came loudly a few minutes later, and I'm sure that got the attention of several people who were in the lot, and then he came just a few more minutes later. He kissed her again, then while they were straightening up I hustled from my vantage point back into the bar and to my table. I saw Traci walk in, take a quick scan around the room and head for the women's restroom. She rejoined me at our table a few minutes later, and although she tried hard, I could see that she was a little disheveled in her appearance. I didn't say anything when she got back, just kept my Grinch grin on, but apparently she must have felt guilty - first time ever - because she put her eyes down and couldn't look at me. I thought it was kind of ironic, given what she has been doing for the last two years.
"Are you having a good time?" I queried, more to get her to look up at me than anything, and with that she brightened up and answered, "Yes! This was a great idea!"
Just then another potential dance partner approached, and before I could say another word, Traci was again on the dance floor. She stayed out there for another half-dozen songs with a total of three partners before once again slipping off the floor and out the front door. Her suitor this time was a big young stud, about 6-4, 250, and maybe 25 years old, and if I hadn't known what I was looking for I probably wouldn't have seen them casually drift away. But I did, and I casually drifted out after them, and, knowing my wife, I headed back out to the same spot.
Big stud had a big tree, which he had Traci suck on for a while in a bent-over position, because she didn't want to get marks on her knees from kneeling. After a couple of minutes of her excellent mouth, he pulled out and planted his tree in her waiting pussy. Despite how wet she must have been, and with a load of semen having already been dropped in her, Tree Stud still needed three tries to get what looked like nine inches all the way inside her as he bent her over the same car her first lover of the evening had. Traci really got into his big dick, arched her back and really worked hard to mash back at him, finally succumbing to a loud orgasm after a few minutes. Traci's vocals could be heard by whoever was in the area, and while most of those took a quick look and kept on moving, there were a few people who moved in a little closer to get a better look at the show. Tree Stud spotted a couple on the fringes and just grinned, but Traci, for her part, was far too intense to be paying attention to anything but the big dick inside of her.
Tree Stud finally came about 10 minutes later, giving a low groan that I and most of those sort of gathered around could hear as he shot. He then smacked Traci on her ass, and the two of them started to get straightened up. That was my cue to stealthily go back inside, and when Traci and Tree Stud reentered the bar I was deep in conversation with another patron at the bar. Traci took a quick look at our table to see if I was there, and got a real concerned look on her face when she didn't see me. But then she spotted me at the bar, gave me a little wave and pointed toward the ladies' room, as if nothing was out of the ordinary. I waved back and smiled.
I met up with her again as we both made our way back to the table. Her hair looked a little more disheveled, but she had obviously reapplied her lipstick after giving Tree Stud his blowjob. She looked a little unsteady on her feet, and I offered to find us a table to sit at, but I knew she wouldn't go for that with two loads of cum inside of her. Cleaning up in the bathroom would only go so far, and she didn't want to be leaving wet spots in a chair.
We stood at the table and made small talk for a while. She told me some things about some of the other women at the party, obviously to make it look like she was mingling when she thought she wasn't in my sight. I didn't say much, just listened and grinned - and looked at her big round boobs spilling out of the costume.
The next suitor to come her way was one of the guys I thought was barely 21 when I saw him and his buddy in the parking lot at the beginning of the night. He walked up to Traci, looked her square in the tits, and stammered out his dance request. By this time good sense had completely left Traci, because she looked over at me, then back at the kid, and said, "Sonny, it's not polite to stare at Mommy's tits like that!" The kid turned beet red, but before he could move Traci gave him a full hug, and with her right hand squeezed the growing rod in the front of his pants.
"I'll be back in a few, Bob, I have to teach this child some manners on the dance floor," she said as she led the obviously-dazed youth to the middle of the dance floor. Traci then proceeded to dance his socks off, shaking everything she had while he barely moved. Two dances in, they were joined by his buddy, and Traci continued her raucous display. Two more dances later, I saw Traci and her new minions heading to the back of the club, then make their way to the door by moving around the outside of the room.
After attracting a small group of watchers last time, Traci was smart enough to take the pair to a different spot in the parking lot, and a little further back from the building. I carefully made my way to a good vantage point.
I don't know why exactly, but Traci was definitely being bolder with these two kids, both in the bar with me and now, out in the parking lot. Instead of just kissing and being groped while in costume, Traci took the Elvira dress completely off, standing in the lot in just her black bikini panties and heels. The two kids, both of whom were younger than mine and Traci's own kids, then proceeded to pore over Traci's body like she was dipped in honey, groping, kissing and licking her while she fondled their dicks in their pants. After she came yet again, although a little quieter this time, she had them remove their pants, sucking on one while fucking the other, until the one in her pussy came. Then the boys switched positions until the other came. Traci herself came twice more during the fun.
I made my way inside before she and the kids reentered and Traci went right to the restroom. She practically staggered her way to the table from the restroom, and her eyes were both glassy and dreamy. Yet she was more subdued than when she left the table about an hour ago at this point.
"Hey, you," I said by way of making smalltalk. "You've had quite a bit to drink. Are you OK? Do you want to head home?"
"It's only 10. What's your rush?" she said, looking me straight in the eyes with about as much of an "I've got a secret smirk" as she could muster.
"I tried to be a nicer guy," I thought to myself.
Just then Traci's first lover of the evening showed up, didn't even acknowledge I was alive, and whispered something in the ear farthest away from me. Traci giggled, and without so much as a "see you later" got up to dance.
Halfway through the dance the pair was joined by a friend of his. I had seen the two talking among a group of about six guys earlier, and now this guy just jumped in with Traci and her friend. They seemed to be leaning in to each other whispering above the din, and occasionally looking over at me and grinning. At that point, my blood started to boil, so before I ruined all my hard work, I got up and started mingling some more, still keeping track of Traci, however. It wasn't five minutes later that she and the two guys made their way to the door, and I noticed that the guys' small group of friends was also heading for the door.
I actually walked out a little behind the gang of four buddies, as I quickly named them in my head, and watched them move off toward a darkened area of the parking lot. I didn't see Traci and the first two guys at this point, but figured the gang was heading over there. I outflanked the group and actually wound up behind Traci and the first two friends. Traci was completely naked at this point and had a grip on each guy's hard-on, and they were giggling like conspirators. A couple of minutes later, she had a dick in her mouth and the other in her pussy, bent over at the waist with her hands on the hips of the guy she was sucking. It stayed that way until the gang of four moved into the picture, at which point Traci came up for air - literally. She looked at the other four guys, said something too soft for me to hear, and went back to sucking the guy's cock.



About five minutes later, Traci started to moan around the dick in her mouth, and she and the guy in her pussy came almost simultaneously, with the guy in her mouth coming soon after. As the first two guys pulled their softening pricks out of my wife, she was quickly refilled by two of the gang of four. When they both came, they were then replaced by the remaining two.
By this time it was after midnight, and several revelers were leaving the party, including some whose cars were in the area of Traci's fuckfest. For the most part, they all took a good look, got in their cars and drove off, with only a few making snide comments. A few of the party-goers stayed to watch as the scene played out, and I saw one or two phones taking photos or video. All six of the guys took two turns at Traci in different combinations, and by the time the last two had cum, Traci had had three or four more orgasms as they pounded both her pussy and her mouth.
When the last two finished, Traci looked like a rag doll as she limply slid down to her hands and knees on the pavement. I could see that her hair was matted and her face splattered with cum, and her pussy was dripping like a leaky faucet. I slipped back inside the bar and struck up a conversation with Audrey, the bar manager for the night, and just waited. About 10 minutes later, a different young guy walked into the bar, looked around, and headed in our direction.
"There's a naked woman in the parking lot who just got gangbanged and then left by a group of guys. My girlfriend and I ... errr ... we were watching ... and when the guys got done, they just left the woman on her hands and knees in the parking lot, so we figured we'd better tell someone before she gets hurt."
"Well, I guess that explains where my future ex-wife got to," I said to Audrey in a deadpan voice. "Know a good divorce lawyer?"
Audrey gave me a quizzical look and I nonchalantly headed out the door. I first went to my car and got a blanket out of the trunk, then went over to my wife, lifted her to her feet, wrapped the blanket around her, and carried her back to my car, where I deposited her in the back seat. I then drove home, lifted her out of the car, and carried her to the guest bedroom. I put her under the covers and covered her. She either passed out or went right to sleep, never saying anything to me from the point I saw her in the parking lot to the point I dumped her in the bed. Maybe the smartest move of the night on her part.
It was 3 a.m. when I put Traci to bed, but sleep wasn't on my agenda at that point. I packed all of my clothes, got all of my important papers together, took all of my valuable stuff, and packed it into my car. I left her some cash and a very limited credit card on the kitchen table. She would find out later that I had earlier taken half of our savings and checking and moved them to my own account, and cancelled all of our other joint credit cards.
The first phone call came at about noon. I ignored it and continued eating my lunch at the Arby's down the street from the motel I was staying at. The calls continued every 10 minutes for the next hour. I didn't take any of them, nor did I listen to the messages.
At about 2 I called my older daughter and told her I was divorcing Traci due to her infidelity. She didn't seem as shocked as she should have, because I knew that Traci would have called both of our daughters and made up some bullshit story to get the girls mad at me: the best defense is a good offense kind of strategy. Carol started to go into lecture mode about something, but I wasn't listening to any of that.
"Do you want to see the photos?" I interrupted.
"You've got photos?" she said, sounding incredulous. "She told me you were the one having the affair, and she just played kissy-face at the bar Saturday night to get back at you."
"Not hardly," I replied. "Now call your sister and tell her what I've just told you. And if either one of you has any doubts, just call me and I'll email you something that I don't think either of you want to see. So consider this a warning to both of you stay out of the way until this thing's settled, because I expect her to try to get nasty. I'm not saying you two have to choose one or the other of us, we're still both your parents. I'm just saying it would be a shame to throw away our relationship until you've both heard both sides of the story.
"Love you, and speak to you soon."
Love you, too, Dad," she said shakily.
Monday morning I went to work like normal, but I stopped in to tell my boss about the divorce and that things might get a little crazy with phone calls from Traci. I didn't want my boss to think I was involving the company in any of this, and he said he appreciated the heads-up.
The first phone call came at 8:10. I had done all my set-up with the lawyer weeks ago, and I knew she was getting served at home at 8 sharp, at the house. I knew that with everything that went down on Saturday night and Sunday, she wouldn't go in to work on Monday, so I had the process server sent to the house.
Jeannie our receptionist buzzed me in my office that Traci was on line 1, and she sounded mad. Turns out, that was a great understatement.
"What is this, you worthless son of a bitch?" she hollered into the phone right after I said hello. "You don't have the guts to face me?
"So I had a little fun, played a little kissy-face with a couple of guys. You were the one who had me dressed up like a Barbie doll with my boobs hanging out."
"And a beautiful Barbie doll you were, my dear, but what I witnessed was way beyond kissy-face. And I'm not talking about you on the dance floor."
"You saw me? How c-c-c-could you see me?" she stammered.
One of us wasn't drunk and horned up out of our brains, and I paid very careful attention to what you were doing the whole night. You thought you were being discreet; far from it. In fact, if you search around the Internet, I'm sure you can find some of your performance ...
"How could you do that to me?" she screamed.
"I didn't. But I know there were several witnesses there who had their cellphones out," I said. "Probably the best thing for you was that you kept the wig on and had the heavy make-up. I don't think most people would know that's you."
She got considerably quieter rather quickly. In fact, she practically whispered her next question.
"So you saw the whole thing?"
"No, I saw all four things: the two guys by themselves, the pair of kids with you, and then the gangbang," I replied calmly.
"Jesus," she whispered, more to herself than to me, I thought.
"Now read the papers carefully and then sign them and put them in the mail," I stated flatly.
"Bob, I know I screwed up - big time - but can't we handle this like adults? We've been married 24 years, you still love me, I think, and I know I still love you. It was just sex, not love. I'll get counseling. We can get counseling," she pleaded.
"Traci, don't make this any worse than it has to be. Sign the damn papers!"
I hung up as she was trying to make a point about something. She called back. I didn't answer and let it go to voice mail - four times.
Traci didn't sign the damn papers, got herself a lawyer, and we wound up in a conference room in my lawyer's office three weeks later trying to hammer things out. She still insisted that she loved me and we should try counseling. Her attorney even gave a list of counselors to my attorney, who just looked at me blankly. He reached into his briefcase and handed me the file I had given him earlier.
"Mr. Bruno," I said to her lawyer, "Does this look like something that can be worked out by counseling?"
I slid the file over. Traci's attorney, one Jack Bruno, opened it slowly, and I could tell by the look on his face it was not what he was expecting. It was definitely not what Traci was expecting.
"Where - how - did you get these?" she hissed at me.
Attorney Bruno looked almost as shocked as Traci.
"Mrs. Ringler, exactly what am I looking at here?" he snapped at her.
Before she could recover, I jumped in with both feet.
"Mr. Bruno, these are photos of my soon-to-be ex-wife with her boss, Arvin Spearman, taken over a span of about six months. My soon-to-be ex-wife and her boss had been intimately involved for about two years, I came to find out, until apparently Mr. Spearman broke off the affair about a month ago, for reasons you'd have to ask him. She also has been having sex with her trainer from the gym, a young stud named Will, but I don't have any photos of the two of them, just what I witnessed. I don't know how long she has been involved with him."
It takes a lot to surprise a lawyer, but the stupid look on his face told me I had succeeded in doing it, with the help, of course, of my soon-be-be ex-wife, who sat there with her head down turning a lovely shade of green.
"Well, I think I'm done here, at least for today," I said as I jumped up enthusiastically from the table. "Let me know when your client signs on the dotted line."
My lawyer, who knew the whole thing already, stood up with me. We shook hands and I left the meeting room.
"What does he really want, Harvey?" Traci's lawyer asked mine quietly after I left, as related to me in a later call from my attorney to me.
"He wants the house to be sold with a 50-50 split, she gets to keep the assets he's left her, and she gets no alimony because, according to my client, "She's a cheating whore who doesn't deserve a penny."
"My client and I need to talk some more, and I'll get back to you, Harvey," her attorney said.
A week went by and I hadn't heard anything, but a few days after that Traci's father, Ralph, called me at work and asked if he could have a few minutes of my time. I always liked Ralph and Judi, my in-laws, so what else could I say but yes. I closed the door to my office, got back on the phone, and told him the floor was his.
"Bob, we've always gotten along great, and Judi and I love you like a son," he started. "This thing is killing us. But what I really don't get is how hard-hearted you're being. Traci screwed up, I get it, but not even alimony for a woman you called the center of your world, the mother of your children, who cherished you for 24 years. Doesn't that count for something?"
"Dad - Ralph - I'm getting the sense that you haven't been given the whole story. I'm betting Traci told you that she cheated on me with another guy at a party, right?"
"Exactly."
"Hardly the whole story, Ralph. It was several guys at a party, after she had already been having an affair for two years with her boss, and having sex on the side with her gym trainer. I'm sorry to be blunt, Ralph, but somewhere along the line Traci went from being my wife to being a slut, and I don't think that I should be expected to pony up for that."
"No, I guess not," Ralph said very quietly. I heard a long, slow exhale, then he quietly hung up the phone. There's nothing quite like being figuratively gut-punched. I sort of felt bad for him, but I still felt worse for me.
At about the three-month mark, I got a phone call from my attorney, Harvey, who said Traci and her attorney had something very important they needed to discuss with us. Harvey said Traci's attorney didn't give him any details, but wanted to know if we could meet this coming Friday at 3 in his downtown office. I told Harvey to set it up.
I met with Harvey at his office Friday at 2:30, and he asked me if there was anything I needed to tell him.
"Not that I'm aware of, honestly, Harvey," I responded.
We then drove to the opposing lawyer's office in Harvey's fully-decked out Cadillac Escalade, and on the ride over I thought to myself that I was helping to finance another one of these in the future for him. But I took comfort in the fact that Traci's lawyer had to be costing her more, because he was the one on the defensive.
When we got to the law office of Bruno, Lindbergh, Mars, and Hauptmann, Harvey and I were ushered right into to their conference room, where Traci and her attorney, Jack Bruno, were waiting for us. Traci looked a little tense, but her attorney clearly had the look of the cat that ate the canary. Harvey and I looked sideways at each other, then sat down across from Traci and Bruno at the end of the conference table.
"Mr. Ringler, you need to drop these proceedings now, today, or my client is prepared to take you to the cleaners, figuratively. We will go before the judge as soon as possible and request the house, three-quarters of all the other assets, alimony and, of course, child support."
"Jack, the youngest child is halfway through college, and my client has already agreed to fund the remainder of her education," Harvey said disgustedly. "Now as for these other ..."
Bruno cut him off mid-sentence by handing him a folder. Harvey took it and put it on the table between us before opening it. In it was a medical report stating that Traci was three months pregnant with our child.
"Really, Traci, you're actually trying this?" I guffawed, getting red in the face.
Harvey put his hand on my arm to try to calm me, but we were past that.
"You really have turned into a piece of shit," I said loudly, but not quite yelling. Bruno tried to say something, but I cut him off and continued, "And you're a piece of shit who can't add or who is just plain clueless.
"If you were paying attention at all to us, then you'd remember we hadn't made love in more than a month before the Halloween party, which means over four months ago. And you're three months pregnant? Giving even a couple of weeks for the fact that those tests aren't perfect as far as dates, that means I can't be the father, bitch. But there are 10 other men who can!"
At that point I shut up, and the room seemed awfully quiet. After what seemed like minutes but may have been only 30 seconds, Bruno recovered enough of his wits to demand that I take a paternity test, to which I eagerly agreed. Then I reached into my pocket and took out a folded piece of paper and handed it to him, saying, "And here are the names and addresses of the other 10 men that should also be taking paternity tests. Somebody needs to be paying for their bastard, but it's not going to be me."
Even Harvey didn't know about the list. I just didn't tell him, but I knew the restaurant had the names of everyone at the party, and their security cameras recorded everyone who came in and then signed in for their reservation. The bar manager that night, Audrey, went through the videotape with me, and once I had their names, the addresses were easy. Of course there were only nine guys at the party who nailed Traci, but the 10th name on the list was her trainer, Will, who she had been doing for some time apparently.
The meeting was over at that point for Harvey and me. I got myself DNA tested for paternity the very next Monday, and two weeks later the test came back saying I wasn't the father. I got a phone call from Harvey telling me that Traci signed off on the divorce exactly as we had presented it. What else could she have done? I asked Harvey for one small favor, to which he readily agreed: find out from Traci why she cheated on me. Did I do something wrong; did I wrong her? Just why.
I met with Lorraine for lunch at Choosey's three weeks later to fill her in on what had been happening, as I promised I would. Also, I really wanted to see her. Not only did I cherish my time with her in bed, but she turned out to be a really good friend, someone I felt very comfortable with. It she ever decided to leave Arvin, I would be right there to help her pick up the pieces.
"So you figured out your revenge," Lorraine said to me as I sidled into the booth at which she was already seated.
She looked ravishing. Pregnant about eight months now, she positively glowed. She had nice, big pregnancy boobs, and her pregnant belly was adorable. Arvin was indeed a lucky man for her to have taken him back, even if the baby she carried was mine, and not his, although he would never know it.
I filled her in on everything that went down from the time she had Arvin break it off with Traci. From finding out about Will to the sex party to Traci's pregnancy. Lorraine knew about Traci's pregnancy from Arvin, who was Traci's boss as well as her former lover. Seems there was an incident at the office about a week ago, as well. A woman about our age had walked in the office demanding to speak to Traci. When Traci went up to the reception desk to meet this woman, the woman took a step in towards Traci, hauled off and smacked her viciously across the face, then called her a slut while Traci reeled back from the hit," Lorraine said.
Security was called and the woman was held. Turns out she was the mother of one of the 21-year-olds Traci had done together at the party. Her son turned out to be the winner of the Traci baby-daddy game, and Mommy was none too happy that she was about to be a grandmother, and that Traci was going to get child support from her son for the next 18 years.
"How could you have sex with a baby, you tramp?" the boy's mother questioned Traci in front of the crowd which had now gathered in the company's front lobby.
Security let the woman go when Traci said she wouldn't press charges, after the woman promised never to bother Traci again, Lorraine concluded.
"Hmmm," was all I had to say about that.
"So how did you come up with the sex party for revenge?" Lorraine queried. "Weren't you kind of letting her off easy? I knew that couldn't have been your baby she was carrying."
"Maybe I did let her off easy," I responded, "But I had to know in my heart that there really wasn't any love left in the tank, so to speak, as Traci claimed there was. I knew that if I put the pressure on her, her pussy would give me the truthful answer that her brain wouldn't. Of course even I didn't expect what went down. I thought she'd at least be a little more guarded. And I guess after all these years of cheating and not turning up pregnant, she probably thought it wasn't going to happen to her, but I don't think she ever planned on taking as much cum as she did in one night.
"But if I hadn't set up her and gotten her drunk, she probably would have been more careful, and then I wouldn't have my answer."
"Wait ... what?" What do you mean after all these years," Lorraine asked. "I thought she and Arvin were just a two-year thing ..."
I could see the veins in Lorraine's neck bulging as she was getting angry at her dickhead husband all over again, so I rushed to quell the flames.
"After Traci signed the divorce papers, I had my attorney very politely ask her, for me, why she cheated. She never did tell me, but I guess with the papers signed, and with him not going to get in her face like I would have, she felt free to talk.
"Arvin was far from the first affair for Traci. Seems that the first time she cheated was about 10 years ago, she told my attorney. That happened on a fluke, she insisted, but the illicit sex was such a turn-on, and it was so easy to hide it from me, that she slept with about six guys within the first six months after doing the first one. In fact, she told my attorney she called me 'Clueless Bob' to all of her lovers, because she knew that I trusted her completely and never had a clue. So for 10 years she carried on a series of affairs, sometimes with more than one guy at a time, like when she was fucking Arvin and Will on different days.
"And when she was with me, the very thought of cuckolding me kept her almost constantly aroused, so she was always in the mood for me as well. And here I thought I actually excited her.
She professed to still love me, though, and thought we were going to be together the rest of our lives."
"And if I hadn't come along, maybe the two of you would have," Lorraine said in a sad way. "I'm sorry for being the one who ruined your life, Bob."



"No need for you to apologize, Lorraine, you didn't ruin my life. You were just the messenger telling me that my life - at least that part of it - sucked. Who knows how long this would have gone on. So actually, I thank you. But if you know anything about Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny not being real, don't tell me. There are some things about which I choose to remain clueless."
She chuckled. "How about buying a pregnant girl a piece of pie?"
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One of the greatest moments of my life was about to happen, as I stood just off to the side of my wife and watched the doctor deliver our second child, our first son. The head crowned and with a final yell and push from my wife, Traci, the Oriental baby came out of her wound and into the doctor's waiting hands.
The room got instantly silent, except for the heavy breathing of my exhausted wife. The doctor and the two nurses didn't actually look at me, rather I saw them each take a furtive glance at me, while I stood there in total shock, with my mouth wide open behind the surgical mask I was wearing. I think my eyes might have been bugging out of my head, too.
Not that there was anything wrong with the baby. He seemed to be perfect in every way as one of the nurses cleaned him up - except for the fact that he was Oriental. My wife comes from Scandinavian stock and I'm a typical Eastern European mix, and neither one of us has Oriental anywhere in our DNA.
The nurse who had cleaned him up went to hand the child to me, but I backed up like she was carrying a package of dog shit. She then took him to my wife, who by now had been straightened up a bit by the other nurse, and handed him to her, who looked at him with glassy eyes, gave him a kiss and hugged him to her half-gowned body. To this point no one had said a word since the birth.
Feeling light-headed, I looked for a chair. Finding none, I decided the floor of the delivery room was as good a place as any to pass out.
I don't know how long I was out, but when I came to I was on a bed across the room from Traci, who was sitting up with the baby cuddled in tight to her. Traci had a smile on her face, and from what I could hear was softly humming a lullaby. Before I could get up, the nurse that tried to hand me the baby was leaning over me, talking in hushed but very definite tones.
"If you're going to start something, I'll throw your ass right out of this hospital, right now," she said. "This is not the time nor place for this. Got it?"
"Yes, ma'am," I replied numbly.
Despite my head feeling like I'd been sleeping in a blender and my stomach feeling like I'd been gut-punched, I got myself out of the bed and staggered out of the room and over to the nearest nurses' station.
"I'm Sam Long," I said to the first nurse who approached. "My wife just had our baby - a baby - and I want to make sure that I am not listed as the father on the birth certificate. If I am, then I will sue this hospital for everything I can get on the grounds of you folks helping to perpetuate a hoax."
"Betty, this is the guy," the first nurse said to someone behind her.
A matronly looking woman with short brown hair and glasses came up to the counter, giving me a look that showed both pity and disgust.
"We understand Mr. Long. Unless we can confirm that you are the father, we will not put your name on the birth certificate. By the way, would you like to take a DNA test now? I can have someone take you to our lab. You cannot be eliminated as the father until a DNA test confirms that, despite what the baby looks like. One of you could have Oriental DNA without knowing it."
"I've been DNA tested, and I don't even have a trace of Oriental in my heritage," I stated flatly. "And my wife is just about the whitest white girl you will ever meet. So let's get me over to the lab right now."
Because of the situation, they said they were going to rush the results and would find out tomorrow what I already knew today. In the meantime, there was this little matter ...
My heart was crushed. One minute I'm expecting the arrival of my second child, the next minute I've been slapped in the face with my wife's infidelity - in front of an audience, no less. We still hadn't talked since the birth, which occurred about six hours ago. I hadn't gone back to the room since I awoke from passing out. I'm not sure I'd be able to stop myself from doing or saying something really ugly. I've never hit a woman in my life, but right now, slapping the shit out of my cheating whore wife sounds really appealing. Spending some time in jail for doing it doesn't seem that bad, either.
Instead, I went home to an empty house. Our 3-year-old daughter, Anna, is staying with my in-laws a couple of towns over, so when I got to the house at about 7 p.m. it was just the dog and me. I sat there in the family room (ha!) with just a single light on, sipping bourbon from a shot glass.
Three shots later my cell phone rang. I assumed it would be Traci, but when I looked at the number I saw it was the in-laws. What could they possibly have to say, except to apologize for their daughter being a cheating slut. I picked it up one ring before it went to voice mail.
"Sam, we know what you're probably thinking," my mother-in-law began, "But let's all be rational about this. Larry and I are sure there's got to be a good explanation."
"Mom, you know there's no good explanation to this. I'm sorry to be the one to say this out loud to you, but apparently you raised a cheating whore."
There was a long silence at the other end of the line. Then my mother-in-law hissed at me, "Well, don't go do something stupid!"
I hung up. I didn't need this shit from her. I'm not the one who broke my wedding vows.
I poured another shot and began to sip it down. Life sure has a funny way of slapping you around.
I was 32 years old, worked for a successful IT company and made a good living. Traci, my wife of nine years, was also 32, and she also made a good living working for a large financial services company. We met halfway through college and had been inseparable since then. We married a year out of school, bought a nice house in a nice neighborhood two years after that and four years later had Anna, named after my late mother.
We each had our work and our hobbies, but we spent large amounts of time together because we both enjoyed each other's company. I would have said that we were each other's best friend, but at least from her standpoint that apparently isn't true. You don't do to a best friend - let alone a husband - what Traci did to me.
Even after having the first baby, Traci was still a looker with a killer body, long blond hair, beautiful blue eyes and an upbeat personality. She is the kind of person who draws people to her.
I had several more shots before I finally fell asleep on the sofa. No sense going up to our bed - our marital bed - considering I didn't have a marriage anymore. The dog woke me at his usual morning potty break time, 6 a.m., and then after doing that I went back to sleep. I finally roused at about 9, slightly hung over, somewhat confused, and still raging angry. I called my immediate boss, and before I could say anything, he asked me how it felt to be a dad twice. I calmly told him my tale of woe, and told him I needed to take the last two days of the week off for personal reasons. I had the time saved up, and he completely understood.
"I'm sorry, Sam, I really am," he said with genuine sadness in his voice.
I checked my phone before heading into the shower. Still no call from Traci. Probably just as well. After getting cleaned up, I called Stan Wise, an old friend and an attorney, told him my story and set up an appointment for next week. Then I got in the car and headed over to the hospital.
I still wasn't sure what I was going to say to Traci, but those thoughts went out the window when I got up to her room and her parents and Anna were there. They all looked at me when I got to the doorway, and Anna made a dash to me and hugged my legs.
"Missed you, Daddy, Have you seen my new baby brother?"
"Yes, I have, Sweetie. Are you being a good girl for Grandma and Grandpa?" I inquired.
"Yes, I am Daddy. We're having lots of fun," she replied.
"Great. Well you continue to be a good girl and I'll see you in a few days."
I then motioned for my in-laws to take Anna and leave the room. On the way out, Larry put his hand on my arm and spoke quietly. "Be cool and be smart," he warned.
"I'm so cool I'm not even armed," I replied back, knowing that Larry knew I owned two pistols and was quite proud of my proficiency with them at the range.
Larry and Alma gathered up Anna and left the room, leaving Traci and I alone. The baby was breastfeeding off of her right boob. I walked up closer to the bed, but stopped about five feet away. I didn't look at the kid; I didn't go over and give Traci so much as a peck on the cheek. I just stood there, my eyes locked on hers for about 10 seconds before she finally broke contact and looked away. That feeling of wanting to smack the shit out of her was returning quickly.
"Really, Traci? Not even a heads up? You had, what, seven months to warn me. What, couldn't find the time in your busy life?"
I never raised my voice, nor took my eyes off of her face for a second. She looked up briefly, switched the suckling baby to the other breast, and immediately put her eyes back down.
"I was hoping it was yours," she whispered. "Or at least looked like me."
"I'll bet you were, you cheating whore. So who's is it, and how long has this been going on?"
She gave me a brief flicker of a look before putting her eyes back down. I think she was trying to gauge my anger before telling me anything.
"It's Victor Komatsu's son," she said almost defiantly. "We've been seeing each other for about a year and a half. I'm in love with him."
"You mean the boy-genius boss. He's like what, 23 years old? Him?" I spluttered.
The kid in question is Traci's boss. He's an MIT graduate, and apparently been tagged with "rising superstar" status at her company.
"I'll shoot his fucking dick off," I said, my voice now rising a bit in volume as I struggled to contain my composure.
"No, you won't," Traci said forcefully, looking me square in the face for the first time since the initial staredown.
"And why not? I answered back just as forcefully.
"Because apparently you weren't paying attention to what I said earlier. I'm in love with him."
"Oh, no, you apparently think he gets a free pass because you, my wife, are in love with him? You're my wife, so anyone you're in love with not named Sam Long is a piece of shit in my book, and gets no fucking free passes."
"Sam, he loves me and I love him. You can't change that. I screwed up, Sam, I should have told you, but you can't change how we feel about each other. After you divorce me, he and I will get married."
"So when exactly did he replace me in your love. And is that why you fucked him bareback, intending for this to happen so you could shove me out the door quickly?"
I could see the wheels turning in her head as she was trying to figure out what to tell me and to not set me off. Then she gave a small sigh, and started spilling.
"It started off as innocent flirting. Then it progressed to enjoying a few dinners together. I never planned on sleeping with him. That just sort of happened."
"So you just thought it was some innocent fun, and never figured out that a married woman with a family shouldn't be enjoying dinners with a single man," I interjected.
She raised an eyebrow at me, then continued, "At first we used condoms when we had sex, and while the sex was great, it just never felt right, so we abandoned those in favor of bareback. We tried to be careful with our timing, but apparently we weren't as careful as we thought."
"But I thought things between us were good, even great, and I know the sex was fantastic, unless you were faking those screaming orgasms," I said.
"Things were good between us, Sam," she said. "And the sex was fantastic. I never faked anything with you. It's just that I found someone who made me feel a little more special, a little more fantastic. It's like the age old philosophical question: what do you do when you meet the person of your dreams and you're already happily married?"
"So you throw away nine good years for 'a little more special, a little more fantastic?' And you do it like this? Like this? Really? If you cared for me at all, Traci, you couldn't have done this. This was absolutely shitty. You might as well have driven a truck over me at a crowded intersection. I can't even begin to describe the looks I got in the delivery room. They think I'm pathetic, and you're a slut of the highest order."
As I turned to walk out the door, I bumped into one Victor Komatsu. When I realized who it was, I grabbed him hard by his suit jacket and flung him against a bulletin board on the wall. The board came crashing down, Komatsu's jacket ripped and he tumbled to the floor.
"Stay the hell away from me, you fucking bastard!" I screamed as two nurses headed into the room. I walked out.
The divorce went relatively quickly because we split everything we had, except for Anna. Traci as the mother naturally got Anna, with me getting every other weekend visits and a month in the summer. There was to be no alimony because we made about the same money, but of course I had to pay healthy child support.
I didn't say a word to Traci during any of the proceedings, but I had my lawyer make sure the judge knew exactly the circumstances of my humiliation. That's probably what got me the month in the summer with Anna, because even the judge recoiled when he heard about the delivery room bullshit.
Traci and Dickhead didn't get married until a year after the divorce, I found out from some friends who had retained my friendship as well as hers. While I really didn't solicit the news, I did find that interesting, based on how much she said they were in love.
I dated some over the next few years, and wound up having sex with most of those I dated, but I never really got anywhere near considering marriage again. I just wasn't going to do it without feeling that real spark, but to be truthful, the ending with Traci took a lot out of me, and I was not sure that I could ever trust a women unconditionally again.
My time spent with my daughter was always a blast. I made sure that nothing was going to interfere with my time with my Anna. I made sure she got my full attention when we were together, and we did a lot of together things like fishing, going to ballgames, even getting our hair streaked the same color one time.
Traci stopped working about a year after she and Dickhead married because the bastard was promoted to vice president and was given a huge pay increase. I heard this from several friends, but my daughter, in her innocence, was passing along this information to me with her news about how great her new toys were, or what the family did on its last vacation. I never asked for any information about her mother or the family, and since I was doing well myself, I didn't begrudge Traci and Dickhead doing well, even better than me. What I didn't hear from Anna, however, was how much fun she had with her parents, or about them playing games and actually doing things together. From what I could surmise, both Traci and Dickhead doted on the baby, and Anna seemed to get the leftover love.
++++++++++
I was in the mood for something different when I stopped in a new pub for a drink or two and a sandwich after work on a Wednesday night. The place was fairly new, having opening maybe a couple of years ago, seemed clean and was fairly well-lit for a bar/restaurant. There were about 30 patrons in the place when I walked in, with about five at the bar and the rest at tables. There seemed to be a lot of women paired off, and as I settled in to a bar stool I noticed many seemed to be sitting intimately close, as opposed to just being seated randomly at tables. And then it dawned on me: not only was I sitting in a gay bar, but to be more precise I was sitting in a lesbian bar.
"Well, so much for making a pick-up here," I thought.
But considering I wasn't out trolling for any action, I decided the place met my main requirement of clean with good lighting. So I ordered a bourbon and a pot roast sandwich, and kind of watched the others as more people started coming in.
I had been there an hour when a couple of women sat down next to me at the bar. At first they were talking to each other while I watched the TV over the bar, then they dropped their voices a bit and started whispering to each other, occasionally looking over at me and giggling. They were good looking women, I'll give them that, but after five minutes or so of this giggly routine, I finally had enough.
"Look, if I've got barbecue sauce on my face or toilet paper on my shoe, just tell me about it, and stop the schoolgirl giggling stuff. You two are killing me," I said in my friendliest tone, and that's how I met the women who would become my best friends, and as close to me as family outside of my daughter.
"We're sorry. We didn't mean to be rude, but I guess we were," said the one closest to me, who introduced herself as "Butch." The other one also apologized, and introduced herself as "Sundance."
"Like Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, from the movie," I said, and they both laughed.
"Sort of," replied Sundance.
"You do realize this is a gay bar, and you're not going to get lucky here," Butch said. "That's why we were giggling. You're so obviously straight, and you're so obviously in the wrong place."
"I'm not sure if I've just been insulted or complimented, or both," I responded back. "Why can't a straight guy just hang out in a neat place like this, with good food, by the way, and not be trying to get lucky?"
If I were trying to get lucky, either one of the two would be a good choice, I thought. Butch had long brown hair, a beautiful face and the body of a Greek goddess, while Sundance was a flaming redhead with alabaster skin, long legs and, if Butch was a "10," then she was a "9.5."
"So, stranger, tell us your name and your story," Butch said to me while looking into my soul with her big brown eyes. How could I not?
So for reasons I am still not sure of, I proceeded to tell both 30-somethings the tale of my life from the time of Traci's screwing me to the present, nine years later. They both listened intently, looking appropriately horrified at the right times. When I was done, I felt tremendously relieved, I have to admit.
By this point, I was buying, and we'd all had a few, so at that point I asked them to tell me their stories. They both admitted easily they were lesbians, and had been a couple for a little more than five years. Butch was an attorney by trade, and told me that while she had tried guys for several years, she finally admitted to herself she was gay in her early 20s, and has never looked back. Sundance, a medical tech, said she knew from the time she was 15 she had a much deeper attraction to girls than boys, but she had tried out a few boys just to make sure.
We talked like we'd known each other for years. At about 10, however, the ladies got up to leave, citing their job commitments, but before they left I asked them if they would mind if I showed up again and we talked some more.
"We come in every Wednesday night for sure, and sometimes on Saturdays," said Sundance, "And we're good with you as long as you don't mind being the only straight single male in the place, which means you might get hit on occasionally. Be cool with that and show some class."
"I've got it," I nodded.
I started showing up on Wednesday nights and the three of us ate, drank and discussed everything under the sun. Sometimes we'd be joined by others from the regular bar crowd, sometimes by friends not regulars but stopping by for a visit. When Butch and Sundance were there, there was no topic untouchable. Sometimes my being the only straight single male in the group made me the "expert" on certain subjects, sometimes it made me the butt of jokes, but the relationships were real and I enjoyed The Royal Crown crowd tremendously; so much so, that I started hanging out with several of the crowd outside of the bar, and even introduced my daughter to several. This was the closest I had come to having any kind of family since the divorce, even if we didn't all have the same "stripes."



It even got to the point that if I dated a woman more than twice, I had to take her to meet my "family." As much as anything, I didn't have the confidence in my picking ability anymore, but I also trusted Butch and Sundance to be able to pick up on things that might fly right by me. They were as vigilant at watching my back as sisters.
Life was rolling on with its ups and downs but in general was pretty good a few years later when I got a phone call from Butch that she and Sundance needed to see me about something pretty big. Now considering I was seeing them several times a week and they could talk to me anytime, anywhere, about anything, I really began to worry that this really was going to be something very big. My heart sank thinking that maybe one of them was really sick. Anyway, we actually made an appointment for me to meet them at their house on the next Saturday.
Four days of fretting had me on edge when I arrived at their house Saturday afternoon at 2. Butch, looking beautiful as ever, greeted me at the door with a somber face and led me into their den, where an equally somber faced, and equally beautiful Sundance, already sat. Sundance offered me a drink, but I was way too nervous to be drinking before whatever terrible thing they were going to tell me. Butch sat down on the sofa next to Sundance, and I sat in the La-Z-Boy just off to the side.
Sundance began, "Sam, we know this is going to sound a little weird, but we want you to listen carefully to what we have to ask you, and if you want to pass on this we will understand and it won't impact our relationship with you in any way ...
"Sam," Butch cut in, wringing her hands and sliding forward to the edge of her seat, "Sundance and I want to have a baby, and we would like you to be the father. We can't think of a finer man to be our child's father than you ...
"Hell yes!" I interrupted, prompting both of them to jump back in their seats a bit. "I'd be honored to donate my sperm to you two! God, I really thought one of you was really sick and you were going to tell me someone was dying! Whew!"
The girls looked at each other and smiled, then back at me.
"We don't want you to just be the sperm donor, Sam," Sundance replied. "We want you to physically impregnate one of us, do it the old-fashioned way, and when the baby is born we would still like you to stay in our lives and help, as 'Uncle Sam'.
"Whoa," was all I could mutter in my shocked state. "I think I need that drink now."
The girls explained the whole plan to me over a bottle of Don Julio tequila. I would sleep with each of them twice a week - on different days - while the other was in the room, until one of them got pregnant. A contract would be drawn up, giving them full parental rights but acknowledging me as the birth father, and while they would raise the child, they still wanted me around to provide extra love and support, and be the "expert" on any number of things that might arise that would take the insight of a man. We got along so well, and they had seen how great I get along with my daughter, that they thought I'd be the perfect man for the job, so to speak.
"And the sex thing, while it might be a little weird, would be a perk of the job until one of us gets pregnant," Butch noted. "Don't tell us you've never thought about that. You're a man."
The two of them grinned like Cheshire cats while I sat in my chair and stammered. It probably took me a full minute to be able to get a clear thought in my head before I could speak, but then I asked, "Are you two really sure about this? I don't want to lose my two best friends over this, and I certainly don't want to get in the middle of you two - figuratively in this case."
"We've been discussing this for months, Sam," Sundance added, "And we think we're solid enough on our end to handle this. But you know how you men get sometimes ..."
"This might seem crazy, but I have one request when it comes to the sex part. Do I get to engage you two completely or just do the act? From all accounts, I'm pretty good at it, and if we're going to go this far, I might as well give you EVERYTHING I've got."
They both giggled and nodded in agreement. We finished the rest of the Don Julio.
We set up Monday and Friday for me and Butch, and Tuesday and Thursday for me and Sundance. I wasn't going to look for sex from anyone else during this time period, either, because I figured I would need all the strength I was going to be able to muster just for my two friends. They both reminded me, as well, that even though they were lesbians, they did have heterosexual experience, and to their recollections, nobody ever complained after a night with either one. No pressure, ladies.
So on the first night of our plan, I have to admit I was as scared as I was when I lost my virginity at 15. These are my two best friends, practically sisters to me, and we were supposed to be having sex for procreation first, fun second. I don't know about the ladies, but I was sure sweating big bullets.
I met the ladies for dinner at their house on the first night, just something light and easy. Then we retired to their guest bedroom, where the bed was made up and a chair was discreetly placed in sight of the bed but off to one side, almost at the back of the room. Butch was first up, and after we awkwardly stripped, we laid down on the bed while Sundance went to the chair. Butch is a beautiful woman, with perfect 38 DD breasts, a tight ass and great legs, but the weirdness of the situation got to me, and I couldn't get hard.
"Do you mind if I get myself ready with some foreplay on your body? I know I'm nothing wonderful and not your gender of choice, but I've got to do something to get myself ready," I said. "Normally, the sight of a naked woman does the trick for me, but I've got to admit I'm weirded out."
Butch looked at Sundance, who shrugged in agreement. I started at Butch's mouth, with light kisses, then deeper ones, and when she started responding I started playing with her big boobs. I then worked my left hand down her body and lightly flicked my fingers across her pussy while sucking on her left breast. That got a moan and a lubricating reaction from her pussy, so I plunged in with my fingers and did my thing. Twenty minutes and six loud orgasms later, I slid down between her legs with my face and started eating her pussy, which got my head scissored between her legs as she tried to push her clit down my throat. She started to buck like a horse and almost cut off my air supply completely on the seventh orgasm of the night, then I got her three more times before she felt like she was getting tired.
At that point, I licked my way back up her body, which made her giggle like a schoolgirl, before planting a sloppy kiss with her juices on my lips and face right on her mouth. She tried to suck my tongue out of my head at that point, and while she was doing that I slid my rock hard dick into her waiting pussy. She was hot and sloppy, and I pumped her good for 15 minutes before blowing my load. She didn't come on my cock, although she seemed happy enough with my member, but overall I think she enjoyed the experience as much as I did. For my part, I came about as hard as I had since I was married to Traci, and I gently collapsed on top of her and slowly rolled over alongside of her. As is my custom, I laid with my body up against her, enjoying the feeling of her panting and lightly sweating. She laid there in silence, looking at me while her breathing slowly returned to normal.
"Damn, that was amazing!" she suddenly exclaimed. "This boy eats pussy as good as a girl does!"
I heard Sundance giggle from the chair. I honestly forgot she was back there, I got so intense.
"Was this just a one-off trying to impress me?" Butch asked as she slowly rose and got off the bed.
"This is what I always do when I have the time and the motivation," I replied.
"Wow, and women let you get away."
With that she walked over to Sundance and the two kissed, then hugged. Sundance then leaned over and licked each of Butch's hard nipples.
"I already can't wait for your turn tomorrow," Butch whispered to Sundance.
I got up, went to their guest bathroom, cleaned myself up, and got dressed. Sundance was leading Butch tenderly by the hand to their bedroom, so I let myself out quietly.
Sundance's turn came the next night, and while the whole scenario was still kind of weird, I think we were all a little more comfortable than the first night. I did almost the exact same thing to Sundance that I had done to Butch, with almost the exact same results. We then lay side by side and cuddled as we recovered before Sundance finally spoke.
"Oh my," she said softly. "Are you sure you aren't a lesbian?"
We repeated these scenarios for almost four months before Butch reported that she had missed her period two weeks back. So we set a time for Butch to take a home pregnancy test, with me being included in the festivities. The test came back positive, and both women wept with happiness. That set me off as well. I have to admit I was very proud of myself.
Of course that ended the sex with my friends, as per the agreement, but not before I got to take each woman one more time. Damn, they are both goddesses, and I told them so.
"Maybe I've been looking in the wrong places all these years," I told them.
They smiled. We hugged.
The girls invited me into the delivery room for the big day. It had been nine years since I last stepped into a delivery room, and that day didn't turn out so great for me. This time, however, there were no surprises, and William Sam was born without a hitch. Yes, I even got second billing on the name. The girls decided to name the baby after their fathers if it was a boy, but since both fathers had the same name, William, they asked if I would mind if they named the middle name after me. Again, I was incredibly honored, although I asked for the shortened version because in truth, I really hate the name "Samuel."
So now I had two children to keep track of. Life was good. Butch and Sundance included me in on almost every important, semi-important, somewhat important, and even not important events in Billy's life. As for the three of us, our friendship just got deeper and stronger.
And although we didn't tell Anna about the intricacies of our arrangement, she was included in many of Billy's events as well, when she was with me, because she had bonded with Butch and Sundance almost as deeply as I had. For all intents and purposes, she looked upon Billy as her little brother, which in truth, he actually was.
By this point, she and I rarely talked about Traci and Anna's other family. When she was with me, it was all about us and our family, and she caught on to that pretty quickly. She did mention a few things which caught my ears, such as Traci and Victor not being as much fun as Traci and I were when we were together, and she occasionally mentioned some of the great vacations they had taken through the years. While I was doing well and had taken Anna on some great vacations, Victor was a star at his firm and earned an incredible sum of money. He and Traci and the kids had moved to the ritzy side of the city a few years ago, lived well at home and took great vacations. Truthfully, I was glad that they could provide my daughter with the best of everything, especially considering she lived most of the time with them.
Traci and I barely communicated with each other, more my choice than hers, except when we had to coordinate something for Anna or for certain special occasions where I had to join them. Those were kept to a minimum, however, as we usually did our birthdays and Christmases separately.
++++++++++
Fast forward another six years. I had taken a date to one of our city's most exclusive restaurants, the Golden Peacock. I really liked this woman, we had been dating for about six months, Butch and Sundance both liked her, and I had gotten a hell of good bonus at work for a big project that I led to a successful conclusion. This was going to be a great night, or so I anticipated.
So we're sitting there at our table over the first few drinks and appetizers when I happened to scan the room, and who do I see sitting off to my right in a darkened corner but Traci's Victor - and he's holding hands with a woman. Not Traci. A younger woman. A pregnant younger woman. A pregnant younger woman wearing a wedding ring. A pregnant younger woman wearing a wedding ring who could have been Traci's double 15 years ago.
I almost choked on the mushroom cap I was eating at the time. I apologized to my date and headed off to the lobby of the restaurant. Finding a quiet spot, I pulled out my phone and called my 22-year-old daughter.
"Annie-la," I said, calling her by my pet nickname, "Are your mother and Victor still together? Are they having any trouble?"
"No, Daddy, why?" she answered. "What's wrong?"
"Goddammit!" I growled into the phone. "Call Butch and tell her to meet me at the police station, and tell you mother to meet me at the Golden Peacock!"
I hung up and headed straight for Victor's table. He was too busy to notice me until I was alongside his table. Then, as he turned to see me, I cold-cocked him with a right to the left side of his face, catching more head than I wanted to and breaking my hand. Didn't care. He recoiled back in his chair, and before he could move I grabbed his head in my hands and rammed his face down into the table, breaking his nose and essentially knocking him out.
While everyone kind of sat there stunned, I yelled at Victor's date to hand me her phone. After a second of hesitation, she did as she was told. While the restaurant manager cautiously approached, I scanned her speed dial numbers quickly, found what I was looking for, and hit dial. While I kept the manager and another customer at bay, I yelled into the phone, "I just cold-cocked the son a bitch who's been fucking your wife! She's at the Golden Peacock right now!"
The manager was reluctant to tangle with what he perceived to be a madman, and the customer who came over to help followed his lead and kind of stayed in the background. A couple of other customers were tending to Victor, who had groggily woken up and was bleeding all over the place.
I walked over and apologized to my date, gave her cab fare home and paid for the food we had eaten up until that point. The police showed up a few minutes later, as did a tearful and confused Traci. She immediately ran up to Victor, who acknowledged he was okay, then she came at me hard, calling me every name under the sun, starting with "son of a bitch."
"You might just want to thank me, and save the name-calling for Dickhead," I shot back. "Didn't you notice the younger version of yourself hanging around in the background. That's his playdate for tonight, or did you forget how you two first hooked up."
"You mean that pregnant girl is ..."
"Yup, and as far as I can tell, she's about four to six months along. Probably hasn't told her husband yet, hoping the baby doesn't look like Victor."
"Hoping what baby doesn't look like Victor?" I heard a voice behind me say.
I turned to see a rather large guy standing behind me, looking confused and angry.
"Are you the guy who called me about my cheating whore wife?"
"I'm the guy who called, and that's the guy who your wife has been fucking," I said, pointing to Victor. "I'm sorry to have to tell you that, but now you can have the baby DNA tested before it's born, or before you're standing in the delivery room and your wife delivers an Oriental kid. Been there, done that, about 19 years ago."
At that he grabbed his pregnant wife's arm and started to drag her from the restaurant. One of the cops at the scene, however, told him to be gentle, or risk spending some time in jail in the cell next to mine.
At that point I was handcuffed, read my rights and taken to an awaiting police cruiser for the ride to the police station. The police were very careful in handling me, not sure if I wasn't a raving maniac from the quick beating I had given Victor.
Butch was already down at the police station waiting for me when we got there. She quickly bonded me out on a battery charge since I didn't have any arrest record, and then we headed for an emergency room for my broken hand.
"So what the fuck set you off like that," Butch asked me point blank as we drove.
"When I saw that fucker holding her hand and that girl looked like a young version of Traci, I knew immediately what was going down," I answered. "If his 'MO' holds true, I'm betting he is her boss, and she's smitten with him. Well, I've seen that once already, and that fucker wasn't getting a second free pass.
"By the way, did you see the size of that girl's husband? He has to be 6-4, 275. God I hope he makes Victor pay in blood equity!"
Butch put her hand on my arm to calm me down.
"You did a pretty good job of that yourself, Rocky," she chided me. "Maybe if we plead 'sudden heat' you'll just get off with community service, although once you put your hands on your ex-wife's husband that kind of changed the game."
"I wish somebody had done that for me all those years ago," I stated.
"You still love her, don't you? That's why you went after Victor so hard?" Butch queried.
"I guess to some extent I always will love her," I responded. "I don't like it when loved ones are hurt, even former loved ones."
Butch, Sundance, and Billy came over to the house the next day, Sunday, to give me a hand while I was getting used to having my right hand in a cast. Anna also showed up to help in the early afternoon, and brought with her news of what went down between Traci and Victor when they got back to the house. She said the scene got ugly, and Traci threw the bum out of the house.
"Apparently she doesn't like it when the shoe's on the other foot," Sundance observed.
Perhaps it's a good thing I never really pissed off Traci too badly when we were married, because she certainly didn't take this incident well. After throwing Dickhead out of the house, she called over to his company and talked to the president about Victor's indiscretions with employees - herself included - which were against company policy. Facing an irate Traci and seeing the shape I had left Victor in, the company decided it couldn't take the negative publicity and terminated him immediately, with very few benefits kept. Sundance got that news through her connections, and relayed it to me over dinner soon after at my house. That was more than fine with me.
As for me, I wound up in a cell for five days and got 100 hours of community service. My jail time from work was unpaid leave of absence, because while my boss privately told me he was pleased with how I handled things, from a corporate standpoint he couldn't condone my actions. I completely understood.
++++++++++
Three years later, I'm sitting at a table at The Royal Crown when a familiar presence comes up behind me, puts her hand on my shoulder and asks me if she can sit down. I turned to face my ex-wife, who still looked good at 54, and said "Why not?"
As she sat down opposite me, I noticed that she had put on about 20 pounds in the 22 years we had been divorced, with probably half that weight settling in her boobs. She had a few wrinkles here and there, but otherwise she was still attractive. She wore a tight pink lowcut sweater over jeans, hardly the look of someone who's been living the good life for the past two decades.
"So how did you find me? Hiding out in a lesbian bar has almost always worked well for me."
She giggled; that same girlish giggle she has always had.
"Your daughter knows where you hide, remember. I asked, and she told me. She also told me to be careful, because if I fucked with you here, Butch or Sundance would break my legs."



"That's probably true," I noted. "So then assuming you're not here to hassle me, to what do I owe this auspicious visit? I haven't said more than a couple hundred words to you in more than 20 years, and truthfully, I wasn't planning on saying another couple hundred over the next 20."
"Be nice. Can't old friends just catch up over a few drinks?"
"We're old friends now? I thought we were divorced spouses, with me still trying to come to grips with you breaking your vows with another man."
She got up to go, gave me a long look, and headed off. I made no attempt to stop her.
The next time I saw Anna, the first thing did was to scold me for being mean to her mother.
"I wasn't mean. I was accurate. I'm sorry but the facts are the facts. She screwed around on me with another man and had his baby - which I didn't find out about until the actual birth. That just can't be water under the bridge, babe.
"In about 20 years, I've gotten a couple of half-hearted apologies and a piss-poor explanation of why she cheated on me in the first place. Don't you think she owes me that common decency?"
My daughter put her head down in defeat.
"What's going on, Annie-La? You've never interfered in our relationship before. Why start now? Are we going to start some sort of new tradition about celebrating a divorce anniversary?"
"Dad, it's been three years since Mom split from Victor, and two years since the divorce became final. She hasn't been out with anyone in that time. When I brought it up to her, she said the only man she'd consider dating was you ... or Harrison Ford. So since Harrison is unavailable right now, I figured maybe I could get two of my favorite people together for an evening.
"Could you do this for me ... and for her? My ask ... my favor ... nothing on her."
"I can, Anna, but only if she answers those questions. I played the schmuck once."
Two weeks later, Traci and I repeat the same scenario back at The Royal Crown, only this time it was a much more contrite Traci. Once she sat down, I didn't even have to prompt her.
"So I guess I'm supposed to put on sack cloth and ashes before you'll even speak to me like a person. OK. I get it. But before I do any of that, just tell me why you went after Victor so hard when you saw him cheating on me. I would have thought you'd be glad to get any measure of revenge on me for what I did, and you wind up beating his ass and getting arrested for catching him cheating."
"Because you really don't get it," I answered. "When I told you I loved you and then took a vow, I meant it. And even though you ripped my heart out and ground it up, there will always be a part of me that still loves you. And that dickhead was doing you wrong: plain and simple. Nobody should ever have to feel that pain; even you, especially you. I've never wanted anything bad for you, despite the way you treated me."
The pained look on Traci's face told me everything I needed to know. Then she finally put words to her deeds of so many years ago.
"They say you men think with your lower brains about half the time," she started, "But if that saying is true, then we women love with our lower brains about half the time, and I'm living proof. Why else would I give up the best thing I ever had for mediocrity.
"When Victor first started flirting with me, there was a schoolgirl thrill, an excitement to it. I should have stopped it immediately. Then it got to the point where I knew we were going to have sex, and I wanted that badly. Not because our sex life wasn't great, but it was the thrill of the new, of being wanted, the thrill of the chase. The sex was fantastic, or so I thought, because it felt so forbidden. And the more excited I was, the more I thought what we had was love, not lust.
"Then, when I got knocked up, I was pretty sure it was probably his, and carrying another man's baby seemed so wicked out in the world. When you and I made love, almost all I could think of was having another man's child growing in me while we were doing it, and that would set me off.
"Once we got divorced, the sex with Victor was never quite as good again. I thought at first it was because I just had a baby, but no, even further on down the road the sex was never quite as good again. And, in truth, it never really came close to what you and I had. I even missed your ritual of cuddling right after the act. None of it was ever as good. But I had made my bed and had to lie in it.
"But I was a good wife to Victor. Never turned him down in the bedroom, like I never turned you down. I just don't understand why he did that to me, to us."
As she finished, the tears started rolling down Traci's face. While I don't know this for a fact, I believed some of those tears were for she and I, for what we had and for what she gave away.
"Thank you," was all I could say to her. My brain was going a million miles an hour.
We both sat there sipping our drinks.
About 10 minutes later (actually right on cue), Butch and Sundance sauntered in, and I called them over to my table to meet Traci.
"Ladies, this is my ex-wife, Traci, mother of my daughter, Anna. Traci, this is the famous Butch and Sundance, from, I'm sure, many stories told by Anna."
I had asked Butch and Sundance to show up to keep the weirdness level down. Something about just Traci and I alone didn't feel right, so I asked my two best friends to watch my back. It's good to have friends you can trust like that.
"Have a seat ladies, unless you mind, Traci," I said, glancing at my ex. She probably did mind, but passed this test by keeping it civil.
Since Anna was a common thread for all of us, we talked about her for a while, then I insisted Butch and Sundance show Traci some photos of Billy. Traci was very complimentary, which really went over big with the girls and me, for that matter. While I watched the three of them looking at photos on Butch and Sundance's phones, I thought of the irony of the situation, especially since my ex didn't know that I am Billy's biological father.
I then encouraged Traci to show us some photos of her son, Danny, who was now 22, and I could see her maternal pride soaring as Butch and Sundance complimented her on the boy's good looks.
I have to admit I rarely have said anything to Traci about her son in all the years. I know what went down was certainly not the kid's fault, but I will never be able to come to grips with it, and his very presence will always be a bad reminder. I try to be polite, but I'm never going to be "Uncle Sam" to the kid. Anna loves him dearly, and that's good enough for me.
The four of us sat and drank and talked for about three hours. Everything seemed good, although at one point I left the table for a bathroom break, and when I came back Traci was red in the face and the three of them were quiet for a bit. When Traci left the table for a bathroom break a little later, I asked Butch and Sundance if we had a problem.
"Not unless she plans on causing you some trouble," Sundance replied. "I told her if she bothers you at all, I'd break her fucking legs, and Butch would be able to get me off without a conviction."
Sundance wasn't smiling when she told me what she had said to Traci, and I'm sure she wasn't smiling when she told it to my ex. Coupled with the fact that Anna had warned her about the girls being protective of me, and I could see where Traci got the picture loud and clear.
The girls had to get home to their babysitter and I had to get up for work in the morning, so we ended the night at about 10. Before we broke up, though, Traci leaned in and kissed me on the cheek and said she had a nice time, and maybe we could do it again.
"And maybe next time, we could do it without your "consigliere" and security force?" she asked. "No offense, ladies."
"None taken," Butch replied, while Sundance shook her head in agreement.
Traci and I met again at The Royal Crown in a couple of weeks, this time without Butch and Sundance. Then we tried a "neutral site," so to speak. We enjoyed each other's company. It was sort of like we were dating, but with a lot of history - and heart ache - between us. Anna, for one, was thrilled with the arrangement.
On our fourth date, one thing led to another, and before I really thought about it, we were back at my place, acting like a couple of horny teenagers, until I did think about. That killed the moment and my erection. Traci was lubricating like a 17-year-old, and was incredibly disappointed that I left her wanting. I didn't make any attempt to relieve her situation, and basically gave her the bum's rush out of my house. It was an awkward and quiet drive back to her place to drop her off.
Two days later, I got a phone call from Butch and Sundance. They wanted to meet at the Royal Crown the next night. For them, anything, so we met the next night at 6 for dinner. I got there first and got us a table. The girls showed up five minutes later, followed by Traci. Can you say "set up?"
Apparently, the three women got together after the last date debacle. Traci went over my head and went right to the court of last appeal - Butch and Sundance. The three had a frank discussion of mine and Traci's date, and Butch and Sundance came down on Traci's side. I felt like a kid being chastised by his parents.
"Look, dumbass, we get that you two had a bad experience -a horrendous experience - a long time ago," Butch began in her best attorney voice. "But grow up. That was almost 20 years ago, you got divorced. It's done.
"If you two didn't have any history together and she was just another woman, would you want to date her? Would you want to fuck her? Would you even think twice about that? Look at her; of course you wouldn't.
"You both paid a price for what went down almost 20 years ago. This is a new day. A new beginning. Now get your act together and give this woman the pussy eating and fucking she deserves. You got that, mister? We both know, and Traci does, too, what you are capable of. Now get your asses out of this gay bar and get to it."
I looked tentatively at Butch, then at Sundance, grabbed Traci's hand and pointed her toward the door. Then I whacked her in the ass and said, "get moving."
Just before I reached the door a funny thought hit me, and I turned around to see Butch and Sundance both grinning at me like Cheshire cats. If I didn't live this life, I certainly wouldn't believe it if I came across this story on an Internet website. But sometimes, you can't make this shit up.
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She makes a poor choice
I was fighting my way out of the darkness. I could feel the bed rocking. My head felt like it was splitting in two. I could hear murmuring in the distance.
Then it hit me -- a stinging, burning pain from the head of my prick. A STINGING, BURNING PAIN -- FROM THE HEAD OF MY PRICK!
From the darkness, I started to reach for my member, but something stopped me. My hands were stuck above my head. I yanked them, to no avail. I had to clear my head and get to the light, but between the pain in my head and the pain in my prick, this was not going to be easy.
"Easy sport. You don't want to hurt yourself."
"Sport?" I thought to myself as I immediately recognized the voice of my wife of 30 years, Traci. While I probably should have been comforted by hearing her, Traci's tone seemed anything but comforting. I finally got my eyes open, and then the real pain hit: I was handcuffed above my head in my own bed, lying on my back, right next to my wife, who was being fucked by her boss, John Carmichael.
"What the fuck?!!" I screamed, setting off huge waves of pain in my head, before my thrashing about set off more huge waves of pain in my dick. At that point, I finally looked down to see what the pain was about, and found that I had a small hoop pierced to the head of my cock.
"Aaarrrggghhh!" I screamed some more, using my extensive vocabulary.
With various body parts hurting badly, seeing as how I couldn't move, and seeing that my wife was willingly getting fucked right next to me, I suppose I had several good reasons not to be thinking clearly at that moment. For the life of me, I had no idea how I had gotten into this predicament. The last thing I remembered was crawling into bed and getting on top of my wife for what I believed was going to be a rousing sex session. Then I remember feeling what seemed like a giant bee sting in my right butt muscle ... before waking up to this alternate universe.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing, you piece of shit!" I next shouted, at Carmichael. "Get the fuck off my wife!"
My wife's boss just chucked, and continued plowing my wife. Traci, for her part, reached down with her left hand and just gently tapped on my prick, sending even more painful waves of pain through me.
"I need you to calm down, Jeff," Traci said quietly to me while continuing to pump in rhythm with her boss. "I'll explain when John and I are done. Or you can continue to be an idiot, and I'll continue to use your dick for Morse code."
I didn't want that to happen anymore, so I just laid there looking away from Traci and her boss while they continued to go at it. At least they kept it fairly low-key, except for when she climaxed and then he came right after her. He snickered in my direction several times, and if I could have gotten out of the handcuffs I would have gotten my gun and shot both of them.
I must have drifted back to nowhere land, because I came to sometime later to find the two of them, plus my wife's close friend, Alana, examining my dick piercing.
"What's she doing here? Can you make this any worse?" I inquired of my wife.
"You have Alana to thank for your piercing. I can't do stuff like that, and I don't think you'd have wanted John to do it."
"Hurts like hell. Is it always going to be like this?"
"It will stop hurting in a few days. I promise," said Alana. "Dick heads are always sensitive. But you're not going to want to fuck anyone any time real soon ... if you are allowed at all."
"Which brings us back to the main topic," I said, trying to sound civil in the hope that I could get some answers to my predicament.
"John, sweetie, why don't you go on home now? Twice is enough for tonight, and I have Alana here with me if there are any problems, which I don't anticipate. I've taken away Jeff's gun, and I think he realizes that taking a kick to his penis would just about finish him off right now."
John nodded in agreement and stepped in for a deep, passionate kiss before leaving. All I could do was watch and wait.
After all the pleasantries were done, John left and Traci put on her short robe and came back into the bedroom. Alana was already planted in the only chair in the room, and Traci came and sat on the edge of the bed next to me.
"I know you're confused and hurt," she started in a soft voice. "I probably should have done this in a different way, but I can't tell you how hot it was to watch you wake up next to me while John was doing me."
"How long has that been going on?" I asked. "You guys were either really good about hiding it, or I am a total fucking, trusting idiot."
"I've been with John for about a year and a half. And, while we were pretty good at hiding it, to be honest, you being a total fucking, trusting idiot really helped."
Alana chuckled over in the chair, and Traci gave her a quick smile.
"I thought we were good, Babe," I said. "Above average sex, I thought, lots of real love, I thought. I figured we were going to grow old together."
"We were good, Babe, just not great, and I decided that after all this time, I deserved great. John was a good addition. He's bigger than you are, and a little more forceful by nature, and we just sort of clicked sexually. I still love you, but the sex with John is so much better, and he's a pretty good guy to be around, as well. I don't want to divorce you, but I NEED John."
By this point I was in tears. The woman of my dreams told me that she NEEDED another man, although she still loved me and wanted to keep our marriage intact. Thirty years, two grown children raised. And she NEEDED another man.
I'll admit I'm just an average six inches, and I guess I don't know any fucking tricks, but Traci never really gave me any indication that I was lousy in bed. She only came on my cock on rare occasions, but I'm incredibly attentive, and I made sure she got more than her fair share of orgasms from my hands and my mouth. Screaming, shaking orgasms, or was she that good of an actress?
Only one thing stopped me for getting up and walking out at that moment -- the fucking handcuffs. I yanked on them with real rage, but they held fast.
"So what the fuck is this?" I asked, shaking the cuffs.
"And what is with that?" I asked, motioning with my chin toward my piercing.
Traci took a quick look toward Alana, then turned back to me.
"I kind of felt that you might be getting close, you've been kind of distant lately, and if I had to tell you, I wanted to get my money's worth out of the reveal, so to speak. And John absolutely loved fucking me with you laying next to me handcuffed to the headboard. He does have a bit of a dominant thing going."
"And that?" I asked motioning again toward the piercing.
"Apparently I have a bit of a dominant thing going, too. I really didn't know about that until I started to plan this out, and then I got Alana involved. That was really hot, and I think we're both going to like that when you get healed up."
"And you actually think I'm going to put up with all this?"
"Yes, I do, because you're smart enough to know that it's mostly sex with John, and you're my number one man. You're the one I love and want to spend the rest of my life with, and you know that.
"And, by the way, the piercing has been sealed closed, so the only way that's coming off is if you get somebody to clip it off. And good luck with that."
"So the piercing might have to stay, but you're smart enough to know that I won't share my wife with another man; yet here we are, so maybe neither of us is very smart."
Traci gave me kind of a sad look before reaching up to unlock the handcuffs. It felt good to have my hands free, but I still felt slightly off from whatever is was she used to knock me out and I didn't feel like I could walk very well. I just curled up on my side and drifted off back to sleep.
When I next woke up it was morning -- Saturday morning, to be exact -- and while my head felt much better, my dick still hurt from the piercing -- and from Traci laying up against my dick facing away while I spooned her. She must have showered before coming to bed because she didn't smell of sex nor Carmichael. If it weren't for the pain of my piercing, I would have thought that last night was just a bad dream.
I was halfway through with my shower when Traci pulled the curtain aside and stepped in with me. I honestly had no clue as to what I should do at that point: just continue as if she didn't exist, get out of the shower, or kiss her good morning and continue on as if nothing happened last night. Actually, the third option was out, and I did need the shower, so I just continued on as if she didn't exist.
When I finally put the soap down to start washing my hair, Traci picked up the bar and started lathering herself. She knows damn good and well that soaping up her big boobs always turns me on, and this time was no different. I started to get hard immediately, which further made the piercing pull tighter and hurt more. I winced, which brought what I thought was a somewhat sadistic smile to her lips.
"Care to help?" she asked as she flipped me the soap.
I'm not too proud to admit that I couldn't help myself. I snatched the bar out of the air and soaped the hell out of her body. I made sure she was especially clean inside her pussy, bringing her to a pair of pretty good orgasms. My dick stayed hard and painful.
Traci looks at least 15 years younger than her 53 years of age. She works out on a regular basis and watches her weight. Even after two kids, she can, and does, turn heads, especially when she is dressed up to show off her big boobs and flat stomach. And the walkaway is not bad, either.
Traci and I met in college at a small midwestern university. I was a year ahead of her, but we were both business majors, so we had several classes together. We didn't start dating until my junior year, but we were inseparable from that point on. I'm not a bad-looking guy, and I've kept myself up halfway decent, but she's still above my pay grade, so to speak. Although I've always been somewhat paranoid about that, she's never given me cause to really worry, until a few months ago when she stayed late several evenings at the insurance company she works at, ostensibly because she was behind on a project. She seemed kind of distant when she got home from those work sessions, and she made sure to keep her distance from me literally until she jumped in the shower to clean off "the work grunge," as she called it. Neither one of us usually showered at night. So yeah, I was starting to have some doubts when she wasn't at home at other times, despite her claims of being out shopping or whatever. Even when she came home with groceries, there were still some times where she just didn't want to be near me physically.
And, yes, sex on those nights when I suspected she was out wasn't happening, which made me all the more suspicious. Usually we were good for two or three times a week -- we weren't kids anymore, but in the last few months I was lucky to get it once a week.
I suppose if it was 20 years ago, I would probably have just divorced her without a second thought. But after 30 years, I couldn't just kick her to the curb without at least trying to win her back. But that's not to say I wasn't incredibly pissed. How could she just do this to me, and when it looked like I might be catching on, how could she do what she did last night? And she did that as part of a plan for her enjoyment and his. Damn good thing she handcuffed me and hid the gun. I'd probably be in jail right now if she hadn't.
But I was nowhere closer to any kind of solution. We needed to talk, although right now she seemed to have the upper hand on me when it came to answers. She seemed to know what SHE wanted.
"You're killing me; you know that," I said to her as I walked into the kitchen to find her making lunch sandwiches for the two of us.
"Oh, Jeff, man up. Don't be such a wuss," she fired back at me. "I told you I still love you. I meant that. And we can still keep our marriage alive, with some changes, of course, now that you know. Or would you have preferred not to know, and be cuckolded behind your back. We can go back to that scenario, you know, if you want."
Listen to her. She was so calm, almost rational about this. I'm the one spitting up blood about this. For a split second, I almost gave in.
"How could you do this to me? How many other guys have you been sleeping with?" I asked, my voice more harsh than my first comment.
"Since we've been married, I've never cheated on you until John. And it wasn't just a meet and fall into the sack thing. We've worked together for 12 years, which means we didn't start to have sex for more than 10 years.
"I know his ex-wife, their two children. We had a good working relationship first; then a good friendship. It was almost natural that our relationship would go further. And when it did, I found out what I had apparently been missing all these years. It was, and is, magical.
"You're very talented in bed with those hands and mouth, Jeff, but John is a magician with his dick. He takes me places I've never been before. Places I want to continue to visit, and now that you know and we don't have to sneak around anymore, places I can visit more often.
"And this doesn't have to change the love we have for each other, Jeff. I don't love you any less. It can be like it always was, except that I will be getting extra on the side to keep me the happiest woman in the world. We can work it out that you will hardly know I'm having an affair, unless you want to know, of course."
"I know where you're going with that, and I have no desire for that. But, honestly, I have no desire for any of this. Do I mean that little to you, after all these years? I love you, and don't want to share you. What would you have said if I would have come home five years ago and said I want to keep a big-boobed mistress on the side, just for sex, of course. You'd have said I was nuts and walked out, probably after setting our bed on fire while I was asleep!"
Traci got quiet at that. I had touched a nerve. Then she sighed and said, "That was then. This is now."
"Wait a minute. So you're saying it would be okay with you if I found a mistress?"
Traci looked shocked and hurt. She hadn't considered it from my standpoint. Maybe I had a shot at stopping this after all.
"I've got to hit the grocery store, and you need to mow," she said as she quickly got up, cleared the table, grabbed her car keys and headed for the door.
I didn't think much about it at first as I watched her leave, but then I realized she was braless in a thin blouse, not something she would ever wear to the grocery store. I had made her think about what she was doing, and she was headed over to discuss things with John, and probably have sex with him.
"Aaarrrggghhh!" I screamed at the four walls.
I was done with the mowing and watching TV in the den when Traci got back to the house. She didn't bring in any groceries, her hair was slightly askew and she was flushed from the top of her forehead to her fingertips.
"Real subtle, Babe," was all I could say.
We didn't talk much the rest of the weekend. On Monday, I told my boss at the bank I worked at I was having some marital problems, and I needed to see a lawyer about possibly getting a divorce. He offered me the business card of his divorce attorney, and told me just to keep track of the personal time I would be using. He knew I was good for making that up.
Apparently Traci felt really comfortable now that the cat was out of the bag about she and John. She "worked late" on Tuesday night, had a "date" with John on Friday night and then a quick "get-together" with him on Saturday afternoon, like last week. There was no discussion of this and no apologies. If anything, she seemed to be walking around with a little more confidence, a little more sway in her step.
The following week she "worked late" again on Tuesday, as did I because I made up my time for spending three hours with my new divorce attorney. I actually get home at about the same time as she did, and at least I could see the wheels turning in her head as we walked in together, although I didn't smell of sex.
This Friday night was a little different, though, because Traci told me that morning that she didn't have a date. She asked me how the piercing felt, and when I said OK, she quickly growled that she wanted to test drive the new and improved me. I have to admit I was hard just thinking about sex; it had been about three weeks since the last time we made love. While I was pissed about what was happening in our marriage, I was completely horny, and I figured, fuck it -- literally.
We both did the usual Friday work and stuff we used to do before this whole mess started, and Traci fixed a nice supper before we settled in two watch a movie on DVD. We sat on the sofa together and cuddled, and about halfway through the movie she started to tap on my dick. While the piercing no longer hurt, the head of my dick was still more sensitive than it used to be, and the simple tapping had me rock hard in no time.
We stayed on the sofa until the movie was over, then I practically ran up the stairs to the bedroom ahead of Traci. I was naked when she got up to the room, and I had her naked within minutes. She removed the bedspread and then I pushed her down on the bed before putting my face between her beautiful thighs. I was over the top by this point, not taking my time, fucking her pussy with my tongue while she writhed to three hard orgasms. And then it happened -- again. Just as I started to disengage my face from her pussy, I felt that sharp sticking pain ... and then the lights went out.
At least this time when I started regaining consciousness I had a clue as to what was happening. Despite the pain in my head, I fought my way back to the point where I could hear voices when I felt the pain in my chest -- my nipples to be exact. But this time I didn't make a grab for the pain. I slowly opened my eyes and looked at my chest, seeing a small round hoop attached to each nipple. Geez that hurt!
"Welcome back, hubby! Glad you could join us again," Traci said brightly as I looked up to see Carmichael again on top of her, fucking away.
I shook my handcuffs. Checked quickly to see if it was the same set-up as last time. Yep.
"Son of a bitch! What the fuck do you two think you're doing?" I shouted.
"I don't know about John, but I think I'm having great sex with my boss, while my loving husband is lying next to me being a good boy, hoping that if he's really good I'll take him out of his cage and let him have sex with me as well.
At that she moved the sheet that was covering my lower body off of me, revealing to me that my dick was scrunched down to about 2 inches and was inside of a wire cage of some sort.
"Holy shit, she's got me in a cock cage!" I realized as I came fully to my senses.
It wasn't painful at least, but it was damned uncomfortable.
While Traci and John were fucking, I looked around the room and spotted a dish with ice cubes and a washcloth lying by the chair. That explained the how, not the why, however.
"I thought you said you love me. How could you do this to me if you love me?"
"Stop for a second, will you, Lover?" Traci asked John. John complied, but he shot me a look of death.
"Don't you follow anything?" Traci queried of me. "Since you're no longer in charge sexually, it's my responsibility to keep you charged up, so to speak. And the cage allows me to keep your sexual tension level high, which should keep you happier. Then when we do have sex, it will be everything you can do to control yourself and perform at your best, especially since you'll want to please me so I won't wait so long to let you out again."



Traci slid out from underneath John and took his dick deep into her mouth. My caged member twitched in jealousy, and I could feel my heart starting to race, especially when Traci looked directly into my eyes while bobbing up and down on John's dick. John moaned and I whimpered when he came a bucket-load into her mouth. I could see, and feel, that in a perverse way this made sense. It was all I could do not to fall in line with this plan on the spot.
"Where the fuck did she put my gun?" I thought to myself.
While I wasn't really interested in going to jail for the rest of my life, at that moment I couldn't think clear enough to see any way out of this. I just tried to remain calm and not cause her to worry about me trying to come up with a plan to end this. She seemed to enjoy my whipped dog routine.
Although I didn't think it possible, my heart sank further when I looked at Traci while she wiped off the dribbles of cum that had leaked out of her mouth and down her chin. Around her neck she wore the key to my cock cage.
After the pair was done, Traci got off the bed and left the room, returning with Alana, who checked over my new piercings. She had sealed those closed, too, and they were none too comfortable. I already figured I was going to be sleeping in the guest bedroom from now on, and I needed to get a lock for that door, because there was no way I could trust Traci and Alana not to turn me into a pierced bitch every time I fell asleep or gave them an opportunity to hit me with whatever drug they had used on me twice now.
When Traci and Alana were done admiring Alana's handiwork, Traci tapped on my cage, then got her key to my handcuffs and uncuffed me. I unsteadily made my way to the guest bedroom, laid down on the still-made bed and almost immediately fell asleep to the sound of Traci and John going at it again, this time with more gusto. By the shrieks of joy I heard before I drifted off, she had at least two orgasms.
I woke up Saturday morning laying on the made bed with a blanket thrown over me, face down lying on my stomach. My freshly-pierced nipples let me know they weren't too happy with that position, and I flipped over onto my back as the world came into focus. I got up, walked into the main bathroom and got into the shower, slowly washing away the previous night's grime. Traci joined me after a few minutes, and I got real uncomfortable when she looked at my caged cock and gave me what I perceived to be a haughty smile. I covered the cage with my hands, but she reached down and moved my hands, telling me she thought my little caged cock was "adorable." She then ran her right hand over the chain around her neck, stopping momentarily at the key. She didn't offer to uncage me, however, but she did lean in and gave me a passionate kiss on the lips.
We both did our usual Saturday chores around the house before Traci put on a tight tank top braless and short jean shorts, gave me a quick peck on the cheek, tapped on my cage and told me she'd be back later. She didn't have to say anything else.
I headed over to the hardware store and picked up a new lockset for the guest bedroom. One hour later I had it installed, and another hour later Traci showed back up, looking a little flushed but otherwise none the worse for wear.
After Traci cooked a nice dinner and we watched a movie cuddled up together on the sofa, it was bedtime. I followed her up the stairs, but instead of following her into what used to be our bedroom, I went one room further and went into what used to be the guestroom, but was now my bedroom. I took a quick peek over my shoulder to see the bewildered look on her face, before going into the room and locking the door.
It wasn't two minutes later that she came knocking, and she wasn't pleased.
"Look, mister, if you ever want a piece of me again, you'll open this damn door and get in our bed where you belong," she admonished me.
I opened the door, but I was hardly in the mood to back down.
"How can I safely go to sleep around you when every other time I wake up, you're having me pierced and locking up my dick? You keep telling me you love me, but you're fucking another man and treating me like a subservient cuckold. I don't need this shit. If this is what you call love, then I guess I don't need you anymore, either."
I shuffled her out of the room, and locked the door behind her.
Things were frosty around the house after that. Now that everything was out in the open and they didn't have to sneak around, she and Carmichael made Tuesday evening their regular "work late" night, and Friday night was "date night." For my benefit, I'm sure, Traci made sure she looked incredibly sexy for this Friday night, wearing a black sweater dress braless and unbuttoned halfway down. Seeing that look, I would have definitely been hard as a rock, but my cage prevented anything more than just a twitch.
John picked her up about 7, and they got home at about 9, Traci practically bubbling over with happiness and excitement as they walked in the door. They both said hello as they walked by the den where I was watching television, and went straight up to the master bedroom. They didn't bother closing the bedroom door, so I was treated to the sounds of noisy and vigorous fucking, probably just to let me know where I stood in life.
At about 11, they pair came downstairs for a break, and that's when I really got shown where I stood: John was wearing my cock cage key around his neck. My eyes about bugged out of my head, which apparently was just the reaction Traci was hoping for.
"I just figured since we wouldn't be needing this for a while, John might as well hold it for me," Traci said.
I got up, left the house, and walked around the neighborhood for about an hour. I came to the realization that not only didn't she love me, but she was in love with him and there wasn't a damn thing I was ever going to be able to do about it. I had to speed up my exit plans.
Monday morning I took a couple of personal hours from work and met with a private investigator my boss recommended. I asked him to get me the details on why Carmichael and his wife divorced, and as much personal info as he could glean. We set our next appointment for two weeks, and he assured me he'd have something useful.
In the meantime, Traci acted just like life was normal at our house, except for the fact that we slept in separate bedrooms, and, of course, there were the late Tuesdays and the dating and fucking on Friday nights and the Saturday afternoon get-together. She was her usual cheerful self to me the rest of the time, while I was more or less just existing. I didn't speak to her unless I was spoken to, and all the little touches and loving things I used to do to her were gone. She noticed that, and a couple of times chided me for sulking.
My PI was as good as his word. When I next saw him he handed me a huge file with almost everything I could want to know about John P. (probably for Prick) Carmichael.
The little bit I knew about John P. before I got the file was that he was a highly thought-of vice president of the multinational insurance company Traci had worked at since she graduated college at the age of 22. While Traci had been there 31 years, John P. also began working for the company right after he graduated from college at 22, meaning that he had been there 17 years. He was transferred to Traci's office from the company's Quebec office.
I also knew that he was about 6-1, 200 pounds, muscular, handsome, and extremely confident. We had been at several office-related functions together through the years, and I was always aware of the effect he had on the women in the room. I had remarked about this to Traci one of the first times I had met him, and at the time she seemed to be unfazed by him. My "Spider-senses" should have been tingling then, but he was married, 14 years younger than her and could probably have had any of the young ladies that he wanted; why would he want an "old woman" as Traci described herself in relation to him. Plus, she was the woman of my dreams, we had a wonderful family and I truly believed her when she told me that I was her lifetime love.
He had gotten divorced about three years ago, but I heard very little from Traci on that topic when we would occasionally discuss her office happenings. His ex-wife, by the way, was a beautiful woman in her own right, having seen her several times through the years at various events, and together they had a pair of teenage daughters.
What I didn't know was that his ex-wife filed for divorce from him, on the grounds of irreconcilable differences. That was apparently code for "abusive," because the file noted that the local police had been called to the house three times in the last three years before the split for a domestic situation.
Seems like Mr. Perfect had a little bit of a problem with his dominant personality when he drank a little too much, or when his wife decided she wasn't up for sex on a particular night. Apparently when his 8-inch long, thick cock was ready for a night of fun, he expected his woman to be ready.
++++++++++
The week started off like the last couple, with Traci and John doing their Tuesday after-work thing, but I flipped the script on Wednesday. After dinner I curled up next to Traci on the sofa, and soon was squeezing and caressing various parts of her body. She was soon responding to my ministrations, so I started stripping her right there in the den, plunging two fingers into her wet pussy when I got her panties off. After a few minutes of that, I took her by the hand and led her upstairs to my bedroom, unlocked the door and took her inside.
She looked around the room quickly before I laid her down gently on my bed. After that it was all about her as I brought her off to four screaming orgasms with my fingers, then another four with my mouth. As we both lay there catching our breath, she reached for my metal-enclosed cock.
"Oh damn, I gave John the key," she whispered to me.
I told her not to worry, then went to work licking and biting her boobs, stomach, and thighs. She started to moan loudly, then I finished her off with two more orgasms by mouth. While I don't normally get into the marking thing, I wanted someone to know that at least for one night, I owned my Traci again.
"You still are amazing. You know that?" she said to me as we cuddled together in my bed. Her eyes were glazed over with lust.
++++++++++
Traci dressed a little more conservatively for her date on Friday night to cover the marks I had made on her. We had a nice chat while she got ready, and she was very complimentary of my orgasm-inducing skills. I returned the compliment, telling her she looked incredibly sexy in her short black minidress that ended about two inches past her fine ass, which was covered with lacy black, bikini panties. It was also covered with several bite marks, as were her upper inner thighs, although they were both covered by the dress.
John picked her up about 7, and when they rolled in about 9 I was sitting in the den drinking a 12-year-old single malt, with the bottle on the table next to me. When John saw the bottle, he lit up. My PI's report said he liked good scotch, and I was definitely ready for him.
"Honey, could you get John a glass and some ice, and one for yourself if you'd like?" I asked in my sweetest tone.
Traci came back from the kitchen with a drink glass filled with three ice cubes. I filled the glass halfway, like I had done with mine, and handed it to John.
"To a beautiful woman," I toasted as I raised my glass in Traci's direction.
"To a beautiful woman, although one who's got some marks on her," John responded a little snidely.
Traci must have told him about the marks. He probably asked why she was dressed so conservatively. So he knew about Wednesday night, too.
Because it was a full bottle, John didn't see the urgency to rush upstairs and get right to it with Traci, who seemed to be enjoying the fact that her two men were getting along so well. We talked for about an hour, and both put away three drinks.
The two then headed off to Traci's bedroom for the night's festivities. Since they didn't close the door as usual, I heard the two of them discussing the markings as John got to see them for the first time. He sounded a little upset.
They must have been going at it a little harder than usual, because they were both making more than the usual amount of noise. At one point I heard a smack and heard Traci yell "Ow!" I also heard what sounded like three orgasms.
When they came back downstairs for a break, Traci had a few more bite marks on her naked body and what looked like the impression of a hand print on her right butt cheek. As usual, John was grinning like a Cheshire cat, but Traci's smile was tempered by what appeared to be a blush of embarrassment.
I poured John two more drinks during their intermission, then they went back upstairs for what sounded like an even more vigorous round of sex. At one point, I overheard John hissing at her, "This is my pussy, and I'll do whatever the hell I please with it!"
I hit the sack at about 1 a.m. and a little while later I heard John leave through the front door. Traci at least hasn't allowed him to stay overnight so none of the neighbors could see him leaving the next day.
I woke up around 8 a.m. and hit the shower. When I got downstairs I was surprised that Traci wasn't up and cooking breakfast. I heard the shower running upstairs at about 9, and when she finally came down the stairs in her short robe she looked very tired, and very rough. She also had a small bruise on her left cheekbone, and a fingerprint bruise on her right wrist. I pretended not to notice, and she didn't offer any explanation. I had fixed coffee earlier, and handed her a cup. She seemed relieved.
I didn't play with Traci at all during the week despite the fact that my doing so the previous Wednesday had somewhat eased my sexual frustration. It had been weeks since I had last cum, and almost anything of a sexual nature caused my brain to go into overload, stopping any rational thoughts I might have. I was afraid I was going to crack and actually let her dominate me just so I could get some release.
I did continue the practice of sharing my fine scotch with John on date night. I made sure to pour liberally, and during the course of the evening I bet he put away half a fifth. He again was a little more aggressive with Traci in both sessions, although I didn't hear any slapping and invectives.
The next Wednesday, however, I went back to my oral assault on Traci's pussy, and she was more than willing to let me bring her to orgasm multiple times and mark her body in my bed. I wasn't subtle with the marking either, but Traci was too busy coming down from the clouds to stop me.
Come date night, however, Traci seemed a little apprehensive in picking out an outfit. Thanks to me, she couldn't wear any of John's favorite clothes, because I had marked both of her big tits quite heavily, and I even left a bite mark about halfway down her right inside thigh, so she couldn't even wear a short skirt or dress.
John looked disappointed when he stepped in to pick her up Friday night. The couple of drinks I gave him seemed to make him feel a little better, but he kept looking at her and shaking his head. I bet that was going to be a topic discussed over dinner.
The loving couple made it back to the house a couple of hours later, and John and I drank some more before he and Traci went upstairs. She seemed her usual self, but John seemed a little tense.
I'm guessing the reveal upstairs was somewhat shocking to him, because I heard a lot of early rumbling, what sounded like some sharp words and at least a couple of slaps in between what sounded like several loud orgasms for her and one thunderous one for him. Traci didn't come downstairs with John for their usual break, and when I inquired about her while pouring drinks for us, he just sort of growled and gave me a glare that I'm sure he thought looked menacing.
Two drinks later John headed back upstairs, and I heard several more indicators of his being more aggressive with her. I stuck around for some of it, but in truth it got too much for me to think about, so I walked to our friendly neighborhood bar just a few blocks from the house and had three more drinks. When I got back to the house at about 1 a.m., John's car was gone, and Traci's bedroom was dark. I climbed the stairs, went to my room and went to sleep.
When I woke up at 9 a.m., I had a pretty good hangover, and felt like shit as I shuffled down the stairs. Traci joined me at the kitchen table at about 9:30, before even hitting the shower. She sort of staggered into the room, and while her robe covered her body, I could see a small split in her bottom lip and what looked like a bruise just below that. I handed her a cup of coffee, looked her square in the face and raised an eyebrow. She blushed, then took a sip of her coffee.
"I don't need my little cuckold critiquing my life," she hissed at me.
And that was the moment that my last ounce of love for her was gone. When this whole thing started I was hopeful she would see the error of her ways, come to her senses, and come back to me, and I would gladly take her back, because she was the center of my world. But as this whole thing played out and I could see her love for me diminishing while her love for him grew, my love slowly ebbed away. And although I knew I was a cuckold, Traci having actually used the word on me was like being in a train wreck. I raised both of my hands in a show of surrender, got up from the table, left the house, and walked back to the bar.
I got to the bar about 10 a.m., and staggered back into the house at about 5 p.m. As far as I could tell, Traci seemed exceptionally sweet and nice to me. Maybe it was the entire bottle of Jack Daniels Tennessee Honey I probably drank that made me think so, but when I got home the house smelled of good food cooking, and I got a cheery hello peck on the cheek. When did June Cleaver move in?
Traci was almost trying too hard to be extra sweet the next couple of days. I think she picked up on the fact that I felt she crossed a line. I hadn't said anything to her about a divorce since the early days of her reveal, preferring to keep that information to myself, and I think that maybe she felt that I had accepted the situation -- and she was afraid to push me back to thinking about divorce. She didn't even "work late" Tuesday.
What she didn't know was that I had things in motion almost from the first week after I found out. Since I was in charge of the family finances, I had transferred about three-quarters of the money from our joint accounts into accounts that only I had access to. I planned on giving her the house -- it was paid off -- but I wasn't an idiot and made sure I balanced things out by taking more cash. I didn't want the house anyway. How could I ever live in that house long-term again, and how would I ever be able to face any of my close neighbors again once the shit hit the fan?
I could see that I was pushing John closer to an edge of some sort, and I knew that I would have to pay for that reckoning. The way things were going, Traci was probably going to have to pay some, too, but that wasn't my problem anymore. They were each other's problem now. My problem was getting that damned cock cage key away from John, without getting my ass beat too badly. He was 14 years my junior and considerably bigger and stronger than me. I suppose if I wasn't so embarrassed about the situation, I could have gone to a locksmith or had someone cut the damned cage off. I tried several keys from cages I went and bought, figuring the locks might all be pretty similar, but I found out I was wrong. So I sucked it up for the last few months -- knowing I wasn't going to be getting any from Traci or anybody else for that matter -- and worked on a plan.



I didn't touch Traci on Wednesday night, so Friday night's date night wasn't quite as rough for her, although it was still somewhat rough. Since I had started marking her several weeks back, John had started ratcheting up his physicality, if you will, and Traci had apparently been enjoying it, although not when he got real handsy with her. Again, not my concern.
We shared about a half-bottle of single malt again, with Traci coming downstairs this week at the break. Again, after they went back upstairs, I walked over to McCoy's and drank until about 1. John was just leaving as I was stumbling in, and he gave me a friendly clap on the shoulder as he left.
The game was on again the next Wednesday. The evening started with Traci and I cuddling on the sofa before I started to explore her body with my hands. We both knew where this was going, and if she had any second thoughts, I took those right away with a couple of thunderous orgasms on the sofa before leading her by the hand to my bedroom. Between my hands and mouth I got her off screaming another six times, and marked her up really good in the process. She even acknowledged that she was going to pay for being marked, tapping somewhat vigorously on my cock cage and playfully calling me a bastard.
I started drinking before Traci and John even left for their date on Friday night, and poured one for John before he and Traci left for their dinner. As soon as they were gone, I swapped out what was about two-thirds of a bottle for one that contained about a quarter. Then I went upstairs and got the suitcase I had packed and put it in my car. I double-checked on my reservation for the next two nights at the local Comfort Inn. Then I flipped on the TV and waited for the beginning of the end.
Showtime started when I heard John's car pull into the driveway. I had earlier spilled some scotch on my shirt on purpose to give me that scent, then I messed up my hair and clothes a bit. When they got in the house, I could tell that John was irritated with me for marking Traci, as she had to wear clothes that hid the marks on her wonderful body, and Traci also seemed a bit out of sorts, but I ignored that and played drunk buffoon to the hilt. I poured three more drinks for John during the course of the next hour, ignoring his increasingly rude remarks, and then they went upstairs.
Apparently seeing my handiwork on Traci's body pissed him off even more, because it seemed to me that they were arguing while they were fucking. I'm pretty sure I heard the sounds of slapping and whimpering in there as well, although that still didn't stop Traci from having several loud orgasms.
About an hour later John made his usual trip downstairs in just his briefs for what he laughingly called his halftime pick-me-up -- another two scotches -- but Traci didn't join him downstairs this week. I completely acted the drunk buffoon during this interlude, and then, when he got up to go back upstairs, I got up with him and slurringly offered him another drink. When he refused, as I expected, I slurred out, "What, it's OK to fuck a guy's wife but he's not good enough for another drink?" then I pushed him hard, making sure to "accidentally" grab the chain with my cock cage key that was hanging around his neck. The chain snapped and he stumbled back into the chair he was sitting in, then he charged across the room and tackled me back into the sofa. We both went crashing to the ground, knocking the scotch and glasses to the floor, and then he proceeded to kick the living shit out of me before I just curled up in a ball and covered up.
At that point, John kicked me once for effect, called me pathetic and stalked upstairs. Within minutes I heard Traci yell, some scuffling, and then what sounded like very rough sex. I sat on the floor and examined my wounds: my nose was probably broken and my mouth was bleeding, but my prize was in my hand. I got up and headed for the front door. I heard Traci telling John that he was hurting her, and right before I put my hand on the doorknob to leave, I heard Traci call out, "Help me, Jeff!"
Never in my life had I been more conflicted, not even when I found out about the affair. My wife of 30 years was being abused by another man, and my instinct was to run up the stairs and save her, even after everything that had gone down in the last few months. But then a little voice in my head remembered her rebuking me -- her "little cuckold" -- for critiquing her life. God knows I wouldn't want to be seen doing that again. I quietly opened the door and slipped out, heading over to McCoy's.
When I got to McCoy's at about 11:30, several of the Friday night regulars gave me shit for looking like I had just lost a fight, which, unbeknownst to them, I had. I headed for the restroom and gave myself a quick clean-up, then went into a stall and unlocked the cock cage. My dick sprang free like it had a mind of its own, and suddenly, I felt whole again. I guess I hadn't realized the effect those things can have on you psychologically, as well as physically.
I went to my favorite booth, and my favorite waitress, a cute little thing with red hair, big tits, and a bunch of tattoos, set down my bourbon over ice. She, too, commented on the marks on my face, and just for emphasis she gently ran her left index finger down the length of my battered nose.
"That's going to be uglier in the morning," she said snidely.
"Do you want to find out first-hand?" I asked in a half-joking manner. Freed from my cage, I felt like a million bucks despite how I looked, and in the blink of an eye, or the turn of a key -- you could say -- I was back among the living. I had never said too much to her before, so my bold question kind of caught her off-guard. She didn't answer me, but she blushed as she turned away. I made a mental note to check her ring finger next time she served me.
There wasn't to be a next time on this night, however, because about 15 minutes later a couple of police cruisers whizzed past the bar and turned in at my block before stopping soon after. Someone said the police radio chatter reported a shooting on my street.
"Did you shoot the guy who did that to you, Jeff?" someone shouted from across the bar.
I knew he was kidding, but just then I got a sick feeling in my stomach. I threw down the rest of my drink and headed for home, resisting the urge to run like a crazy man. The bar is only a five-minute walk from my house, so it didn't take very long to see that the cruisers were indeed at my home.
A third cruiser had come from the other direction, so as I approached my house there was a cop stationed out front controlling the scene. He approached me brusquely as I walked up the driveway.
"This is not the place to be hanging around tonight, buddy," he said as I got closer to the front door.
"I live here. This is my house. What the fuck happened?" I rapid-fired at him as I kept walking.
"Wait a minute. You live here? Then who the fuck ..."
An ambulance pulled up just then and an EMT shot out of the vehicle and ran into the house. A second cop, who seemed a little more sure of himself and in charge, approached me and identified himself as Sgt. Paul Lassiter, saying he was in charge and asking me if I was the owner of the house and Traci Montgomery's husband.
"Your wife's all right, although she's been beat up pretty badly," he started to explain, then he took a good look at my face and stopped. "Wait a minute. What the fuck is going on here?"
"I was beaten up earlier in the evening by my wife's boyfriend," I blurted out. "Now tell me what the hell happened."
"All right," he answered testily. "Your wife's 'boyfriend' -- as you call him, was apparently kicking the shit out of her and raping her, when she got a gun and shot him twice, once in the right thigh and once in the right knee. Dumb bastard will probably never walk right again.
"You guys own a gun?"
"I do, a Beretta 9 mm, and it's registered, but I haven't seen it for months, not since my wife hid it from me so I wouldn't shoot both her and him," I responded.
"This just keeps getting better," he shot back.
"Let me just check on my wife, and I'll explain the whole mess to you," I said.
"Yes, you will, but you'll do that downtown, while those two are headed to the hospital."
Two EMTs wheeled Carmichael out of the house on a cot. He was mostly drugged up on painkillers, probably, but was whimpering like an incoherent pig and looked to be covered in blood; I was guessing his. Traci was led out next, her head, nose and left hand bandaged. She looked dazed, and didn't appear to see me as a second set of EMTs took her to another ambulance.
Lassiter then asked me for keys to the house so the police could lock up when they were done, and I went inside to get the spare set. There appeared to be blood everywhere, apparently mine, Traci's, and John's. I quickly found the spare set and handed them to the cop accompanying me, then went back to Lassiter for a ride to the police station.
Once we got to the station there was a lot of scurrying around. After about 15 minutes of sitting by his desk, Lassiter took me by the arm and led me to a private room, probably an interrogation room, for my side of this story. I asked for, and immediately received, a cup of black coffee. It was now after 3 a.m., and I was tired. But with everything that was going on, Lassiter figured my having gotten beaten on was probably part of the narrative, and he was smart enough to ask.
I laid out my narrative on the evening's events, including my hearing John and Traci having rough sex but not including Traci calling out to me for help. Lassiter listened in silence, but I could see the contempt he had for me in his eyes, although that lessened a bit when I told him about my sleeping in a separate bedroom from Traci, and that she was being served divorce papers on Monday, now that I had everything in order. And then, of course, I reminded him about her hiding my gun so I wouldn't shoot both of them when she told me about the affair.
They swabbed me for gunshot residue, and, of course, I came up negative.
Lassiter told me I couldn't go back to my house for a few days except to pick up some nessary items, but I told him about the arrangements I had made prior to the weekend to stay at a hotel. They let me go at about 7 in the morning, and after hitting the emergency room to get my broken nose checked out and sort of pushed back into place, I went to the hotel and sacked out until late Saturday afternoon. I then got up, showered, and drove over to the hospital to visit Traci. I owed her that much, although not much more.
When I got to her room, she looked like shit. Her nose was bandaged, her left eye was black and mostly shut and her left hand was in a cast. So much for true love.
"Hey, you," I said as I walked into the room.
Traci looked up upon hearing my voice, and almost immediately broke into tears.
"Where were you? How come you didn't help me?" she accused as I walked toward her bed.
I was more than a little taken aback by her tone.
"You told me in no uncertain terms that I was not to interfere in that part of your life," I shot back. "After Mr. Wonderful tuned me up, I left, figuring that you knew what you were doing."
"I thought you loved me. And besides, you're my husband. It's your job to look out for me."
"I did love you ... past tense as you so aptly phrased it. But you made sure you killed every ounce of love I ever had for you these last few months. And no, once you became 'his woman,' it became his job to look out for you. And, boy, you sure know how to pick them.
"But you are right about me being your husband, at least for a little while longer. You'll be served Monday. You get to keep the house, not much more."
She sucked in a breath of air when I told her she would be served.
"You won, didn't you?" she asked. "You beat me. You beat him. Everything was going good until I started bring John home and you two became drinking buddies. Then he got competitive with you and more aggressive with me. You set this whole thing up."
Amazing what you don't see when you don't want to. I shook my head sadly at the woman I would have once laid down my life for -- the center of my universe -- the love of my life. I turned on my heel and left.
Epilogue:
I was officially a free man last Monday. It only took about six months to get everything finalized. Traci tried to get more money out of me, but her attorney was smart enough to see that this was the best offer she was going to get.
She and John Carmichael were both fired by their employer once the shooting hit the news. My attorney then quickly went to work and threatened to sue the company for not following their morality policy and causing me pain and suffering because of it. They were quickly willing to settle for $300,000 for my agreeing not to sue them nor talk to the press about any of this.
Carmichael is in jail on several charges involving Traci's abuse. His trial is supposed to start next month. I won't be in attendance.
Traci wasn't happy that I told the kids the truth about the affair. I guess she expected me to give them a sanitized version so she wouldn't look like the whore bitch she was. I didn't think it was my job to protect them from her reality. Neither one of them took it well, and, if they are to be believed, she won't be much of a part of their lives going forward.
I live in a small apartment not too far from where my old house was and still have my same job at the bank. Now that I have an extra $300K in my account, I will probably retire a few years earlier than planned.
My favorite waitress from McCoy's and I have become an item. Her name is Sarah, she's 35, a real spitfire in bed, and great companionship out of it. She finally said yes to going out with me about a month ago, knowing that I was in the process of a divorce. Prior to this whole thing, I probably never would have considered her a partner prospect, but this process led me to re-evaluate my choices and what I was looking for. And it probably doesn't hurt that she likes my piercings.
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And then the light bulb went on above my head, like it does in cartoons when a character gets an idea or the answer to a question.
Holy shit -- my third child really wasn't mine -- she was the biological daughter of another man!
I was on the phone with a representative from Genealogygurus.com, inquiring as to why my daughter's DNA test had not been processed after 10 weeks. I had given her the test as an extra Christmas present, and I had given the rep the pertinent numbers so they could track it down. After about a five-minute hold, he came back on the line and assured me the test had been processed. Beyond that, it was a matter of privacy between the company and the person who had actually submitted the test, and he couldn't give me any more information.
"But if you've processed it, then how come she is not showing up in my DNA matches?" I asked in an agitated manner.
"Sir, there are several reasons why your daughter might not be showing up in your DNA matches, but I am not at liberty to discuss that particular test with you," he answered in a somewhat exasperated tone.
And that's when the light bulb went on. Obviously, the number one reason for her not showing up in my matches is because she is not a match.
I ended the call in a daze. I remember hitting the red "end call" button, then I remember starting to cry. I woke up a few minutes later curled up in a fetal position on the family room sofa.
I still had 15 minutes left of my lunch break, so I called my daughter, who was probably also on her lunch break as she worked in the same time zone as I did. I know she usually curled up with a book at her desk for lunch, so I wasn't worried I was interrupting anything. She picked up on the first ring.
"Hey, Dad, what's up?" she said somewhat guardedly.
"Pumpkin, you know I love and trust you completely, but I know what's going on with the DNA test," I bluffed. "I called Genealogy Gurus, and they told me it had been processed about two weeks ago."
There was a sound of air being sucked in on her end, then silence for at least 10 seconds.
"I know, Dad, We need to talk, but I can't do this here and now. Call me tonight, and don't be in the room with Mom when you call."
I was in a fog as I drove back to my office, and I have to admit, I didn't give my boss a productive afternoon at the engineering firm where I worked. There were so many things going through my mind, so many questions. And the thought that my little girl wasn't MY little girl.
Being the analytical sort that I am, I knew I had to prioritize my thoughts, and then work through the problems one at a time. I wasn't a vice president of engineering at Sickafoose Electronics for nothing, and at this point I knew the best thing for me was to treat my personal problems like they were project problems, and take them down in an orderly fashion. The "Old Man" -- Dwayne Sickafoose -- had taught me that himself when he hired me directly out of Purdue University to work for his then fledgling company. With Dwayne at the helm and me never too far away from his right hand, Sickafoose had grown into an industry leader, and we both profited handsomely.
I made great money, had great benefits, and worked with excellent, sharp people. And then it got even better when I went home at night, where I had a beautiful, sexy wife and three wonderful children. Eventually, the children grew up, left home, got married and started having kids of their own. It was a little lonely at first around the house as empty-nesters, but we found plenty to keep us busy, and, it seemed to me that being alone again revitalized us as a couple.
But thinking back over the last month of my life, several small incidents now stood out to me, including a phone call Marissa made to my wife about two weeks ago. We were both sitting in the family room watching TV on a Tuesday evening, when Traci's phone rang. She looked at it and told me it was Marissa, and then answered. The conversation went on for about five minutes, with Traci giving yes and no answers almost exclusively, and I could see tears welling up in the corners of her eyes.
When she hung up, I asked if everything was all right, and she told me that Marissa's cat was having some health problems. Nothing to worry about, she said, although I noticed she seemed a little jumpy around me. I thought it was a little strange that she was taking the health of Marissa's cat so personally.
That phone call must have been when Marissa found out. Traci didn't know about me sending Marissa the test. I didn't think it was even noteworthy. Marissa was the only one of the three kids who had any curiosity about genealogy, so I bought a kit online and had it sent to her. I have been researching my family roots for years off and on, and I really liked the DNA testing portion of it. I though Marissa getting a test was going to be great. Apparently I couldn't have been more wrong about that.
When I got home I tried my best not to act any different toward Traci, although I was boiling on the inside.
"Work one problem at a time; one problem at a time," I kept repeating to myself.
I met Traci at Purdue in my sophomore year. We didn't date until our senior year, but we've been inseparable since then -- or so I thought. We got married a year out of college, 31 years ago, and up until today I would have told anyone it was the best decision I ever made. She is still beautiful at 54, and despite having had three kids, she works out regularly and has the body of a woman in her mid-30s. She is both fun and funny, and up until today I had looked forward to spending the rest of my life with this woman.
At about 8 I told Traci I needed to call the "Old Man" about a project we were working on, and excused myself from the room. In fact, I grabbed a jacket and went outside to the porch swing to I could talk without worrying about Traci hearing, then I called Marissa.
Marissa answered on the first ring, and sounded absolutely distraught.
"I'm sorry, Dad. I know I should have told you earlier, but Mom asked that I not say anything until she had a chance to talk to you first," she blurted out before I could even say hello.
"I'm not mad at you. Calm down," I said as soothingly as I could. "I'm not accusing you of anything. You're just as much a victim as me."
I could hear her breathing heavily over the phone. I knew this was killing her.
"Ris, I want you to know that this doesn't change anything at all between us. I'm still your father and you're still my Pumpkin. I have always given you kids every ounce of love that I have, and after all this time I'm not about to stop now -- assuming you don't want me to stop."
She fell to pieces at that point, blubbering almost incoherently into the phone.
"I love you, Daddy. I don't want anyone else but you."
"That's my Pumpkin. Look, I don't want to put you in the middle, but you are my best source of information on the DNA thing. We won't discuss the other thing so you aren't in the middle, but I need to know, did you have any DNA matches?"
"Yeah, Dad, I did," she sighed. "Amanda Anderson came up as my half-sister."
"Mandy? Uncle George and Aunt Jeannie's Mandy? Ah, holy shit!"
"I'm sorry, Daddy," she said quietly.
"Not your fault, Pumpkin. You don't need to apologize to me, ever," I said as calmly as possible.
That meant that George Anderson, Uncle George to my kids, Appellate Court Judge George Anderson to most of the rest of the world, was Marissa's biological father. Shitfuck! That meant my wife was fucking her boss when he was an attorney in the law firm Gooey Howe and Associates. That meant at least 25 years ago, considering Marissa was 24 years old. Traci would have been his admin at that time. He left the firm to become a state judge a few years later, moving to the state capital, before his career really took off.
For her part, Traci didn't move on with George, choosing instead to stay with Gooey Howe and eventually winding up as office manager. But for the few years George and Traci worked together, he and his wife, Jeannie, became good enough friends that our kids still call them "uncle" and "aunt," and their kids call me and Traci the same. And several times when I had been gone on a business trip, Traci and the kids would visit with George and Jeannie for a few days at their lake house ... oh shit! The kids had even talked several times about Aunt Jeannie taking them here or there ... no mention of Uncle George or Mom being with them, and I didn't even think twice about it. God damn!
I must have spaced off at that point, because I heard Marissa calling me, "Daddy? Daddy?"
"I'm sorry, Pumpkin. I was lost in my thoughts. Thanks for your help, Kid. Give my best to Drew."
"Wait, Daddy. What are you going to do?"
It was a legitimate question, but I didn't have a good answer, so I just told her the truth.
"Not sure, Kid." "Well, don't go off and do something incredibly stupid, Dad. A little stupid's okay, but don't get yourself arrested or anything."
I hadn't thought about shooting Traci until that point, but I promised Marissa I wouldn't get arrested, so I guess that took shooting out of the equation. I don't break promises to my kids, ever.
Getting Marissa reassured about our relationship was my number one task, and finding out who Traci's partner in crime was became the second task. Task number three would be getting the ball rolling on my divorce after finding a new attorney, because my current one belongs to the firm Traci works at. That certainly wasn't going to work. Once I had a good sit-down with an attorney, I would deal with the future ex-Mrs. Clark Walters.
Things at home were chilly. Whenever we were together, Traci was chattering like a magpie; I'm guessing out of sheer nerves. She seemed to be trying real hard to keep me happy, figuring that might lessen the impact when I found out. I don't know. But there was definitely a distance between us, and she wasn't going to be the one to break the ice.
I met with an attorney about a week later, and when he found out my wife was office manager at Gooey Howe, he got this real nervous look on his face. So I moved on to the next attorney on my list, a 20-something woman, who just smiled when I mentioned that Traci was the Gooey Howe office manager. That's what I was looking for, someone who wasn't going to be intimidated when one of Gooey's big attorneys stepped up to the plate to represent my wife.
I laid out what little I knew about the cheating scenario, starting, of course, with finding out that my youngest child wasn't mine biologically, and finding out that she was Judge Anderson's kid.
"Appellate court Judge Anderson?" asked my attorney, one Marie Robinette.
"The very same," I replied, watchng her face to see if I needed to find another lawyer.
"This should be good," was all she said back, and then we started discussion of breaking down the financials.
As we both had good jobs with pensions and good benefits, Marie suggested we should just split the joint assets down the middle, keep our own pensions, and sell the house. That would leave both of us well off, although I would be in a little better position because I had a bigger income and better pension.
"Unless you really want to squash her, due to the infidelity thing, the kid thing, or just the general lack of respect thing," she added in quickly, looking for a brief moment like she might just jump up on the conference table to try to right the wrongs done to me.
"We'll have our reckoning, of that I'm sure, but I don't want to hurt her financially," I replied.
"What about the judge? Are we going after him for anything? Because if we are, that's going to get a lot more dicey, and going to run up your bill quite a bit."
"The judge is my problem, and I'll take care of that as I see fit," I snapped, perhaps a little too curtly.
"Got it," she replied.
"If she doesn't fight it, this could take six months," Marie noted. "If she does fight it, we could be talking more than a year."
"I don't have any dates lined up just yet, so take your time and get it right," I told her.
With task three out of the way, it was now time for task four: the showdown.
I waited another week, just to see if Traci's head would explode in the meantime. Saturday night was our usual date night, then we would come home, watch a movie, and make love. But Saturday sex was always special, because we would go to bed early so we had plenty of time for what usually was a night of screaming orgasms for my wife as I usually brought her to about 10 orgasms with my hands and mouth before I entered her. We were both usually exhausted when we were done, and would just cuddle together for a good while before getting up to clean up.
We hadn't done date night in two weeks, though, and hadn't had sex in the same amount of time, because I just couldn't bring myself to do it after finding out about the affair and Marissa. Traci never even questioned it, another sign that she knew I knew, but she was really good at the coy act.
That was about to end, however. I took her out to a nice French restaurant, we split a bottle of wine, and even had great desserts. She was happier than I'd seen her look in recent weeks. Then when we got home, I gently removed her coat from her body, led her over to the kitchen table, pulled out a chair for her and said those famous words, "We need to talk."
Traci sort of half-smiled at me as I poured myself a Jack Daniels over ice and offered her something from the liquor cabinet, which she gently turned down. I set my drink on the table, looked her square in the eyes and said, "The floor is yours."
"It was a long time ago, Clark. George and I haven't slept together in about 20 years. Can't we just leave it as a mistake from the long-ago past, and let it go at that?"
Well, I have to admit I was glad she didn't try to say the DNA test was faulty, but to try to ease out of it by saying it was so long ago it shouldn't matter anymore? Really?
"Okay, you last had sex together about 20 years ago. When did you start having sex, how often, and why did you finally stop? I want all of it. But first off, I need to know if child number one and child number two are his, too."
"No, Clark. Barry and Katie are yours. I didn't even sleep with George until about a year after Katie was born. The affair lasted about three years at the start, then we stopped when George decided to leave the firm and move up the judicial ranks. He waited about a year after we stopped to go for his first judge position, because he wanted to make sure a background check would show he was 'clean.' And then after that we only made love a few times at the lake house, when Jeannie would innocently take all the kids for an afternoon of fun. Jeannie didn't know either at the time, although George eventually told her, and the three of us later had a peace pow-wow, at which both George and I promised her there would be no more sex.
"How come you never told me and tried a peace pow-wow with me? What am I, fucking chopped liver?" I asked harshly.
Traci wiped her hands on her sleeves and answered, "I knew I could never tell you. You'd divorce me in a heartbeat, and I certainly didn't want that. I loved you; still love you."
"You just apparently loved George more," I said. "To start and stop at his command, without giving me a thought. I was your fallback."
"No, Clark, I love you with all my heart!" she pleaded.
"No, you loved him with all your heart. You loved him so much that you gave him up so he could pursue his career dream, all the while knowing I was your back-up plan. You might have loved me somewhat at that point, but you knew I absolutely fucking worshipped the ground you walked on, and you counted on that and our family to get you over losing him."
Traci dropped her eyes to her lap. The truth hurt, and I knew I nailed it.
"But what about Marissa? Obviously, he was doing you bareback, and you had to know where that could lead -- and did lead."
"I just figured that since both of you had brown hair, brown eyes, and light skin, nobody would ever be the wiser as to whose child she was. And I knew you wouldn't have any reason to think she wasn't yours, so when she came out looking like me anyway, I didn't need to ever worry about that -- until you went and sent her that damn DNA test. I honestly never knew before that."
"So this is my fault?" I asked incredulously.
"No. George and I had discussed the possibility, but I told him he didn't have to worry since you two had similar physical characteristics. Last I knew, he didn't know either, but I'm sure by now Mandy has filled him in. I haven't heard from him in at least a couple of years, since we had them at Marissa's wedding to Drew two years ago.
"Well, regardless of who knows what, Marissa is still mine as far as I'm concerned, and that's what I told her. I'm on the birth certificate, I raised her, I love her, she's mine. George better not be getting any ideas on that, and if he calls, you better tell him that.
"And, by the way, I'm having the other two kids DNA tested as soon as possible. I need to know for my own peace of mind."
"Clark!" Traci hissed. "I told you they were yours."
"And you expect me to trust you ... why?" I snapped back.
As much as anything, Traci was completely taken aback by my newfound lack of trust. What the fuck did she expect. But I know it also bothered her greatly that I would be telling the other two kids about her infidelity. No one wants to look like a slut in front of your own children.
"So how often were you two going at it, and where? Finish the narrative for me, at least," I chided.
"We didn't plan this, Clark. It just sort of happened. We spent so much time together working, and then we became friends, and it sort of grew from there. He was kind, considerate, witty, funny, passionate ... you know the man ... and we connected on a deeper level. But since we had spouses we both loved, we kept it to a relative minimum, and moved our meeting locations around, usually just outside of the city. No, we never met up here, or at his home. That would have been wrong on several levels."
"But that didn't stop you two from fucking around a few times at the lake house, after the affair was supposedly over, while Jeannie was out for an afternoon with the kids," I mused out loud.
"No, it didn't," she practically whispered to me. "But I swear to you, we haven't been intimate since then."
"And Jeannie knows all of this, and has forgiven both of you?" I asked, shaking my head in disbelief.
"Yes, I told you."
"I don't think I can," I blurted out, the sound of my voice being rasp with raw emotion.
"We know what we did was wrong, Clark, but it's been over for 20 years already, and you were never hurt by this while it was going on, so can't we just go back to the way things were a few weeks ago? You were my loving husband, I'm your loving wife. Nothing has to change."
"But it already has changed, Traci," I said. "I've spent the better part of three weeks wondering what I did wrong that you fell in love with another man, and wondering if I would ever trust you completely again, let alone trust you enough to stay married to you.
"I gave you my heart completely, and you put it in your pocket and took it out when it was convenient for you. This wasn't supposed to be a marriage of convenience. It was supposed to be a marriage of full-time, all-out love."
Traci started to cry at that point. I hate it when she does that, and I usually will try to comfort her, but this time was different. I went into the family room and flipped on the TV, leaving her at the kitchen table.
We slept in the same bed that night, but for the first time in recent memory, we didn't sleep up against each other. I moved as far away from her as I could get in the queen-size bed, and stopped her from sliding over to me when she got in. The look on her face was both shock and pain. I didn't care.



Traci cooked us a nice breakfast Sunday morning, and while we were eating, I brought up the subject of divorce.
"The affair was over 20 years ago! You didn't even know about it, for Christ's sake. It's done, now let's just move on with our lives," she practically screamed at me.
"Wrong is still wrong, no matter how long ago it was," I yelled back at her. "You deceived me, you lied to me, you cheated on me, and you broke my trust. Those are not time-sensitive issues!"
I got up from the table, leaving half my plate of food, and went outside to mow the lawn. That was the last I spoke to Traci until dinnertime Wednesday, when she told me that Jeannie Anderson would be joining us this coming weekend. Needless to say, I was not happy, but Jeannie was an old, dear friend and endured the same cheating I did, so I figured I owed her the courtesy of a chat.
Jeannie showed up Friday night at 6 after a two-hour drive from her house. She did not bring George with her. Traci had made stuffed flank steak with mashed potatoes, and I had picked up a couple of bottles of Merlot to go with that. The conversation was light and friendly during dinner, then we retired to the family room with our wine glasses for what I presumed was the main event.
Jeannie started out by talking about the affair as if it were a history subject, very sterile and quiet, but as she talked further she got more emotional, and she and Traci both got tears in their eyes.
"When George told me about the affair, I guess it had already been over for a couple of years, and he promised me that it would never happen again," Jeannie said. "I have to admit, though, I was devastated at first, but the more I got to thinking about it, the more I realized that since it was over before I even knew about it, I guess I wasn't hurt too badly. And since I knew Jeannie wasn't some kind of gold-digger, I guess I could see how it could happen. George's personality is kind of magnetic, isn't it?
"Although I didn't know about Marissa until a few weeks ago, when everybody found out about it, I guess. I really am sorry about that, Clark."
Jeannie never mentioned the few times Traci and George hooked up after the main affair ended, at the Anderson's lake house. I wondered to myself if they even told her about that. I didn't bother to go there. But I did think to myself that George must be a great lawyer, because Jeannie was almost apologetic for George having the affair, instead of being upset at him.
Unfortunately for Traci, I am not wired the way Jeannie is, nor am I that taken by her oratory, because I wasn't ready to give Traci and George the pass that Jeannie had, even if the affair had been over for 20 years.
"I just think back to what my life would have been like had I left him, and how things would be so different for me and the girls," she continued. "They say you should always consider whether your life would be better or worse if you leave your spouse, and I just know mine would have been worse."
"Thanks for sharing that with me, Jeannie. It's certainly food for thought. I'm definitely going to have to consider that, although there are several factors for me to consider -- including the fact that unlike you, I wasn't told about the affair -- I found out about it quite by accident.
"Traci knew it was wrong when she did it, and she knew what my reaction was going to be. So she figured it was apparently best for all concerned if I never knew, and just lived in ignorant bliss. And that's what it would have been except for the test.
"So now, 20 years later, I find out that the center of my world loved another man and was intimate with him, and then was a saint and gave him up for his career, falling back to me by default. That about right, Traci?"
My wife hadn't said anything during Jeannie's discourse. She just sat there calmly while Jeannie spun her tale. She was sneaking peeks my way the whole time, trying to judge my reaction. She didn't know that I knew she was watching, so I sat impassively while Jeannie talked, just to drive Traci a little nuts.
My reaction to Jeannie's story was not what Traci wanted, nor Jeannie for that matter. They looked at each other with pain in their eyes. I just shook my head and went into the kitchen, poured myself another glass of wine, went back to the family room, and flipped on the big screen, indicating to both that I was done talking for the night. The women took the hint and moved into the living room, where I could hear them talking softly. When whatever it was that I was watching was finished, I shut the TV, poked my head into the living, said my good-nights, and headed up the stairs to our bedroom.
Jeannie cornered me alone in the family room on Saturday and said we needed to talk. I had no idea where Traci was, but I said OK, and we retired to the formal living room and sat down on two chairs in a corner.
"Clark, I do understand your pain, I really do, but not forgiving Traci and divorcing her would be a terrible mistake for both of you," Jeannie began. "You love her and she loves you. That should be all that matters. The rest is history, and for you two to spend the rest of your lives apart for what happened 20 years ago would be terrible.
"If I can forgive George, surely you can forgive Traci."
"I honestly don't know if I can, Jeannie. Like I said yesterday, I wasn't told about the affair, you were. I wasn't told because she knew it was wrong, and I wouldn't have forgiven her then. Why should I forgive her now? She deceived me for 20 years. She had an affair for several years, and deceived me for 20 more years. How can I ever forgive her? How can I ever trust her again?"
I shook my head, got up and left the room, passing Traci in the hallway. She was well aware of the discussion I just had with Jeannie, and she could see by the look on my face that I wasn't budging an inch.
Dinner Saturday night was a very quiet event. The women tried to make small talk. I wasn't having any of it. I didn't say three words throughout the course of the meal. After a quick thank you, I grabbed a jacket and headed out, telling the pair I'd be at Malone's, my favorite place for a quiet drink.
When I got to Malone's, Ronnie, the woman who owned the bar, was schmoozing with some other customers over in a far corner. Instead of taking a spot at the bar as I usually do when I go in, I sat at a table by myself, feeling miserable and, apparently, looking even worse. Marnie, the bartender, walked over with my usual Crown Black on ice, and made a comment to the effect that I looked like my dog just died.
"Sort of, but nothing quite as important as my dog. Just my marriage," I chuckled lamely.
Marnie went over to Ronnie and whispered something in her ear. Ronnie excused herself from the customers at the far end and came over to me, sitting opposite me at my table.
"OK, Superman, spill," she said.
Ronnie was about my age, a somewhat large woman of Irish descent with freckles and red hair, which she wore like a badge. She didn't take shit from anyone, but just in case anyone did give her shit, her husband, Moose, was cooking in the back. Moose stood about 6-3 and weighed 280, and was a former Marine drill sergeant. Malone's wasn't a rough place, but, well, in a bar things could occasionally get out of hand, but I only saw that happen once. The offender gave Ronnie lip, and when she lipped back, he wasn't smart enough to shut his mouth. Moose clocked him with one punch, then held the dumbass on the floor with his foot until the cops arrived to clean him up.
Ronnie called me Superman because of my name. Said it reminded her of Clark Kent, and she swore to everyone that while I was nice guy with a good job, she wouldn't want to see me get mad. We always had a good laugh over that. I'd been coming into Malone's for 20 years, sometimes with Traci, sometimes without, sometimes to eat, sometimes just to drink. Ronnie and Moose got to know both Traci and I well, and she could read people -- including me -- pretty good. She was like the sister I never had.
"Traci and I are done," I started.
I hadn't told anybody to that point, and I've got to admit, it felt good to finally get it off my chest.
"I found out she cheated on me with her boss about 20 years ago. Not just once, not just several times, but for four fucking years. Any my youngest, Marissa, is his!
"And she thinks that because it was so long ago and I didn't know it when it was happening, I should just accept it and move on. She says she loves me, always has, and doesn't want to get divorced."
"That little cheating bitch!" Ronnie exclaimed. "How dare she!
"You're not going to just puss out on that and let her stay, are you? If that happened with me and Moose, he'd have my ass strapped to the wall, and the guy's skin would be hoisted up alongside."
It was good to hear that Ronnie agreed with me. I very much valued her common sense, no-nonsense way of looking at things, and had she thought differently, it would definitely have made me rethink my position.
"Look, Superman, it's as much a matter of respect as anything. I love Traci, no I loved Traci, but her deception was certainly not done out of love -- and certainly not done out of respect. How could she let you think another man's child was yours for all these years!"
I explained the Marissa thing to Ronnie, pointing out that she didn't really know for sure, but Ronnie wanted none of that, pointing out that not getting the child tested was a convenient way of saying she didn't want to know.
"Has she ever apologized for the affair, or has she just said she's sorry for hurting you?"
Damn. This woman was good.
"She's never apologized for the affair. I don't even think she's really ever apologized for hurting me. I think the only thing's she's really every apologized for was me finding out," I said.
"I can't tell you what to do, Superman, but I think she's already told you what you need to do. I'm sorry, Clark. The Crown's on me and Moose tonight. The rest of the bottle is yours, and we'll call you a cab at the end of the night. Hand me your keys."
I did as I was instructed.
The cab driver poured me into my house at about 2 a.m. Traci met us at the door, and helped guide me up the stairs to our bedroom. I fell into bed fully clothed. Traci took off my shoes and socks, and that's how I slept.
Late Wednesday afternoon I got a call from my son at the office. He wanted to talk to me about the situation with Traci. He didn't say it, but apparently Traci figured she needed to call in the heavy hitters -- the kids -- to dissuade me from the divorce. My son and I are usually on the same wavelength on most things, but I could tell from talking to him that Traci did a lot of leaning, and it paid dividends, because he was most definitely seeing her side of this divorce thing.
"Dad, divorcing Mom would be the stupidest thing you've done since you wore a leisure suit in the '70s," he tried to joke with me. "Seriously, Dad. A divorce. For something she did 20 years ago, which you didn't even find out about until a few weeks ago.
"This is the woman you said you loved and wanted to spend the rest of your life with, just a few weeks ago. And now you're ready to throw that all away, and probably live the rest of your life by yourself, for a mistake. Seriously, Dad?"
"First off, Barry, a mistake would be what she made the first several times she had sex with him. After a few months, it's a decision, not a mistake.
"And what would you do if you found out Linda was cheating on you? Rip her head off, probably."
"But you didn't catch her. It's been over for 20 years."
"The physical act has been over. The deception, the lack of respect continued," I coolly replied.
"Barry, I thought you were smart enough to stay out of this, and not take sides. But you've apparently jumped in where no kid should -- get in between his or her parents. And for what, Barry? I'm not going to change my mind. I'm the injured party here, and you're just pissing me off. I put that woman up on a pedestal. I worshipped the ground she walked on, and she knew it. She never intended telling me, and if it wasn't for an accident, I would have gone to my grave worshipping her, while she just used me as a second choice when the man she loved the most wouldn't marry her. Do I feel used, Sonny. You bet I do."
"Dad, aren't you being a little dramatic here?"
I think he was still talking as I hung up the phone.
Traci had what smelled like a good meal just about ready when I walked in the door at about 6 p.m. She didn't look happy when I told her I wasn't hungry, poured some Jack into a glass, flipped on the TV and sat down in my favorite recliner. She came in and asked me what was wrong.
"Same shit, different day. Wife cheats on me for four years, has a kid by the other guy, and now my children are telling me that I'm the bad guy here. Do me a favor. Call Katie tonight and tell her not to call me tomorrow, unless she wants to get hung up on like Barry."
Traci put her eyes down. You would think after 31 years, she would know not to have other people piss me off on her behalf.
"What on God's green earth makes you think this divorce isn't going to happen?" I said, raising my voice. "Not only did you cheat on me for four years with another man and bear his child, but you replaced me in your heart with him! Can you sit here and tell me your weren't in love with him, and that if he would have asked you to divorce me and marry him, you wouldn't have done it? And there's the thing. You might love me, but you're not in love with me. You're in love with him. I'm just a safe back-up plan, because you've always known that you owned my heart, and I would do anything for you as long as I thought you were mine. You cheated on me, you deceived me, you disrespected me, and now you have the nerve to try to turn our kids against me. That was the last straw, Trace.
"But, no, I won't be cruel to you, and especially to Jeannie, and ruin George's wonderful career as a squeaky clean judge. I will file for irreconcilable differences, and we can each keep our own retirement accounts, and split the house and everything else down the middle.
The tears were rolling down Traci's cheeks fast and furious, and as she got up from her chair, I threw one more thing at her.
"You've still never told me you were sorry for cheating ... probably because you're not sorry, which at least is honest. The only thing you are sorry about is that I found out, isn't that right?"
I spent the rest of the night hugging my bottle of Jack.
I called my attorney the next day and told her she needed to get the divorce papers ready as soon as possible. She told me I could view them the next Tuesday, she could get them ready to go on Wednesday and Traci could be served on Thursday. I told her to get her server over to my house on that Friday evening. I wanted to be there when she was served.
Then I called over to Judge George Anderson's office, and told his admin I needed him to call me back on an important matter. He would know exactly why I was calling, and I knew he would call me back as soon as possible.
George seemed a little anxious when he returned my call about two hours later. Yes, he knew exactly why I was calling, although he didn't think he wanted to do this at his office. I totally agreed, and told him I would drive down to meet him at his and Jeannie's home on the following Saturday at 10 a.m. He didn't know that Traci wasn't going to be served the night before, although I'm sure he would certainly know it by the time I made the two-hour drive to his palatial home.
Over dinner at Malone's on Saturday night Traci admitted that Jeannie had called her and told her about my meeting with George the next Saturday. She wanted to know if I'd like some company on the drive.
"This is not a social call, Traci," I said. "George and I have some things to talk about, and you don't need to be there."
"You might want to remember he's an appellate court judge with an excellent reputation, who might even be on a short list for Supreme Court justice some day. Doing some macho-shit thing with him might get you arrested, and besides, you promised me you wouldn't do anything to hurt his career."
"That's right, choose him over me once again. But don't worry, I intend to keep my promise. I won't do anything that might get him taken off the short list of potential Supreme Court justices. God forbid. The show must go on."
After filling in the Old Man at the office about what was going on in my life, I took a couple of personal hours and met with my lawyer to check over the divorce papers. I gave her the go-ahead. As I turned to leave, she asked me if I had any plans for Judge George.
"Now why would you worry about that?" I asked, giving her a wink.
"Because I also still handle some criminal cases, and I figure you just might need a good attorney. You engineers don't seem to get too emotional about a lot of things, but I know you're wound pretty tight, and your methodical approach to things scares me."
She handed me her card, and I left the office.
Time went quickly the next three days. We were on a big project at the office, and that enabled me to concentrate on something other than my life. The Old Man even told me he was amazed at how focused I was despite the turmoil in my life. I told him I was pleased at least something was going right. But on Friday night before I left, I told him about Traci being served and me facing George, and I warned him that if things went sideways, I might be in jail on Monday. He assured me he had my back ... and my bail money. We left on a handshake.
I came home to yet another wonderful-smelling meal being prepared by Traci. She had been out-doing herself recently trying to get me to focus on her many skills. She was indeed a great cook. I almost felt guilty because I knew what was coming after dinner.
We ate our meal mostly in silence, as we had been doing for the last few weeks, although I made sure to tell her just how wonderful the meal was. I'm not an ungrateful bastard, after all. I then helped her clear the dishes, but as we were getting ready to head into the family room for that evening's TV viewing, the doorbell rang. It was almost straight up 7.
I knew it wasn't for me, so I didn't move to get it. Traci gave me a funny look, then went to the door and answered it. A well-dressed young man was on the porch, and he asked Traci if she was Traci Walters. When she answered affirmatively, he handed her a manila envelope, said, "You have been served," turned on his heel, and left. Traci never moved from the spot she was standing in, but I could see by the shake of her shoulders she was crying. I walked past her, closed the front door, and guided her by her shoulders back to the kitchen table. She looked completely stricken, despite the fact that I had told her this was going to happen.
We sat there in silence for what seemed like an eternity, but was in reality probably only five minutes. She finally muttered, "You bastard," and ran upstairs to our bedroom. I didn't follow her. The toughest part was done.
For one of the few times since we were married, I didn't sleep in the same bed as Traci that night. I went into the bedroom we had fixed up as a guest room and slept there, although calling it sleep was generous. I had made the break from the woman that up until a few weeks ago I considered the light of my life, my soul mate, my everything. Despite everything that had gone on, we had still slept in the same bed, I guess neither of us wanting to be the one to make the move. But now it was over, at least in my mind.
I got up and showered, and when it was time to get dressed I very quietly went into the bedroom and got what I needed, trying very hard not to wake Traci and maybe start something. I didn't look to see if she was asleep; I just got my clothes and left. I went casual -- collared sheet, decent pair of Levi's, and my custom metal-tipped cowboy boots that I had made for me when we had visited our son at his home in Dallas.



I left a little earlier than I really needed to. I didn't want to be late for this meeting. If I got there early, I could always kill some time at a coffee shop, which is what I wound up doing. I was standing on George and Jeannie's porch at straight-up 10, ringing the bell.
Jeannie, looking beautiful as usual but extremely nervous, answered the door.
"I'm sorry it has to end like this," was all I could say as she leaned in for a hello hug. She didn't reply back. She took my hand and led me to the den, where George had all his mementos and photos arranged around the room. George was sitting in his favorite recliner, but as we entered he stood up in front of the chair.
"Hello, Clark."
"Hello, George."
Jeannie looked downright scared as she left the room.
We stood about six feet apart, looking at each other. This was a man I considered almost an older brother at one time, we were that close. George was two years older than me, about the same size, but soft living these past 20 years had given him about 30 more pounds, about 20 in his round stomach. We had shared our hopes and our dreams with each other, we had partied together, fished together, hunted together. I was proud to call him my friend, proud of where his judicial career had taken him.
Now, standing in front of me, sizing me up with his eyes, he was no longer a friend, but a foe: the man who had stolen my wife's love, impregnated her with his child, and ruined my life. Suddenly, I was enraged.
"You get to keep my wife's heart, you fucker!" I yelled at him. "You get to keep your squeaky clean image, too, because I promised Traci I'd never tell anyone about this, and I don't break my promises to that woman. But you don't get to keep your balls!"
I took a long, quick stride forward with my left leg at that point, then I planted and drove my right leg forward and up, going for that 50-yard field goal with my target being his aforementioned testicles. George reacted even slower than I anticipated, and my metal-tipped boot hit the target square and solid. I felt his balls crush as I drove my leg up as high as I could, then I heard him shriek like a wounded animal. He collapsed onto the floor holding his gonads with his hands, screaming like a stuck pig.
Jeannie came running into the room at that point, saw her husband on the floor, and ran to him. He continued to scream in agony, and there really wasn't anything she could do to comfort him. She looked over at me in anguish. I took my cellphone out of my pocket and dialed 911.
"There's been an accident at Judge George Anderson's house," I said. "We need an ambulance at this location."
I turned on my heel and headed toward the door, but before I could get there, Jeannie had grabbed my right arm. I thought I might have to hit a woman, but instead of being hysterical and angry, she had a calm look on her face. She hugged me tightly, and whispered, "Thank you. We know what we have to do."
I hugged her back, left the house, got into my car and drove home, knowing that the cops weren't going to come for me. Jeannie completely got it, and would explain it to her husband some day in the future when he could think straight.
The drive home was cathartic; or maybe it was the kick to his nuts. I really don't know, but after several months of having my heart ripped out on a daily basis, I now felt free. It's funny, but once I finally came to grips with Traci's cheating, her grip on my heart lessened, and then I was able to think clear enough to do what was the right thing for me. It might not have been the right thing for everybody concerned, but sometimes you just have to take care of yourself. That's what everybody else had done for the last 20 years, so why not me now.
Yes, I knew a part of me would always love Traci, but I wasn't going to spend any more time examining the affair. It was not of my making, nor of my choosing. It was time to move forward.
When I got home, I went down to the basement, got a couple of suitcases and headed up to our bedroom. I passed Traci sitting in the family room, and she followed me up to the bedroom.
"So this is it then?" she asked. "Just like that. Thirty-one years and out the door?"
"Traci, I'm sorry that you're so wrapped up in yourself that you can't see how YOU HAVE WRONGED ME. How you STOLE 24 years of my love with your deceit. You can't see it and you probably never will.
"I've made my peace with it, though, and I don't hate you. I don't even hate George, although right now the poor bastard probably thinks so. I'll make my peace with Barry and Katie sometime in the future. You might consider making YOUR peace with Marissa as soon as possible. The poor girl is a mess.
"Sign the paperwork, Traci, and let's get this thing done. I'll get the rest of my stuff out of here in the next few days.
"I don't think we really need to talk anymore. If you have anything else to say to me, I've put my lawyer's card on the kitchen table."
She stood there in shock, tears in her eyes but no words forthcoming. I picked up my suitcases, went downstairs, and put them in the truck of my car. I went back into the house, grabbed a few odds and ends and left. Thirty-one years, just like that.
Epilogue:
I lied. Apparently, George did get to keep one of his balls. It took some major surgery and months of pain, but they were able to save one of his testicles. I found that out from Marissa, who had been contacted by Jeannie looking for me. Jeannie didn't have my phone number, and nobody else in the family wanted to tell me that. Actually, nobody else in the family is still speaking to me, eight months later. I'm OK with it though.
The official word is that Judge George fell hard up against the corner of his ornate desk in his den, racked himself hard, then did it again when he fell to the floor. The press called it a "home accident" to be delicate about it, and did not report it was to his genital area. He received a lot of sympathetic press. I guess that won't hurt his placing on the Supreme Court short list.
Traci signed the divorce papers within a week, and the divorce was granted last week. The house will be sold at auction.
Traci hasn't tried to call me since I left. Barry and Katie haven't called either. I guess I won't be invited for the family Christmas dinner, wherever that is going to be.
The Old Man is turning the company over to me effective with the New Year as he retires. The deal is I have to run the company for seven years before I can retire a rich man with a very golden parachute. He'll find somebody to buy the company then, and I will get 10 percent of that deal as well.
I've started to venture out socially as well; I guess, I mean date. After being married forever, it's going to take a while for me to remember how it's done exactly. The word about the divorce travelled fast, though, and several of our divorced women friends have called inquiring about my interest. In fact, two or three of Traci's divorced friends have called, too, pointing out their surprise that she could ever let me get away. I have to admit, that felt good for my ego.
I've got a good life ahead of me, with challenges both professionally and personally. I'm working on getting some new hobbies going with the extra time I've got on my hands from the personal side of things. One hobby I've given up, though, is genealogy. Been there, done that.
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Henry:
I didn't see the warning signs, but when you love and trust someone completely, you aren't really looking for them either.
I didn't think anything of it a year ago when my wife of 28 years, Traci, started mentioning a new co-worker in recounting the events of her workday. Some guy named Tyler, a kid who had recently joined the team she was on at Geiger Insurance, one of the nation's top life insurance companies. She said he was brash and a bit of a flirt, and pretty good looking as well. She said she thought the young girls on the floor were jockeying for a position to be the go-to person to help the new guy -- with any number of questions, professional or personal.
People were always coming and going at Geiger. It was a large national company with probably a thousand employees in its home office in a large New England city. Traci had been there 20 years, was an assistant vice president, and had pretty much seen it all. By the tone of her voice, I could tell Tyler was nothing but another of the hundreds of upwardly-mobile young people that had gone through the office before.
Looking back on it, I should have been concerned when he continued to turn up on her nightly recaps, as she continued to make mention of the effect he was having on most of the women in the office. She almost never brought up anything about him being successful at his job, but the notes were always about him flirting or the women discussing how they'd like to spend some "quality" time with him. Not her, of course, at 50 she was old enough to be his mother and she was sure he wouldn't be looking at her with all the younger women around, she'd note. He was 26 by the way, she said, the same age as the oldest of our two grown children.
Traci:
It was quite humorous, really, to watch all the women in the office scramble for attention from Tyler, our new guy. He was incredibly handsome and well-built, and he knew it, too. He was also brash, and a shameless flirt. I enjoyed watching him chat up everybody else. Me, I was the unit's mom, having been there the longest, and at 50 I was old enough to be this kid's mother. For the most part, he kept his distance from me.
And then one day, we were assigned a project together. Actually, I was assigned the project. His job was to provide support.
At first, he played it real cool, being very solicitous, but around the second week he started to do to me what he does to all the other women: the small compliments about the clothes, pretending he was interested in some personal stories I was telling someone else, a few extra smiles my way, and then finally putting his hand on my forearm in a more familiar way then was probably professional. I didn't say anything at the time to him, figuring that it certainly wouldn't continue with me, plus, since I was wise to the game, it had no chance in hell of succeeding.
But I had to admire his pluck: instead of being rebuffed by my noncommittal, he seemed to intensify his efforts to get me to like him, both on a professional and personal level. And, after a while, I had to admit to myself that he wasn't such a bad kid, with several redeeming professional qualities, and again, his good looks certainly made it easy to look at him.
We began to work together on a couple more projects, and without my even realizing it, we had our own friendship thing go on, outside of the work friendship. We'd occasionally go out to lunch together, and when we all went out together for an after-work drink or two, Tyler was always at my table, if not at my side. And, truthfully, I enjoyed his presence.
A couple of the other long-time female staffers noted how chummy we had become. I agreed with them, not ashamed, because I noted to them that it was purely friendship; he was like one of my kids.
Tyler:
When I first came on board, I was incredibly impressed by the number of good-looking available women on the team. Traci didn't give me the time of day. But as I got my feet on the ground, I noticed that Traci was the cream of a very good crop. I'll admit I have a thing about older women, but Traci would be an attention-grabber in a roomful of women of all ages. She's just fucking beautiful, and while her body may have some time on it, it's damn good. Especially those big tits. I knew I wanted some of that, so little by little I was gaining Traci's friendship and, more importantly, her trust.
Henry:
Although I was tired of hearing the Tyler updates, I should have been concerned when they stopped altogether. It's almost like he fell into a black hole. A couple of times I even inquired about him, and Traci's response was something to the effect of "well, he's still around."
Traci is an absolutely beautiful woman. She looks at least 10 years younger than her 50.
She has the tits of a goddess, and the rest of her body is fairly hard from a lot of work at the gym. She's 5-9, doesn't slouch a bit to minimize her height. If anything, she's got just about the best posture you'll ever see on a fairly tall woman. I've always known I was incredibly lucky that this goddess fell in love with me.
When we were younger, I was always nervous that somebody would try to steal her away. But through the years, I've seen her deflect all kinds of unwanted male attention, and my trust for her -- as well as my love -- was complete. While I occasionally still got a little out of joint when I would hear of another guy sniffing around, it had never warranted a second look on my part.
We've raised two wonderful children, both now grown and out of the house. Our oldest, Chelsea, is 26, married, with the only grandchild we have so far, a gorgeous 2-year-old boy. Our youngest, Ellie, is 24, and got married just last year. We think between the two of them, we can have several grandchildren in a few years. Now, however, it looks like those future grandchildren will be visiting Grandma and Grandpa at different places.
Traci:
Tyler and I were working late on a Tuesday night on a project that had to be finished on Friday. I had told Henry that I was going to be late because of the project, maybe late for the whole week, but I didn't tell him that I was working on the project with Tyler. We had taken a short break for some delivery Thai food, and were just finishing picking up when it happened: Tyler leaned in and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. You know when something is wrong, but feels so good, you need more? Well, that's exactly what happened with me. At first, I backed up and looked at him, with alarm bells going off in my head, then I stepped forward and gave him a gentle kiss on the lips. We looked at each other for a few seconds, then I told him we needed to get back to work.
We worked until just before 9, when I told him we should wrap it up.
"How about we go to Zeno's for a quick drink?" he suggested.
That was all it took. I knew better, but I still said yes.
We drove our own cars over to Zeno's, which was about five minutes away from the office. Zeno's is an upscale bar and grill, and we took a table toward the back after I first looked around to make sure I didn't recognize anybody, except for the waitress, Marie, and the bartender, Jack. The work crew occasionally stopped here, so we both had gotten to know some of the staff.
We sat at spots one and two at the table, rather than across from each other, and I honestly can't remember what we talked about in hushed tones. He was sitting to my left, and reached for my left hand with his right. When I put my hand in his, he stopped for just a moment to look at my wedding rings, but then he curled my hand into his, leaned over to me and gave me another of those soft kisses. It was almost as if we were high school kids out on our first date. It had been a lifetime ago for me since I dated at all, and I had forgotten about those little butterflies you get in your stomach on a first date. I was tingling inside, wondering where this was going to go.
Two drinks in, I glanced at my watch and noticed it was 10:15. I needed to get home to Henry, although that's not how I phrased it to Tyler. We kissed again, he helped me into my jacket and I left.
Tyler:
That was amazing. Now my worry was how she would react to our "date" tomorrow. Depending on how guilty she felt, tonight might have been a one-off. I was hoping that my taking it slow would pay dividends, as she would see that I wanted more than just a one-night stand.
Henry:
Traci walked in at about 10:45, and I noticed she had alcohol on her breath when she pecked me on the lips. I didn't say anything right then, figuring I would let her explain how a tough night at work turned into drinks.
Traci:
"Whew, that was a long day, Henry," I said as I hung up my jacket. "The crew and I hit Zeno's for a quick one on the way home, trying to blow some of the dust off of ourselves."
Henry knew that we occasionally stopped at Zeno's, so it was easy to sort of tell him the truth. I was impressed with myself for not feeling bad for stopping at all. It's not like he's never been out late before, I told myself.
We made some small talk for about 10 minutes, then I read today's mail and told Henry I was ready to turn in because I had another busy day tomorrow. We got into bed, turned off the lights, and I turned away from him and pretended to go to sleep fast. But I didn't sleep. I lay there thinking about Tyler, and what had happened tonight.
Henry is a good man; no, a great man. At 50, he still looks good and is fit and trim. He is a good lover, although not quite as good as he used to be, but he can still get me for several orgasms with his incredible fingers and magic tongue. He is a wonderful provider, being an engineer with a good salary and benefits, and as a father to our children, he is the best. He always helped me with the kids when they were little, and he wound up coaching them in several sports. His good salary allowed me to be a stay-at-home mom for a few years while the kids were little, although my restlessness led me back to returning to the workforce.
So with all that Henry's got going for him, why was I lying in our bed thinking about Tyler? Maybe it was the adventure of something new, maybe it was the thrill of a strange man finding me attractive. I know it's wrong.
I was pretty cool to Tyler when we first got into the office in the morning, and I could see his brain working overtime trying to figure out if it was over before it started. After lying in bed thinking about it for half the night, I was pretty sure I was going to end it in the morning.
We each had our jobs to do during the morning, and I was able to forget about Tyler and get on with working, when about halfway through the morning, Tyler poked his head into my office and said "Lunch?" with this totally little-boy, hopeful look on his face.
I smiled at his youthful exuberance. "Sure, but how about someplace like McDonald's?"
"Whatever you want, Mom," he said, calling me the nickname I had picked up around the office. He walked off with a swagger in his step, and I thought to myself how easy it must be to be a man.
Lunch was good. We were both more relaxed than we were this morning. Neither one of us felt any pressure. We were just two friends eating Quarter Pounders and fries.
After lunch we went back to working on our project, and the afternoon turned into the early evening. Everyone else had left two hours earlier when I finally felt like we were close enough to stop for the night. It was 7:15, and Tyler had been a perfect gentleman. And that's where we should have left it.
At this point in mine and Henry's lives, we had been having sex twice a week, usually on Wednesday and Saturday, so when I got home I was ready for some action. I could tell by the look on Henry's face that he was glad I was home early enough tonight, and after I got some food and a couple of glasses of wine in me, we retired to the bedroom for about an hour's worth of screaming orgasms on my part. It's like Henry knew there was a challenger around, and he absolutely did his best with his hands and mouth to blow the top of my head off. Then we did our usual cuddle routine, where we just lie there in each other's arms until we come down far enough to get out of bed and clean up.
Tyler who?
Henry:
I absolutely love our Wednesday and Saturday sex routine, although the sex on those days is hardly ever routine. Quite simply, my goal on those nights is to someday make Traci pass out from the pleasure. I'm working on it, and by the screams I'm able to get, I don't think Traci minds one bit.
Traci:
We had another late night in the office on Thursday, but when we were done, the project was finished. That called for a celebration, and we headed over to Zeno's.
As his boss, I bought for most of the night. We started out in party mode, laughing and joking, but after about an hour and three drinks in, we were practically joined at the hip and both of his hands were on my body; his left arm draped around my waist and his right hand resting about halfway up my right thigh, about two inches below where my skirt had ridden up to. We had gone from perhaps being a little loud to being much quieter, with light kisses on the lips being thrown in as well. We stayed like this for about another hour, when Tyler suggested we go over to his place. I was smitten like a teenage girl, and didn't even hesitate.
Two hours and six hard orgasms later, I knew I had to go home. We had made love three different times, and Tyler had come once in my mouth and twice in my pussy. He had a wonderful dick, about seven inches long and fairly thick, and he knew how to use it well. Tyler was about an inch longer and about half again wider than Henry, and his dick reached places in my pussy that Henry had never touched. It was wonderful. And it's been years since Henry could go twice in a short time, and here this kid had three. I was wetter than I have been for years.
And, except for when I was comparing Tyler's dick to Henry's dick, I hadn't given a thought to my husband all night. But this was magical. I most certainly would have stayed the night if I hadn't been married. Tyler, in fact, asked me to do just that, although I think he knew what my answer had to be. But like they say, you'll never know if you don't ask.
I was still feeling a little overwhelmed and unsteady on my feet when he walked me to his door and gave me a big, deep kiss before I walked off to my car. I knew I had 15 minutes to get my act together before I walked in to my own house and had to face my unsuspecting husband.
Tyler:
Wow!!!!! That woman is a goddess! She was as wet as any woman I've ever fucked before, and that body was just delicious. I've got to get more of this. I hope her husband realizes what a lucky man he is.
Henry:
For the second time in a week Traci walked in after 11 after having drinks with the gang at Zeno's after wrapping up a big project they have been working on, or so she says. I've never questioned her before, but I'm not stupid either. I was pretty sure she was avoiding looking me directly in the face, and her usual perfume smell seemed to be mixed with something else, like maybe the after shave of someone she may have been dancing close with. And she never did give me any kind of hello kiss, something that has never happened before in our 28 years of marriage.
Traci:
I should have known that Henry would wait up for me, but I wasn't necessarily thinking straight at that point and was a bit flustered when I walked in the door and he was sitting in the family room. I knew I looked a little disheveled and my breath probably smelled like bourbon and cum, so I knew I couldn't get too close to Henry and had better come up with a quick explanation.
So I first excused myself to the bathroom because "my back teeth were floating," then once in there I straightened up a little bit and rinsed out my mouth. Then when I came out and went into the family room, I made sure to keep my distance while I told Henry about finishing up the project with a big, triumphant flourish. He seemed very happy for me, and we went upstairs and went to bed.
When I saw Tyler on Friday morning, I'm not sure which one of us had a bigger grin, but we both had to remember to keep our professional faces on. Inside, however, I felt like a 16-year-old with a new crush, and I had to resist the temptation to run up to him and plant a big kiss on those adorable lips.
We barely had time to talk during the day, and never alone, but before the day ended I called him in my office for a one-minute meeting, at which time I told him I would text him tomorrow morning. He smiled and ducked back outside.
Saturday morning was gym time, and then I did the grocery shopping before heading home. Henry usually worked in the yard or did a small home repair, so we barely saw each other until early afternoon. It was the perfect time for a little Tyler time. I could get my exercise with Tyler instead of Anytime Fitness, and no one would be the wiser. I texted him at about 9 and said I could meet him until about noon. He texted back that he couldn't wait.
Fifteen minutes later I was in Tyler's arms; five minutes after that I was in his bed. We made love three times again, with him again cumming twice in my pussy and once in my mouth. I came at least four times that I am aware of; it's tough to keep track when your head feels like it's going to explode while you orgasm. We didn't talk much for the whole time I was there, preferring to let our bodies do the communicating. And that boy can communicate!
Tyler:
We hardly talked on Friday, but Traci told me she'd text me on Saturday, and she was as good as her word. I got more than two hours of goddess time. And she looks freaking fantastic bouncing on my dick cowboy, with her big boobs bouncing up and down like in a porno.
Traci:
I rushed through the grocery store so I got home only about 30 minutes later than usual. Henry heard my car pull up and came out to bring in the groceries for me. My looking disheveled this time would have looked exactly like a good workout at the gym. I just had to keep Henry far enough away so he couldn't tell that my scent came from Tyler and not the elliptical. Then I made my way upstairs for my post-workout shower, and everything was good again.
Henry:
Traci was practically humming when she came downstairs after her shower. She looked radiant. I promised myself that I would work harder than usual tonight in bed.
After a great meal at one of our favorite eateries, Traci and I hit a movie. When we got home it was playtime, and she seemed to me to be really up for it.
Traci:
I supposed I should have felt guilty having sex with Henry at night after having sex with Tyler in the morning, but actually, the very thought had me primed and ready to give Henry everything I had. Besides, I took a shower after Tyler and I had made love, and since it had been more than 10 hours since I had sex, I figured my pussy would have tightened back up. Years of working out and doing kegel exercises certainly had to count for something.
If anything, Henry probably benefited from my tryst with Tyler this morning, because my hormones were working overtime and I was lubricating like mad when we got upstairs. I gave him one hell of a ride after he gave me one hell of a tongue-lashing -- literally. It might have been the best night of sex we've had in months, maybe in years.
Henry:
Wow!
Traci:
Tyler and I went out to lunch together on Tuesday afternoon to discuss what had been happening and how we were going to continue it into the future. Not only did I have to be careful with Henry, but I felt we were getting a little too chummy in the office, and that wouldn't have been good for either one of us. I know Sheryl -- my right hand in the office -- in particular had figured something was happening, so we had to be more discreet.



The kid was smart; he understood completely, especially as long as we were continuing to have our fun. We worked out a schedule of sorts: we would alternate "working late" two hours one day a week, going from Tuesday to Thursday and then back again, and I would continue to "work out" at Tyler's on Saturday mornings.
Things were better than good. Tyler and I were lighting it up twice a week and Henry and I were lighting it up twice a week. In fact Henry and I continued to have the best sex we've had in years; I'm guessing because I was so turned on all the time from both him and Tyler.
And Tyler and I even got together for a couple of weekends away, courtesy of our company, which sent the two of us to Florida and once to North Carolina. We were technically booked into two rooms, but only one got used on both weekends, and except for when we were in meetings, the two of us fucked non-stop for the entire time. I have to admit I was little sore when I got home from both trips, although I certainly couldn't tell that to Henry.
Henry:
While I wasn't happy with Traci being gone for a couple of weekends, I understood that sometimes you've got to take one for the team, and she needed to do this for her job. She seemed just a little worn out and a little stiff after she got back from both trips, but I attributed that to her not being a kid anymore. But the Monday night after she got back from North Carolina, we were lying in bed for about 15 minutes when my horniness overcame me and I started to gently rub Traci's pussy. I didn't realize she had dozed off that quickly, and she just kind of mumbled at me as she moved away, "Give it a rest, Tyler."
Wait -- what!!!
Tyler? I didn't have to ask to whom she was referring, but as I got up on my elbow to respond, I noticed she was back to sleep. The woman who was the center of my world, my wife of 28 years, had just called me somebody else's name -- clear as a fucking bell.
The rest of the week was a blur. We didn't have our usual dynamite sex on Wednesday night because I begged off with a migraine. In truth, I couldn't face Traci until I could figure out what the fuck was going on.
For her part, I don't think she realized what she did. If she did, she was incredibly cool about it.
Traci:
Something was wrong with Henry when I got back from North Carolina. He seemed okay on Monday, but by Tuesday he was distant and uncommunicative. He didn't even want to make love on Wednesday, and our Saturday session was just perfunctory at best. Fortunately for me, Tyler was still very much on his game, but this thing with Henry had me concerned.
Henry:
I was in a private investigator's office the day after Traci's "Tyler" comment. Fortunately I make a lot of money, because I contracted him for two weeks of almost round-the-clock surveillance. I knew immediately in my heart that she was cheating on me, but I don't go off half-cocked on anything. We engineers double-check all the math, all the time.
Two weeks later, I had more than enough proof. I had hundreds of photos, some video (I didn't ask my guy how he got that), and audio. She was fucking this guy every way from Sunday. Me, I had barely touched her in the last two weeks, and I think she might have figured out why.
Then again, maybe she hadn't figured it out. While we went into a sexual holding pattern, she and her boy-toy made up for it by increasing their time together. She started going to the gym on Monday night for a spin class, she said. I didn't need the PI for this one. I followed her to Tyler's the very first night. Wow. She must think I'm fucking stupid, along with being incredibly trusting. I'll plead guilty to the latter, but not the former.
Traci:
I suppose I should be more worried about Henry and this funk he's in. Maybe there really is something wrong with him. As far as the missing sex, I've filled in with more Tyler. I'm now taking a "spin class" at the gym. Tyler didn't even hesitate when I told him we could have more time together.
Tyler:
Three days a week with my goddess is amazing, although she does kind of cramp the time I have for dating. But that's mostly on Saturday nights anyway, and if I don't have a babe lined up already, I don't seem to have any problem finding one at a bar to bring home. Don't get me wrong, Traci's an amazing fuck, but I still like to spend time with girls who know who Beyonce is.
I haven't said a thing about this to Traci; I'm not crazy. Plus, I think she's really falling for me, in sort of a 16-year-old girl way. I get several texts from her throughout the week telling me she misses me. She's even sent over a shot of herself topless in a dressing room at Macy's. Said she couldn't find anything sexy to wear, she maybe she'd just have to go with what God gave her. I almost creamed myself, it was that hot.
We set up a getaway weekend for a few weeks from now. Traci told her old man we had a meeting in New York City from Friday until Sunday. Bet I can get her to do the topless thing for me in a dressing room in a store in New York.
Traci:
Henry didn't even protest when I told him I had to go to New York City for three days in a couple of weeks. He almost seemed relieved. That was odd. I'm definitely going to make him see a doctor when I get back.
Henry:
I have to admit I was kind of relieved when Traci told me she had to go to NYC for a long weekend. It had gotten very difficult to ignore her requests for sex, although those have lessened now that she's seeing Tyler three times a week. I am making a real effort to stay away from her while my lawyer is working on divorce details. I suppose I shouldn't give a shit anymore and just use her body like the slut she is, but I'm not wired that way.
Traci:
The weekend in New York City was magical. We stayed in a great hotel, ate at a couple of nice restaurants, took in a show and made love six different times, including once in a dressing room in a crowded women's shop. Henry and I never did anything like that ever. And I bought a skirt that was so short that any time I climbed steps or sat down everyone could see my panties. Tyler absolutely loved it, and so did a photographer at a little coffee shop who just spotted my pantied crotch, turned and took several shots. I really felt slutty just then, but Tyler said I was beautiful and fun. In fact, several times throughout the rest of that day, I felt his hand under my skirt caressing my ass or wet pussy.
About the only time I didn't enjoy the day was when I was in a ladies' room at the restaurant we went to that night. I was in a stall when two women walked in and set up shop by the far part of the large mirror to attend to their make-up. They weren't being very quiet when the conversation apparently got around to me.
"Wow, did you see that hot guy with that woman old enough to be his mother, the one who's showing everyone in here that she's wearing thin white panties over her very wet pussy. You know why she's dressed like that, but you'd think a guy that hot wouldn't have to go out with a MILF, maybe even a GILF."
They both chuckled at that before the second one spoke up.
"Did you see the tits on that woman? Absolutely freaking huge, and she was braless as hell. They were swaying side to side every time she moved. I practically wanted to go over there and play with them myself. I'm guessing he got her over at Gangbang Grannies."
Although I was finished in the stall, I was too embarrassed to come out and face the pair. Too embarrassed and too excited. While they were talking me down, I was getting more excited and wet by the minute. They finally finished with their make-up and left, and I got out of the stall and cleaned my hands; all the while my knees were shaking with excitement. I was flushed and shaking when I got back to our table, and I grabbed Tyler's hand, stuck it under my skirt and rubbed my wet pussy through my wet panties. We finished what was left of our meal and headed back to the hotel. I let Tyler do me in all three holes that night, and had an assortment of screaming orgasms.
Henry:
I knew the trip probably wasn't really for work, and I knew Tyler would be going along, so at the last minute I decided to send my investigator down to New York for a nice weekend on me. And I was right, of course, the weekend had nothing to do with work. And my guy came back with a bunch more shots, including one where it just looked like Traci posed for him in this very short skirt with her legs open and her wet panties showing to the world. Said he was a photographer, took the shots and then scurried off.
When she got back she seemed tired and distracted. Those three-day sex marathons sure can take a lot out of a person, I've been told.
While all of this was going on and my life was falling apart, I still kept up appearances by continuing to do my usual things, and Traci, for the most part, kept up her appearances as well. Which meant that for the last several weeks we have both been preparing for a pair of summer backyard barbecues that we host every year, one for her office co-workers and one for mine. We've been doing it for about 10 years now, and it's always a highlight of summer. First we host about 10 people from her team and their guests -- including her immediate boss, and than two weeks later we host about 10 people from my engineering section at the plant and their guests.
The party starts at 4 and usually runs until midnight, with people drifting back and forth between the house and back yard. We have the usual set-up of lawn games, plenty to drink and more than enough steaks, chops, burgers and hot dogs for everyone. I actually hire a small catering firm for the day to bartend and grill, so I can play congenial host and not miss a minute of my own party. I rent a 94-inch big screen and have it set up under the awning on our patio, with a baseball game usually playing for background.
There is an old saying that says something like "Chance favors the well-prepared." Well, I'm here to tell you that sometimes chance is just that: chance. And I couldn't have gotten luckier on party day if I had planned it. Guests started showing up at 4, and at 4:15 Tyler shows up -- with a date! A good-looking young thing with red hair, big tits, and legs all the way up to the plumbing. And she's hanging on his arm, as if she's done this on a regular basis.
As soon as I spotted the two of them, I turned my head to see where Traci was. She was talking with several of her office co-workers at the far end of our back yard when she caught sight of Tyler and "the other woman." We've been married for 28 years, and I don't think I've ever seen more fire in her eyes than at that moment. "Holy shit, boy, what the fuck were you thinking?" came immediately to my mind. Apparently dickhead thought that the invitation to bring a guest included him.
Traci and I weren't the only ones surprised by Tyler bringing a date. I noticed several of the other women looking somewhat taken aback, and I observed several tongues wagging. Seems that several co-workers either knew about the affair or surmised it.
Tyler:
Well of course I was bringing a date. The invitation said everyone got to, and I didn't want anyone to think I was a loser. Traci and I never discussed exclusivity, and I figured if she could have her husband, then I could have whomever I wanted, too.
Traci:
That little bastard! What the fuck was he thinking? I knew he had dated that tramp from time to time, but to bring her to my barbecue, and flaunt her in front of me! We'll see about that!
Henry:
I, along with several others, guardedly watched Traci as she moved among the guests. She eventually worked her way over to Tyler and his date, so I casually meandered over to where I could hear the conversation.
"Mom, this is Julie," Tyler said by way of introduction. "Julie, this is Mom. Everyone calls her that because she's been at our office of Geiger the longest and she takes care of everyone."
"Nice to meet you, and thank you for having us," Julie said. "And thanks for taking care of my Tyler, too."
I didn't see any smoke coming out of Traci ears, but I was looking for it. To my mind, the girl seemed to hint that she knew something of Tyler's relationship with Traci, and the fact that she was clinging to Tyler and rubbing on him had to set Traci on edge. If this would have happened anywhere but at our home in front of all these people, I think Traci would've bitch-slapped the girl into next week.
"Great to finally meet you," was all Traci said, but as she turned away from the pair she shot Tyler a death glare. I'd seen that look several times in my 28 years as her husband, and if he was smart, he would have left right then.
But he wasn't smart, and the barbecue continued on with he and Julie mixing in with everybody else, until I looked up at about 5:30 and noticed both he and my wife were missing. I took a quick tour around the yard and found Julie talking to several of the other young women in attendance, but no Tyler and no Traci. I quickly breezed through the family room, living room, and dining room as well, and when I didn't see either one I knew they went upstairs.
About a hundred years ago when the kids were small, I installed surveillance cameras all over the house so Traci and I could monitor them even if were weren't in the same room with them. Even though the kids weren't little anymore when Wi-Fi came in, I still switched the cameras over, just because I could, but we hadn't used those cameras in years. They should have still been active, however, and I decided this was as good a time as any to test my theory. I grabbed my phone and hit the app for the cameras, trying the master bedroom first. I didn't think she'd actually be stupid enough to take him to our room, but then again I didn't think she'd be stupid enough to head upstairs with him at all. Jealousy, that green-eyed monster, had made her incredibly careless.
There was no one in the master bedroom, so I next tried my older daughter's room. That was empty, too, but I hit paydirt when I clicked into the younger daughter's room. Judging by the video, the pair appeared to be arguing. Two clicks later, I had the argument -- both video and audio -- up on the big screen.
"I can't believe you brought that slut to my house," Traci said to Tyler in a whispered yell. "I thought I told you to dump her, for god sakes. What do you need her for when you've got me?"
The kid looked totally flummoxed. I know from experience that Traci can do that to a person.
"But you've got Henry in addition to me. Why can't I have someone else, too?" he argued back, being sure to keep his voice down.
Regardless of them trying to be quiet, this was all being played out on the 94-inch big screen in front of everyone else at the barbecue, who had all crowded onto the patio to get a better look. It was like a train wreck that no one could turn away from.
They argued for another minute or so before the kid finally apologized, then he leaned in and gave Traci a soft peck on the lips. She gave him what I would describe as a wicked smile, then reached down the front of his pants and grabbed his cock. She kind of tilted her head like she was listening to hear if anyone was paying attention to them, then got down on her knees, unzipped his jeans and took his hard dick out of his pants. I heard several of the women watching sigh, then on the screen Traci stuffed his seven inches into her mouth. I heard soft crying from the patio, and realized it was Julie, who was standing in the middle of everyone. I felt bad for her, but not bad enough that I was going to stop the show.
Traci was in full bob motion a minute later, and within five minutes she had Tyler blowing his load down her throat. She impressively swallowed it all, and I heard several of the young men in attendance grunt appreciatively. "Way to go, Mom!" one young male voice said in admiration. Then it got dead silent, and everyone turned to look at me with a look of (pick one) shock, contempt, or pity.
About a minute later the "honored pair" showed up, looking very flush and very confused at everyone standing quietly on the patio. I quickly reset the playback and hit play, and the two of them arguing showed up on the screen.
"You didn't?!" Traci shrieked at me like a woman who had lost her mind.
"No, I didn't. You did," I quietly answered.
Like rats leaving a sinking ship, all the guests except Tyler and Julie left the back yard, some murmuring thanks on the way out, but most just trying to get out of the way of what they saw as a shitstorm brewing. Julie, for her part, still sat on the patio softly crying, while Traci and Tyler and I stood in a small triangle about five feet apart.
"H-h-how long have you known?" she stammered.
"I've known for about six months, but I'm sure you're going to tell me it's been going on for about a year. That's about as far back as I can figure, judging by the little signs that have become telltale now.
"But I don't think all of your co-workers and their partners knew until today. Judging by the reaction of some, I'm pretty sure most of your old guard at least suspected it, but I don't think any of the younger ones knew. And Tyler, he just became a celebrity."
The kid got a stupid look on his face before Traci hit him with a look of disapproval that would have melted steel.
"And Ben and his wife almost died from embarrassment. You probably didn't notice they were the first ones out the gate."
"Ah, shit," Traci hissed. "I've worked with that man for almost 20 years. Now he and his goody-two-shoes wife think I'm a total slut."
"Well, aren't you?" I asked snidely. "I've got a file full of photos and some video that says you are."
"Look, Henry, it's not what you think," she said. "It started out as just some innocent sex, and maybe we did get a little carried away, but there's nothing to it. I love you, and we can make this right."
"I don't love her, Henry. It was just sex, like she says," Tyler interjected. "I was just looking for some fun ..."
"Oh shut up, Tyler!" Julie yelled at him. "You told me it was just a few times; that you were going to 'ride her to a vice presidency.' Looks like she was riding you like a prize stallion!"
"Son, I think it's time you leave," I said to him angrily as I turned to face him directly. He put up his hands in a classic boxing pose. I stepped in with a hard right uppercut, hitting him on the bottom of his rib cage on the left side. Best shot of my life. I heard a rib crack and some small bones in my right hand did as well. He made a big "oomph" sound, and staggered back. He was done. He angrily motioned for Julie to follow him as he limped out of the back yard.
"Am I next?" Traci asked coolly.
She had no idea how much I wanted to pummel her right then, but I've never hit a woman before and hopefully I never will.
While the catering crew was cleaning up, we walked into the house together. I went over to my gun safe, undid the combo lock and pulled out the file my PI had put together. I tossed it on the kitchen table. She looked through the first few photos, then closed it back up.
"Just sex, huh? Maybe in the beginning, I might buy that. But for a year? I'd say you got carried away. And the sex weekends?"
She shifted uneasily on her feet.
Traci:
What the hell was I thinking? I just overreacted because Tyler brought that little tramp over to the house. God, I can't believe those cameras still worked. I had forgotten about them completely. Now the whole goddamn office thinks I'm Linda Lovelace, and I probably pushed Henry into a divorce considering I just slutted right here in the house.
He was really mad. That shot he took on Tyler was awfully hard.
I've got to speak to Ben and grovel big-time if I want to keep my job. One of us has to go -- me or Tyler -- and he might be a handsome kid and a good fuck, but my money is on me.



Looking back on it, though, the kid wasn't that great a fuck. Yeah, he was good, but how much of what I thought was great sex at the time was just the thrill of getting it outside from a good-looking kid? He was certainly no better than Henry, and, in fact, wasn't really as good because Henry always had that golden tongue, and Tyler could care less about my needs. When did I lose control of the situation?
"Henry, I can't apologize enough for my stupidity. I don't know what I was thinking. Can't we just talk about this? I'll go to counseling. Whatever you want."
Henry:
While the affair hurt me, what really hurt was when I figured out Traci was actually in love with the kid, and not me. I might have eventually forgiven her if it was just sex, but she actually fell in love with him. What the fuck!
"Why did you stop loving me?" I asked quietly. "I worshipped the ground you walked on, trusted you completely for 28 years, and this is how you repay me? You jump into bed with a handsome kid, and then don't even question it when we stopped our own lovemaking. What did I do wrong?"
Traci:
I quickly tried to remember the last time Henry and I made love, and I honestly couldn't. I was so wrapped up with my relationship with the kid I neglected Henry's needs completely.
"I can tell by your face that you don't have a clue," Henry said. "It was soon after I found out about you two. I couldn't bear it that I was making love to someone who was loving someone else."
Henry:
It's amazing what kind of leverage catching your wife with her lover's dick in her mouth gives you when you are talking divorce. Traci didn't even try to fight me. We split everything down the middle and each kept our own retirement and benefit packages. She didn't ask for any alimony, although I made better money than she did. The only thing she requested of me on the day that we signed papers in the lawyer's office was the answer to one simple question: how did I find out about the affair in the first place?
"You told me in a dream," I answered truthfully.
Epilogue:
Henry:
Just to make sure I wasn't jumping into anything strictly on a rebound basis, I didn't go out with anyone for six months after the divorce became official. I hadn't been on the dating scene for 29 years, so I have to admit it was hard at first. Apparently, however, there are a lot of women out there between the ages of 35 and 55 looking for a decent guy with a good income who's not a headcase, so my dance card filled up pretty quickly.
To tattle on myself, however, I dated Tyler's ex-girlfriend Julie four times. The little prick has good taste in women, judging by my ex-wife and Julie, and she was amazing in bed with her youthful vitality and flexibility. Four times was enough, however; I'm not looking to wind up in an emergency room because I've pulled a muscle trying to be a gymnast.
I knew she said yes to the first date strictly out of revenge, even though she and dickhead had split up right after the barbecue. But she said yes to the next three because the old man still has magic fingers and a magic tongue. Apparently Tyler thought sex was all about him, but I showed Julie that it really is a two-person dance, and she couldn't get enough.
I even got a call from a co-worker of Traci's, who was at the barbecue with a date after having been divorced years before. She said she had guessed that Traci was screwing around on me, and figured it was only a matter of time before I became available. That was too close for me, though, and I turned her down, but told her to keep my number in case she ever changes jobs.
Am I looking for a long-term relationship? I'm still figuring it out. I thought Traci and I were going to grow old together, but apparently she had other plans. It took a while, but for the most part I am over the biggest part of the hurt. Do I still love her? Yes, a part of me will always love her. You just can't unlove someone after almost 30 years.
I haven't seen her nor talked to her since the day we signed the papers in the lawyer's office. I'm good with that.
Traci:
Not only did I have to grovel to keep my job at Geiger, but I wound up having to have sex with Ben one whole weekend while his wife was out of town. He took a Viagra both Friday and Saturday, and we fucked for like two days straight. My pussy, ass, and jaw all got a big workout, and I'm pretty sure I limped around the office for a couple of days while Ben strutted around like a peacock. I felt like a cheap slut the whole weekend.
Not surprisingly, then, Tyler got the ax about two weeks after my sex weekend with Ben, something about his position being eliminated in an internal restructuring.
From the moment he limped out of the back yard, Tyler and I have not spoken another word. Although I was too smitten to notice it, Tyler and I really had nothing going for us except for sex. We never connected the way Henry and I did. I was just too wrapped up in my next orgasm to see what was right in front of my own eyes.
Henry. What can I say? I screwed up royally. There was no way he would ever take me back. And after the blowjob in the house, no way he really could. I just tried to fade from his life, although he'll never fade from mine.
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It had been a long nine months, but things were good now that I was on my way home to the United States and the loving arms of my wife of seven years, Traci.
My Marine special unit comprised of myself and three others had been deployed several times in the last few years, but this was the first time an assignment had taken us out of country for more than one month. I can't say what the unit is, or what our jobs are, because then I'd have to kill a lot of Literotica readers, but let's just say when they call us in, the shit has usually already hit the fan, and it's our job to fix things.
I have been with the Marines -- sort of -- for 12 years, joining them as an 18-year-old right out of high school. I apparently have some useful skills, and advanced quickly to my designation as team leader of our little special unit. In fact, the Marines liked my skills so much that when I tried to end my engagement after my four years were up, they made me an unbelievable offer to stay in on a part-time basis. They even paid for my five years of pharmacy school, and made sure that my current employer, a large national pharmacy chain, understands that there may be times when I need to take a few weeks of unpaid personal time.
The other three guys on my team got a very similar deal, so when we do get called out we all know we are working with the best. It can be an incredibly stressful way to live sometimes, but I am proud to say I am a patriot, and the guys on my team are closer than brothers. It's a bond forged in fire -- and mud, blood, guts, and booze.
Most of the time, though, I am a mild-mannered pharmacist in a small southeastern city. I make a nice living and with Traci being a school teacher, we have our share of nice toys in a nice-sized house in a good neighborhood. The only real negative to this idyllic life is the fact that my idiot in-laws live just an hour away, and Traci thinks that as family, we should share our lives with people that I think are, quite frankly, reprehensible bastards.
They always say that if you want to see what your wife will look like and be like in 20 years, take a good look at her mother. Well, if I believed that statement, there would have been no way in hell I would have married Traci. Not that her mother is bad looking -- she's pretty good for a 50-year-old, but she is a manipulative, fucking bitch -- and I think I'm probably being generous on that call.
She's not the smartest bulb in the pack, is on the prejudiced side, and smokes like a damn chimney. But somehow she just keeps getting her way, in large part due to my father-in-law being terrified at the thought of fighting with her, or, God forbid, getting the "Stare of Disapproval." Truthfully, by himself he's not a bad guy -- most little kids and animals like him -- but he needs to grow a big pair of balls. The guy could probably get away with killing her, because any court in the country would see it as justifiable homicide.
Then there are Traci's sister, my slut-in-law, I call her, and her half-wit brother.
Me, I grew up in your basic, average family -- husband, wife, son, daughter. My parents both died young, so it's been my sister and I alone for the past eight years. She lives on the East Coast with her husband, a good guy, but I don't get to see much of them.
And then there's Traci -- the light of my life. She's a 5-1 goddess with long blonde hair, big firm boobs, an ass to die for, and (big breath here) ... brains; at least when she's not around her family. Unfortunately, when she's around her family too long, she falls back into their stupidity, and it's all I can do to hustle her out of the house before her IQ falls to zero. We've discussed this many times, and while she knows she's doing it, she says she feels powerless to stop it.
I first met my goddess when I went to the University of Iowa College of Pharmacy in Iowa City, IA. After striking my deal with the Marines, I was a 22-year-old freshman, living off-campus in a small apartment. She and I both went for the same parking space in one of the lots near the campus, and being the gentleman I am, I backed off and let her have it. I parked about two rows further back, and when I got out of my car and started walking to the pharm building, she was waiting for me in the lot. We hit it off instantly, and in the three blocks before we got to where she was headed, I found out that she was a 21-year-old college junior majoring in education.
We set a date for that same day at 4 at a local coffee shop, and I spent two hours drinking coffee while she drank a latte of some sort and chattered on about everything. I was smitten.
She was pretty taken with me, too, because she moved in with me toward the end of the year and lived with me for her entire senior year. We were married soon after the school year ended, and she got a job teaching while I finished my degree.
I had told Traci about my deal with the Marines, as much as I could, and seeing as how her father was an Army veteran, she seemed to understand that there would be periods where I would have to go off on assignment.
Her parents made no secret of the fact that I wasn't their choice for Traci's husband. That honor belonged to Randy Phelps, Traci's longtime boyfriend before they broke up prior to her junior year at Iowa. They had been a couple for five years, and Randy was the son of the owner of the town funeral home, so by way of deduction from her parents, Randy was pretty much set for life, especially after his father sold him the business in the future.
I found this all out the first time I met her family, when we were still dating. We went home to her parent's house for the Fourth of July, and who should also be there but Randy. Of course. Traci's mom made it a point to tell me that Randy was practically family, and after the pair had been having sex for five years prior to the break-up, she were surprised there weren't any Randy grandchildren running around her home.
Traci blushed deeply at that comment. I kept my face a mask of neutrality, figuring it was said for my benefit, and I noticed Randy had a smug smirk on his face.
When we got a chance to be alone later, Traci apologized to me, both for her mother's remark and for the sex with Randy. I told her that what she did with Randy prior to meeting me was part of her past that I didn't need to know about, the way I had not brought up any information about my past liaisons. By the look on her face, she hadn't given any thought to my past at all, especially since I never mentioned anything about past girlfriends.
We spent four days with Traci's family, and Randy was there for three of them. He mother, Mona by the way, made sure to mention Randy and Traci's intimacy about a half-dozen more times.
"Did you tell your mother every time you had sex with the guy?" I asked her at one point when we were alone.
"I have never told my mother the first thing about my sex life," was her response, "But I'm betting Randy gave her chapter and verse."
++++++++++
I hadn't tried calling Traci before we landed back in the United States, because military flight arrival times were never consistent, but I pulled my cellphone out and hit her number as soon as we landed in New York. It went straight to voice mail, and while I was annoyed at that, I left her the message that I would be home in about four hours.
As each of my team members live in a different section of the country, it was time for us to be splitting up to get home to our loved ones. I gave each one of them a big bear hug and got one in return. It's awkward for guys to tell each other that they love one another, but each of us knew what was in the other's hearts.
When I landed in Nashville, I hit the rental car company for the two-hour car trip home. I then tried calling Traci again, but again the call went to voicemail. "What the fuck?" I thought to myself. I left a message again, this time saying I was heading to the house. Five minutes later, my phone rang. It was Traci. Maybe being gone nine months makes you forget things, like the sound of her happy to see you voice, because I could have sworn she sounded more stressed that happy.
"Philly," she said, calling me the nickname only she ever called me. "I'm here at Mom and Dad's taking a few days while the kids are out on spring break. Why don't you just drive on through and everyone can see you?"
I thought I heard what sounded like positive murmuring coming from behind Traci, so I said OK and mentally added another hour to my drive. I was not in the mood to see the rest of her damn family, and after nine months without, I was definitely leaking pre-cum over the thought of some celebratory sex, which would have to wait while we were at her parents.
When I pulled up at her parents, I had expected Traci to come running out of the house and throw herself at me. Instead, I got no one. I shook my head in disgust, and then noticed the other cars parked on the street: her brother's, her sister's, and Randy's. Son of a bitch!
I grabbed my gear and headed for the door. Just as I got to the porch, Traci's father Ralph opened the door, stepped out onto the porch and shook my hand. I then looked past him to see my darling Traci standing in the middle of the living room, looking beautiful in a blue satin robe that clung nicely to her big boobs and six-month pregnant belly.
"Aaaaarrrrgggghhhh!! What the fuck is this?" I screamed while walking through the door. Nobody answered me; everybody sort of faded from my vision except Traci. She sort of shriveled up while standing there as I marched right up to her and got within a foot of her face.
"What the fuck, you cheating whore?!"
I've never been more tempted to hit a woman in my life, but fortunately for Traci, my parents taught me better than that.
My brain was going a million miles an hour in 14 different directions. Despite the fact that I was an elite military operator, I wasn't trained for this: my wife being knocked up while I was away on deployment.
"And I bet we know whose bundle of joy this is," I screamed right in her face while pointing to her stomach, which protruded enough to keep me from getting even closer to her face.
I turned to where Randy was standing, smirking. The smirk left immediately and panic set in when I moved toward him. When I got to within two feet of him, he pulled a .22 out from behind his back and pointed it in my direction.
"I'll blow your fucking head off if you take one more step!" he yelled at me.
"Not with the safety still on, you pussy!" I yelled back at him as I backhanded the gun out of his shaking hands. "You ever pull a gun on me again, I'll shoot your dick off with it!"
I sat down on the sofa, buried my head in my hands and started to cry. This was a nightmare in so many ways that I never saw coming.
I don't know how long I sat there crying, but eventually Traci came over, sat down next to me and gave me a tentative hug. That brought me out of my reverie as I pulled back from her touch and looked at her like she was a leper. By the reaction I got back, she was both afraid and hurt.
I dried my tears on my sleeve, looked at her and asked in a voice that was much calmer than I was feeling inside, "How could you do this to me -- to us? Nothing in my life mattered more to me than you."
"Oh, please! You're going to tell us that you didn't have sex with any of the civilian contractors or locals for nine months. Were we born yesterday?" my mother-in-law blurted out. "Ralph was in the army. He knows. It's what you all do on long tours."
"Apparently not all of us, Mona," I replied back. "I didn't, and I know many others who didn't. Yes, I know many who do, as well, but in my case, no -- never."
I looked back to Traci. I had to admit, she looked beautiful with her big pregnant belly -- too bad for me that pregnant belly contained another man's child.
"I was lonely, I missed you, and yes, I got horny," Traci started, her eyes on the floor. "So on the weekends I started coming home, and when my mother kept telling me you were having sex over there, I figured I could have some sex, too, and doing it with Randy, it's not like I was trolling the bars looking for men."
"You already knew they had slept together for years before you came along; so it wasn't exactly a new thing," Mona interjected.
"So I would come home on the weekend and we would have sex here in the house in my old bedroom, or at his place," Traci continued. "And after a couple of months I got pregnant. Since neither you nor I believe in abortion, and we had been trying to have children, we could raise this child as ours, sort of like we'd be doing if we adopted a child. Randy even said he would let you adopt the baby after he's born."
"I'm sure he did," I responded, looking over to see the smirk back on Randy's face. It left as soon as he saw me looking at him.
"You let them have sex in her old bedroom?" I asked Ralph incredulously. "What kind of a father lets his married daughter cheat with another man under his roof? What kind of a fucking idiot are you?"
Ralph stammered, but couldn't find the words. His son, meanwhile, took exception to me calling his father a fucking idiot, and he jumped up from the chair he was sitting on and approached rapidly. When threatened, my training immediately kicked in, and I hit him square in the throat with a chop that left him on the floor gasping for air. I guess this conversation was over.
I got up, left the house, got into my car and began the trip back to my own house.
The ride home seemed shorter than usual because my mind was on a million things, and time passed quickly. The main thing running through my mind was Traci saying that she cheated because her mother was sure I did, and then she figured I would raise another man's child with her as my own just as if we had adopted an outside baby. That sounded so much like her mother I wanted to slap both of them.
Just before I got into town I called my two best friends, Bobby James and Willie Marsh, and asked them to meet me at Rosie's, our favorite watering hole. On the phone, they both sounded reluctant to come, but they both finally agreed. I knew why they were reluctant. I had charged both of them with looking out for Traci while I was gone, and they had failed miserably. They both knew this meeting was a reckoning.
I got over to Rosie's at 10, and found Bobby and Willie sitting in a booth as far to the back as you can get. They were already holding beers, but I ordered three at the bar and carried them back to the table with me. When I put the bottles down, I got a welcome home hug from both, although neither could look me in the eye. That didn't surprise me. Turns out, I had to wait just a few minutes more for what did.
I didn't waste any time getting right to it.
"What the fuck, guys, you two were supposed to have my back," I ripped into them while keeping my voice down.
"We did Phil, when she was in town, but she took off for her mother's place every Friday right after school was done, so we never saw her on the weekends at all," said Bobby, a lanky black guy who was three years younger than me but graduated with me from college. "Then when I stopped over at the house one weeknight, I noticed she was looking a little bigger in the belly, and I consulted with my boy Willie here."
Willie was a year younger than Bobby, a beefy white guy who graduated from Iowa State, but that didn't stand in our way from becoming friends, although he did have to take a lot of Cow College jokes. Bobby and I met him playing rec basketball at one of the high schools in the area, and the three of us have been close to inseparable since.
Willie nodded in agreement, and picked up the story.
"So I hit your house about two weeks later in the evening, and damn if Bobby wasn't telling the truth. She was knocked up but good, and we knew you weren't the damn daddy."
"So what the fuck? Nobody could write me, or leave me an email? Something? You just left me there with my dick in my hand?"
Both put their heads down at that. Bobby then finished the tale.
"We both went over to your house the next week and confronted her, said we were going to tell you what we knew, but she begged us not to, so we didn't. We figured it was too late for you to do anything anyway, seeing as how she was already pregnant and that far along.
"So because she begged you, you threw away all allegiance to me?" I asked incredulously.
"Well ... she was awfully persuasive, Phil," Bobby slowly answered.
The light bulb above my head went on at that point, and my jaw dropped open in disbelief.
"You mean you both fucked my knocked up, cheating whore of a wife rather than tell me she was a knocked up, cheating whore of a wife! God damn, boys! I hope she was worth it!"
My voice had risen in volume a bit, and probably the whole back end of the bar heard my exclamation. I heard several murmurs, and a quick look around told me that anybody at the bar who knew me, already knew Traci was pregnant and it wasn't mine ... couldn't possibly be mine. I'm a fucking cuckold laughingstock!
Bobby and Willie got up and walked quietly out of the bar at that point. I handed the waitress my car keys and had her write down my address on her pad so they could ship me home in a taxi at closing time. It was time for a lot more beer.
When the cabbie poured me in the front door to my house sometime after 2 a.m., Traci was already there. She greeted us at the door in the same blue satin robe she was wearing earlier at her parents, and through my haze I thought she looked like a pregnant goddess -- A CHEATING FUCKING SLUT OF A GODDESS! She started to take my arm, but I pulled away, turned to the cabbie and introduced her to him.
"John, my cabdriver hero," I slurred badly, "This is my cheating skank of a wife who's carrying another man's baby. Go ahead, John, you can laugh at me, too."
I then headed to the downstairs bathroom and blew major chunks.
I awoke sometime in the afternoon on the bathroom floor with a small nuclear war going on in my head. I slowly made my way into the kitchen, where there was a pot of coffee on the stove, and poured myself a mug. Traci was seated at the table reading the day's newspaper when I shuffled over to the counter, grabbed the aspirin bottle and sat down at the table with her. It could have been the effects of the hangover, but I'm pretty sure I saw smoke coming out of her ears. But since my offense wasn't near as bad as hers, I figured "fuck it."
So we sat there, she reading and me half-alive, for about 20 minutes before she finally said to me, "Don't you think you owe me an apology for last night with the cabdriver?"
I thought my head was going to split open at that moment.
"Don't you think you owe me an apology for that?" I sneered, pointing at her pregnant stomach.
"At least I don't go around calling you nasty names!" she screamed at me.
"You don't have to. All you have to do is walk around, and everyone gets the joke. I'm a cuckold. And you did it to me while I wasn't even in the country. So even a blind man can see that you cheated on me. And yet you seem awfully proud of yourself despite the fact that everyone knows you're a slut.
"So, unless I called you something nice last night, I wasn't calling you a name. I was describing you accurately.
"Oh, by the way, Bobby and Willie send their regards."
It wasn't even subtle -- Traci actually cringed.
"Did you think I wouldn't find out about that? How stupid are you?" I questioned. "Why do you think I came home in the shape I was in. It's not every day you find out your two best friends have slept with your wife -- your pregnant-with-somebody-else's-baby-wife.
"You knew what you did was wrong, and then you added to it by fucking my two best friends so I wouldn't find out about you being pregnant for a few months longer? Who's brilliant plan was that, your mother's?"



"Kinda," she said softly.
"You know, I always joked that you lost IQ points when you hung around your family too much, and everything you've said and done just proves me right. So now, what's the game plan from the genius? What do you really see happening with this relationship, other than the fastest divorce I can get from you?"
"Mom says you won't divorce me, because you love me too much, and since you cheated on me when you were deployed, it just makes us even ...
"Where does she keep getting this 'I cheated on you stuff,'" I interrupted.
"Well, Dad told her that all you military guys do it," she answered back confidently. "He even told her he did it."
"Well, missy, here's a news flash. Just because your father's an idiot and a lech doesn't make all of us cheaters. I will take a lie detector test to prove it, and then when I file for divorce on grounds of adultery I will get whatever I ask for."
Since I already had most of my stuff packed in my duffel, I grabbed a suitcase and packed enough civvies for a couple of weeks, plus grabbed off some personal stuff I didn't want to leave hanging around. I threw them in the back of a cab when it arrived, had the cab take me to my truck at Rosie's, and then found a cheap motel.
While I was packing and gathering stuff, Traci kept telling me she loved me, and we could get past this. At one point she started to cry, which tugged at my heart, but I went into mission mode and kept on going. I know you just can't stop loving somebody you cherished for so long on the spur of the moment, but her pregnant belly served as a blatant reminder of her infidelity, and every time I looked at her I could feel my love for her draining away.
She was on the phone to her parents, I think, when the cab arrived, and without so much as a look in her direction, I got my stuff into the cab and left.
The next day was Monday, so when I went into work the first thing I did after everybody welcomed me back was tell my boss my problem, and asked if he knew a good lawyer -- a good lawyer with a mean streak.
"Funny you should phrase it that way. I've got just the person for you," he said.
Turns out his niece was an attorney with a small firm in town, and one of her areas of concentration was divorce.
"She was the brattiest little kid you've ever seen growing up, and from what I can tell, she hasn't changed too much as an adult. She had to become a lawyer. She was too mean for any other job," he said.
He dug her card out of his Rolodex and handed it to me. I called her immediately, explained my circumstances, and was able to get an appointment for two days later, over lunch that I was buying, she noted.
I went in early Wednesday so I could take a long working lunch. At 1 p.m., I was in an upscale restaurant waiting on Lee Anne Lazarro, attorney at law. She showed up at 1:02, and I mean she showed up! This was a lawyer? She looked like a supermodel. I'm thinking she can't be any good if she looks like that, but five minutes into the conversation I found out she was as sharp mentally as she was in appearance.
I don't know exactly what she was expounding on, but I was lost in this girl's aesthetics when she literally snapped me back in line, putting her right hand within inches of my face and snapping her fingers twice.
"Listen, Ace, we're talking a major deal here for pretty good money. You might want to get your head out of the clouds -- or wherever it is you are," she commanded.
I have to admit I felt pretty stupid, acting like a 15-year-old on a first date. Here I was talking about a divorce from my wife while eyeballing another woman. She didn't let that go unnoticed either.
"What kind of man sits there eyeing his attorney while talking divorce, Ace? I've got to tell you I am not impressed. But since you came highly recommended by Uncle John, I'll give you the benefit of the doubt," she said.
"I'm sorry -- really sorry, but I haven't been with a woman in more than nine months, and I was expecting my wife ... this weekend ... and that didn't happen ... and I ..." I mumbled almost incoherently.
"So you really didn't cheat, did you, Ace?" she asked.
"No, I didn't. I'm married, and I take my vows seriously. Not everybody over there does, I get it, but I'm not one of those. Marriage is for better or worse, and not just for convenience," I replied.
"OK, then, Ace, how do you want to play this? You can be a nice guy and give her half of everything, or you can go for revenge and try to keep from her getting anything. And really, considering what she did to you, I'm thinking you're justified in playing hardball, and I'm just the jerk lawyer you need."
"Last week I loved Traci more than life," I started, "But I'm not some lovesick puppy who can't see the truth. She's broken my heart completely, and while I will probably love her some for the rest of my life, she's worn out most of my grace. I want to be a vindictive prick. Let her dickhead baby daddy and her family worry about her."
"I knew you had potential to be a fun client, Ace."
Not living in a no-fault divorce state, her cheating on me, especially while I was away on deployment, could cost her dearly in the divorce settlement, Lee Ann explained. I just had to be man enough not to give in when she turned on the waterworks. I told Lee Anne to go for it.
Two weeks later, she had a first draft for me. Based on Traci's infidelity, she was asking the court to give me a 75/25 split of the assets, no alimony, and definitely not child support. I was thrown off by the last piece, considering that I wasn't anywhere around when the baby was conceived and it couldn't possibly be mine. But Lee Anne pointed out that some of the more liberal judges sometimes still made the husband pay for the child, if in their little minds the husband may be precipitated the cheating. We weren't going to be nice here, and there was no way in hell I would ever agree to support this baby.
For her part, Traci kept blowing up my phone, leaving messages about how much she loved me and how we could make this work. In one of the messages, she said that she and Randy hadn't engaged in sex since she got the message I was coming home. That should show me something she said. Apparently, I wasn't smart enough to figure out what it was, and I never returned a call.
Two weeks later on a Friday night I'm having dinner at the bar at The Shoe, a quaint barbecue-type restaurant near my work, chatting off-handedly with a pair of female 20-somethings who were seated to my left, when Traci shows up on my right side, leans in real close and whispers, "Hello, lover."
I didn't see her come in, and as I was looking off to my left, I didn't notice her come up on my right, so I was a little surprised to hear her in my right ear. I backed up a bit on my stool and looked over at her, and as she had done so many times to me in the past, she completely took my breath away. Despite being now seven months pregnant, she was still a goddess in a short black free flowing dress that draped nicely across her obviously braless breasts and baby belly. I noticed the 20-somethings take a good look at her, and she immediately raised her left hand and flashed her rings. The two women turned away from me immediately and started talking quietly to each other, looking for all the world like schoolgirls who just got punished by their mothers.
"Excuse me, I don't recall us having a meeting set up, or a dinner for that matter," I said coolly.
"We don't, but I figured you could always spend some time with your wife," she replied. "After all, we are still married.
"Can you get us a table? I would prefer not having to try to sit on one of these bar stools."
I quickly found the hostess, and she had us sitting at a table within 10 minutes.
"So why are you stalking me; and by the way, you look gorgeous. Pregnancy agrees with you," I said once the waitress had taken Traci's order and we had moved my food over to the table from the bar.
"Well, thank you, sir," she said in mock ceremonial speech, but then got down to it.
"I'm here because you won't answer your goddamn phone when I call, or return a text. And we can't work this out if you keep running away from me."
"Traci, I couldn't be more serious if I were a heart attack. There's no way we can work this out. You not only cheated on my repeatedly behind my back, but you're carrying another man's baby. This child is an affirmation of your lack of respect for me, and I won't knowingly raise another man's child. And I could never ask a mother to choose between me and her child."
"My mother told me you'd let your pride get in the way of us getting back together ..."
"Don't bring up that bitch again unless you want to finish this meal by yourself," I interrupted. "She made no secret of the fact that she didn't like me nor what I stood for, and she made no secret of the fact that she wanted you to marry Randy. They all did. Well, now as soon as you're free, you can.
"What your mother so conveniently calls pride, I call self-respect. I come home from serving our country and you're pregnant by another man. I wasn't even in the country when you cuckolded me. For God sakes, Traci, you might as well have pissed on me in public. How could I look at myself in the mirror in the morning to shave?"
"But consider this, Phil. Let's say we get divorced, and later on down the road you meet a woman you want to marry, and she has children. If you loved her, you'd be raising another man's children then.
"So we're back to you and your pride."
It was a perverse way to look at it, but she did have a point.
The yammering went on for the whole meal, but I figured we were done when I paid the check and we got up to leave. As we started into the parking lot, Traci looked at me with her best come-hither look and asked if we could go dancing, something we hadn't done in several years. I was flummoxed, but I told her we could, and I drove us over to The Cove, a restaurant/dance bar on the other side of town.
We got a small stand-up table at the side of the dance floor, then at Traci's urging we hit the dance floor. Her big, braless, preggie boobs bounced and swayed through the faster songs, and I found myself getting hard watching. Then when a ballad came on, she plastered herself to me, and I know she had to feel my erection pushed up strongly against her pregnant stomach. She kind of wiggled her belly around a few times to rub around a bit, then I felt her fingers caress my stiff dick right there on the dance floor.
"Do we need to do something about this?" she cooed in my ear.
By this point I could barely think straight. It had been 10 months since I had made love to her, and my right hand was a poor substitute.
"Why don't we go back to the house and I can show you what you've been missing," she said.
I was barely able to think, but I knew if I went back to our old house she was going to get her way and I was going to live with being a cuckold.
"No, my apartment's much closer," I mumbled.
She was naked and in my bed within minutes of us getting to my place. I admired her pregnant body for a few seconds before I started sucking my way down from her boobs to her pussy. Pregnancy had changed the way her pussy looked, I thought, and I noted she also had a slightly different aroma. Yes, I took a careful look to make sure it was the pregnancy, and not the leftovers from another man.
I ravaged her with my tongue for six screaming orgasms before I felt myself getting close, so I jumped in the saddle doggie style and started hammering. This was nothing but pure lustful fucking. There was no lovemaking here. And Traci loved it. I don't know how, but I hung on long enough for her to have two orgasms on my cock before I finally unloaded in what had to be the most prolific orgasm I've ever produced.
As we both came back to earth, Traci looked over at me with both lustful and loving eyes, a look I had seen, and cherished, hundreds of times in the past. I could tell the wheels were turning in her head.
"Do you feel better now? You've reclaimed your rightful spot as my lover?" she asked. "Now can we stop this divorce thing?"
"Actually I feel better because that's the first time in 10 months I've made love to a woman." I responded. "But now, have I reclaimed my rightful spot as your lover? No, I'm afraid you gave that spot to Randy. But since we are technically still married at this point, I had no qualms about taking his woman, sort of making him a cuckold. Under normal circumstances I would never go after another man's woman, but in this case I've made an exception. I just had sex with the woman who is pregnant with his child."
The lustful and loving look was gone, replaced by one of anger, then shame as she fully realized that while she tried to soothe me over with sex, I had instead just used her no different than a whore. We got dressed in silence, got back in my car and I drove her to where he car was parked in the restaurant parking lot. We didn't talk in the car on the short ride to the restaurant, and I could almost here steam leaking out of her ears. She got out of my car, gave me a sad look and thanked me for dinner. I was enough of a gentleman to thank her for the evening.
After what happened on Friday night, I didn't expect Traci to be showing up unannounced anywhere I was anymore. Her mother, however, was a different story, and two days later she showed up unannounced at my place of employment, with her big mouth running as usual. My boss called me immediately to the office and told me I had to talk to her right now -- at the coffee shop next door -- and to keep her as far away from him as possible. It was nice that somebody else got to see her good side, for a change.
I got her quieted down, out of the office, and took her to the Starbucks down the block. Once served and seated, she proceeded to read me the riot act about being a selfish bastard and breaking her daughter's heart.
"What do you care? You've never liked me nor respected me, so what difference does this make to you?" I asked.
"Because I'm getting blamed for this. Because you are apparently the one guy left in the world who can keep his dick in his pants. What did you do to her Friday night?"
"We had sex, but not like we used to have sex. She was Randy's whore, and I owned her. That simple. No loving, no cuddling, no kissing."
"So that's it, then," Mona said. "No second chance for the woman you professed to love for seven years."
"Second chance? Are you fucking kidding me," I said as my voice got louder and my face got redder, I'm sure. "This was no little one-time accident, 'oops, his dick accidently fell inside my pussy.' This was 'I'm horny, my husband's gone, so he won't mind me having sex with my ex-boyfriend every weekend, oops, I got knocked up sex.'
"How do you get a second chance from that, you dumb bitch?
"You are just feeling bad because you wanted it to happen, you helped it happen, and now she's blaming you. You can just go to hell, all of you.
"Now don't ever show up at my place of business again, because the next time that happens I'll slap a restraining order on you so fast your head will spin."
I got up and walked out of the Starbucks. Mona had to walk back to where she parked her car. If I would have been really smart, I would have taken her to the Starbucks across town.
Two weeks later, Traci was served. I didn't see it, didn't hear about, didn't care.
Her lawyer, an. old friend of her mother's, tried to negotiate for better terms, but my young shark said, "no dice," in legalese, of course. I will be looking that woman up for a date after the divorce goes through and I am no longer her client.
++++++++++
The divorce went through in three months. The court gave me everything I asked for. You can't screw a veteran like Traci did and not get beaten up by the courts in a state that still has at-fault divorce.
Traci had Randy's baby -- a girl -- about a month before the divorce was final, I heard from some mutual friends. I didn't send a gift. Then about three months after the kid was born, Traci married the dumb bastard, which I had figured on. After my shark had left her with little to live on, it was either marry Randy or move back in with her parents.
"No death," I said over my burner cellphone to my second-in-command from my Marine team.
Six weeks later, I was sitting in a biker bar on the other side of town from my apartment, staring into the heavy-lidded eyes of my former mother-in-law while she rose up and down on the lap of a friend of mine in a booth at the back of the bar. Chas is a big man, about 6-3, 240 pounds, and he was having little difficulty raising Mona up and down on his nine inches of manhood across the booth from me. She was starting to come around from the pharmaceutical creation I had slipped to her earlier in the evening when I met her at another bar, ostensibly to find out how Traci and the baby were doing. She was surprisingly cordial to me when we met, and she was still a little sweaty from the tennis match she had just finished with one of her friends. I purposely chose the timing of the meeting right after her weekly tennis game, so she would be wearing less clothing than usual to make it easier for me and Chas. She took the gin and tonic that I had ordered her and drank about half of it in one gulp.
It only took a few minutes for her to get trancelike with what I slipped her, and yet with my knowledge I was able to make sure that the drug would get through her system quickly so it would not be detected at a hospital. I led her by the arm to my car, sat her down and drove her over to the biker bar, where Chas, a former Marine buddy, was waiting with several of his crew. When we got to the back of the bar, I quickly and quietly removed Mona's tennis trunks and panties, and placed her on Chas' lap. Her tennis skirt barely covered her pussy, and Chas soon had three fingers in Mona's cunt. The bar was about half full at the time, but not too many people were sitting in the back, at least until Mona's first orgasm hit and she let out a fairly loud moan while she was shuddering. That encouraged several more people to move closer and take seats at adjoining booths.
Once Chas had Mona good and wet, he dropped his pants quietly and placed Mona on his hard cock, holding her by the waist with both hands. I sat directly across from the pair watching Mona riding on his pole, and as she regained full consciousness she started to make "ungh" sounds every time Chas pulled her down completely on his dick. Two noisy orgasms later she was completely sober, with many of the patrons gathered near the booth to watch Chas work.
Following her third orgasm, I could tell she had completely come to and was actively participating with Chas. I got her attention by holding her panties in front of her face, and when she realized who I was, she turned crimson, but nevertheless kept rocking and rolling on Chas' meat.
"It was very nice of you to entertain my friend, but before you go getting any ideas, there's at least six of us who heard you say yes to his sexual overture, making this a consensual liaison. Now as for anybody else having at you, that's completely up to you. If you say no after Chas, 'no means no.' Your choice."
Just then my burner cell rang. I put it to my ear, heard what I needed to hear, and put it back in my pocket.
"Well, I've got to run. Hope you all have a good evening. You're welcome, Chas."
Two days later a couple of sheriff's deputies from a few counties over showed up at my apartment saying they wanted to talk to me. I had a feeling I knew what the conversation was going to be about, but I couldn't let them know I knew.
"Where were you Friday night at about 8, Mr. Lance?" the younger of the two deputies asked.



"And you suspect me of doing what?" I asked in a somewhat defensive posture that seemed to make both officers sit up a little more confidently.
"Do you know a Randy Phelps?" the older of the pair asked next.
"By this point, you both know the answer to that question," I replied. "He's the piece of shit who cuckolded me with my ex-wife while I was deployed with the Marines out of the country. I believe they are now married and I know the child was born several months ago. So what's his problem with me? Does he want to find out if I've got a girlfriend so he can knock her up, too?"
Both deputies kind of smiled at that. I was glad I could be entertaining.
Mr. Phelps has had an accident, and he won't be knocking anybody up ever again," said the younger one. "Seems that he was coming out of a bar and getting into his car when he was carjacked by three guys working as a team, and in the ensuing scuffle Mr. Phelps' gun went off and he shot himself in the ... the groin, as it were. He lost his ... uh ... unit ... and almost bled to death before paramedics got there to save him."
"We know that you are part of some sort of special forces-type team in the Marines, so we need to know if you or anybody from your team was involved," said the older deputy. "It really does look more than just a little coincidental, don't you think? Now where did you say you were?"
"I was at the Red Rock for a good two hours, and before that I was at The Avon. I've got a bunch of witnesses, including my ex-mother-in-law, Mona Bingham. The bitch hates my guts, but I'm sure in this case she'll back me up."
"Well, we'll double-check to make sure, part of the job, you know, but when your own ex-mother-in-law backs you up, it looks like you're in the clear," said the older trooper.
I waited until they were long gone before I pulled a different burner phone out of my pocket and called Dean from my team. He picked up on the second ring and listened.
"Shot his dick off with his own .22, huh? Very nice touch. Thank you, Brother."
Two different sets of troopers came back to the house twice to see if they could catch me in a mistake, but that wasn't happening. They checked in with my boss and co-workers as well, but found nothing there either.
I ran into Chas a couple of weeks later at the bar. He was grinning from ear to ear.
"You ex-Mom-in-law was quite the woman, Phil. Did Derek and Scottie after me before she left, too."
I bought all the beer that night, obviously.
Life settled down into a nice routine for me after that. I waited about another three months, then I asked Lee Anne Lazarro out on a date, providing, of course, that she didn't call me Ace. She accepted, and on our sixth date we made passionate love for half the night. That was the first time I had actually made love to a woman -- not just had sex -- in more than a year, and Lee Anne showed me on that night that she was much more than a pretty face with a mean streak. Six months after that, we were engaged, and another six months down the road we were man and wife.
I left the Marines before the wedding. Part of it was because I didn't want to have to leave Lee Anne for any more deployments; part of it was paranoia of what would happen if I left Lee Anne for a deployment. While we were dating, she assured me that I could trust her completely during a deployment, because she had come from a broken home caused by cheating, and she felt every bit as strongly about fidelity as I did. I guess I wasn't willing to take any more chances on that happening. Burned once, twice shy.
And speaking of fidelity, apparently that wasn't a strong suit for Traci. About 18 months after her first child was born, she had another, and about another 18 months after that she had a third. Since it was no secret that Randy was a dickless wonder since soon after the first child was born -- thanks to all the news coverage of his carjacking -- he had to endure the whispering and laughter that comes when everyone knows your wife is slutting on you. Karma's a bitch, I suppose.
I was told she named the third child -- a boy -- Phil.
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Something more
I am a not only a very bad judge of character, but apparently I don't know a damn thing about love either.
I just watched my best friend from college drive away from my house with my wife, theoretically never to be seen by me again.
Things sure seemed a lot different 48 hours ago when this weekend started. Then I was worried that my wife, the love of my life for 20 years, wouldn't get along with my old college roommate, who was going to stay at the house for the weekend after visiting my city on a business trip. Larry could be a shithead on occasion, and my somewhat proper wife, Traci, didn't brook too much shit from people who thought a lot of themselves.
Traci was going at be at the house alone with Larry for about an hour until I got home Friday evening, and I could have seen a shitstorm brewing for the whole weekend if something went wrong in that hour. But I had warned Larry to be on his best behavior until I got home, then if he wanted to be a dickhead, at least I would be there to run interference.
Larry and I had roomed together for our last two years of college, and he was as close to me as a brother at that time of my life. But we had gotten jobs on opposite sides of the country, and as we had both gotten married and raised kids, we just hadn't ever visited, although he had stayed in touch by phone. When his business sent him here for a four-day conference, he called me and asked if we could get together. I didn't hesitate to invite him to stay for the weekend, even though I knew Traci probably wouldn't be too happy about it.
So when I walked in the door Friday evening, I was relieved to see Larry and Traci talking from the opposite ends of our sofa in the den. He was wearing sweats and a golf shirt and looking totally comfortable with a beer in his hand, and Traci looked like her usual beautiful self in a fairly tight pair of white shorts and a somewhat tight red stretch top that I like because it clung to her big tits. Traci is 45 but looks 35, with long blonde hair and beautiful blue eyes. She is somewhat of a gym rat and has the body to show for it. I am a lucky man, and from the look on Larry's face, I could tell that he could see it.
Traci looked a little red in the face when I entered the room and went over to Larry for a man hug. I then turned to her for my welcome-home kiss and hug, and for a brief second there I thought I picked up the same smell on her hair that I got from Larry when we hugged. I surely must have been mistaken, I thought to myself, because that much transfer couldn't come just from a hello, nice to meet you hug, if Traci even hugged Larry. Anyway, I went upstairs and changed into gym shorts and a T-shirt and then came downstairs and grabbed a beer from the fridge, plopping down in my La-Z-Boy across the room.
Larry and I continued to drink and kibitz while Traci fixed us a sumptuous meal. Not only is she a looker, my Traci, but truly a fabulous cook as well. Larry and I gorged ourselves at the table, then returned to the den to watch a movie. Traci rejoined us when she finished in the kitchen, again sitting at the other end of the sofa from Larry. We watched and talked through a movie on Netflix, and briefly discussed giving Larry a tour of our fair city tomorrow morning. At about 11, I got up and said I was tired, but told Traci she could stay and keep Larry company if she wanted, since she normally was more of a late-night person than me. I fully expected her to join me, however, seeing that she appeared to be no more than comfortable at best with Larry, so I was more than a little surprised when she said she'd sit up with Larry for a bit. At that point, my "Spider senses" started to tingle, but never in our 20 years of marriage had Traci ever given me even the slightest reason not to trust her completely.
I hit the bathroom and turned in, but instead of falling asleep almost immediately as I usually did when I went to bed by myself, something didn't feel quite right in my brain and I couldn't fall asleep. So 20 minutes later, just to reassure myself that I was being a paranoid idiot, I got up, put on my robe and headed for the den. Walking barefoot on the carpeted floor, I didn't intentionally try to sneak up on them, but I was moving silently, and I assumed they must have been watching TV, because I didn't hear any conversation going on. Just as I was about to enter the room, I noticed Traci wasn't sitting on the far end of the sofa anymore, from where she would have seen me. Instead, she was seated facing Larry on his end of the sofa, with her left hand on the very large bulge in his sweatpants. They were staring intently into one another's eyes, and she appeared to be stroking him through his sweats. I had forgotten that Larry's dick was about nine inches and thick, having seen it repeatedly since we were roommates for two years in college and often changed in our room in the dorm together. It wasn't something that mattered to me, and I had no reason to ever bring up the subject with Traci. Apparently, however, it now mattered very much to Traci.
For full disclosure here, I have an average-sized 6-inch dick, and at least until this very moment, Traci always seemed happy with it. She would usually get off once or twice on my cock while we had sex, which we still did two or three times a week.
At this point, Larry leaned over and kissed my wife passionately on the lips, and she didn't resist in the least. She also continued to stroke his big salami. I stood there watching, completely gobsmacked.
When they disengaged lips, Traci held up one finger to Larry, and got up. At this point, I made my way back to the bedroom and slid back into bed, pretending to be asleep. Traci opened the door, and at that point I thought that this horrible sequence of events was over, and she was coming to bed, but instead she padded into the room quietly and took a look at me to make sure I was asleep, then padded back out of the room. As I got up and listened through our bedroom door, I heard some quiet talking, then I heard the two of them walk in to the guest room, where Larry was staying. At that moment, my heart broke. I knew she was no longer mine; she was his. Twenty years - gone. Just like that.
I resisted the overwhelming urge to throw up right then and there. I also resisted the urge to run in to the guest room and shoot both of them, or kick the shit out of both of them. Yes, it would have felt good, but at that point it didn't fucking matter. The act itself, which I could have stopped, was not the point. What mattered was the fact that she agreed to the act, agreed to cheat on me, agreed to throw my love away, at least long enough to commit adultery, agreed to betray my trust. Sure, I could have stopped the act, at least for now, but I wasn't going to be able to watch her 24-7-365, and if she could break my trust with one, what difference would another be? Sure, she would cry and beg forgiveness and maybe even mean it right now, but a trust broken once is easier to break a second time ... and more.
As for Larry, I couldn't believe that he would do this to me, a guy who was practically a brother. Maybe that's why his first wife, Tiffany, divorced him 15 years ago, and why wife No. 2, Marguerite, also hit the trail. How could I not have seen that coming?
So instead of charging into the guest room, I picked up my phone and turned on my home security app, and watched the inevitable while the system recorded it for posterity. It didn't take long for Larry to have my wife naked, with her big tits in his hands. She took his sweats and underwear off and started jerking on that big stick, leaving his golf shirt on. A minute later she was on her knees, trying to fit as much of that python down her throat as she could. After what seemed like hours but was probably only a few minutes later, he lifted her off her knees, laid her down on the bed and started rubbing her clit with his hand, eliciting what looked like a moan on camera. She was already dripping wet, it appeared, and he then went for it, pushing his big dick in an inch at a time so she could get accustomed to his large size. She came violently on his monster at least twice that I could see, and I could hear her muffled cries of pleasure through two doors. Yes, I watched the whole show, about 15 minutes worth, until he pumped what must have been a gallon of semen inside Traci's pussy. Tears fell from my eyes the whole time as I just couldn't comprehend what I did to make this happen, other than offer a long-time friend my hospitality.
They lay in bed together for about 10 minutes, and I could see they were talking. Traci then got up and headed into the bathroom. I shut the security app, crawled back into bed and pretended to be asleep. She quietly crawled into bed on her side about five minutes later. I kept my back to her so she couldn't see my tear-streaked face, but I didn't fall asleep the entire night. Judging by her breathing, she went out like a light five minutes after she came to bed. I guess a good fucking will do that to you.
Traci got up at about 7, took some clothes out of her closet and quietly went into the bathroom. She didn't realize I was awake. I waited until I heard her leave the bathroom and head for the kitchen before I got up, put a robe on and headed in also. There I encountered she and Larry, both fully dressed and getting ready to head out somewhere. They both must have felt emboldened by last night's tryst.
"Are we going somewhere?" I asked innocently, even though I wasn't dressed to go anywhere.
"Uhhhmmm ... Larry and I are just headed over to Starbucks for a latte. We'll be back in a bit, OK?" Traci quickly answered before hustling Larry out the front door.
Actually, I was very good with them taking off, because I had work to do and figured I only had 90 minutes, two hours tops, assuming that they were going to stop somewhere and have sex. I quickly got dressed, jumped in my car and headed to our bank, where I immediately closed our joint checking and savings accounts and opened a new checking account in my name only. The savings account money I took in a cashier's check. I also closed the credit card we had at the bank and opened a new one in my name only. It helps to have some friends who have gotten divorced, because I knew exactly what to do. I also called my other credit card company and had our limit dropped to $1,000 over our current balance, just in case Traci needed to get something when she was out and about with Larry - something like an actual cup of coffee. She would be annoyed but not too suspicious if there was a problem with one card, as long as the other still worked.
I got back to the house in about an hour, and, as I figured, they still weren't back. They finally showed up about two hours after they left, both looking a little red in the face and somewhat breathless, like they had been taking a long, brisk walk on a spring morning. Yeah, right. I continued with my stupid act.
"What, you didn't bring anything back for me" I asked.
"Aahh ... what was I thinking?" Traci replied, trying to look apologetic.
Traci and I took Larry to our city zoo and our city art museum, then out to dinner at one of our better restaurants. Throughout the entire day they kept shooting each other looks when they thought I wasn't looking. I wasn't sure if I wanted to strangle both of them or laugh at them for thinking they were putting one over on me.
I again got up at 11 to go to bed, and as I figured, Traci again didn't make a move to come with me. I turned the app on and hit record while I lay in bed trying to keep my breathing regular. About 30 minutes later, Traci quietly entered the room and came around to my side to make sure I was asleep, then quietly left again when she was satisfied with my act. After she left, I got up and threw some shorts on, and waited quietly in the dark until I heard them start up their act. Then I quietly crept into the kitchen and found her purse.
Apparently, she and Larry didn't use all of their time out fucking this morning, because she must have hit a debit card machine and stopped someplace to get online and buy an airline ticket. I removed the five crisp $100 bills from the bank envelope, carefully replacing them with pieces of newspaper so it would feel full, and replaced both the envelope and the e-ticket back in her purse. The lousy bitch, I ranted to myself as I crawled back into bed: not only was she cheating on me, but apparently she was going to run away with him after just two days. After 20 years, I must really suck at this husband thing.
Traci and Larry took their darned sweet time on this go-round. It sounded like they actually did the deed twice, with a small break in between. I didn't watch this time around; didn't need to, although I did record it. She quietly crawled into bed about 2, went back-to-back with me and fell asleep again within five minutes. Again, I lay awake the entire night.
About 8 I heard Larry in the bathroom. When he was done, I heard him stop briefly in the kitchen, then I heard him leave the house; I'm guessing he was going to wait in his rental car. Traci got up just a little after he left, quietly gathered some clothes in her arms, reached into the closet for a suitcase and went into the bathroom. That was my cue to get my shorts on and wait by the front door.
Traci was lightly made up and dressed casually in jeans and a top as she left the bathroom, and judging by the way she was carrying the suitcase it was already packed. She didn't see me sitting in a living room chair about 10 feet off to the side of the door, and was about to reach for the handle when I quietly but firmly spoke up.
"You mean after 20 years I don't even merit a simple good bye; not even a 'fuck you, bastard'; nothing."
At least I had startled her, and she literally jumped back from the door.
"Bob... I ... I ... You know?"
"Obviously."
It took every ounce of willpower to keep my calm exterior. I had the upper hand in this little scene, and I was going to wring every bit out of it.
"Really, Traci? Twenty years and this is how you end us?"
"I love you, Bob, I really do, but you wouldn't understand, so I was just trying to make it easier on you," she stammered.
"Well how goddamned considerate of you, Babe," I said evenly.
She started to say something, stuttered, stopped, tried something else, stuttered some more, and just wound up sounding like Porky Pig.
"Enough. Time for you to go. Lover Boy will be very nervous right about now," I said.
Traci looked shocked. She hadn't considered this scenario, apparently.
"You're not even going to ask me to stay?" she muttered.
"Nope. It's pretty obvious to me you don't love me, so why would I want you to stay? If I'm lucky you'll get run over by a bus in LA."
She did the Porky Pig thing again. I pointed to the door. She left.
I heard Larry's rental car leave the driveway. I was feeling pretty good about the confusion I had sewn in Traci's mind, and the deficit I put in her wallet. Didn't feel guilty one bit. Fuck her.
Twenty minutes later I headed to the hardware story to buy three new door locksets and a new remote for the garage door. After installing everything and making sure it worked, I sat down in my La-Z-Boy to make the toughest phone call of my life: I had to tell our 18-year-old daughter that her mother cheated on me and left.
Layla is a beautiful child - the absolute spitting image of her mother, in fact. She came along two years after Traci and I were married. We tried to have more after her, but for whatever reason it was not to be, so at our 10-year anniversary mark, Traci had her tubes tied. That at least meant no more condoms for me or birth control pills for her, and we were both a lot happier about that - or so I thought until Friday, that is.
When I called Layla it was barely 9 on a Sunday morning, so she knew something was up. She asked, I answered affirmatively.
"Pumpkin, your mom walked out on me a little bit ago. She spent two days screwing my old college roommate, then she left with him about an hour ago. I just thought that you should know from me first ..."
"What!!???!!" she shrieked. "You let Mom fuck your college roommate; then you let her leave with the guy!!??"
"No, that's not what I said. I didn't let her have sex with Larry. She did it on her own, after I went to bed, but I caught them ..."
"So you beat the shit out of both of them!?" she yelled back at me.
At this point I spoke very slowly and deliberately. Layla was not exactly lucid at this point.
"No, Baby, when I found out about it, I just them continue. The fact that your mother wanted to at all meant that I already lost her. Neither one of them knew I knew at that point. The leaving, however, was something they came up with on their own. But I found out about that, and your mother and I had an interesting conversation before she left.
"Pumpkin, I don't want to put you in the middle of this. I want you to continue to love your mother. You don't have to like what she's done, just so you and I are good."
"Well, I think she's a whore, Dad. And you don't have to put up with shit like that. Didn't you just want to punch your friend's lights out?"
"Everybody will get theirs, Baby, in due time."
After I hung up from Layla, I called over to Traci's parents. Up until this minute I have always gotten along great with them, but I figured that was about to end. But at least I wanted them to have my version, because who knows what Traci was going to tell them.
As I figured, Traci's folks didn't take the news well. After all, she is their daughter. But when they started flipping me shit, I went for the mother of all kill shots: I emailed them a screen grab from the first night tryst, a photo of their precious daughter with about half of Larry's big dick in her mouth. Since I didn't get a response back, I had to figure the conversation and our relationship was over.
Monday I got a hold of an attorney recommended by a divorced friend. His attorney got the shit kicked out of him by his ex-wife's attorney, so that's who he recommended to me when I called Sunday for his opinion. Thanks to the generosity of my boss, I was able to meet Janna Wilhelm on Thursday of that week, and my impression of her was that I wouldn't want to cross her.
I live in an at-fault divorce state, so I was able to ask for the moon when I filed for divorce on the grounds of infidelity. And my shark was more than up to the challenge. I wound up with the house and 75 percent of the marital assets. Traci tried to argue that she wasn't making the money she made when we were married, but Ms. Wilhelm correctly pointed out to the court that Traci gave up her job to move to California, and didn't deserve to have me bail her out for a bad financial decision.
Despite the fact that Traci fought the divorce, it still only took me six months to get free. Then came the real hard part: overcoming the nagging doubts that I didn't cut it as a husband. I mean, I thought Traci and I had a great marriage, and it took only two days for that to fall apart. TWO FUCKING DAYS!
While the divorce was in progress, I didn't have much of a social life. I mostly stayed home, and when I ventured out, I certainly wasn't in the mood for female companionship. But even after the divorce was final, I just didn't have the heart to be looking for companionship. Without a doubt, I was a broken man, and even I could figure that one out, so I looked up a good therapist. Turns out she was manning the bar at a place called Chuck's, a small hole-in-the-wall place that featured hard rock, high-end liquor and a clientele that seemed to be moving up in the world and was more than willing to have new fish to fry with their wise-ass comments.



Adele could put ice in a glass of whiskey with the best of them, kept the bar rail lively and could handle a loudmouth drunk with ease. She also knew that everyone had a story, and she felt it was her job to hear them all. I had been in the place about three or four times, usually sitting at a table by myself in the back, when Adele figured it was my turn to tell her my story. She had one of her servers tell me that I was requested at the bar, and when I started to pass on the invitation, the waitress said that it wasn't a request, it was a command, and if I knew what was good for me I'd go sit at the far end of the bar, in "Adele's office."
So I grabbed my Crown Royal Black and like a good sheep I headed over to where I was told to go. Adele sauntered over a couple of minutes later, introduced herself although it wasn't necessary, and asked for my name. Then she pointed at the ring indent on my left hand and asked how long I'd been divorced, and how many years was I married.
I was impressed at her immediate perception, and within minutes I was telling her about the end of my marriage and life since. And I was doing it for $10 a shot, instead of $100 an hour.
Adele was about my age, with the shoulders of a former swimmer and the arms of a female weightlifter. She had two-tone brown and blonde hair that she normally wore down on her shoulders, and she wore - and needed - very little makeup. Kind of a tomboyish, big sister character in a package that was about 5-7, 120 pounds. She also didn't mince words nor beat around the bush, and she told me my lone wolf act in the back of the bar had loser written all over it.
So I moved my act up to the front of the bar when I was there, and I started to join in on the bantering. Maybe it was a coincidence, but my spirits were definitely lifted, and suddenly my life became much more than just work, as it had been for most of the past year. I even went out on a few dates. No sex, just dating, sort of like in high school.
I was just getting back from one of those dates on a Saturday night at about 10 when my world was plunged back into despair. As I was pulling up to my house from down the street, I spotted a piece of crap Chevy parked right in the middle of my two-car driveway, so I pulled to a stop along the curb, fuming that some asswipe was in my drive. I practically jumped out of my car and was headed for the piece of crap when Traci got out of the driver's side, gave her head a little tilt and hit me with the kind of smile that would have melted my heart until last year. Damn!
"Hi, Bob!" she said cheerfully.
I was anything but cheerful over this development. I had hoped I would never see the bitch again.
She looked pretty good, I noted to myself, in her tight jeans and tighter sweater, but even at a quick glance I could see that she had lost some weight, some of her taut gym body, and had gained a few wrinkles. Maybe life in California with Larry wasn't all that it was cracked up to be. If the car was any indication, it certainly wasn't.
I slowed my pace toward her once I realized she wasn't some dumbass who just happened to park in my driveway. But I stopped about five feet shy of her. There was no way I was going to give her any kind of a kiss, not even a peck on the cheek, or a hug. I'm not that civilized - or forgiving.
"Not even a hug for our 20 years?" Traci asked, raising her arms toward me.
I just looked at her like she was a bag of moonrocks, keeping my distance while trying to figure out what she wanted.
"I'm not going to bite you, Bob. I just wanted to talk and see how you are doing. I was more than a little rude leaving as I did last year.
"Can we go inside, or should we just stand out here on the driveway so the neighbors can talk? Apparently you changed the locks from last year."
I let her in and directed her to the kitchen. We sat down at the table in chairs facing each other.
"You could offer a girl a drink, you know? Did your manners leave when I did?"
"I don't keep any Riesling in the house anymore," I said. "Nobody here to drink it."
"But I know you've got Tennessee Honey here. I'd take a shot of that," she said.
A new development. Traci didn't drink hard liquor when we were together.
I poured us both a shot and handed one to her. She took it with her left hand, and I noted that she still wore her wedding rings.
"Nice touch," I said to her.
"I noticed yours is gone," she replied back.
"So where is dickhead lurking?" I asked.
"Back in California, I suppose," she said. "We split up about a month ago. Outside of that big dick of his, he really didn't have anything I wanted, nor needed."
I shouldn't have, but I just had to ask. It had been killing me for a year, and I had to have an answer.
"So you left me after 20 years because Larry has a nine-inch pole," I asked incredulously.
Traci got a funny look on her face and started to break out in a light sweat on her forehead. I just knew that her next answer would be the truth.
"Yeah, pretty much, I guess," she all but whispered.
"Aaaiiieeeyyy!!" I shrieked, causing her to push away from the table.
"Are you fucking kidding me? What kind of a slut throws away 20 great years of marriage for some idiot who's got a big dick? I know I don't have nine inches, but didn't I always make sure to get you off, with my dick, hands, and tongue?"
"I will never be able to understand it," she started. "It's like something came over me when I saw how big his monster was in his sweats, and I had to have it. And he is very skillful with that thing, too, and honestly, your dick never felt anywhere near as good as his did when he made love to me here."
"No, you mean when he fucked you here," I jumped in. "I've got video, and if that was lovemaking than you really are a slut."
"Well, then, call it what you will, but I couldn't get enough of that for the first two months. Then as the thrill of the newer, bigger dick wore off as I got stretched out a bit and accustomed to it, I figured out there was nothing else. It was all about him, and I was just a willing partner. We hardly talked except when he was fucking me, and there was no 'us.' You know, in all that time, he never once put his mouth on my pussy. It was just about his big dick.
"And on the life side, I couldn't get a good job there after quitting mine here with no notice, so that hurt. And he had limited funds to begin with thanks to child support, so it seemed like every day was a struggle. Then he got fired for abusing his company credit card. Apparently somebody tipped off his company's internal audit department that he bought my plane ticket with his card, and he got pissed at me for that. But when they started looking into it, he apparently had been using the card for some extras for some time. So we decided to call it a day, and I decided to come back home to see if I could beg for my old job back, and maybe see if there was any opening left in your heart for me."
I smiled inwardly when she made the comment about Larry getting fired for buying her plane ticket on his company credit card. When I spotted the e-ticket, I knew Traci's card wouldn't have paid for both the cash and the ticket, and I figured he didn't have the money, so I was pretty sure dickhead just used his company card and tried to bury it. The audit department was very thankful for my phone call.
"I will give you an A+ for cheekiness," I spit back. "You didn't give a shit about my feelings when you left. If I didn't accidently find out what was going on, you would have walked out of here with my heart and my balls in your pocket, and you didn't give a shit. Thank God I found out, so you only left with my heart, and I got to keep my balls.
"So, no, I have no more room in my heart for you. I will always love you to some extent - I can't seem to get that stain off of me, but you need to stay as far away from me as possible. Who knows, maybe our daughter might have a little room left in her heart for you."
"Well, I had to try," she said as she stood up. She slowly removed both of her rings, and held them out to me.
I slowly shook my head. "Keep them. They should be able to pay for a newer car when this one dies."
"I truly am sorry I hurt you, Bob," she said.
"No, Traci, you are truly sorry that I'm not a lame-ass and you fucked up a really good thing. Maybe somewhere further down the line, you might be a little sorry that you hurt me."
And for the second time, Traci walked out of my life.
Seeing Traci again put my life in a downturn again. I was moody all week at the office. Fortunately, Adele was behind the bar at Chuck's when I went in Friday night looking for a meal, a lot of booze and some good old-fashioned common sense. She could tell something was wrong by the look in my eyes, she said, as she laid a Crown Black double on the bar in front of me.
"She showed up, didn't she?" Adele queried. I nodded.
"Could I really have been that bad that she left me after two days?" I asked Adele quietly. "She told me it was all about his 9-inch dick, and how wonderful it made her feel. It made her feel so wonderful she was willing to throw away a good 20-year marriage! Can it really be as simple as that?
"Then, a year later, when she's gotten used to his big dick and it is no longer a magic wand, she wants to come back home to me, and hopes I'm whipped enough and stupid enough to take her back. Even if I was stupid enough to do that, for how long would that be? Until she found someone with a 10-inch dick?"
Adele grabbed off the whole bottle of Crown Black, took me by the arm and led me to a table just off the bar. She refilled my glass, and filled one for herself as well. She told one of her servers to cover for her for a bit.
"Bob, you ever hear the term 'cock-crazy'?"
I had heard the term a few times, so I nodded.
"I believe it's a real thing, Bob. As far as I can tell, it doesn't happen very often, but when it does, a woman just loses all control and can only think with her vagina - sort of like when a man starts thinking with his dick.
"But it doesn't happen to women very often; way less often than it happens to men. But when it does, she's toast.
"The dirty little secret between the sexes is that most men can separate sex and love, while most women can't. Most guys can have sex with a stranger, leave, and never think about the woman again. But we women, most of us, aren't built that way. When a man gives us pleasure, we are in love with him at that moment, and maybe for some time after that. And if we think we can get that pleasure repeatedly, we really start to fall for him, despite the fact that sometimes there's already a husband or lover there. That's when it gets really difficult.
"That's what I think happened to your Traci. It might never happen again, or it might happen every time she has sex with a different man. This really wasn't a you-thing, Bob. Like the old saying goes, 'it's not you, it's me.' Couldn't be more true in this case, Bob."
"But she still could have said no the first time, and that would have been the end of it," I said.
"There is that, Bob."
With that, Adele and I stood up, picked up our glasses and the bottle, and moved back to the bar. Time to get back on with life.
Two weeks later at work, I had a phone message from somebody named Lavonne Brown from the bank where Traci used to work, and was trying to get back with.
"Great," I thought to myself. "The bitch expects me to give her a good character reference? I don't think so."
But being brought up with manners, I at least owed the woman a call back, so I did and steeled myself for what I thought was coming.
"Mr. Kingsland, you probably don't know me, but I know you, at least through reputation, from your ex-wife, and while this may sound forward, I was hoping we could get together for a drink sometime.
"Mr. Kingsland. Mr. Kingsland?"
I snapped out of the alternate universe I had slipped into, took a breath, and replied, "Miss Brown, I don't have any clue what you're trying to pull here, but if it has anything to do withy my ex-wife, I'm out."
"Mr. Kingsland, Bob, this has absolutely nothing to do with your ex-wife, although it is because she was stupid enough to divorce you that I'm calling. In the 10 years we had worked together, she always said you were an amazing husband, father, and lover, and now that you're free, I sure would like to see if she was right. I've been divorced about five years now, and it seems like all the good guys are taken. But when I saw your ex in the building earlier this week trying to get a job here, it reminded me that you were available, and ..."
"OK, I'll take you at your word. In that case, why don't we do drinks at Chuck's on Friday night?"
I wanted her on home turf, so to speak, in case she was a plant from Traci, or if things really didn't work out. If she was a plant from Traci, then I really pitied the girl, because I knew Adele would tear her to shreds in at least one way.
I left work right at 5 on Friday and hustled over to Chuck's to fill in Adele about the evening's activities. Naturally, she told me that she had my back.
I sat at a table near the back and kept a sharp eye on the front door. At almost straight-up 6, a leggy brunette in a "little black dress" walked in the door, went over to the bar and asked Adele if I was there. Adele pointed to my table, and Lavonne Brown headed my way on three-inch heels. As she walked over, I saw Adele in the background give me a thumbs-up.
When she got close to my table, I rose as I was taught to, and she stuck out a hand for a solid shake. I'm guessing she was about 45, 5-7, 125, with long hair, average-sized boobs and a thin waist. She was pretty without being beautiful, and her blue eyes twinkled despite the low lighting in the bar. At least it was a nice package at which to look.
A half-hour into our far-ranging discussion she tells me about divorcing her husband of 18 years because he felt his marriage vows were merely a suggestion of fidelity. So I told her about me and Traci, and she sat there in shock. I also explained to her that Traci hadn't divorced me, I divorced her, because I, too, actually believed in my vows. She smiled brightly when I said that.
An hour into our discussion I ordered dinner, and Lavonne and I did everything from appetizers to dessert. She had never been to Chuck's before, but noted it would now have to be on her regular go-to list. I told her I would be glad to bring her here anytime she wanted.
We didn't have sex on that first date, which I think was a good move on both of our parts. But I walked her out to her car at the end of the night, leaned in and planted a soft kiss on what turned out to be two very soft lips. She didn't hesitate when I leaned in for the kiss, and in fact I think she welcomed it. We made a date for the very next Friday, again at Chuck's, and while she drove off into the night, I walked back inside Chuck's feeling like the conquering hero.
"Well, that seemed to go well," Adele said as I walked up to the bar for a nightcap. "Drink's on me."
"No, Big Sis, this one's on me."
Next Friday couldn't get here fast enough for me. Work, which had become my solace when my life was shit, felt almost like a new adventure, and my boss even commented about my renewed enthusiasm. It didn't hurt that I finally figured out an answer to an engineering problem which had plagued one particular job for months, and the solution was going to save us a ton on the project.
For the second straight week, Lavonne Brown showed up at Chuck's straight-on the appointed time. She wore a low-cut red dress that ended about three inches above her knees, and I was so impressed I asked her to do a twirl for me. Her face got almost as red as her dress, but she gave me my request.
We had a great dinner and a great time, and I invited her back to the house. We wound up necking like teenagers on the sofa for a while, and while she looked beautiful, I didn't feel this was the right time for our first sexual encounter, so we small-talked our way back to a proper good night. Since she had followed me to my house, she got to be the one leaving, and when I opened the front door, she gave me a devilish grin and planted one hard on my mouth. Wow. That girl really knows how to end a date. I told her I'd call.
I waited three days so she wouldn't think I was too anxious, then I invited her out to dinner and dancing at some place other than Chuck's, and I would actually do the date thing and pick her up. We set the date for two weeks from the past Friday.
While I had started dating a little before Lavonne called me, I hadn't had sex with a woman in about a year, and I hadn't had sex with anyone other than Traci in about 22 years. I have to admit to having butterflies in my stomach like a nervous 16-year-old come date night. I know the sex act is like riding a bicycle and you supposedly never forget, but each woman is different, with different likes and desires. I was hoping I was still able to figure it out on the fly. After 22 years, Traci was a done deal, but this was new territory. Damn, Bob, stop thinking so much.
Holy shit! Lavonne answered the door in a spring, floral dress with a wrap-type front that was cut pretty low in the front and about mid-thigh in length. She filled it out to perfection. I think my jaw dropped open. Uncool, Bob, very uncool.
The restaurant was great, I think, because my partner was great. The dancing after was pretty good, considering I really don't dance, but Lavonne moved good enough for the two of us. I caught several other guys looking and got immediately paranoid. Remember, I am the guy that lost a wife of 20 years after just two days.
At one point Lavonne got up from the table to head to the ladies' room, and I saw two different guys approach her as she made her way across the floor. I about came unglued, but forced myself to remain in my seat at the table. Just because Traci left, didn't mean that all women were going to do that to me ... did it?
I made mention of her admirers when she got back to the table, and how easily she seemed to deflect their advances. Then she studied my face, and the realization hit her that I was still shell-shocked, so to speak, from Traci leaving. I was so confident, so self-assured for 20 years that I had a loving wife, and now I was practically a basket case.
"Bob, we're not all like Traci," she said quietly to me while looking directly into my eyes. "I don't know all the details of what went down with her, but I can assure you I will never bail on you like that. I'm not saying we're going to wind up married some day, but if the time comes for us to split, I won't sneaking out of town with a guy with a big dick."
I'm pretty sure I breathed an audible sigh of relief at that.
The rest of the night went along great, and she asked me inside when I dropped her off at her house at the end of the night. And, son of a gun, it was like riding a bike, only it was a different bike. And this bike made a lot of shrieking noises when I brought her to four hard orgasms with my fingers, and then another four with my tongue. She finished up with a final orgasm as she rode me cowgirl, then she collapsed on my chest after I came a bucket inside of her.
"Wow!" she whispered as she drifted off to sleep in my arms.
I didn't know it then, but Lavonne was to be the start of a new chapter in my life. Although we never got married, we are still "together" after 15 years, and I treasure my time spent with her. I also treasure my time spent with Katie and Rita, but as I said, that's a new chapter, to be written about another time.
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I completely understand that posting stories in the Loving Wives category of Literotica puts a writer in the crosshairs of the toughest critics on this site, especially since about early 2017. I don't know what happened at about that time, but I know that scores dropped off considerably since then and the comments have gotten rougher.
I've got broad shoulders, however, and continue to post here because I like the challenge. I get that Loving Wives is more weighted toward BTB than RAAC, and almost any kind of a cuckold story will be dragged down. Still, every now and then I've gone off the deep end and taken some chances, and in most cases been crushed for them, although some have considered the attempt.
A lot of people didn't get my last effort, but a few did, and their comments were especially good ... and funny. So as a salute to those who made my day, I say thank you. You will see your "curtain call" several times within this story.
Rrrriiinnnggg!! Rrriiinnnggg!!
Son of a bitch! Got the house to myself, the game on the big screen, two cold ones down and more sitting in the mini cooler right next to my La-Z-Boy, and someone's calling on the phone. Better not be one of those asshole sales calls, or a robo-call. Someone's getting their head bitten off.
It was about 8 p.m. on a Wednesday night. My wife, Traci, often worked late on Wednesdays, and I always made plans for a night out of fun or a relaxing night in. Tonight was a night in. I put away a medium meats pizza from Papa John's earlier with a couple of beers, then turned on the Cubs game and started to unwind with some more Coronas. I had two more in the little cooler next to me and another six in the fridge in the kitchen. This was going to be a good night. The wife would walk in around 10, take a quick shower and we would be spooning by about 11. Wednesday was a quiet night at the Avendales'.
This phone call, however, was going to ruin my karma. I just knew it. But being the responsible guy I am, I answered it anyway. Turns out it was Chel Tremaine, the wife of Traci's boss, Jacques, who was practically hysterical. Seems Jacques had a heart attack while he was working with Traci, my wife, who called 911, and the paramedics had transported him to the hospital in bad shape. Chel told me Traci went with Jacques in the ambulance, and would need a ride home as Chel intended to stay as long as Jacques needed her. I told her I was on my way, and wished the best for Jacques.
Jacques had been Traci's boss for 22 years. She had started working for his software company right out of college, and had moved up to where she was now his right-hand man, so to speak, as well as his "work wife." I was already dating Traci when she went to work for Jacques, and through the years our families have had occasion to do things together. He seemed to be a good guy, Traci said he was a fabulous boss, and he took good care of Traci in the paycheck department as well.
Jacques, a citizen of France, is 10 years older than Traci and me at 55. He is a handsome guy who works out and has a decent body for a guy his age. He's a dynamic personality, the center of attention in a crowd. Both men and women gravitate to him. I understand that God has a plan for all of us, regardless of how well we take care of ourselves, but I have to admit to being surprised that Jacques had a heart attack.
I parked my car in a visitors' lot just off the emergency room, walked in, and asked about Jacques. I told the nurse at the desk that I was the husband of the woman who came in with him, and I was also looking for her.
As I said this, I noticed a pair of EMTs just off to my right. One quietly tagged the other on the forearm and whispered, just loud enough for me to hear, "Cuck's here. Wonder which way this'll go."
Although he was looking in my direction, I had no clue as to what he was talking about. I didn't know what a "cuck" was, nor did I really worry about it. I was just looking for Traci.
Five minutes later, Traci and Chel both came out of a room, tears streaming down both faces. They spotted me and headed over, and we embraced in a group hug.
"He's gone, Rick," Traci half-wailed as we hugged. "He died a few minutes ago. Doctor said it was a massive heart attack. He's gone."
I was stunned into silence as the three of us hugged in the hallway, both women bawling hard.
Chel, also a French citizen, had been married to Jacques for 35 years. They had married when they were both 20 and had come to this country when Jacques got a job with an
American software company at the dawn of the computer age. They have a daughter, Aimee, who is three years older than my daughter, Allison, who is 18, and the girls look enough alike that they could be sisters. Jacques treasured Aimee. This was going to be very hard on her, I thought to myself.
Just then one of the EMTs came over to me, and asked me if I was Traci's husband. I said I was, and he handed me Traci's purse, telling me she left it in the ambulance when they arrived at the hospital. I had separated myself from the crying women, and as I took it in my left hand I thanked him and shook his right hand with mine. I then started to wrap the dangling strap around the purse to get it out of the way when I thought I saw a bra stuffed into the middle. That didn't make any sense to me, so I took a second look, and sure enough, there was a bra tucked into the purse.
Things were so crazy when the women came out of the room wailing that I never really took a good look at Traci. She was indeed braless, I noticed. That was odd, I thought to myself.
I don't know how much longer we stayed at the hospital with Chel before she decided she needed to leave. Aimee was going to get in from her university in the morning, and Chel decided she needed to get some sleep. I drove Chel home, then took Traci and me to our house. I figured I could help both women get their cars tomorrow, Chel from the emergency room lot and Traci from the work lot.
Traci didn't said a word to me when we got in the door, heading right up to the main bathroom and getting in the shower. She joined me in the family room about 20 minutes later, her eyes red and swollen from all the crying. She sat on the sofa, and I got out of my La-Z-Boy and joined her, pulling her in for a tight hug. She was breathing raggedly, and I felt her body wrack with sobs. I wanted to ask her about the braless thing, considering she was supposed to be working with Jacques, but I didn't have the heart to go there with her tonight. Instead, I quietly held her for another 20 minutes, until she said she was tired and going to bed. It was midnight, so I figured I would turn in with her.
I called in for a personal day the next morning, and after getting a shower and shave, I offered to take Traci to the office to her get car. She suddenly looked gut-punched and started to stammer before taking some time to breath and calm down. She asked me to take her to Chel's instead, and they would get a cab and go to the office and get some of Jacques' things. Then Traci would drive Chel to the hospital to fill out some paperwork and collect Jacques' personal effects. I offered to help, but was quickly rebuffed.
That actually worked out pretty good for me. I needed to find the EMTs who handled the emergency last night and get a couple of questions answered. After dropping off Traci at Chel's and getting a brief update on how she was doing, I jumped back in the car and went straight to the hospital. I quickly was able to get the name of the EMTs who handled the emergency, and was told where to find them.
I found my targets at the fire station that I was directed to, and they remembered me from the night before. I looked at the one who had handed me Traci's purse, his nametag listed him as Gage, and asked him directly where the run had started.
For the second time in a short while someone stammered out an answer to me.
"Wh-wh-what do you mean?" he asked, suddenly eyeing me suspiciously.
"My wife and Jacques were supposed to be working, but you didn't pick them up at Softel, did you? Isn't that why you referred to me as 'cuck'?"
"Oh, shit! Jesus buddy! I didn't mean anything personal," he said, raising his voice. "It's just that we've seen enough of these runs where the two people checked into a room aren't husband and wife, and when the shit hits the fan we're the bad guys. Shoot the goddamn messenger!"
"Easy Gage. I'm not trying to stick you with anything. I'm just trying to get to the truth. I had to look up 'cuck,' and I didn't like what I saw, but I don't figure that's your problem. Apparently it's my problem if you tell me you picked them up anyplace other than Softel."
"We started the run at the West Side Hotel," Gage answered. "Seems they were about 15 minutes into it when the guy just grabbed his chest and keeled over on your wife. She actually had to push him off of her to get to the phone to call 911, and in the meantime she gave him mouth to mouth.
"He was barely alive when we got him to the ER."
I had the truth. I didn't need more. I thanked both of them and left. I could feel them watching me with pity in their eyes as I left.
My mind was reeling as I drove home. Traci was fucking Jacques when he just about died of a heart attack. How long had this been going on, I wondered. Then, it struck me -- actually thunderstruck me: our daughter Allison and their daughter Aimee didn't just look alike by coincidence. They were sisters! Traci had been fucking him for at least 19 years! How could I not have seen this before now?
What a fucking, trusting idiot I was. She and Jacques worked late at least once a week, sometimes twice, and then there were the occasional girls' nights out or work crew out nights. Was she fucking him all those times? What about on the business trips they took together?
How did Chel not know? I'll admit I can be a clueless bastard sometimes, but how could a woman be that clueless, especially with the girls looking so much alike. And Chel was always around the business, Traci noted, dropping in at all hours just to say hi to her husband -- or her. I thought they were good friends, the way it appeared. How could Traci do that to Chel?
Traci's car was in the garage when I got home. She was sitting in the family room drinking a glass of wine when I walked in. Apparently the look on my face told her I was unhappy.
"What's wrong, Sweetie?" she inquired.
Although I wanted to play it cool, my anger got the best of me and I couldn't hold back.
"How long had you been fucking Jacques?" I blurted out, venom dripping from my voice as my volume rose. "He's Allison's father, isn't he?"
Traci dropped her wine glass as she shot up from the sofa. "How ... how ... how could you say such a horrible thing to me," she screamed as she practically charged into me. She stopped about a foot from me, eyes glaring lasers, and if looks could kill, I would have been dead on the spot.
I wasn't about to back down. I was right, and I knew it. I held my ground, glaring back into those eyes. But I did cut my volume down, to practically a whisper, as I hissed, "Tell me to kiss your ass, but don't dare lie to me and tell me I'm wrong. I'll knock your fucking teeth down your throat if you tell me a lie!"
Never before in our 20 years of marriage and our relationship before that had I cursed at my wife, let alone threatened to do her physical harm. To say she was shocked was an understatement. Her mouth flew open as if she was going to respond, but then apparently she realized I was serious, and the lie died in her throat. She also took a quick hop back from me. Maybe it was the fact that I had flames coming from my eyes.
"You killed him, you know?" I said to her as she sat back down on the sofa, ignoring the spilled wine on the carpet. "The stress of cheating, together with the physical activity, was probably way too much for his heart. I'm surprised it didn't happen sooner, considering how much you two were fucking."
I could see by the stricken look on her face that I had hit a nerve. She looked down at her hands and fidgeted for what seemed like minutes, but in reality was probably only 10 seconds.
"Oh my God! Do you think I really killed him?" she asked quietly. "I wonder if Chel is thinking that, too."
"Why would Chel be thinking that ... unless she knew about the two of you. Did she know about the two of you?"
"She knew and approved almost from the beginning," Traci said quietly. "Sometimes she even joined us, especially when she came along on the business trips.
"She always told me she thought it was right that I should get pleasure from Jacques for being such an important part of his business success, and she was glad that he had me taking care of him in the office while she took good care of him at home."
It was my turn to take a seat. I felt dizzy, confused.
"So I was the one out in left field? The only one not in the know? What about Allison?"
"Allison has known for the last four years. She's good with it."
"Oh shit. Allison knows and she's good with it? Oh fuck," I howled.
"But that's actually not what I meant. Chel knows that Allison is Jacques' child?"
"Chel knows and she's fine with it. Aimee knows, too."
"Well I hope you all had several good laughs at stupid old Rick's expense. Even my daughter -- his daughter, I guess -- knew and didn't tell me. Fucking wonderful!"
I stormed out of the house.
I wound up driving to a local park and just sitting there for a couple of hours. Traci called my cell a couple of times, but I let the calls go to message. I just sat there and thought. I had always considered myself a smart guy, but when it came to Traci I was a complete dumbass. I never gave a thought to her cheating on me, and I trusted her so completely that I probably let several semi-obvious signs go right past me ... for at least 19 years. So fucking clueless. I wondered if there were others besides Jacques. A blizzard of thoughts was pounding my brain.
I left the park when it started to get dark and drove home. As I entered the house from the garage, I could see the small light on in the kitchen above the table. Traci sat in her usual spot with a cup of tea in front of her. She offered me a cup, but I declined and went to my liquor cabinet for something much stronger. I poured a scotch and sat down in my chair across from her.
"I can't even begin to tell you how sorry I am for hurting you," Traci said quietly while looking down at her hands.
"I need to know the whole story -- now," I said, with more than a little edge to my voice. "You need to tell me how you could do this to me while telling me you loved me. You need to tell me if you ever really loved me ... and respected me ..."
"Don't you dare doubt my love for you -- ever!" Traci said with an urgency in her voice. "I've always loved you, still love you. It's just that I also love ... loved ... Jacques. Some people think that you can only love one person at a time, but I know that's not true, because I loved two."
"Spare me. Get on with it," I said flatly.
Traci had joined Softel when the company was about a year old. As at many small companies, the few employees wore several hats, worked many hours and became close emotionally. It was an exciting time for her, and I remembered her telling me of the struggles during our dates. She and I had been dating about a year when she joined the company.
As the company got successful and grew, Traci became Jacques' right-hand man, so to speak. He was the dynamic face of the company, she was, in essence, the glue that held everything together. She was an excellent multi-tasker, and Jacques grew dependent upon her as his "other half." At the same time that the relationship was heating up between Traci and me away from the office, the relationship between Jacques and Traci was heating up at the office. It was almost as if her personal and work lives were running parallel, she noted.
Although Traci and Jacques kept it respectable in front of the rest of the office, she continued, away from the others they became even more attached, discussing everything from soup to nuts, from sex to politics. She was 24, beautiful, with an athletic body and long blonde hair. He was 34, a well-built man with long, wavy brown hair, an endearing smile, and an almost old-world courtliness. It was almost natural when they first made love on an old sofa in his office at the end of a long day, Traci remembered.
Because it felt so natural, Traci said she never had any guilt over sleeping with both me and Jacques, even when she and I got married a year later. It wasn't lust, it was a complete loving bond, similar but yet different to the one she and I shared. But she knew she could never tell me about it because of how I viewed infidelity. She loved both of us, and didn't want to give up either.
While I wasn't told of the affair, Chel was told by Jacques after about two months. When he and Traci figured out the affair was going to be long-term, he wanted to be completely honest with his wife, who had just given birth to the couple's first child. Chel and Aimee would always have the largest place in his heart, Traci said Jacques told Chel, but he wanted to keep a piece of his heart for Traci. Chel then invited Traci to spend a weekend with Jacques and her (I remembered her going away for the weekend under the pretense of an ill mother), and after that weekend, gave her blessing to the affair.
When Traci got pregnant several years later, it was Chel who took a worried Traci into her heart, and it was she who decided how the narrative was going to go if the child was indeed Jacques'. Since Jacques and I both had A+ blood, that took care of the easy part. And since I was almost never around both girls together by myself, when someone did notice the girls' resemblances, Chel or Traci almost always made some sort of flip remark about me "getting around," before laughing it off to sheer coincidence. Both women knew that if I had a chance to think about it, I might get suspicious.
Chel looked upon Traci almost like a younger sister, and was in fact proud of "Jacques' little family," Traci noted.
I sat dumbstruck during Traci's confession -- no, actually recollection -- as at no point did she express regret for what she had done, she was merely recalling events.
Traci stopped talking and looked at me like she expected me to say something. The only thing I could think of at that point was to ask if she and Jacques even took a break when we were first married and having sex virtually every day of the week. She looked sheepish and looked away before finally answering no.
"That was such an exciting time in my life. I had two handsome men who loved me and desired me, and I was extremely horny all the time," she said. "On the days where Jacques and I made love, I always made sure to clean myself real good down there in case we were going to have sex, too. Yes, sometimes you did get 'sloppy seconds,' but I tried to keep that to a minimum, and I never let you eat my pussy after Jacques and I made love."
"Awfully considerate of you," I mumbled.
"The funny thing is, after all these years, I never really compared the two of you sexually," she continued. "You were both good lovers, kind and attentive, and about the same size. It wasn't better sex with Jacques, just different, because of who each of you are ... were ..."
I have to admit that I was somewhat comforted by the fact that it wasn't just lust with a big-dicked stranger. But at the same time, I was hurt to the core by her admission that she loved him as well as me. I was raised to believe in one partner per person, one intimate soul for each of us. And while I might have been the one getting most of her intimacy, there was another out there sharing with me.



Traci put down her tea and stared into my eyes, trying to stare into my soul, I thought. I didn't have an answer to her unasked question, nor did I have any sage words. I put away my Dewars in the cabinet, put my glass in the sink and headed upstairs to bed. Why, I'm not sure, because I knew without a doubt I wouldn't get any sleep on this night.
Traci came up to bed about five minutes later, curling in up against my back. I pretended to be asleep so I wouldn't have to even say good night.
I got up at my usual 5 a.m., did my morning routine, and headed off to work. Traci was still in bed when I left, meaning she wasn't planning on going in to Softel. I suppose she and Chel will need to figure out what happens next with Jacques gone. That's their problem. Obviously, I had my own problem to figure out.
Work has always been a source of solace for me when things weren't going right in my life, and I was hoping the trend would continue. Work for me is Mayone Pharmaceuticals, where I am the vice president of sales. Even though I'm 45, I am one of the "new breed" in the industry. By degree, I am a chemist, so unlike most of the guys in my industry leading sales, I actually know how the products are made and exactly what they do. I've even been involved in creating one of our products, Cockcrazitol, a pill which helps lower women's libidos for those who are too highly-sexed. That has been a great seller for us, and I have profited handsomely from that.
I also make a very nice salary, and with Traci's nice salary we were doing very well for ourselves: upscale house in a trendy neighborhood, two nice cars, great vacations. Neither one of us will be hurting financially when we get divorced.
There, I thought it. The dreaded "D-word." I hadn't given it any thought until just then, probably because it was a forgone conclusion in my mind from the moment I found out Traci was cheating. With Allison off at college and out of the house, there is really no reason for us to stay together. Aside from the fact that Traci ripped my heart out, this shouldn't be a big deal.
My boss, Arnold Kramer, and I have worked together for 18 years. After five years working as a chemist at another pharmaceutical firm, I met Arnie at an industry convention, and we got to talking about a lot of stuff. He is the one who said I should try sales, and then he offered me a spot in his company. I liked the idea of the challenge, and moved over.
Arnie was 100 percent right in his assessment of my skills, and we've both benefitted handsomely from that. And not only do we work well together, but it turns out he's a hell of a good guy, and we've developed what I hope will be a close lifelong friendship.
Arnie has been married to his wife, Lauren, for about 30 years. He has two grown children and four ... no, five ... grandchildren. He's 52 years old; acts like he's 30. A lot of energy, sharp as a tack. And not only is he smart, but he has no fear about hiring other smart people to work for him. I'd like to think I'm one of them.
Arnie seemed crushed when I told him that Traci had cheated on me and I was going to divorce her. He asked me if I was sure she had indeed cheated, and I answered affirmatively. He didn't push for details, and I didn't provide any. We would talk in due time, and he knew that. He did reach into his card file, though, and pulled out the card for the attorney who represents Mayone. Arnie is incredibly loyal to people who do good work for him, and he trusted the guys at Mayone, who had a small division for divorce work for people in better financial position than the average person. He told me to take whatever "lost time" I needed, but I assured him I only would need to take a few hours here and there -- after all, this should be an open and shut case, I noted. We lived in a no-fault state, both of us would want to do right by Allison, and both of us had our own pension plans we could each keep. We could split the proceeds on the house.
Boy, I missed that one by a mile. When I got home from work that night, Traci had supper practically waiting on the table -- my favorite, Spaghetti Supreme -- and she had opened a good bottle of Merlot. Things looked so good I didn't have the heart to remind her that Jacques was the wine aficionado; I like my spirits distilled. I guess under pressure it's tough to remember everything about both of your lovers.
Traci was her usual chatty self as we ate, acting like nothing had changed between us. I waited about 10 minutes before putting a stop to the charade, finally using those famous four words that no spouse ever wants to hear: "we need to talk."
"No, we don't!" she practically snapped back at me.
I have to admit I was shocked at her response, and her tone. I had caught her, and she admitted to, having a decades-long affair with her boss. She knew how I felt about infidelity. How could she possibly think I would keep her?
"I was hoping we could at least talk like civilized adults before I have you served," I said to her as calmly as I could.
"You can do whatever you like about having me served; I'm not giving you a divorce," she said with more than a hint of irritation in her voice. "The bottom line is you love me and I love you, and I won't let you go. I'll fight this every step of the way. You're being stupid and going to ruin the best thing you've ever had, all because your pride is wounded."
I started to respond, but she wasn't done and cut me off.
"Up until you found out about Jacques and me, did I ever give you one reason to doubt my love for you? Did I ever slight you in any way? You absolutely got as much good sex as you wanted, and I made sure I took care of you in every way, physically, mentally, emotionally. Are we not each other's best friends?
"If you hadn't found out through some fluke, you would have gone to your grave loving me completely until your last breath. You would never have been the wiser. Can't we just go back to that?"
"No, because I did find out. You don't love me as much as you say you do, because otherwise you couldn't have given yourself to another man, both body and soul. You knew it was wrong, so you kept it hidden from me. I don't call two decades of deception love!
"Bad enough you've been having sex with another man for two decades, but you admit to me you also love him. You've been intimate with him in ways you've been intimate with me. How is that loving me?!
"Forget the sex for a moment, as if you could. Don't you see that every ounce of love you gave him you were stealing from me?"
"I had more than enough love for the two of you," Traci yelled back at me. "He was man enough to see that. But I knew you weren't, so I never told you. And now you're proving me right."
"Man enough? I wasn't man enough because I wouldn't have let you have a sex partner and semi-husband on the side? That's absolute crap! I wasn't stupid enough to let you do that to me willingly, so you made the decision yourself, for yourself -- yourself completely. This was all about what you wanted ... and got. And trust me, I have no doubt that had I not found out, I would have gone to my grave a completely happy man ... and the world's biggest chump. And you could have just inscribed it on my fucking tombstone ... Here lies Rick Avendale ... world's happiest chump. He thought life was great ... because he had no clue his wife had two husbands."
Viewing and the funeral were three days later, on a Monday. I didn't attend either. I got up like any other morning and went to work. When I got home, Traci and Allison were in the kitchen, still in the clothes they wore to the funeral. I went over to my daughter, who had driven in from college to attend, and tried to give her a hug; after all, she hadn't been home in about two months. I said tried, because the hug never materialized. At first, she recoiled at my touch, then she turned her back on me and moved away, crying softly. Traci put her hand on my forearm, and gently shook her head.
Under normal circumstances, I would have taken the hint and let it be, but these were no longer normal circumstances. I growled, literally, under my breath. I went upstairs to the bedroom, got enough clothes for several days, got my toothbrush and hygiene supplies and left.
Traci started blowing up my phone almost from the minute I walked out. I let them all go to voice mail. I had to give Allison credit for one thing, though: unlike her mother, she wasn't pretending everything was going to be all right. Somewhere along the line she decided I was the asshole in this play, and she was going to make me pay. Well, if she was going to make me pay by ripping my heart out, she accomplished her mission. Not only wasn't she my child biologically, but she just made it abundantly clear she was no longer my child emotionally. This just keeps sucking worse by the minute.
On Tuesday I took some lost time, went to the bank and did the old split all the accounts into hers and mine. I closed out our credit cards, opened a new one in my name only, and made an appointment with the lawyer recommended by Arnie. He squeezed me in for Thursday.
I hadn't slept in three days when I went in to see the lawyer on Thursday. I swear to God, but his name was Mike Squelch. I was hoping he was a much better lawyer than his name made him sound. There really wasn't much to discuss, I thought. I gave him a detailed rundown of the affair, and said I wanted out with my half as soon as possible. I also told him I wanted Jacques' estate sued for child support. OK, if she was no longer my child in any sense of the word, then let her real father pay for her. I'm done being a schmuck, I told Mike.
Mike said he didn't see a problem with any of it, but if Traci was really adamant about not getting a divorce, a judge could impose mandatory counseling and there could be a protracted back and forth. I told him to go for it, and on Monday of the following week, Traci was served papers at Softel. I'm guessing she was served at 10:07 a.m., because at 10:08 our receptionist said that an irate Traci was on line three.
I hadn't answered any of Traci's calls and texts to my cell phone during the week, and I had instructed the Mayone people to send her calls straight to my voicemail, which they had been doing. But I knew that I couldn't keep ducking her forever, so I told Marlene, our head receptionist, to put her directly through to me when she called.
"You unbelievable asshole ..." I hung up the phone as soon as she finished her first curse.
Phone call number two came 15 seconds later.
"Don't you dare hang up this fucking ..." I hung up again, wondering how long it would take her to realize that she had to be civil if she wanted to talk to me.
Phone call number three took a little longer to arrive. When I answered, she was practically whispering she was trying so hard to control herself.
"You win round one. We need to talk," she said.
"That's just wonderful," I said as cheerfully as I could. "You call my attorney, Mike Squelch at XXX-XXXX, and set up an appointment to see us. You might want to bring along your own attorney as well. Might speed up the process."
The appointment got set for two weeks further down the road. I continued to live in a near-by motel until then, going over to my old house to mow and occasionally pick up some mail and more of my stuff. When Traci saw me arrive at the house the first time, she tried to greet me like her long-lost husband and started to hug me in the driveway, but I physically pushed her off of me and walked into the house.
"You didn't need to tell the world our troubles right out there in the driveway, did you?" she asked.
"Hey, if I'm such an asshole - divorce me," I deadpanned.
The meeting with the attorneys took place on a Friday afternoon at 3. Ever the gentleman, I let Traci run through her argument first, the one about loving me completely and just keeping a little place in her heart for Jacques. And, of course, now that he was dead, everything would just be about me all the time.
"Are you willing to throw away 20 great years over this?" she asked me. "Can our love have meant that little to you?"
"No, it's because our love meant so much to me that we have to end this marriage," I responded. "You completely had my heart and deceived me thoroughly to get it. How can I not see this as a complete betrayal of trust, the very foundation of a marriage. You knew what you were doing was wrong, so you betrayed my trust to get exactly what you wanted -- both of us physically and emotionally. But he knew and accepted it, and I was tricked into it by deception. This divorce isn't on me. It's about your selfishness and betrayal.
"I would never have put up with sharing you physically with another man, but sharing your love with another man goes even further over the line. This hurts worse than if you had just had a cheap, tawdry affair with a big-dicked stud. You loved this guy ... and fucked this guy ... and even had his child! Just because I didn't know didn't make it right. You were both stealing from me.
"It's a good thing he died of a heart attack that day. Because if he didn't, I would've shot him!"
Traci gasped when I made my last statement. I was already in tears.
"You know, in all this, you never once said you were sorry for cheating on me," I continued. "You apologized for hurting me, and I know you are sorry you got caught, but I don't think you are one bit sorry about what you did."
"Rick, I know we can make our part work out. Don't go through with this divorce," she said.
"Our part? It was our marriage, Traci. There wasn't supposed to be an 'our part' and 'your part'. There was only supposed to be us ... forever."
Mike looked at Traci's attorney and said, "I think we're done here. Your client needs to sign the paperwork and get it back to us."
Traci's attorney, a dour-faced, middle aged African-American woman, nodded grimly and stuck her hand out for Mike to shake. Some minor details were ironed out over the next two weeks, and we were officially divorced about three months after that.
Two days after the divorce became official, I had Mike file a suit against Jacques' estate for what was essentially child support and college expenses, although it sounded better when Mike used legalese. I probably wouldn't have done it had Allison not made it clear to me after the funeral that she wanted nothing to do with me anymore. I raised that kid as my own for 18 years, and that's the respect I'm shown? But I guess she had four years to think about it after Traci filled her in, and in her eyes I was no better than a chump. Fourteen years, then, of complete fatherly love, down the drain. So, no, I wasn't the least offended when Mike made the suggestion that we replace the lost respect with some real dollars: 1 million to be exact. I liked Mike's attitude.
I expected a phone call from Chel when she was served, but instead I got one from Traci. Chel probably figured I would take the message better coming from Traci, although she figured wrong.
"Was this just another way to get back at me? Are you hurting for money?" Traci said when I picked up.
"Well, hello to you to, too, Mrs. Avendale. So nice of you to ring." It's not like I didn't know why she was calling.
"You do realize this makes you look like a total jerk, right?" she commented.
"You do realize I raised another man's child for 18 years while you and Chel and Jacques were having a good laugh at my expense? And that said other man's child now thinks I'm nothing more than a schmuck? I don't give a shit about what any of you think."
I hung up without saying good-bye.
I'm guessing that Traci expressed to Chel my position, and what a stubborn bastard I can be when I'm right about something, because after first having her lawyer try to bargain down Mike, she just wrote me a check for the million.
And, as it turned out, a few months later, Chel could easily afford that million, because she sold Softel to a Japanese company for $8 million. With Jacques no longer there to run things, it was probably a shrewd business move.
This is where the story probably should have ended, but as the old newsman Paul Harvey used to say, "And now for the rest of the story."
Two days after the sale of Softel, $2 million was deposited into an account in my name in the Cayman Islands. It was my "finder's fee" for Nakatomi Ltd. getting Softel within nine months after an anonymous Nakatomi attorney and I signed a deal stating just that, no matter how it happened and what role I had in it actually happening; if Nakatomi had purchased Softel by a certain date, I would get a finder's fee. After that date, the deal was off.
So right about now you're wondering how I played a part in the Softel deal. It's a little complicated, but the short story is I wasn't completely truthful with you earlier in this tale. Much of this yarn was based on truth, but some of it was based on what could have been an Academy Award-winning performance given by me, the guy who appeared completely clueless. Let me explain.
I actually was a clueless bastard up until about a month before Jacques died. Then I was approached by a certain Nakatomi attorney who wanted my help in brokering a deal with Jacques for Softel.
"Why do you want my help, other than the fact that my wife is Jacques' right-hand man?" I asked innocently enough.
"Because we know you are a smart man, and we figure you'd be up to the challenge and the payday for outmaneuvering the man who has been cuckolding you for years behind your back," the attorney said.
To say I was in shock would be an understatement. Traci was cheating on me, and this guy from Japan knew about it? Are you fucking kidding me?
Turns out Nakatomi had been researching several firms, and when these guys research, they do everything but a body-cavity search. They easily found out about Jacques and Traci, and how Chel and both daughters fit into the mix as well. They figured -- rightly -- that I'd be more than willing to do whatever I could to help them. But it had to be done fast, because they were looking at several other software firms, and I had to deliver within a nine-month window.
First, though, they showed me their evidence of Traci's infidelity. They had photos, videos, phone calls, trip receipts, everything. I had everything in my hands to bury the two of them, and then they incentivized me. I make a very good living, and I didn't necessarily need the money, but they offered me $2 million to help them get the company away from Jacques. Hell, at that point, I would have helped them for free, but I wasn't about to tell them that. I just had to figure out my course of action, and I had to make sure the money came to me after the divorce, so I didn't have to split it since we live in a no-fault state.
But first I had to calm myself down so as not to give myself away. My honest first thought was to wait until their next tryst, break in on them and shoot both of them, but being Bubba's cellmate for the rest of my life didn't appeal to me. So I had to play it cool, and continue to act like I didn't know a damn thing -- something I had been doing for 20 years already, so what's the difference if I played along a little longer.
I told Arnie what I had found out about Traci and Jacques, but I didn't tell him how I found out. We sat around late one night at the plant with a bottle of Don Julio tequila, throwing out ideas about what I should do. Finally, after drinking about half of the bottle, he looked at me earnestly and said, "Damn son, isn't it just the shits that the guy who invented Cockcrazitol has his wife fucking another man? You should have slipped some of that stuff to her, Rick."
That's when the light bulb went on, although I didn't say anything to Arnie, for obvious reasons.



"Not to her," I thought to myself. "I should have slipped some of that stuff to him. Hey, wait a minute ... two birds with one stone."
One of the really good things about Cockcrazitol is that unlike most big drugs, there are not a lot of contraindicators. In fact, there's only one if the prescription is followed correctly. The drug shouldn't be taken by men at all, because while it works to quiet a woman's libido, for some reason it causes men's blood pressure to spike and can cause a fatal heart attack. I just needed to get some into Jacques' hands.
Jacques and I both belong to the same golf course, and we occasionally play together with another two guys as a foursome. I arranged a foursome for us the next Saturday, with a stop at the restaurant for a nice lunch after the first nine holes.
The first nine holes were good, and we had about 90 minutes for lunch and drinks before our second nine tee time. Now you've got to remember, I'm a pretty good salesman, so while we were sitting there lunching and drinking, I looked over to Jacques and nonchalantly said, "Hey buddy, you okay? You look a little worn out."
The other two guys and I were all about 10 years younger than Jacques, and he knew it, so yeah, the question played on him a bit. I could see the wheels turning when I said that we could back the next tee time up about 30 minutes to give him some more rest.
"Nah, I'm just a little tired, but we don't need to back anything up for me, I'm good," he responded.
Actually, I didn't think he looked tired at all, but now I was playing to his insecurity about being the old guy in the group.
"Got just the thing for you, buddy," I said as I pulled out a small baggy of unmarked white pills from my front left pants pocket. "A little something I keep just for myself and take every day with lunch. Gets me through the rest of the day with ease."
I handed Jacques the baggy with five pills in it.
"Take one of these for the next few days, and if you like them, I'll get you some more next time we hit the links."
Jacques slid one out of the baggy, popped it into his mouth and washed it down with his bourbon over ice. He pounded his chest like a monkey, and did a small Tarzan yell.
"Let's go, boys. I got the spirit moving me," he said good-naturedly.
Actually, within a few minutes he probably did have the spirit moving him, sort of. A rise in blood pressure gets you pumped up a bit, which is why athletes work on being up for their game. But too much of a good thing ...
And for those wondering why I gave him a small baggy, and not a pill bottle, or a pill box; the reason is so when he finished the pills, he would just throw the baggy away, as opposed to keeping it around, so it wouldn't be found in his pocket in case someone went through his clothes when the inevitable happened on Wednesday night. For those now paying attention, those five pills would last until Wednesday, which was the usual night for the Jacques-Traci lovefest. Combine a man's blood pressure already being raised by a fuck session with a beautiful woman not his wife, with medication that causes blood pressure to raise and spike, and you've got the making of a heart attack, most likely one that would prove to be fatal. But since it looked just like a regular heart attack, and since we live in a small city without a big crime scene investigation unit, the only way this would be investigated beyond the norm was if something looked fishy, or out of place. So I made sure to play my role of newfound cuckold to the max, acting exactly as I did when I found out about the affair the month before. I must say, I even impressed myself with my thespian talents.
Two days after the money hit my account and was immediately moved to another account, I took Arnie and his wife out for a big fancy dinner, ostensibly to thank Arnie for being a great boss and sticking with me in my time of need. He didn't need to know it was really for planting the seed of my revenge.
With Jacques gone from both women's lives, the bond between Traci and Chel cooled considerably, especially when Chel had time to think about the fact that Jacques had died practically in Traci's arms. I was also told that Traci not being able to convince me to drop my lawsuit against the estate for back child support really pissed Chel off, although I don't think she realized that Traci wasn't getting any of that money because we were already divorced by that point.
Chel fired Traci soon after she paid me my support money, and the Nakatomi guys apparently put the word out in their world about the affair between Jacques and Traci, effectively ending Traci's career in business administration. It's never a good thing when the boss dies in bed with you, I've been told.
Don't cry too much for Traci, however. She came out of this whole thing with a net worth of about $1 million, so she won't be on any bread line for a while. And she'll be able to help out her daughter. Yes, I said her daughter. Allison made it quite clear to me that she didn't want any part of me any longer after Jacques died, rebuffing me not just the once, but several other times as well. I guess that's what I get for raising her, providing for her, coaching her soccer teams, and attending all of her dance recitals. Well, I guess I won't make that mistake again.
Me? I guess I'm doing pretty good for a guy who lost the love of his life after 20 years. It took me a while, but I finally started dating again. I'm just not sure I'll ever be able to completely trust a woman again, and I'm not sure I'll ever be able to find one that matches up to what I thought I had with Traci. But I've got no strings to hold me back. I'm worth about $5 million, so I went into semi-retirement and now only work on special projects for Mayone. Maybe one day I'll invent a pill that will make clueless husbands able to spot a cheating wife immediately. Now that truly would benefit mankind.
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I'm dropping this story earlier than planned because I read the request from blackrandi 1958, and I can't refuse her.
Only for you, Randi ...
I got played.
By the last person I ever would have suspected in the world.
By the love of my life, my wife of 23 years.
And, of course, her lover for the past four years ... let's not forget him.
This was just confirmed to me by the fourth party in our little four-person play, right before I walked into the bathroom in the restaurant I was at and blew lunch. The world stopped after that. I must have staggered back to my table, because Connie, the fourth person I mentioned, was at my side, asking me if I was OK. I don't know that I answered her. I do know that I picked up my shot of tequila and threw it down, and quickly demanded another from the waitress as she passed by.
I remember throwing down three more tequila shots after that, but that's it. When I woke up, I was on the sofa in Connie's apartment, wrapped up in a blanket and with a splitting headache. There was a note from Connie on the table next to the sofa, explaining that she had driven me to her place instead of my home because I asked her not to take me home. She also said she didn't tell my wife, Traci, that I was at her place, again because I asked her not to tell Traci. Connie had already left to do whatever she normally does on Saturdays, her note said.
I picked up my phone from the table. There were five calls, all from Traci. I didn't bother to return a call.
Through the fog in my brain, I slowly pieced together what had happened last night. I was watching my wife have sex with the third member of our little four-person play, a guy named Brian, a co-worker of my wife's who along with Connie had made up our little swing group. It's not like I hadn't seen them together before; Traci and I along with Brian and Connie had been swinging together for about six months. As had been the case for the last few months, Connie didn't join us, so it was just a threesome of Traci, Brian and I. I had just finished coming inside Traci's pussy and Brian, who was waiting for his turn, had just climbed on. Normally at this point I would have left the room to get something to drink or whatever; I didn't need to stay and watch my wife get pounded by another man. But for some reason last night I just walked over to the chair in the corner of the room and watched, and that's when I saw it. They did multiple positions and changed rhythms several times, all with the precision of a well-oiled sexual machine. That just couldn't have occurred with just six months of swinging once, maybe twice a week, plus a long weekend in there once. Son of a bitch - they were lovers, and by the looks of it, this has been going on for some time now.
I jumped out of the chair, intent on doing someone bodily harm, but then good sense prevailed as my analytical engineer's brain kicked in, and I just grabbed my clothes and left the room. I got dressed in the bathroom, then found Traci's cell phone and looked up Connie's number. Traci had never given me Connie's number; she always made the arrangements for the get-togethers, but I needed to talk to Connie face-to-face, and I needed it now. With 4 million thoughts going through my brain, I was able to sort out that I needed proof of what I thought, and if it was true, I then needed a plan.
Traci and Brian never skipped a beat in their lovemaking as I left the room. I'm not sure they even knew I left. And yes, it was lovemaking. When the swing first started, it was fucking, pure and simple, but very quickly I noticed it had become something more, and that had raised my eyebrows. Assuming that I am correct in my assessment now, the fucking was an act to allay my suspicions, but they quickly got comfortable enough to be themselves.
I got Connie on the phone and we arranged to meet at a bar called Skin at about 11. She said she was going to meet up with some friends at the bar at about midnight, but she could talk with me earlier if I was buying.
I got to the bar about five minutes early. It was definitely not my kind of place, but I could see where Connie would be right at home. I'm 45, fairly decent-looking, but just a regular married guy. Connie is 25, medium height, medium brown hair, cute as a button, and has a killer body highlighted by 42 D-cup boobs (I know because I asked). Most of the guys seemed to be in the 25 to 35 age range, and by the way they were dressed appeared to be doing good financially. Seemed to be a great place for a fun night out, maybe capped by a fun night in somebody's bed later that night.
Connie walked in at straight-up 11, looking every bit as ravishing as the last time I saw her, which was about a month ago at my house for a swing. She wore the proverbial little black dress, which had two buttons undone in front to show some of her killer cleavage, and only came down to mid-thigh and showed off her killer legs. I was a lucky man getting to tap that on occasion.
"What's up, Freddie?" Connie inquired as she pulled up a seat at my table.
I gave the waitress our drink orders, then looked at this beautiful young thing sitting so demurely at the table.
"How long have Traci and Brian been lovers?" I queried, skipping the small talk completely and getting right to it.
Connie didn't bat an eyelash, just looked straight at me and replied, "At least three years. That's how long I've been at the firm, and they were an item when I started. Why?"
So it wasn't just my imagination.
I didn't say anything for a few seconds, being lost in thought, when it dawned on Connie why I asked.
"You didn't have a clue, did you?" she said, surprise written all over her face. "And here I thought that you finally just gave in to the fact and were now doing trios with Brian and I wasn't needed any more."
"Wait. What?" I mumbled somewhat incoherently. "You weren't needed?"
"I was your distraction, Freddie. Traci asked me if I wanted to be part of your four-person swing, mostly to distract you so she could spend more time with Brian, right under your nose. And my reward for this was the greatest oral sex I've ever had. Where did you learn to use that magic tongue?
"But since Traci hasn't called in about a month, I figured you and she finally got it all sorted out, and you guys decided to just do threesomes with Brian."
Although I already had figured out half of the story, I was still blown away by what Connie was telling me. It felt like someone was punching me in the chest while a second person was twisting my guts out from the inside. I quickly ordered a shot of cheap tequila, chucked it down my gullet and then ordered another.
Traci and I have been married 23 years, tying the knot soon after we graduated from a small Midwestern university. We had dated our final two years, becoming exclusive almost right away. We settled in to a Midwestern city and things went along as life does, mostly good with some bad mixed in along the way. I'm a banker, she's a paralegal. We've got a nice house in the suburbs, take nice vacations occasionally. We've raised a fine daughter, who's a sophomore at a university in New England. I thought we were in it for the long haul - you know, 'til death do us part.
When Shelley, our daughter, went away to college, we became empty-nesters. While that was weird at first not having another person in the house and not having to run to soccer games and play practices, etc., we gradually figured things out and developed a new reality - which included some amazing sex about three times a week. With just us in the house, Traci felt free to really let loose during sex, which she did by being more physical and vocal in bed. That just encouraged me, and so I raised my level to match hers. Some nights we'd go at it for a couple of hours, and after screaming for two hours and coming multiple times, Traci would be limp as a noodle when we were done.
But just when I thought things were as close to perfect as they were going to get, Traci came over to my La-Z-Boy one Saturday night, crawled onto my sprawled out body and said the four words no man ever wants to hear, "We need to talk."
Ah, fuck!
At this point my mind is reeling, trying to think of anything I've done bad enough through the years that would make her want to divorce me, so she could have knocked me over with a feather when she practically whispered in my ear, "I want us to be swingers!"
I'm pretty sure I did a deep, loud exhale, then I looked at Traci, and her face was beet-red. "Whoa ... she's serious about this," I thought to myself.
I was speechless, so Traci figured she'd better fill in the gap.
"It's not that you're not a good lover, Freddie, or anything like that. It's just that we've been having so much fun lately in bed, and, if you haven't noticed, I seem to be horny all the time, and you seem pretty much ready to go all the time. So I figured maybe we could add to this with one other person apiece ... you know, have a four-person swing."
I think that's what they call "shock and awe." I couldn't even think straight at that point with everything swirling around in my brain. In the span of 30 seconds, I went from a divorce scenario to my wife asking if we could swing with another couple. So many questions ...
Traci reached down with her left hand to my crotch. She seemed disappointed that I wasn't responding with an instant hard-on. I was still back on "We need to talk." It was taking me a while to catch up.
My dick responded to her hand faster than my brain responded to her statement. A minute later she was taking me by the hand up to our bedroom, and we spent the next hour having sex while she gave me some sketchy details of her plan.
Traci wanted to bring another man and woman into our sex life, and she was pretty sure she knew who they were going to be: a pair of her co-workers from the law firm. Brian was a 30-ish lawyer, good looking and with a great body - from her standpoint - Traci said, and Connie was a 25-year-old paralegal with a great face, big tits and cute ass - again from her standpoint. She could ask them right after she and I discussed some ground rules for this whole thing.
"Whoa, Babe. I've got to think about this some. I thought we were good, maybe even great, but now you're telling me you need another man for sex. What did I do wrong?" I asked.
"You didn't do anything wrong. In fact, you did everything right. But now I want more and different. You could give me more, but it would be the same, and I just want to ... feel something different. Maybe not bigger. Maybe not better, although he better be at least good. Just different.
"And don't tell me for a second that getting a little strange hasn't entered your mind every now and then. You're a guy; of course it's entered your mind. Well, how about a hot young thing with the boobs of a goddess, and you've got a hall pass from me to boot."
"But you're not going to start parading different people in here each week, are you? And what about us?"
"I'm talking about one other man and one other woman, once we both agree on the right two," she said. "That might take a little bit to find, but I'm not talking about a whole bunch, and certainly not ever more than one extra. What do you think I am?"
"But what about us, Babe? The you and me? I've got to tell you, I'm not sure I will be able to handle seeing you with another man. If we both don't agree, this could ruin us.
"I suppose it could," she answered back thoughtfully. "We'll just have to keep talking about things, like we always do, and pick the best people for us. We'll just have to keep talking."
I didn't say the word "no," so I guess Traci took that as a yes, because two days later she again sat down on top of me in the La-Z-Boy, gave me a quick kiss on the lips and said we were having Brian and Connie over for drinks on Wednesday night. I started to protest, but Traci shushed me by sticking her tongue in my mouth and her hand inside my jeans. End of argument.
Traci is a 5-5 blonde with D cup boobs, a nice ass and alabaster skin. She doesn't quite look as hot as she did in her 20s, but she still turns men's heads when she walks into a room, especially if she's dressed up to kill. I think she could easily pass for 10 years younger.
While I am not near as good-looking as Traci, I try my best to stay in shape by hitting the gym on a regular basis. So my body is pretty good, with no gut or sags. Yes, I have lost a step in the bedroom, so to speak, but I'd like to think my attentiveness to detail makes up for that. I don't have any doubt that I can satisfy Connie at least with my hands and tongue, and I will try my absolute best as well with my dick.
++++++++++
Drinks went well, I think. Traci seemed rather animated, and Brian seemed thrilled with the arrangement. Connie seemed OK with things, and I tried my best to seem upbeat. We each talked a little bit about ourselves to try to get the others in the know a bit. Traci was completely in her element.
Traci set up our first swing for Saturday night, and we all agreed. Then we bid them goodnight. Traci was effusive as we picked up glasses and snack plates. I was quiet, worrying about whether I could actually go through with this. She finally noticed when I still hadn't said anything as we ascended the stairs to get ready for bed.
"Are you going to be alright with this, Hon?" she asked me. "We don't have to do this if you're not going to be alright with it."
I felt absolutely trapped. I really wasn't good with it, but Traci was so up on it I knew it would crush her if I backed out. I nodded in affirmation. I wasn't able to voice the words.
On Thursday, we got around to some loose ground rules between us, the major one being that the swing was strictly about sex: there was not supposed to be any relationships involved. Another rule: we both had to be in on the fun. And finally, no sex in our marital bed - ever. One of us would use the guest room, the other would use Shelley's old room. There were several other smaller rules, and we said we'd probably think of a few more as we got there. We had an agreement, or so I thought.
Saturday evening started much like Wednesday, with drinks and some after-dinner type snacks. Traci and Brian started out sitting next to each other on the sofa, and over the next half-hour they wound up sort of entangled, with her hands touching his chest and his left arm running up and down her side, from her ass to the side of her left breast. Connie and I sat talking quietly at the kitchen bar, our knees touching lightly.
Fifteen minutes later, Traci and Brian are attached at the lips, and my stomach started to churn. A minute or so later, they got up from the sofa, with Traci leading Brian by the hand to the stairs.
"We'll take Shelley's room tonight, if that's OK with you, Dear," Traci said.
I started to answer affirmatively, but just then Connie planted her lips on mine and pushed her tongue into my mouth. Almost reflexively, I closed my eyes, wrapped my arms around her solid body and returned her enthusiasm.
"I'll take that as a yes then," Traci said as she and Brian climbed the stairs.
After Connie and I broke off our kiss, I grabbed her hand and led her upstairs to the guest room. In truth, I was glad Traci took Shelley's old room, because I would have felt scummy fucking another woman in my daughter's old bedroom.
Connie practically drove me back onto the bed as we embraced, and within minutes we were both naked. Her naked body was every bit as good as I imagined it to be, and she was a more than enthusiastic kisser. Her tongue seemed to be everywhere in my mouth. At that moment, I have to admit I had no regrets about what Traci and I were doing. In fact, I could hear what Traci and Brian were doing in the room next door, and I never gave it a second thought as I was in the process of licking Connie's body from head to toe.
Five minutes later I zeroed in on Connie's already wet pussy with my fingers, placing first two, then three fingers inside of her, then dancing them over her clit for her first orgasm of the night. I worked her clit a little more intently after that, and five minutes later she was bucking and screaming like a wild woman, with all the energy of a 25-year-old. It had been 20 years since I had sex with a 25-year-old, and I had forgotten how much energy they have. She was amazing, and I got her off hard twice more by hand before I moved down on the bed and started licking and sucking on her pussy.
BINGO!
If I thought she was wild with my fingers, that was nothing compared to when I started using my mouth. She started bucking her hips into my face, grabbed me by my long hair and rammed her pussy at my mouth before finally headlocking her thighs around my face and exploding into a screaming orgasm. While I had completely turned Traci into a sex animal many times during our sessions, I had never experienced before the complete and utter rage Connie unleashed upon me with that orgasm. I thought she was going to knock my teeth out, but I fiercely kept going, growling back at her while she tried to give me a concussion. When she finally stopped writhing and screaming, I moved my face off her pussy, and started sucking air as she loosened her grip on my head and started panting for breath herself.
I let her lay there panting for about a minute, then it was time for me to go back to work. I got her three more times over the next 15 minutes before she finally pushed my head away and told me I needed to fuck her before she passed out.
We started in missionary, and I drove my cock into her with one firm thrust because she was dripping wet. Wow! I was immediately amazed at how tight a 25-year-old pussy could be; something I had long since forgotten. I attempted to drive her into the mattress for about 10 minutes before we switched to doggy, and I began to rub her clit with my hand as I drove into her. When she went into another screaming orgasm, she pushed me way over the edge, and I came with her in a low roar.
"Aaarrrggghhh!" I think I shouted to the heavens.
Damn! I love my Traci, and sex with her is great, but this was otherworldly! Holy shit!
"This is going to be great!" I thought to myself as I collapsed around Connie and we laid on the bed gasping for air. We must have spooned for at least 20 minutes before Connie extricated herself to use the bathroom. When she came back I was laying on my back, uncovered, grinning like an insane man. Connie got in at the foot of the bed, and crawled up to me until she got to my dick. She then leaned down and took my soft member in her mouth, and in just a few minutes she had me as hard as a brick for a second time. This time we took it a little slower, with my dick shoved in absolutely as far as it could fit while her feet were locked behind my head. Twenty minutes later, she got off one final time, followed closely by me for my second.
As we lay there coming down from our high, Brian and Traci provided the audio. I don't know how many rounds they went because I was too busy myself to care, but they had one hell of a finish to whatever act this was for them. I heard Traci scream and swear, followed by Brian making what sounded like some sort of a monster truck rumbling sound. Connie and I smiled at each other as the noises subsided.
I've got to admit, while I was skeptical at first, I thought this idea of Traci's was wonderful. I could have my sexy, beautiful wife during the week, and take on a goddess like Connie on Saturday? Hell, yes, I was in!
Connie and Brian spent the night with us, and on Sunday morning Traci made us a fabulous brunch after she and Brian got one more session in. Connie and I took their cue and also had another gentle session before everybody headed downstairs.



When they left, Traci and I retired to the family room in our robes with our coffee. Neither of us seemed too put out over what the other had done, and in fact, as we recounted the night, both of us had smiles plastered on our faces.
This went on for the next five Saturdays and was just as good each week. Then on the Wednesday of that next week, Brian's car was parked in our driveway when I got home. I thought that a little odd, and when I walked into the house he and Traci were sitting at the kitchen bar, each drinking a shot of peppermint schnapps. That was a little odd, too, because Traci rarely drinks hard liquor straight. They told me they were doing a little celebrating because the firm, in particular Brian, had won an important case. And they both wanted to know if we could do a little celebrating ourselves, just the three of us, because Connie wasn't able to make it on Wednesday nights. I was a little bit, shall we say, nervous, because I had never done any kind of a three-way before, let alone an MMF three-way. But Traci assured me that she was up for it, and would treat both of us well. She was rubbing my crotch as she said this, so it didn't take me too long to agree.
With an excited look in her eyes, Traci got down off her barstool, came over to me and started removing my clothes, while Brian sat there and watched. She quickly freed my dick and stuffed it into her hot mouth, and proceeded to give me a very wet blowjob. But before I could get too excited, she took my dick out of her mouth, turned to Brian and proceeded to relieve him of his clothes. Brian was already hard, too, and for the first time I got to see Traci's new fucktoy up close. He was maybe a little longer than me but not as thick, so at least I didn't have to worry about not being able to measure up.
Watching her suck Brian was sort of like watching a live-action porno right in front of my eyes, except that it was my wife as the porn star. I know some guys would have found this exciting, but I was more than a little uncomfortable, and I started to lose my excitement. It was a lot easier to handle from another room away, while I was getting it on with another woman, than to be in the room watching. For her part, Traci looked completely comfortable sucking on both of our dicks, but she seemed a little anxious when she realized I wasn't having near as much fun as she was. She immediately took Brian's dick out of her mouth and came back over to me, but even though she sucked me hard again, I never got too crazy. She and I wound up in a 69 on the floor in the living room, and I have to admit I was amazed at how wet she was when I put my face to her snatch. She got off hard three times in the next 10 minutes, then rolled away from me to catch her breath.
As soon as she moved away from me, Brian was on top of her, rubbing his dick up and down her wet pussy as she lay on the carpet gasping for breath. Just when she seemed to have regained her composure, he plunged in all the way in one smooth stroke as Traci squealed in delight. I can't say she ever responded that way to me before, and I was more than a little put out. Hell, yes, I was jealous!
I watched the two of them fuck for about five minutes, then me and my flaccid dick got up and went into the kitchen for a drink. I could still hear the two of them going at it hot and heavy; I didn't need to see it.
Traci got off on his dick once, then Brian let out a small groan and came inside my wife. They laid on the carpet for a few more minutes breathing heavily, then they both got up and joined me in the kitchen. Knowing I hadn't gotten off, yet, Traci came over to me and started rubbing my dick with her red fingernails, something I normally enjoy very much, but it just didn't make any difference to me. Without Connie around for my entertainment, I had seen too much of Traci and Brian, and I found the experience lacking.
"Come on, Lover Boy, I know you've got a load for me, too," Traci cooed.
"I'm good for tonight, Babe. But don't let me ruin your fun."
I headed up the stairs to our bedroom. I heard Brian and Traci talking softly for a while in the kitchen, then I heard the unmistakable sounds of them fucking in the guest room. At that point, I must have dozed off. I felt Traci slide into bed with me eventually. I suppose she did Brian at least once more, then he must have left and she came to bed. I guess I'd have to accept the fact of them fucking, just the two of them, because if Connie had been here I would have been doing her without much thought to what Traci and Brian were doing. If it seems to good to be true ...
Connie was back Saturday night, and things returned to the "new" normal. But just two weeks later, a new wrinkle came up, and I wasn't smart enough then to catch on. Connie and I had gone downstairs to the kitchen for a drink after a great session in which I had gotten her off twice by fingers, twice by tongue and once by dick. We were just kind of recovering and mostly saying sweet nothings to each other when Traci and Brian joined us. After a few minutes of mostly giggling and looking at each other, Brian looked at Traci and said, "Hey, I've got a four-day business trip to British Columbia coming up next week. Why don't you be my back-up on this case and we can enjoy a four-day trip on Katz-Trujillo-Blancher. A great hotel, we can see the sights and hit some top-end restaurants."
"That's a fabulous idea, Brian," Traci immediately responded, without even so much as a look in my direction. "I'm sure Connie wouldn't mind playing host to Freddie by herself on Saturday night, would you Con?"
"Not at all. We could even do a sleepover, right Freddie?"
Connie was rubbing my hip as she answered, and the brain below the belt thought before the brain above my shoulders did.
"Sure," I replied while somewhere deep in my head an alarm bell was ringing. I knew she was breaking the rule about us both being involved, but she was apparently going to let me break the rule with Connie as well, so ...
Brian and Traci were flying to the client's home city on Thursday, and would have meetings Thursday, Friday, and half of Saturday. They would stay an extra half-day on the law firm before flying back on Sunday. I knew damn well that meant to Brian was going to be fucking Traci all four days, while I at least was going to have Connie for Saturday night and Sunday morning.
We all retired back to our respective bedrooms for another round of sex soon after, so I didn't really get a chance to talk to Traci until we were alone Sunday morning. We were sitting at the kitchen table eating brunch when I brought up the subject.
"I thought we agreed we both had to be involved in any sex sessions for this swing to work," I started. "You didn't seem to remember that, nor did you even hesitate before you said yes."
Traci looked surprised.
"I didn't exactly hear you tell Connie she couldn't come over Saturday night because your wife wasn't going to be around. Is there something going on that I need to be concerned with?"
To say I stammered would have been an understatement. I could barely speak a reply I was so flustered. Looking back on it now, I know it was classic "best defense is a good offense" strategy, but at that moment she had gotten the draw on me, and I was so busy denying I had anything going on with Connie that I wasn't able to even worry about her having something going on with Brian.
"Of course Brian and I are going to have sex while we're on this trip. It's not like we've never done it before, and it's not like I'm sneaking around on you. He and I have sex every week, and with you not even being around to have sex with, who else but Brian would I have sex with in BC? You're not expecting me to go find someone new in a new place, are you? You're not getting carried away with this swing thing, are you?"
We didn't speak about the trip again, and on Thursday she flew off to British Columbia with him.
Fortunately I was busy at work as I was finishing a major project, so I didn't think too much about Traci being off with Brian on Thursday and Friday. I knew there was a big lawyer shindig on Friday night, though, so I figured I could catch her before they left. Since the event started at 7 and was in the same hotel they were staying in, I figured they wouldn't get there before 7, so I Skyped Traci at about 6:45. When she answered, I could see that she wasn't dressed yet, and was wearing a sexy, frilly black bra and panty set I hadn't ever seen Traci wear before. I figured she must have bought it for the trip, and I started getting steamed. Traci and I said our hellos before Brian yelled hello from somewhere in the back of the room.
I told Traci she looked beautiful in her new black underwear set, but before I could say anything else, she moved her phone back and I got to "enjoy" the site of Brian sticking his hard 7 inches into her waiting mouth. Filled as she was, she couldn't talk to me, and I certainly wasn't going to carry on a one-side conversation with her while she sucked on another man's dick. I hung up. If she bothered to look at her screen before it went blank, she would have noticed that I didn't exactly have my happy face on.
I didn't call the rest of the weekend, and Traci never bothered to call me, either. Connie and I had our sleepover, but she could tell my heart just wasn't in it. I was brooding over Traci, and Connie called me on it.
"What the fuck, Freddie? Am I chopped liver or something? I know Traci's not here, but I am, and up until tonight I always thought I was pretty hot stuff. I didn't come here to be made to feel second-rate or something," she said.
"You're right, Connie. I'm sorry," I backpedaled. "But it's not just because Traci isn't here. It's because she broke our deal, and didn't even think twice about it. Then when I Skyped her last night, she's too busy playing suck the pole with Brian to have a real conversation with me. The deal was 'it was her and me, and you and Brian were the extra pieces on this,' but I'm not getting that vibe at the moment."
"Come on, Freddie. It's the thrill of the new. Give her a break on this. You guys were looking for a few thrills; well, she's getting one right now. I know I'd feel pretty 'naughty' if I were spending the weekend out with you."
I blushed at that. Connie probably didn't mean it, but it was nice that she said it anyway. I owed her my best performance, and I resolved to give it to her - literally.
++++++++++
So I wasn't mad when Brian drove Traci up to the house on Sunday afternoon from the airport. I heard the car in the driveway, and I expected Traci to walk in about a minute later. When she didn't come in after about two minutes, I went to the front curtain, moved it slightly and stealthily peered out. I could see Brian sitting in the driver's seat, but I couldn't see any sign of Traci ... until her head suddenly popped up next to the steering wheel. Really!? In the goddamned driveway in broad daylight, with God knows how many neighbors around!?
Traci's head quickly disappeared again, and after about another two minutes I left the window and went back into the den. I finally heard Brian's car pull out of the driveway about five minutes after that, and Traci entered the house about another minute later, looking not only flushed in the face but also sporting a little dried cum in a corner of her mouth. I didn't even get out of my La-Z-Boy, just said, "Hey," gave her a quick wave, and went back to watching the game. She came over to my chair, expecting me to jump up and hug her, I suppose, but when I didn't move, she bent down to kiss me on the lips. When she just about got in range of my face, I moved my head away, held up my hand in a stop motion, and said blankly, "Whoa. You can spermburp over there."
Traci shot up instantly from her leaning position, and gave me a hurt look.
"Really, Traci? In our goddamned driveway? Why don't use just get the word 'slut' tattooed on your forehead?"
Traci left me alone for the rest of the night. She was already in bed asleep when the game ended, so I thought. I quietly climbed in on my side and faced away from her. She immediately spooned into my back, and very quietly said, "I'm sorry, Freddie. I got carried away. It won't happen again."
Amazingly, I don't think anyone on the block saw Traci's performance, except for Mrs. Van Winkle, our immediate neighbor to our west. And since she is a cranky old biddy, nobody talks to her, which probably saved a lot of headaches for me and Traci. She did, however, mention to me that she saw the performance, and she wasn't happy that I would let my wife do that to another man, particularly in the driveway. I told her I agreed with her, and would scold my wife appropriately.
After that weekend, however, the new normal again changed, this time to include Brian coming over about every other Wednesday for a threesome. Traci just pretended like it was totally normal, and ignored my complaints completely. For my part, I made sure that I took the first turn with Traci, and after that she and Brian finished out the night, always going at least twice and sometimes three times. But once he touched her, she wasn't getting my mouth on her pussy that night, which means she was at least sacrificing something.
The only thing that made Wednesdays tolerable were the Saturdays. Connie was a goddess, and even though I didn't love her, the sex on a purely physical level was better with her than with Traci. I could understand how somebody could get addicted to something so powerful as to destroy their lives.
The next month went along great. Although I wasn't happy with the threesomes with Brian, Traci seemed to be much more considerate of my feelings, and I thought we were back in sync spiritually, so to speak.
Then Connie couldn't make it on a Saturday, and then soon after, she missed another one. Seems her mother a couple of towns over was having some health issues. Well, what could I say? Suddenly our swing was pretty much a permanent threesome, and twice a week to boot. But while I wasn't overly happy with this, Traci seemed to revel in getting all of the male attention. She even had Brian join us a couple of times for a double penetration of pussy and mouth, and while I was mortified the first time she did it, I have to admit that her orgasms were so powerful that I came several times as well.
And so it was that I came to see the Traci and Brian show for what it truly was. And then came the meeting with Connie, where she confirmed that instead of being a swinger, Traci had turned me into a knowing cuckold, after years of me being an unknowing one.
Suicide seriously entered my head. I loved this woman with all my heart for 23 years, tried to give her everything she could want, even went along with the swing and threesome because that's what she wanted, and she does this to me? Not only has an affair, but then brings the guy into our lives as a regular player. How the two of them must have laughed over that. I am the fucking chump of the year!
After apologizing profusely, Connie had to meet her friends and left me alone at my table, but not before promising me that she wouldn't tell Traci I knew about the affair. I ordered yet another tequila and threw it back, all the while thinking of how I was going to off myself. Then somewhere in my now drunken haze came a thought of clarity, and I'm sure if I could have found a mirror I was grinning like the Grinch right before he stole Christmas. Suicide was a great idea - just not for me. I needed to suicide someone else! (Yeah, I told you the thought came to me through my drunken haze.)
By the time Connie rejoined me at my table later that night, I was barely standing, but I had worked out my plan. The next thing I knew, I was waking up on Connie's sofa.
When I finally dragged my ass in the door on Sunday morning about 10, Traci was steamed, and she probably had a right to be.
"You could have been dead in an alley somewhere, you dick!" she yelled at me. "You sneak out on us and then don't answer your phone for hours. If you didn't look like such a sack of shit, I'd think you were sneaking out to meet another woman. But as bad as you look, no decent woman would have you."
"Bad decision," I mumbled as I dragged my sorry ass up the stairs and into the shower.
She didn't say another word to me for the rest of the day, which was just as well since I had a mountain-sized hangover and needed the quiet ... and the space to think about my plan sober, and see if it still measured up.
++++++++++
Two Saturdays later the three of us were taking a break in the kitchen after round one. I pretended to be very tired, but I still came up with the idea to order a pizza to go. Traci asked why we didn't just get a delivery, but I pointed out that to go was a half-hour faster. I asked if one of them could go pick up the order, since I was so tired, and Brian, ever the chivalrous bastard, quickly offered, but not without first pointing out that maybe the extra rest would give me a second time on the night. (Ugh! Sloppy seconds with my wife. I don't think so.) Anyway, I grabbed the keys to my brand new Lincoln MKZ off the counter and tossed them to him, telling him in a snarky tone that he needed to drive a real car. He took it well, flipping me off in a friendly gesture, went in the bedroom, got dressed, and headed out the door, yelling, "See you in 20!"
Twenty minutes came and went, and after about an hour, I got dressed and was about to take Traci's car to go find Brian, when a cop car pulled up at the end of the driveway and two officers got out. I walked out of the house followed closely by Traci, who had since gotten dressed as well, and said, "What's up, officers?"
"Are you Frederick Arsdel," the older-looking cop asked me.
"Yeah, what's up?" I asked again.
"Mr. Arsdel, there's been a fatality involving your vehicle. A Lincoln MKZ owned by you but driven by a Brian Lichty blew a four-way stop sign and was hit broadside by a semi. The impact immediately killed the driver ..."
Traci went down like a ton of bricks, out cold. I rushed over to her, scooped her in my arms and carried her into the house, with the police officers following. I put her on the sofa in the living room and proceeded to get some cold washcloths. The police offered to get an ambulance, but I declined, figuring Traci passed out from shock. I was able to bring her around in about a minute, at which point she started to sob uncontrollably.
I turned to the officers and told them Brian was a close friend of both of ours, but he and Traci had worked together for years and were very close. I explained to them that I had given Brian my car keys so he could pick up a pizza. They quickly thanked me for my help, told me they would get back to me if they needed me and called it a night.
Traci was completely blown away by the events of the night, and I can't say I blamed her. Ninety minutes ago she was fucking this guy with wild abandon, now he was dead. Yeah, that's pretty creepy.
I don't think Traci slept the entire night, so therefore I didn't sleep either. I mostly held her as she wept. I didn't shed a tear, but Traci was so blown away I don't think she even noticed.
The police called about noon and asked if they could come by. I said sure, and by 1 they arrived, a small van, an officer and two guys from their small forensics department. They asked if I minded if they searched the house, explaining it was standard procedure since this was the last place Brian had been before he died. I wasn't totally sure I bought that, but I let them search anyway.
I don't believe in coincidence, so I was not surprised when they started their search in the garage and immediately found something. Seems there was a decent sized puddle of brake fluid on the floor of the garage where my car was parked. After asking me if I had a brake fluid leak that I was aware of, they collected some of the red liquid in a small, marked container. They then looked in my toolbox, and removed my 6-inch shop knife. After that, the rest of the search was almost perfunctory. At that point, I knew what their suspicions were.



Life goes on, at least for most of us, so two weeks later I was two cups of coffee into my Monday routine when the cops called. Seems they were going to arrest Traci at her office, and as a courtesy to me, Stavros had them call me to tell me they would be at the police station in about 30 minutes - and that I should be prepared for the worst. He said she was being charged with the murder of Brian Lichty.
I hustled to the police station and actually got there ahead of Traci and the cops. She looked absolutely bewildered when two officers and Stavros brought her in handcuffed.
I approached Stavros as he went to his desk and the officers had Traci sit in the chair just off to the side
"Murder? Really? Traci?" My voice didn't sound steady. I worked on that affectation on the trip over.
Stavros gave me what I'm sure was his most condescending look, sighed, and then explained, "Mr. Arsdel, it seems your lovely wife here tried to kill you, but instead wound up killing her lover. She cut your brake line. That was supposed to be you going out for pizza, not Mr. Lichty."
"And you know she cut the brake line, how?" I asked in my most smug, can't-believe-you're-serious tone.
"Because our techs found the cut brake line at the scene and found everything else we needed right in your house: a puddle of brake fluid on your garage floor, a knife with brake fluid and her fingerprints on it in your toolbox and one of her tank tops with a few drops of brake fluid on it in your clothes hamper. Not to mention a few strands of blond hair stuck to the car's underside, which we're sure will match your wife's DNA when we get it taken at the station."
He upped my smugness just a bit, which made me smile to myself. I wanted to clap him on the shoulder and scream out, "Good job," but that might have been too obvious, so I just lowered my eyes and murmured, "Oh, dear God! Traci, how could you?"
"Wait a minute," I suddenly piped up, as though the thought just hit me. "Did you say lover? Detective, I've got to admit that we're swingers, and Traci and I and Brian and Connie ..."
Stavros interrupted me, again looking very smug.
"We've been very productive the last two weeks. We contacted your wife's employer, got a roster of people who work there and started digging, especially since we couldn't figure out why Mr. Lichty was driving your car. Seems that Mr. Lichty and your wife had a thing going on long before she involved you and a Connie Battaglia. Seems that several of her co-workers suspected and several others, including the aforementioned Miss Battaglia, knew about the affair, although no one else knew about the swinging, again except Miss Battaglia. In fact, your wife's boss was so incensed that he said if Mr. Lichty wasn't already dead, he would have killed him.
"I am sorry to be the bearer of bad news," Stavros concluded.
Traci, who had listened to this whole explanation in shocked silence, became hysterical at that point.
"Freddie, Freddie ... F-R-E-D-D-I-E! It's not true! None of it's true. I love you. I would never try to hurt you in any way," she shrieked.
I looked at Stavros with my best sad face.
"I don't suppose you know the name of a bad attorney, do you?" I said in a sad, jestful tone.
Epilogue
Despite her protests that she didn't cut my brake line and try to kill me, and actually killed Brian, Traci was convicted and sentenced to 20 years to life. I showed up in court every day and sat in the back, not saying a word to anyone. Although I hired her a decent attorney, the evidence against her was just too strong.
I only had contact with Traci just one more time, after she was convicted but before sentencing. We had a private visiting room, although since she was now a murderer her hands were handcuffed to the table and a guard remained just outside of the room. She was surprised to see me when I walked in. I hadn't taken any of her calls while she was on trial, didn't answer any texts, and I certainly never visited. Hell, I was barely civil to her attorney. She started to smile once her surprise faded, until she realized I wasn't there for pleasantries. I didn't even sit down. I just laid the divorce papers on the table, and told her to sign them when she got a minute. I started to leave.
"That's it? Twenty-four years and not even a fuck you?"
"You had me hook, line, and sinker, you dumb slut," I said, barely above a whisper. "But that wasn't enough for you. You had to go find yourself a fuck buddy. Then you rubbed my face in it by getting me to do threesomes with your fuck buddy. Just tell me one thing. Why?
Traci looked at me with tears in her eyes.
"It started out as just a bit of fun, some harmless flirting. Then it progressed to touching, and although I knew it was wrong, the first time we fucked it was magical. It was forbidden fruit and ... I just couldn't stop myself once I started. Then when I got you involved ... it was sort of like stealing candy from the dime store like when you were a kid. The thrill was amazing, and combined with the sex I was getting ... the feeling of power was like a drug. I couldn't get enough.
"But I swear to you, Freddie, on everything that's holy, that I never tried to kill you. I don't know how they got all that evidence. I didn't do it."
I looked Traci directly in her eyes, taking in what would probably be my last look at her ever, because I didn't plan on ever visiting again.
"I know, Sweetheart. I know."
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Traci had drifted off to sleep in my arms with her head on my chest after what most couples would proudly call one hell of a good session of sex. We had just spent about an hour and half in various positions, and not only did I make Traci cum at least six times, but four of those were of the screaming orgasm variety.
At the very least, she was going to have a sore throat tomorrow.
As I lay there holding her, I caught sight of her wedding rings sparkling on her left hand, which was draped across my stomach. I smiled. Those rings were not from me. I didn't feel one bit guilty about that, however.
It was March 17, 2017, exactly 10 years to the day that I last made love to Traci. She was mine then and I thought I had the world by the ass. Until the afterglow, when the world as I knew it came crashing to an end.
So now, 10 years later, there is no discussion as Traci innocently sleeps. I wondered to myself if she even has a clue as to the significance of the day.
I let her sleep about 20 more minutes before waking her. It's 9 p.m. She told her husband it was girls' night out, and I don't want her to get in trouble for walking in too late. She'll need to take a shower and be presentable when she walks in her door. I don't want her husband to get suspicious, because I plan on several repeat engagements over the next few weeks while I'm back in town. Turnabout is more than fair play.
Of course, why would Frankie Fernandez every let Traci out of the house knowing that she cheated her way out of her first marriage, to me, Rob Showalter.
"Really, Frankie? And I thought that once upon a time, I was a clueless bastard," I muttered out loud.
Traci woke in a slightly confused state, then caught my eyes and remembered clearly where she was and why. She smiled shyly at me.
"Hey, you, I kind of passed out on you. How long was I asleep?" she asked.
"About an hour. I've been watching you sleep."
Traci knew she needed to get up, showered and dried, and headed home.
"Can we do this again before you have to leave?" she asked.
"Most definitely. Can you work late Tuesday evening?"
Traci nodded her pretty blonde head and got out of bed.
"Plenty of towels in the bathroom. I'd say to use the hotel soaps and stuff so it won't be too obvious when you get home," I said.
I laid in bed and let my mind wander while Traci showered. I drifted back to March 17, 2007. A 28-year-old Traci didn't fall asleep after having multiple screaming orgasms over a two-hour period. Instead, after regaining her composure from the final orgasm, she looked me straight in the eyes while we lay side-by-side and said the four words men fear the worst, "We have to talk."
Just 28 myself, I hadn't yet acquired man of the world status, so the significance of those words didn't register. Although I was wearing a condom as usual, I had just come a bucketload into it inside my wife of six years, and had her juices smeared all over my face from the tongue-lashing I had given her pussy prior to our lovemaking. I felt like a conquering hero.
"I'm pregnant, Rob," Traci said matter-of-factly, looking deeply into my eyes for a reaction.
My eyes got wide and and I started to smile even wider for a split-second before reality bitch-slapped me back to earth.
"How is that possible? We've never had sex bareback ..."
I felt gutshot.
"I'm sorry, Rob. I didn't mean for this to happen, believe me. I love you with all my heart, and I'm hoping we can get past this ..."
"Are you fucking kidding me!" I screamed while jumping straight up out of bed. "There's no getting past this! I'm not raising another man's kid! Either you're talking abortion here, or you'll be talking to a lawyer pretty damn fast!"
I sat back down on the bed with my back to Traci.
"Oh shit. Oh shit," I moaned softly, tears running down my cheeks.
"How could you do this to me, to us?" I croaked. "How far along are you? You do know who the father is, right?"
The words were spilling out of my mouth almost incoherently. Traci put her arm on my right shoulder from behind.
"I'm sorry. The father is Francisco Fernandez. You remember him? The kid from Mexico who started working in my department last year? We've been having unprotected sex for the last six months."
"The Fernandez kid? He's what, 22?" I sniffled out. "He's barely out of college."
"I'm sorry, Rob. It just happened. We got carried away one night after working late and then grabbing a few drinks. I knew it was wrong, but I still did it, and then the sex was so great I just couldn't stop myself ..."
"Of course the sex was so great! You were fucking another man bareback, while you've been making me wear a condom since before we were married because you didn't want to get pregnant. Jesus, Traci!
"At least tell me you don't love the little bastard. Tell me it was just sex, for God's sake!"
I turned to face Traci at that point. She lowered her eyes to the floor while turning red.
"It started out as just great sex, but yeah, I think I have feelings for him, too," Traci said just above a whisper.
"So how can you look me in the face and tell me you still love me? That we can get past this? Was tonight anything other than just my final hurrah?"
"I know this is hard, Rob, but I really do love you, and if you're willing to work with me, we can get past this and be a strong couple again moving forward. I have feelings for him, but not like I have for you. It's you that I want for my husband, Rob."
"There's the little matter of the baby, Traci. Even if I was to forgive you, I won't raise another man's child."
"It would be just like a stepchild, Rob. You could do that. You have enough love in you for that," she responded.
"But it wouldn't be like a stepchild, Traci. This is a child that you and Frankie conceived when you cheated on me - you broke trust with me, Traci. Trust and respect are two of the cornerstones of love, and you missed on both counts with this kid."
"You can't ask me to give up my baby, Rob," she said with a finality to her tone.
"Then this decision's been made. I love you with all my heart, Traci, and I'm sure to some extent I will always love you, but I also have to be able to be able to look myself in the mirror when I shave for the rest of my life."
I got up off the bed, packed a few things in a suitcase and left. Never said another word to her for the six months more we were married until the divorce became official. I went back to the house a few times to clear out my stuff, going during the workday so I wouldn't run into her. I never returned a text or phone call, and the few times we did see each other, like in court, I didn't say a word to her.
The divorce was about as antiseptic as it could be, with everything split down the middle. We agreed to sell the house after one year, with me paying the mortgage on it until then, to give her time to get settled with the baby - his baby. The child was born just two weeks after the divorce became official.
Traci's sister Amanda later told me that Frankie wasn't even in the delivery room when the child, a 6-pound boy, was born. He did move into my old house about three months later, and he and Traci got married about three months after that. The good news for me is that they bought my share of the house, and decided to live there.
Three years later, they had a second son.
I lived pretty anonymously in a mobile home park while I rebuilt my life. My boss and co-workers at the engineering firm were very supportive of me, as were my long-time friends from college and before. Now that I was no longer living in my home, the neighborhood friends went away, as did most of the friends we acquired since being married. One of my divorced friends told me it was pretty standard that way, and I shouldn't take offense. Okay, none taken.
Traci broke my reverie by coming out of the bathroom at that point, drying her hair with a towel. It might have just been my take on things, but I thought she looked radiant, and was glowing from the "sex hangover."
"You might want to tone that down a few notches," I said to her playfully. "We all agree I'm pretty clueless, and even I can see you've just had some good sex."
"Correction, great sex," she interjected, "But you're right. I can't walk in the door feeling like I'm 10 feet tall and bullet-proof."
She went back into the bathroom, dried off the rest of the way and reset her makeup while I watched from the doorway. She was very careful to only use a little perfume, to not give her husband the impression that she had just re-dosed herself to hide something - like the smell of sex.
When she was done, she picked up her purse, gave me a peck on the lips, and said, "See you Tuesday, lover."
Lover, yeah, right.
I was in town for about a month finishing up a big project that was based out of my old building at Big Guy Dynamics. I had gotten a promotion that moved me to headquarters two states over about four years ago, so when I had to come back, the company put me up at their usual hotel. Being back in my old town got me thinking about the old days, of which Traci was a huge part. That got my dick to stirring and my brain to working.
"Why not?" I thought to myself. "She's clean, beautiful, a helluva fuck, and the wife of the man I most hate in the world."
Never before in my life had I ever approached a woman I knew was married. I've always considered it against my personal code of conduct. But this, I reasoned, was different. Yeah, I know two wrongs don't make a right, but then again neither do one wrong and one right. I was just going to get a little tit for tat, along with some pussy as well if I was lucky. Translation: I just didn't give a shit if I was going to fuck things up for Traci and Frankie and their family.
Although I never responded to any phone messages or texts Traci left me after I walked out, I still had her number. A few days after I got back in town, I cryptically texted her, "Want to talk ... or something? I'm back in town for about a month. Friday night at Landreaux at 6."
Landreaux was on the edge of the city, on the far end from her house, so the possibilities of her running into someone she knew were small. And they served the best Cajun in town, and I knew the effect a few drinks and Cajun food had on her libido.
I had made a reservation for 6 and was seated at the table five minutes early. I ordered a Buffalo Trace bourbon on ice for me and a Tequila Sunrise for her. Just as the waitress was setting the drinks down, Traci walked in the door, wearing a black sleeveless smock-type silk dress, with the buttons undone to the bottom of her large braless breasts, the hemline about four inches above her knees and black ankle boots. Her alabaster skin contrasted nicely with the black as the front opening showed enough cleavage to be engaging, and her toned biceps and triceps showed that at 38 she still was a presence in the gym. To my trained eye, she looked to be about 10 pounds heavier than when we were married, but after two kids her boobs were still pretty solid-looking and upright. And she still had the toned legs of a goddess.
The dress told me that unless I fucked up, I was going to be doing something more than talking.
I stood as she made her way over the table, gave her a polite peck on the cheek, and held her chair while she got seated.
"Wow. Is this how you meet all your ex-husbands?" I said in as light a tone as possible.
Her eyes flashed an instant of anger before she caught my smile and realized I was giving her a compliment. Her face and upper chest flushed pink.
"Thank you," she said barely above a whisper.
I didn't give a shit about her family life, but we small-talked until the meal arrived. She told me both she and Frankie had moved up in their company and that they were doing well financially. She told me their boys, Eliseo and Alexander, were now 10 and 7, playing Little League, and would be in fifth and second grade, respectively, in the fall.
Me? I told her that life pretty much sucked since the divorce, although I was doing great with Big Guy, making a ton of money. I hadn't dated much since the divorce, and because of trust issues I rarely dated anyone more than a few times.
At least she had the good sense to look guilty when I told her my tale of woe, but once I got the look, I figured it was time to move on if I wanted the evening to go as I hoped. A pang of guilt was good, I figured, a full guilt trip would probably result in an early evening.
I turned the tone upbeat after that and showed a side of me no one had seen in 10 years ... my charming and delightful side. I told her funny stories from work, regaled her with anecdotes, and even got her laughing at some silly jokes. Then I laid on the compliments about how fantastic she looked, which was completely true, and told her that I was glad things had turned out good for her, which was a complete lie.
We split a dessert, only because she said she was watching her weight, and I fed her from my fork for her bites. We were pretty adorable throughout the meal, and I'm sure at first glance the others in the restaurant would have mistaken us for a wonderfully happy couple. A closer look would have shown them, however, that I wasn't wearing a wedding ring.
I invited Traci back to the hotel for some coffee, and she accepted immediately. We drove separate cars, so Traci could leave when she needed to.
We started off sitting about a cushion apart on the sofa for the first cup of coffee. By the second cup, we were sitting knee to knee before she ever-so-delicately climbed into my lap sidesaddle. The kissing started then, and within 10 minutes we were naked in bed. I quickly had my face between her thighs, and amazingly, it was like we had never been apart. I licked and fingered her to countless orgasms as she screamed and writhed in delight, and for a few minutes there I thought I was going to make her pass out. Then, as she recovered from that orgasm, she told me to stop and fuck her right then because she needed my cock. And at that moment, I needed her pussy no less.
I have not exactly been a pussy-hound since the divorce, and it had been a few months since I last had sex with a woman, so it took every ounce of restraint for me to last 10 minutes. In that time, though, I managed to get Traci off one final time, and as she started in on her orgasm she took me over the edge with her. Seriously, though, I hadn't come like that ... in 10 years.
I was treated like a conquering hero back in my old office by those who were still there from the old days. My old boss, "Dan" Daniels, in particular seemed very pleased to have me back. I was invited over to his house for a barbecue and swimming with his family on Sunday, and on Monday he invited me out to dinner on Tuesday night, which I had to decline due to a previous engagement.
"What previous engagement? A porno and your right hand in the hotel?" he inquired.
"I've got a date, Dan," I said matter-of-factly.
"Wait, Mr. No Life here just gets back into town after a four-year absence and already has a date? Get out of here, you fucking liar. With who?"
"Traci," I half-whispered as we were in his office with the door open at the time.
It was probably a good thing he was already sitting down as we were talking, or else he might have fallen down. Almost like in a Jim Carrey movie, his mouth dropped wide open, and I could see the gears practically turning in his head.
"Are you fucking kidding me! She's your ex-wife, and she's a married woman, you scumbag," he hissed.
"Yes, she is, and she's married to the man I most hate in all the world, so fooling around with her doesn't bother me in the least. Her being married is her problem ... and her husband's, I suppose," I answered.
"Well, I don't want to know anything else about it. How about dinner on Wednesday, then, unless you've got a date with a group of nuns or something."
"Wednesday would be wonderful. Tell Annie I appreciate the invite. Red or white?"
"Red, asshole. And I'll just pass on telling Annie anything about the Traci thing. Boy, going to work at corporate has turned you into a real piece of work."
Halfway through the day I texted Traci with the name of the restaurant. Little Israel had all the ethnic Jewish food you could want, and I was betting that Frankie wasn't a big fan of Jewish food. She texted back that she was looking forward to "working late" and meeting me at 6.
She must have brought a set of clothes with her to change into, because I'm not sure Grossnickle & Associates would have been very forgiving of her outfit. She wore a see-through peasant blouse over a frilly white bra, and her wrap skirt was short and clingy. My dick immediately jumped to attention when she came into the restaurant.
"Wow. I like-ee!" I stage-whispered as she approached the table.
"This old thing. Please," she responded.
We had another great meal, then headed back to my hotel for round two. Changing my routine a little bit, I concentrated heavily on her outer lips with both my fingers and my tongue, driving her to several powerful orgasms. Then I sucked her clit into my mouth and I thought she was going to high jump out of the bed - from a laying down position on her back! Damn, she was as wonderful as ever. After my playing, we started out making love missionary, switched to doggy for a bit and wound up with me standing just off the bed with her legs stretched out against my chest. I got great penetration on that one, and she came twice more before I unleashed a torrent of cum into her pussy.
We cuddled as we both came down. Traci had a light sheen of sweat all down her front and looked amazing. She also had the glazed look of a woman who was completely satisfied.
"You're still amazing," she finally said to me. "God, I've missed this so-o-o-o much!"
"Trace, if I'm so good at this, then why did you cheat with Frankie?" I asked earnestly, without a note of rancor in my voice.
I know I caught her off-guard with how innocently I asked the question. By the way she looked at me, I'm not sure she ever really thought it completely through before.
"He was just so cute and had those puppy dog eyes and just kind of flirted with me all the time," Traci began. "I guess he began to wear me down. I started developing some feelings for him, not like the kind I had for you, but feelings nonetheless, and one night after going out with several of the team from work, we wound up alone in this bar, and he leaned over and kissed me. And it was just so good and delicious that I responded back. I knew I shouldn't have. I knew it was wrong. But my body kind of took over for me, and we wound up back at his apartment.
"And the sex was just amazing. Every bit as good as with you, although in fairness, I was making you wear a condom and him not. I was so wet I was dripping, and I think I actually squirted for the first time in my life. After that, I just had to have more, even though I knew I was cheating on you. But I couldn't give it up. I was having amazing sex with my husband, then going out and having amazing sex with my lover. I felt like a goddess. I guess I got carried away, especially since I was letting him fuck me bareback. That turned out to be my biggest mistake, because I think you might have stayed if I hadn't gotten pregnant."
She looked at me with a kind of hopeful expression. I nodded affirmatively. Honestly, as much as I loved her, I probably would have stayed if she hadn't gotten pregnant and would have quit the affair.
"So what's happened now, Traci? Don't you love him anymore? Why are you here?"
"We're here because you still love me, and I still love you," she said tearfully. "I never stopped loving you. I have feelings for him, but I've never stopped loving you. And you just walked out of my life and left me.



"Frankie came in and rescued me. I owe him. And we've got two wonderful sons."
"But I don't love him. And, I think that just may be part of the reason I thought sex with him was so good, aside from him not wearing a condom, was the thrill of the cheat. After you left, things seemed to go down a notch physically between Frankie and me. And no, he never could do to me the things you do to me with that talented tongue of yours!"
With that, I stuck my talented tongue down her throat, before moving down between her legs again for two more screaming orgasms. I'm sure the neighbors in the room next to ours weren't happy with us, but I didn't care.
I made sure she got showered, dried and out the door a little after 9, but not before setting up a "late shopping trip with the girls" for the next Thursday.
I took her back to Boselli's, a nice little Italian place, on the next Thursday. As we sat and ate, I took in her beautiful face, looking deeply into those light blue eyes.
"Aren't you afraid he's going to get suspicious? This is the third straight week you've been out," I finally said.
"No, I go out about once a week almost every week. Frankie trusts me completely. He knows I wouldn't cheat on him."
"Past tense on that one," I interjected. She blushed deeply. "You know, there was a time I thought the exact same thing as Frankie. You do realize your track record isn't very good?"
It wasn't said with malice; I was merely stating a fact. I don't think she had given it much thought until I said it out loud. Her face scrunched up a bit as she chewed her lasagna.
"Are we going to fight now? I was so hoping for a repeat of the last two weeks at your hotel room."
"You're on for that, missy. No fighting. I'm sorry."
We finished off a great meal by splitting a piece of cheesecake. We then went back to the hotel, where I gave her the asked-for repeat performance, and then some. This time, the neighbors actually did complain to the front desk about the noise, and an assistant manager came to the room toward the end of our session and asked us to turn it down a couple of notches. Honestly, Traci tried, but I'm not sure she was successful.
As had been the case the last two weeks, I talked to her from the bathroom doorway as she finished getting ready to go home after her shower. This time, however, I didn't set up another play date. Friday was going to be my last day in town, so this was goodbye.
"What about us?" she inquired, looking more than a little shocked.
"Traci, there is no us," I said matter-of-factly. "For me, this was just great sex with a beautiful woman to whom I used to be married. To some extent, it was revenge against Frankie for stealing my wife, but I find I no longer have the desire to rub his face in it, not shoot him in the balls.
"For you, I was hoping that it was just great sex with a man to whom you used to be married; maybe done as sort of a payback for what you did to us 10 years ago. But I can see that you thought there was more to this. Traci, I never said anything that would you give the thought that there was more to this. You need to go home to Frankie and the kids, and love them with everything you've got.
"B-b-but I thought maybe we could give us another shot," she stammered, on the verge of tears. "I told you, I still love you, and I can tell by how you treat me and how we are in bed that you still love me. I foolishly gave you up once. I have sincerely apologized repeatedly, and will go to my grave loving you. Can't we give us another shot?"
"Decisions have consequences, Traci. I thought you would have learned that 10 years ago, when you decided to follow your urges and break your wedding vows. Then you decided that another man's baby was more important to you than our marriage. I know it's tough to believe, Traci, but not everything revolves around you. Running off with me might make you happy, but what about Frankie, Eliseo, and Alexander? Go home to them, and give them every ounce of love you have. Consider this an aberration - one you will never do again - with an old, dear friend.
"When we divorced, I totally hated you. You know, most people think hatred is the exact opposite of love, but I've found that it's not. It's more like love's first cousin - once removed. I hated you because I loved you so much.
"But these last few weeks have shown me that sometimes you can go home again. I still love you, but not near with the ferocity I once did. And because of that, I've found I no longer hate you."
Traci had started crying silently while I finished my little speech. I walked over to her and gave her my best, one step below bone-crunching hug. She hugged me back hard, and whispered "Thanks" in my ear. She then dried her face a second time and re-applied her makeup. We chatted innocuously while she got dressed, then she came to me for a quick, harmless peck on the lips, another big hug, and then she walked through the door.
For the record, I have no idea where all that came from. When I first found out I was going back to my old city, I thought about Traci a lot. Then I thought about fucking her and stealing her back from Frankie. Then I thought about just fucking her several times and leaving her hanging out to dry, her relationship with Frankie be damned after I made sure Frankie knew that she was cheating with me.
Maybe it was a closure thing, I don't know - I'm not a psychologist. Maybe cheating with Traci behind Frankie's back just three times was all I needed for my revenge thing for him. Maybe it was Traci admitting to me that she fucked up and had settled for second best was all I needed for my revenge thing for her. Somewhere along the way, this cloud of self-doubt cleared, and I find myself suddenly optimistic that there is a woman out there just waiting for me to spend the rest of her life with. And now it's my job to find her.
Epilogue:
I've got a few minutes to type this epilogue, because my wife, Ashley, is again taking her darn sweet time getting ready for a night out. Actually, she doesn't know it, but we're heading over to a surprise 20th anniversary party I am throwing for her at a hall downtown.
Yup, I found one. Took me about a year to find her, and then about another year to get her to the altar, but I wanted to take my time and make sure this was the one. Two is my catch limit.
I found her among a group of admins at my place of employment. She had transferred in from the Los Angeles office, and I passed her in the break room while grabbing my morning coffee. She is as tall as I am - 5-11 - with long straight blonde hair down to her waist. I am a sucker for really long hair on a woman, and that fact that she was probably 38-26-36 didn't hurt either. We struck up a conversation, and I quickly found out she was divorced about three years ago, and decided to see if there were any good men in the Midwest. She was 35, and like me, didn't have any children.
Apparently, I am easy to talk to (who knew?) because I found all this out in 10 minutes in the break room. I found out a whole lot more at dinner two nights later. She chewed my arm off with her rambling conversation on a variety of subjects, and about the most I could get in was an occasional "hmmpphh." I was completely smitten.
One of the subjects she got around to at dinner was her marriage and divorce. Seems she was married for eight years to a serial cheater, and he eventually knocked up his last conquest. So to say she valued fidelity was a strong understatement, and music to my ears.
I related my own marital woes in one of those rare moments I got to talk, and I found out that she could be a good listener when it was her turn. She said she was particularly impressed with the fact that I didn't wind up punishing Traci and Frankie after it looked like that was my original plan.
I have to admit I checked Ashley out hard, even to the point of having a private investigator dig into her background. So sue me, but burned once, not stupid twice.
We were married a little after I turned 40, and for my 43rd birthday she gave me the absolute greatest present ever - our son Grant. He's made me proud almost every day of his 17 years now.
Every now and then I send a text to Traci to inquire about how things are going. She and Frankie recently celebrated their 31st anniversary. I think they are going to make the long haul. Eliseo is now 32 years old and is serving in the United States Marines, and Alexander is 29 and an attorney in Cleveland. The kids have given Traci and Frankie four beautiful grandkids from the photos I get every now and then.
Ashley knows I occasionally correspond with Traci, and after a few years, Traci told Frankie about our occasional texts. I know he wasn't happy about that at first, but he seemed to take solace when Traci pointed out that I never tried to hurt him physically for breaking up our marriage.
No, Traci and Frankie didn't get invited to my wedding with Ashley, but when she found out that I had gotten married, she wished me the best of luck. And, since I finally had someone of my own, she said she was dropping the "love quotient" down to just 3 percent when she closes her texts with the words "I will always love you."
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I recently came across imhapless' original story, "For The Greater Good," which I enjoyed very much except for the non-ending. But since imhapless asked others to write their own endings, I read both the GeorgeAnderson version and the amyyum version, and enjoyed both. However, I saw it a little different than both of them, so for the first time ever I decided I would jump in and play along. I hope you enjoy my attempt as much as I enjoyed the others. You need to read the original story first to get things rolling.
*
I totally expected to get a full Ashley production to explain what she did and why, from a well-rehearsed presentation speech to a vigorous defense of her position. Hell, she would probably have a few charts and graphs up on a computer for me to look at as well.
I wondered if her new lover helped her get over any sticking points on this project as well.
And there it was, in a nutshell. She broke my trust, and I don't think I'll ever be able to truly forgive her for that. Now matter how much I say I will forgive her, I will never forget her cheating on me. And if you don't forget, then you truly never forgive. I can't live like that, and I don't think she would put up with it either for very long.
But along with the trust, there was this little matter of respect as well. Perhaps if she had just cheated the once, truly lost in working on the cure, I might feel differently. But doing it multiple times, and swearing everyone to secrecy about it just seems to be the ultimate in disrespect. It's not enough to be able to cure cancer, you have to cheat on your husband in front of your co-workers and make them cover for you while you do it.
I am crushed. If only I had a brain as big as Ashley's to help me work my way around this, but I don't. An IQ of 135 isn't too shabby, but Ashley is sitting at cool 160, and is probably one of the smartest biomedical engineers on the planet. But unlike some people who are brilliant, Ashley is truly gifted in her field. With the occasional ... ahem ... assist from me in the past, it's almost like she can think around corners. Now it looks like she'll willingly take that ... ahem ... assist from anyone she deems worthy.
I got a text from Ashley at around noon saying that she had turned in her apartment keys and was heading home. Again, I wondered to myself if the reason she was getting such a late start was because she and lover boy said their final good-byes, and maybe this time it was much more than doggy.
About the time I expected her to walk in the door, I got another text. Seems she stopped off at Tom and Melinda's to check on the patient, my parents showed up, and now it was an unofficial Bronson get-together. My sister Jill and her husband were headed over there, and Ashley figured I'd better get my ass there, too. Maybe I'm way overthinking things, but it seemed like Ashley went out of her way to put off our discussion. Maybe she's rethinking her position.
By the time I got over to Tom and Melinda's 20 minutes later, it was a full-blown celebration party for Tom and a lovefest for Ashley. My parents had ordered enough food for a small army. There would be no talking tonight.
My family has always loved Ashley to the fullest, right from the start. So saving Tom's life made her a hero. From that standpoint, she was a hero to me as well. So it wouldn't surprise me if they took her side in this, especially since I wasn't sure exactly how much I was going to tell them.
When I showed up at Tom's, the party was in full swing. Still, under normal circumstances, I would have expected a big greeting from Ashley. But these weren't normal circumstances. Although I tried to put on my best "happy face," I felt like shit inside, and I knew Ashley would read that in my eyes in a split-second. She did, and adjusted her greeting to a slow and tender hug, with just a quick peck on the lips. She stayed just out of reach throughout the evening, but I caught her several times glancing my way and trying to read what was going through my mind.
Apparently the act by both of us was good enough to fool everyone except Jill, who led me from the den to the quiet of a spot on Tom and Melinda's porch as the sun headed down.
"What's up, Big Guy? You and Ashley are definitely trying way too hard to act normal," she said.
"Never could fool you, Sis. Next to Ashley, there's no one who can read me better. And I know that you and Ash would be joined at the hip if it was possible," I said. "We've got some serious talking to do, but that's really all I can say now without talking to 'Everybody's Hero.' But I'd appreciate it if nobody else was clued in on this, OK?"
"Solemn promise, Bro," she said as she held up her right hand like she was doing a swearing-in.
We got home about midnight, and even though neither one of us had to work the next day because it was Saturday, we both agreed to wait until morning to talk. We headed up the stairs to go to bed, and when Ashley turned in to our room, I headed on past, went into the guest bedroom, and locked the door. That should have told her everything she needed to know. She took the hint and didn't bother me.
I didn't sleep the entire night. It seemed like my head and stomach were fighting for possession of my very soul. My head was pounding, while my stomach was twisted into 1,001 knots. I finally gave up and went downstairs at 7:30 a.m. Ashley must have heard me moving around, because she came down a few minutes later. I was in the process of fixing us coffee -- a big pot. She looked like she hadn't slept at all either, but she had her "Ashley Bronson, Ph.D." game face on. I didn't know if that affectation was for her benefit or mine. Guess I was about to find out.
"You know what you did last night was unnecessary, cruel, and childish," she started off in a condescending tone as she sat down at the kitchen table with me. "Have I ever done anything that disrespectful to you before?"
I shot her my "who the fuck are you kidding look" and she stopped talking immediately. She busied herself pouring each of us a cup of coffee. As she handed me my coffee, our eyes locked, and for a brief second I saw the first look of fear I'd ever seen in those beautiful blue eyes. At that moment I wanted nothing more than for us to go back to the way we were before RCA. But I didn't grow up in a fantasy land, and we could never go back to what we were.
"So, I'm guessing you figured out how I broke the project logjam a few weeks ago," she began. "Look, I'm sorry I didn't call you to come to RCA and help me get things figured out. I was in full project mode, and you of all people in the world know how I sometimes get tunnel vision when I'm like that, and I could only see the team around me for a solution. So I told the team about my idiosyncrasy and how you were always able to clear my head, and I asked for one of them to help. I figured Chad would step up, because despite the fact that he's a true family man, he's also a bit of a flirt, and I figured he would have the confidence to think he could get the job done.
"Well, in truth, he did, and I got off twice doggy, which was the whole idea. It was completely antiseptic, no kissing at all, and we each got ourselves primed for the event. Then after he got off, we each cleaned up and went back to work, and two hours later I had the solution to the problem.
"I'm sorry. At the very least I should have discussed the problem with you and not have made the decision by myself. I got lost in the work, and couldn't see my way clear. You, of all the people in the world, know how I sometimes get lost in the work. I promise, it will never happen again."
Ashley was sniffling back tears and truly looked sorry. I sat there and waited for her to continue, to explain about the other two incidents that John had noted, and the one I had witnessed. Nothing. She slurped some coffee. More nothing.
I sat there in stunned silence. She was going to give me the once, and call that good. At that moment, I knew I had completely lost her.
I had to say something while I was still reeling, so I honed in on her confession.
"So you lied to me that Thursday night when I asked about how you overcame the sticking point?"
"No, I didn't lie to you. I just didn't give you all the details so as not to worry you at the time," she retorted.
"Lie by omission then. Damn, Ashley, how could you? A simple phone call and I could have been up there in hours. And it's not like time was that tight, was it?
"And I bet Chad was only too happy to help out, wasn't he?"
"There's nothing going on with Chad," she lied straight to my face. "I told him this was a one-time thing, and if he ever brought it up again I would tell his wife."
The whole apology/reveal seemed well-planned and well-rehearsed. I would have expected nothing less, although I truthfully was expecting a whole lot more. There was still the matter of the other three times she got stuck, and what I suspected was a good-bye or thank you fuck with Chad yesterday morning. I expected this was going to be a major discussion, not just some quick lie with a drawn out explanation and, of course, using the importance of the project for cover. Maybe after this latest success of hers she thought she was just that much smarter than everybody else, including me, and that it just didn't matter.
This was not a peer review like she was used to. This was personal, not professional, and she badly overrated her potential success. I got up from the table, walked up the stairs to the bathroom and got into the shower -- alone. I made sure of that by again locking the door behind me.
When I was done and dressed, I unlocked the door. Ashley was in our room getting dressed.
"Hey, I'm heading over to Tom and Melinda's to check on him and see if there's anything they need done at the house, like mowing the lawn. Even though Tom thinks he's ready to take on the world, you and John don't think that would be wise, and I would hate for that knucklehead to ruin all of your good work trying to keep up the house.'
"I'll be over there in a little while, too. I think I can tweak the delivery system on the machine a bit," she said.
Ashley had on tight jeans and sneakers. Her bra and a T-shirt were on the bed. It took all of my willpower not to walk over to her, slap the shit out of her, and then fuck the shit out of her. What I had to do was going to be the toughest thing I've ever done in my life.
I slept in the guest bedroom with the door locked again Saturday night. Ashley looked confused when I said my good-nights, gave her a peck on the lips and headed upstairs.
When I got downstairs Sunday morning, Ashley was already up, showered, and looking gorgeous. She was flitting about the kitchen when I walked in.
"So how long are you going to keep locking yourself in the guest room? Are we going to try to work this out like adults."
I detected both a perturbed and condescending tone to her comments. I was back to wanting to slap the shit out of her.
"As the person who knows me best in the world, Ashley, you might not want to use that tone with me."
I was working in Tom's yard after lunch when I got an unexpected phone call.
"Look, Kurt, you've got every right to tell me to fuck off, but I'm asking you man to man to hear me out," Chad Beltran began while I wondered how he got my cell number. "I know it looks bad, but honestly, it was all about the project, and saving Tom's life and others. When she got stuck that Wednesday, Ashley explained the situation to us all, and I figured I needed to step up. So we had sex that Thursday, and soon after she had a solution. It was like magic.
"You've got to understand, I'm a happily married man with two wonderful kids. The last thing I want to do is ruin my marriage ...
"So you figured you would head me off at the pass so you can keep me from lighting up your marriage, and yet you didn't give a fuck about mine," I said, sounding much calmer on the phone than I was. "Did you, or any of you, for that matter, even mention the fact that I could have been up there in three hours? No, apparently not. So you took advantage of the situation and got to fuck a beautiful woman, and want me not to spill the secret to your precious fucking wife."
"Kurt, you, of all the people in the world, should know how sometimes she gets lost in the work. Blah blah blah blah blah ..."
Chad didn't actually say that last sentence. But as soon as he made the first part of the statement, I didn't hear another word. Could it have been a coincidence that they both used the same phrasing. I seriously doubted it; not having been born yesterday. This had to be part of a discussion between them, as was the fact that both were sticking by the story that they only had sex the one time.
"Kurt, Kurt, are you still there?" I heard Chad query as I came back to reality. I didn't answer. I just clicked off the phone, put it back in my pocket and went back to work.
Up until the last few weeks, if you had asked me, I would have told you I married the perfect woman: world-class scientist with the looks and body of a goddess who loved sex as much as I did, and who brought in a lot of money with her brains. Now I'm lost. I loved her with every fiber of my being, but staying married to her is an impossibility. If the cheating was a one-shot deal ... if she hadn't lied by telling me only part of the story ... if she hadn't conspired with her new fuck buddy. If, if, if. I knew I could never trust her completely again, so it really was a simple decision. I could be a man and divorce the woman of my dreams ... or live as an unhappy cuckold.
On Monday I made a call to a highly regarded local attorney to start the paperwork. Monday night after we ate dinner I told Ashley we were through.
Ashley had started to clear the supper dishes when I asked her to stay at the table because we needed to talk. I know I caught her by surprise, and she looked stricken.
"I can't do this anymore, Ash," I started. "I've given you enough time, but somewhere along the line you've lost your respect for me. You say you still love me, but once respect goes love usually follows it out the door."
"No, Kurt, we can make this work. I screwed up, and I'll spend the rest of my life trying to make it up to you," she said as tears started streaming down her cheeks.
"Then how about starting with the truth, Ashley. You didn't just fuck Chad once, you fucked him four times that I know of, and probably a fifth. You only told me about the first time," I said with my voice rising.
She flushed, stammered, and took a deep breath, trying to collect herself for her return argument, but before she could speak, I screamed, "Don't! I saw you in the napping room with Chad a few weeks ago with my own eyes. I swore John to secrecy the same way you did, after he got trapped when I showed up at RCA and neither you nor your new boyfriend were around. Trying to lie for you was probably the hardest thing that man has ever had to do in his professional career. I hope you're proud of yourself in so many ways.
"By John's count, that was the fourth time you two had left to get you unstuck, and every time after you came up with a solution within hours, so despite how embarrassed we both were over the situation, he begged me not to interrupt the work because the team was on the precipice of not just a breakthrough, but an actual cure. And since a cure for any type of cancer doesn't happen every day, I took one for the team ... four times it seems.
"And then of course there was the good-bye sex Friday morning."
Her head shot up at that point and her eyes glared daggers at me. I had guessed right, and although she had wronged me, she was pissed at me because by her way of figuring, I had one up on her.
More stammering. More tears. Unlike with her dissertation, where she was in control and on the offensive, for perhaps the first time in her life she was on the defensive, and under the pressure she cracked.
"Give me a chance to explain," she cried. " I can explain it all."
We make all sorts of allowances for the ones we love, and believe me, I still loved this woman. I was hoping against hope she could say something that would change my mind.
"After telling everyone my problem, my idiosyncrasy, I swore everyone to secrecy so you wouldn't be hurt, honestly," she said firmly but quietly. "I knew that sometime in the future I would tell you, but I couldn't let that cloud the issue while we were close to a cure."
"Explain those last three times, then, and why you and lover-boy both tried to pretend they didn't happen."
"Wait. What? You talked to Chad? When did that happen?"
"That happened yesterday, as if you didn't know. I figured it was all part of the plan to keep us together, and keep me from going to Chad's wife. He reminded me that me, 'of all people, should know how she sometimes gets lost in the work.'"
I used air-quotes on that last part, and Ashley knew the game was over.
"You admitted to making a mistake in judgment the first time. How to do you explain the last three, especially since you never said anything to me about being stuck after the first time, I asked pointedly, already suspecting I knew the answer.
"Even though it was just doggy and antiseptic with Chad the first time, it was good, and did the trick; I already admitted that. But it was better than I wanted to admit, and while not as good as you, I wanted him again, so I got stuck a few more times, and he unstuck me. I figured since I had already done it with him once, what difference would a few more make. And then, when I got home, I would go back to being your completely faithful wife. That's the whole truth ... except, yes, I did fuck him Friday morning, and we did much more than doggy and yes, it was wonderful. I felt I owed him a real fuck, considering he was trying to be helpful and I had him on a short leash the other times."
"Thank you for your honesty ... finally," I said.
"Is there any way we can get past this?" Ashley choked out. "I don't want to lose you. I can't lose you. You are the other half to my soul."
"I probably could have looked past the first time," I said. "But three more times? And the visual of you and Chad having sex in the napping room is seared into my soul. I'll never be able to unsee that, no matter how long I live or how much I tell you I forgive you.
"I will be eternally grateful to you for saving Tom's life, and for the best six years of my life -- until a few weeks ago -- but no, there's no way for me to get past this. You, of all people in the world, should know that."
Ashley was served the next week at our house in the evening. There was no sense embarrassing her. Since we live in a no-fault state, our assets will get split evenly, and she agreed to buy my half of the house. We joked that I got custody of my family, although I gave Ashley very liberal visiting rights.
My family was devastated by the news, and virtually all of them tried to talk me out of divorcing her, even after they found out about her cheating on me. As I explained to all of them, sometimes the right thing is the hardest thing to do.
I wasn't near as considerate with Dr. Beltran. I called his wife soon after I filed on Ashley, and found out that he did try to downplay everything, and tried to use the one and done story on her as well. Although she wasn't happy with him, she was buying his story hook, line, and sinker until I told her about the other four sessions. Then she practically exploded on the phone. She asked me the name of my divorce attorney, and I was only too happy to pass along the info.



In more ways than one, fucking Ashley was definitely the highlight of Chad Beltran's year. Not only did his wife and children go away, but his job at RCA also went away once the powers that be found out about him and Ashley. That came about in the review process after the project was over, when Dr. Lee and both of the techs filed their paperwork, which didn't quite mesh with that filed by John, Chad, and Ashley. John was allowed to quietly retire, but Chad was fired with prejudice, and Ashley was sent a personal letter of reprimand. She took it very hard. Also, the elite scientific community is a small one, so word somehow got out, which proved very embarrassing for her both professionally and personally.
Life really is strange, but nature has a tendency to want to balance things, so eventually something had to go my way. It took about two years for that to finally happen, and again Tom and Melinda had something to do with it.
I had only met Melinda's older sister a few times through the years. Like most of Melinda's family, she lived three states over, so she didn't visit very often, and when she did, I never wanted to horn in on any time she would have with Tom and Melinda and the kids, so Ashley and I usually stayed away. She was a few years older than Melinda, but like my sister-in-law, she was a good-looking brunette with dimples, a pert turned-up nose and a cute body with small boobs. I didn't realize she was in town when I showed up unannounced at Tom and Melinda's one Saturday afternoon with a six-pack of beer. In my family, we were forever showing up at each other's houses unannounced, so it was no big deal, and since Tom had been off the meds for about a year, he was again allowed to imbibe.
I walked in the door carrying the sixer and literally walked straight into Stephanie, who wasn't wearing much of a bikini as she was apparently sun-bathing in the back yard but for some reason needed to get something out of her rental car in the driveway. I quickly wrapped my empty arm around her to keep her from falling over backwards, and considering I hadn't had sex with a woman since before I divorced Ashley, having a scantily clad woman plastered up against me certainly woke up Junior. I couldn't stop it, and I froze in my tracks, with my rapidly-hardening dick pressed up against Stephanie's stomach.
"Well, I definitely know somebody's glad to see me," she joked, although she didn't move away.
I turned strawberry red, and when Melinda came into the room and spotted me hard against Stephanie's stomach with one hand around her and one hand holding a six-pack, she immediately cracked up laughing.
"You might want to tame the beast before the kids come charging in," she noted.
I came back to my senses and released Stephanie while stammering apologies.
Stephanie had divorced her husband of 10 years around the time I divorced Ashley. Seems he had a problem with fidelity as well. I quickly remembered that as my brain again became fully functional.
"Nah, it couldn't be this easy, could it?" I thought to myself.
Turns out, it could be that easy. I stopped over at Tom and Melinda's every day that Stephanie was there, and after she went back home I started making the three-hour trip to her place every weekend. We were married a year later, and she switched jobs so we could stay near my whole crazy family.
Only one small blip appeared on the radar during this time, and this definitely belonged under the life is strange category. I had been dating Stephanie for about six months, when I got a phone call one night from my sister Jill. Ashley was working on a very big project and had hit a sticking point, and had called Jill to see if I might "come to her rescue." She knew I was dating Melinda's sister, but was hoping that since we weren't married yet that I might again take one for the team.
"Why me?" I questioned Jill. "I'm sure she can get rescued by anybody she wants."
"She said that she's tried it several times with a variety of guys, and it hasn't worked since she left RCA. She said she even gave Chad Beltran a try, and got nothing. So she was hoping ... She said it's a very big project, with big ramifications for a lot of people, and she was hoping that you could ... for the greater good."
"Can't do it, Jill. Mankind will just have to find another chump."
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No-sex alert warning. Also, if you're looking for a feel-good ending, move on down the line. Life isn't always pretty. It's just life.
*****
"You think that's a slut story?" asked Helena Bonham as a group of Perriman Financial execs sat around a Logan International Airport bar in Boston waiting out a snow delay. "How about this: I know this woman who was such a sneaky whore that she used to fly to Norway once a year for annual company meetings and spend much of the week on her back with the CEO's son between her legs. She did this for like 20 years, and her old man never suspected a thing.
"I mean in the office she was prim and proper and for 51 weeks of the year you would have thought she was just the nicest, most conservative, quiet woman you'd ever met. But she'd go over to Norway for corporate meetings once a year and turn into a slut. She didn't think the rest of us knew what was going on, but come on, woman, when you leave the hotel every night with the same hunk, and don't sneak back into your hotel room until time to shower and change clothes for the next day's meetings ... Nobody's stupid, well ... except maybe her husband. But I guess you really can't fault him. Why would he think his practically "Goody Two-Shoes" wife would be whoring around him for one week a year?
"I worked with that woman for like 15 years. I left there about two years ago. I wonder if she's still fucking him over ... What was her name ... Traci ... Traci Shondell. Yeah, that's it. I bet that poor bastard's going to go to his grave never knowing that his wife was cuckolding him."
"Hey, wait a minute, we've got a guy in our group named Shondell," Claude Whisenhunt whispered to me. "You don't think she's talking about Shondy's wife, do you Herb? You've met her. She does kind of come off like an ice queen, but she is one hot MILF."
"That's the story, Bryan, as close as I can remember it," Herb Mangold said to me over the phone. "They went on to talk about somebody else hooking up after that, but I knew I had to call you as soon as I heard it. I hope it's not your Traci, Bryan, Jesus, I really do, but if it was my wife I'd want to be told."
"Thanks, Herb. Really, I mean it. I hope it's not her, too," I said to my co-worker. "Hey, could you do me one favor and not mention this to anyone else. If Claude brings it up again, just douse the story as quietly as you can, and I'll tell Claude myself if I have to ... but only if I have to."
I have worked with Herb for 15 years at Perriman, and I'd trust the man with the lives of my children, so I knew he could be trusted to keep this quiet. I also trusted the fact that he got the story straight, which means I had a world-flipping problem.
My wife, Traci, is in management at Johannsen Ltd., a financial services firm based out of Norway. And yes, for the last 23 years now, she has been flying to Norway as part of the management crew for one week of corporate meetings. And yes, she is conservative and prim and proper, in addition to being one hot MILF. But my Traci would never cheat on me, could never cheat on me. Could she?
Helena Bonham's words came back to haunt me.
"I bet that poor bastard's going to go to his grave never knowing that his wife was cuckolding him."
Sitting around wishing it wasn't so was not an option. This "poor bastard" was going to know the truth.
Traci and I have been married for 25 years. We met in college and dated for three years before getting married. We both work in the financial services field, and are both in management and have done quite well for ourselves financially. We have three beautiful children, one who has graduated college, one a college junior and the baby is a college freshman. So we've become empty-nesters this year, and although it took some getting used to at first, being alone together again has rekindled an already-good marriage ... or so I thought until a few minutes ago.
I sat at my office desk and pondered the situation for a while. I truthfully didn't know where to start.
Traci had started at Johannsen right out of college, about a year before we got married. It took her three years to earn her way to Norway for the corporate meetings, and she's been going every year since. Doesn't usually have much to say about them before or after; they just seem to be a necessary evil. Thinking back, she did seem a little perturbed about going while pregnant with our first child, but I assumed that was because she was five months along and starting to get uncomfortable. Now, of course, I'm wondering if she was perturbed because she was pregnant while seeing her lover.
I went to my Firefox favorites and clicked on Johannsen's website. It was a beautiful, fast-loading site befitting one of the world's top financial firms. Since it was Traci's company I would occasionally peruse it, but until today the only corporate officer I knew about was the CEO, Gunnar Marquist. Marquist had brought three of his family into the company - two sons and a daughter - and I found their photos and biographies on the website along with several other top officers. I read the kids' bios in chronological order, so I didn't get to Henrik Marquist's until last. When I opened the bio, however, and got a photo bigger than a postage stamp, I almost gave up my lunch: I was looking at the faces of my two youngest children, Jason and Marilyn. Holy shit!
Traci is of Norwegian descent herself, with long blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes, so I never gave it a second thought that the last two kids were blonde and blue-eyed, the same way I never gave it a second thought when Amy came out with brown hair and eyes like me. But after looking at Henrik Marquist's photo, there was no way those kids could be mine. I quickly did the math, too. The corporate meet's usually in August, and both of their birthdays are in May. Fuckshit!
I desperately needed to talk to someone, but who could I really trust with a secret this delicate, and who would have the strength of character to advise me well. Next to Traci, my go-to in situations like this was my father-in-law, Alf Schlagel. He had been my closest trusted adviser since my dad died when I was in my late 20s. He was just a solid guy, never forced himself into any situation, and because of this he became my life consigliere on the few times I needed to talk to someone other than my wife.
But I couldn't go to Alf. How do you hit a guy with, "Gee, sorry, sir, but I think your daughter is a cheating whore and has been fucking somebody behind my back for more than 20 years."
It quickly became obvious to me that I don't have a lot of close, personal friends when I took stock of the situation. My next closest advisor was my favorite bartender, the night manager at a small bar near my house named simply, "My Place." It was an old-fashioned type pub that I occasionally dropped into for a quick drink or two on some nights or took Traci with me for a quick dinner on other nights. Through the years I had become somewhat close friends with January "Don't ever call me Jan" Sparnakle, the feisty but level-headed daughter of the owner. She was a few years younger than me, but had been working at the pub her entire working life, and as such had developed a real feel for people. She had given me her thoughts and advice on a number of subjects through the years, but never anything of this magnitude. I hoped she was up to this challenge, although I wasn't sure I really was.
I took a couple of personal hours off work and headed over to My Place. I got there about an hour before January came on. I sat at the bar just shooting the breeze with her father, "Slats" O'Koren, while I put down a pair of JD over ice. Since I rarely got to the bar this early, I hadn't spoken to Slats in a while, because he usually headed home as soon as possible after his shift was up. "That's how you stay married to the same woman for 50 years," he would often brag.
"How's that pretty wife of yours, Bryan?" Slats inquired.
Being lost in deep thought, I guess I didn't hear the question, so Slats repeated it from just a few feet away, at a louder volume this time. I heard him that time, as did most of the bar, I think. I stammered, honestly not sure how to answer what should have been a simple question.
"She's fine, Dad. Sheesh!" January answered for me, coming up behind me from my left, having just entered through the employee entrance.
"Hey, Babe, how are you?" I asked as I locked her up in a friendly bear hug. She hugged me back hard, and while doing so, whispered in my ear, "I'm fine, but I'm sensing all is not well in Bryan-Land, is it?"
I pulled back from the hug with a shocked look on my face. "How could she possibly know," I thought to myself.
Seeing the look on my face, January sat down on the stool next to me and quietly asked, "It's Traci, isn't it? What's going on, Shondy?"
"I haven't confirmed anything yet, and it's going to take a while to do that, but I've got it from a very good source that she's been fucking around on me behind my back for more than 20 years."
"What?! How the hell could you not know something like this has been happening for all these years," she said in shock.
"Because she only does it one week a year, when she goes to Norway for her company's corporate meetings. Apparently she's been fucking the boss's son for the last 25 years, one week a year!"
"Ooohhh!!" she replied back.
"Exactly," I answered.
"Well, you can't just do nothing, unless you're one of those perverts who likes his wife to fuck around on him," she said matter-of-factly as she looked for a reaction.
I gave her a pissed look which should have told her everything she needed to know, and she continued on.
"The pussies of the world would ask you to ask yourself if you'd be better off with her or without her, but that's not how it works in the real world, Bry," she started. "If you're the man I think you are, there's no way you can live with a cheating whore who breaks her vows, even though you may not have known it for a very long time, and it only happens one week a year while she's out of the country. I don't think you could live with yourself giving her this kind of hall pass. And that's the rub. You might have loved her more than life itself ... maybe you still do ... but what kind of life will you have by throwing away your self-respect. Wrong is still wrong ...
"Then there's also the matter of the younger two kids being his as well," I interrupted.
January looked like somebody had knocked the wind out of her. She looked every bit the way I felt when Herb told me what he heard. I filled in the speechless gap while she sat there in shock.
"That's not yet been confirmed," I said. "I was thinking that I would give all three kids Ancestry DNA kits for Christmas, and I would know in about two months."
"No. No. That's the wrong way to go about this," she noted. "If you do that, everybody will see the cat out of the bag, and then you've probably ruined any chance for revenge."
The R-word. That's why I went to January. Like me, she wouldn't take this lying down. I didn't need a marriage counselor. I needed someone to consider my side of the equation.
"You need to keep this under wraps completely until you are ready to make some kind of move. But if what you're telling me is true, you still might lose those kids, and I know that would tear your heart out of your chest. So whatever you do, and I'm not sure there really is much you can do, has to be tempered somewhat by your desire to remain the father to those two kids."
She then shifted gears pretty quickly.
"How about at Christmas break you bring everybody here for a quick meal. I will personally serve drinks to everyone, and I will personally make sure I move the old glasses off of the table and into a sealed container. Then we ... you ... can take the containers to a DNA testing place I know about. We get DNA from all five of you, which in the long run is a better and more accurate way to go.
"And I at least get the price of a meal out of your sorry ass."
She smiled broadly as she stuck the needle in, but something had to be done to lighten the mood a bit. Plus, she had given me sound advice. This was going to be a marathon, not a sprint.
"What are you going to do about sex?" she next asked, again shifting gears quickly.
Was she asking me what I think she was asking me? No, because she immediately broke into a devilish smile and responded, "Ah, ah ah. Don't even think you heard that right, moron. I'm not asking you if you want to have sex, dickhead, I'm asking what are you going to do about Traci wanting to have sex like you always do. You can't just stop, because then she'll know something is wrong."
"Damn, you're good at this stuff. I hope for Roy's sake he never gets on your bad side," I shot back with a reference to her husband of about 25 years.
"I hadn't thought about that at all. Good point. I guess for appearances I'll just have to continue fucking the hell out of her three times a week. But maybe to teach her a subtle lesson I won't use my tongue anymore."
"Let me repeat, idiot," she stated flatly. "You've got to do whatever it is you normally do with her and to her until you are ready to act. She's not a stupid woman. In fact, she's pulled the wool over your eyes quite nicely for 20-some years."
"So in other words, you're telling me for the time being I need to 'Leave the gun, take the cannoli."
"Exactly. Nice 'Godfather' reference, too. Play it cool. Don't get in a big rush."
Of course, that was going to be easier said than done. You can't just unlove somebody overnight, no matter how badly they've hurt you, but this betrayal stung like hydrogen peroxide on an open wound.
++++++++++
I guess I was a little quieter at Christmas season than normal, and Traci's folks both picked up on it. Luckily for me, they didn't go to Traci for answers. Because of our great relationship, they came straight to me and asked if there was something on my mind, or if I was sick. I felt terrible having to lie to them. I'm going to miss Alf and Barb when Traci and I divorce. I wonder if I can get custody of them.
It was sad for me knowing this was going to be our last Christmas together as a family. I'd watch the kids together doing something goofy and drift back to when they were little, when I didn't know that two of them were from Traci's womb but somebody else's sperm, and I still thought I was the luckiest man alive to have a smart and beautiful woman as my wife.
I wondered if she'd run to Marquist after the divorce was final. I knew he was married, but I wondered if he would trade in his wife for my ex, or would she become his full-time mistress. What would my kids do when they found out? Would I still be DAD? Or would I just be dad? So many questions; so few answers.
Three weeks after Christmas I had my DNA answers, which confirmed what I already knew. Amy was the child of both Traci and me, and Jason and Marilyn were both the children of Traci and some as yet unnamed dickhead that I am assuming to be Henrik Marquist.
Traci had a girls' night out the next Thursday after I got the DNA results, so I took that opportunity to see January at My Place that night. I gave her the results to review; she gave me a file of several divorce attorneys that she had researched for me.
"You're not going to get screwed by the courts on this divorce," January told me. "Your kids are almost out of the house, you're home is now community property and will be part of the 50/50 settlement. So your only concern should be what do you want to do in terms of revenge. And whatever you do, you don't want to go so over the top that you drive the kids away."
All that factored in, it seemed the best way for me to get revenge was financial. First, I had to file for divorce. Then after that I was going to sue Johannsen for not enforcing its morals contract, resulting in my divorce. Next was my suing Marquist for child support. The last piece was contingent upon when my two younger kids found out that he was their father. Sooner or later they would, and I wanted him to pay through the nose if possible. Not that I was going to keep that money - I was actually going to divide up the settlement into three equal pieces, and start a trust fund for all my kids.
I contacted one of the attorneys January scoped out for me and got things started.
I almost blew everything out of the water a few months later. Our 26th anniversary came up March 23, and I took the whole family and Traci's folks over to one of the best restaurants in town, Pasqualone's, for a sumptuous meal. I was watching Traci accessorizing with jewelry while we were getting ready to go out, and I noticed a small velour bag tucked into the corner of the bottom layer of her jewelry box. Through the years, I've bought Traci a lot of nice jewelry, and I didn't recall anything coming in a velour bag. I absent-mindedly reached for the bag, opened the drawstring and pulled out what appeared to be two very expensive gold bracelets with a number of turquoise charms attached to them. Being a financial guy, I was able to eyeball them long enough to see that one bracelet had a dozen charms on it, the other had 11.
"Wow. When did you get these?" I asked before I could really think about it.
Traci looked over, flushed deep red, and very quickly took them from my hands.
"Th-these old things?" she stammered. "Ah, that's just some trinkets I picked up in Norway about a hundred years ago."
She didn't look me in the eyes as she said it, and quickly put them back in the bag and back in the jewelry box. That's when it hit me - those were probably gifts from Marquist, with a charm being added every year to mark their week together. She probably brings them with her to Norway and wears them for him.
That kind of set Traci on edge for the rest of the evening. I know Alf and Marge noticed it, and I think all three kids sensed something was just a little off.
++++++++++
Traci's trip to Norway was set for Aug. 14-21. She was her usual stoic self about it, and knowing what I know now, I had to marvel at the woman's acting ability. She didn't seem one bit different in the weeks leading up to the trip. If I didn't already know about the kids not being mine, I'd think maybe this whole story was made up. She even gave me our usual goodbye peck on the lips before heading off on the company limousine to the airport Sunday morning.
My flight to Oslo, Norway, was later in the day. I had booked a full week of vacation without telling Traci, my kids, or my in-laws. There are just some things you have to see for yourself, I told January when I made the plans.
I got in late Sunday night, got my rental car, and headed to my hotel, which was only a few blocks from the hotel where Johannsen was holding the corporate meetings and where the Johannsen out-of-towners were staying.
Monday afternoon I did a little sightseeing. Oslo is certainly a beautiful city. From the itinerary Traci showed me, the meetings would be breaking up at 4 each afternoon, dinner with some Johannsen locals was planned for 6, although any of the Americans that wanted could opt out and do a little sightseeing and eating out on their own. The meetings would end Friday at noon, and the Americans then had about a day and a half to tour the city.
I started hanging out near the hotel around 4, knowing that it would take a while for Traci to change into a non-work type outfit. I had on a pair of sunglasses and wore a fake beard, but beyond that I figured there was no way Traci would recognize me because I was the last person she would be looking for in Norway.
She came out of the hotel wearing a classy yet shorter-than-usual little black dress that I had not ever seen her wear before. The top of the dress was open to the middle of her 36D breasts, and her body looked wonderful. She had on three-inch CFM black heels and, I noticed, a bracelet on each wrist with the various charms that I had seen several months back in her jewelry box, that she had called old trinkets. Except I wasn't stupid. Those old trinkets were probably worth about $5,000 each.



She got into a company limousine. I couldn't see if dickhead was already in the vehicle, but when they pulled up at the restaurant, he got out of the limousine first, and then helped her out. She leaned in and gave him a passionate kiss on the lips before they headed inside. I sat and ate a couple of yogurts while I waited for them to re-emerge, which happened about two hours later. They got in the car and then drove to another hotel, probably the one dickhead was staying in. I have no idea if his wife was at home or not, but at least he wasn't taking the chance on bringing her to his home.
I spent an incredibly boring night in the rental car, watching several movies on my iPad. At 5:56 a.m., Traci emerged from the hotel, obviously not looking quite as fresh as she did last night, and got into the limousine. Dickhead didn't come with her. They drove back to the first hotel and she went inside when they got there. That gave her time to shower and change before the meetings began again at 9 a.m.
I went back to my hotel and slept fitfully for a few hours. Seeing her with him broke my heart and pissed me off. To think she had been doing this to me for 24 years!
I followed her to his hotel on Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday nights, watching movies in my car until she came out and returned to her hotel. I was dead-tired and completely pissed off by Friday, when the meetings ended at noon. By 1:30 Traci was dressed in a more casual outfit as she got into the company limousine. Unlike the other days, when there was only a few of Traci's co-workers around when she got into the limo, this time there was a large contingent hanging around at the front of the hotel when she got into the limo. A few heads turned, but nobody seemed too outraged over Traci getting into the company limo with a suitcase by herself. Either they assumed it was all business, or she had been doing this so long no one paid much attention anymore.
I followed them around to several sites on Friday and Saturday. Just sat in my car, drank coffee and ate yogurt. I tried some of the local fast food joints in the area, but found the yogurt better. My clothes were rumpled and wrinkled, and I was tired and grumpy. I sort of felt like that old TV detective Columbo. It was a great way to make my love for Traci slowly ebb away.
Saturday night they got in the limo and went to an out-of-the-way, upscale restaurant. Since Traci was leaving the next day, I figured this was their celebratory last night dinner for this year. It was almost time to go to work.
I figured a man like Marquist had a reservation and they were seated immediately when they showed up, so I waited about 30 minutes before getting out of the car and headed into the restaurant, figuring they would be eating the main course right about then. During the night I had checked into a nearby hotel and showered and shaved, so while I waited for the 30 minutes to elapse I changed into a suit and tie I had brought for the occasion.
I stopped at the reservation table, showed them a photo of my wife, and said I needed to be taken to her table. The maitre d' looked at me in my suit, large manila envelope in my hand, and escorted me to Marquist's table. When we stopped in front of the table, both of the occupants looked up. It took Traci about five seconds to realize she was looking at me, her husband, then she burst into tears. Marquist sat there with a quizzical, concerned look on his face.
"Just for the record, here you go, Traci," I said, putting the envelope down next to her plate. I quickly pulled out my cellphone and snapped several photos of her and Marquist and the envelope. With the touch of a button, those photos were sent to my attorney, my three kids, Traci's parents, and January.
"By the way, nice trinkets. I'm guessing you've got 24 charms now."
I turned on my heel and left. I heard a lot of commotion and a lot of Norwegian being spoken behind me. Didn't give a shit. Turned off my phone, too.
I drove back to my original hotel and got the best night's sleep I'd had in weeks. My flight from Oslo home was at 7 a.m. their time, so I checked out of the hotel about 4, got the rental car turned in and was at the airport by 5. About 12 hours later I was in my La-Z-Boy in Dallas. Traci's flight wasn't scheduled in for another three hours, and if I had figured right, she probably wouldn't come home late; she probably head over to her parents for some comforting.
As I put my feet up I turned my phone back on. Apparently I had caused a shitstorm. Well, to be accurate, Traci had caused a shitstorm. I was just the messenger. There were 23 voice messages and 16 texts when everything loaded up. Nine of the messages and six of the texts were from Traci. I didn't listen to any of the messages nor answer any texts.
I took my time leisurely downing my Jack Daniels Tennesse Honey over ice. Then once I was done, I called Alf. Out of everybody I sent the photos to, I felt the worst about sending them to him. I owed him better than that, but I was pretty sure if I didn't send him the photo, he wasn't going to believe me.
"Dad, I'm sorry," were the first words out of my mouth as soon as he picked up. "I know that was a harsh way to find out, but really there was no good way to tell you."
He didn't say anything for about 10 seconds, and I thought he was going to hang up when I heard a sniffle on the other end of the line. He was crying.
"I understand, Bryan" he said. "And it's me that owes you the apology. I thought I raised my daughter better than that.
"I know this probably sounds stupid, but I hope we can remain family, after this all plays out with you and my daughter. You've been such a big part of our lives ..."
I heard the crying. He gently hung up the phone.
I next did a conference call with my three kids. I always knew my kids were smart, but I still wasn't prepared for the opening salvo, which came from the youngest, Marilyn.
"We're not your kids - Jason and I?" she asked through her sobs.
"Baby, you're all still my kids, right up until the moment when one of you three nutballs decides you're not. Who sat up with you when you were sick, who taught you long division, who coached your baseball and soccer teams? Being a father is so much more than being a sperm donor."
We all cried a lot in that phone call, but when we hung up I think the kids realized I wasn't going anywhere, and our relationship didn't have to change one bit. I did tell them about my plan to make Marquist pay up, and how I was going to split that three ways. Interestingly, we only briefly talked about Traci and I, and the one thing I got out of that conversation was that the kids didn't know anything more about the affair than I did. At least that was something.
Traci never did come home that night. My assumption that she would head to her parents was confirmed correct when Alf called about 10 p.m., and asked if we could all meet Monday. I had already left word with my boss that I had some personal matters to tend to, and I didn't figure Traci was going in to Johannsen, so we set the meeting for 2 p.m., here at mine and Traci's home - at least for now.
Traci and her folks showed up in separate cars, which told me at least that Traci figured she was going to stay in the house tonight. They got here at about straight-up 2. I offered Alf and Barb a drink; Alf joined me in drinking a Tennesee Honey, Barb took a Diet 7-Up. Traci was on her own for a drink. I didn't offer her one, the same way I didn't offer a hello kiss or hug. We all sat in the living room, with Alf and I in chairs across the room from the sofa, where Traci and Barb parked. There was an uncomfortable minute of silence as we all took a swig of our drinks and looked at our glasses before Traci started tentatively.
"Did you really have to travel all the way to Oslo to hand me the papers? If you already knew, why not save both of us the trouble and just have me served here?" she asked.
I don't know why, but I was expecting something more along the lines of an apology. I was unimpressed with this gambit.
"Because I had to see for myself that what I had found out was true. That for 24 years, the woman I considered my soulmate, had for one week a year been giving herself a hall pass and fucking someone else."
"There's no need for that kind of language, Dear," Barb interrupted.
"Yes, Mom, there is. And when you decided to be part of the delegation to come over here, you put yourself in harm's way as far as your delicate sensibilities. I love you and Dad like you are my own parents, but even if they were standing in this room right now I wouldn't be delicate. The time for delicate left the very first time your daughter cheated on me and then came home as if nothing had happened."
"Did I ever give you reason to betray my trust in all the years we were married?" I asked, turning to Traci.
I saw Alf frown and hold up his index finger to Barb as I turned to Traci. I'm guessing I wouldn't have any more interruptions from her.
I stared daggers at my wife, who shifted uneasily on the sofa.
"No, Bryan, you never gave me cause to betray you as I did. I'm incredibly sorry."
"Then why did you continue it for so long? If you wanted Marquist, why didn't you just tell me so? But to make a fool and a cuckold out of me for 24 years ..."
"Because I don't want Henrik. I want you, Bryan. You're the one I want to spend the rest of my life with, the father of my children ..."
"Stop right there, bitch!" I shouted. "Two of them aren't my children, at least not biologically. How dare you! You cuckold me and rub my face in it by having two children with the fucking prick. You have a warped way of showing me love."
Traci apparently hadn't spoken to the children in the last day and was completely shocked that I knew about Jason and Marilyn being Henrik's. And she apparently never though it was worth mentioning to her parents, because both of them turned white as new sheets. I thought I heard Barb start to cry, but I never took my eyes off of Traci.
"So not only do you betray me, you hit me with the ultimate disrespect - having me raise two of another man's children.
"Just so you know, the kids already know, and I didn't tell them. They figured it out from the photo, like I did. I just confirmed their suspicions."
Traci put her head down so I couldn't see the deer in the headlights look that I knew was on her face.
"Oh shit. Oh shit," she mumbled.
While she was muttering to herself, I figured this was as good a time as any to get a refill. I held up my glass to Alf and looked at him. He held his up to me and nodded yes. He looked like a man who had been gutpunched.
When I came back with the drinks, Traci was more composed, and started in immediately.
"Look, Sweetie, we can get past this. Henrik was just some special fun, just once a year, halfway around the world. I never took one ounce of love away from you for him, and if you had never found out, you would have gone to your grave believing I was your soulmate, which I am. Can't we just go back to that?"
"How the fuck stupid do you think I am?" I blurted out. "No, there are just some things you can't undo, can't unsee. Your incredibly bad choices have doomed us. Alf, would you take Barb back if she had done to you what Traci has done to me?"
"Truthfully, Bry, no I wouldn't."
"So, no, Traci, that's not happening," I said. "I'm sure sometime in the future I'll be able to get over loving you, but I'm not sure I'll ever be able to get over hating you.
"Now if you will all excuse me, I have a bottle to crawl into at a bar where they show me respect. If you're smart, Traci, you'll gather up enough stuff to stay at your folks for quite a while, because you're certainly not staying in this house while I am.
"Alf, Barb, sorry to be abrupt. You know I love you."
End of discussion. I didn't need to hear any more lies. I grabbed my car keys and cell phone and headed over to My Place.
Traci tried fighting the divorce, so I played one of my hole cards and filed suit against Johannsen for not enforcing their morals clause, resulting in my marriage falling apart. Three days later, a tearful Traci told me she would sign the divorce papers. Apparently she had gotten fired with cause, which just about ruined any chance she had of getting another high-end job at a firm like Johannsen.
"I get the hint, Bryan. There's no need to destroy my life further," she said.
And then karma the bitch took over that chore for me.
Since they had fired Traci, Johannsen also had to fire Henrik, which made big news in the industry. It's not every day that the son of a top financial services firm CEO gets let go by his father's firm, especially for having an affair with the help.
This also didn't exactly sit well with Mrs. Henrik Marquist, who apparently didn't like her station in life rocked by scandal. But apparently she had no clue about the children, because when that suit came down, she went postal, smashing a number of high-priced items in the couple's fancy Oslo home before filing for divorce, I was told.
So with the firing, lawsuit, and pending divorce against him, Marquist was a regular item in the tabloid news over in Europe, and word apparently got to a certain Johannsen employee in the London office. Turns out, Marquist had been doing her during the corporate meetings with the London crew for one week each year, and while she knew he was a married man, she apparently didn't like the fact that Marquist had more than one lover.
Her husband, too, filed for child support reimbursement, although I guess she and him must have worked out a deal, because he wasn't filing for divorce from her, at least not that my news source, one of our business analysts at Perriman, could determine. Then two more women, one from Germany and one from Poland, also came forward with claims against Marquist. The press had a field day with him, and I was told his wife went nuclear. In the end, Traci was just one of four women he was whoring, and he wound up with nine more children in addition to the two he had with his wife.
The English bitch tried to sue Johannsen for sexual harassment, saying that Marquist had used his company position to intimidate her into having sex, but a Norwegian court laughed that one off on the grounds that she had two children with him out of wedlock and kept going back for more, agreeing with Marquist's contention that it was a consensual affair.
As would figure, the topics of illicit sex, divorce, and children born out of wedlock to cuckolded husbands was too great for the American press to ignore. Several newspapers and a couple of magazines played up the story, which put us all in the spotlight for a little while. I certainly didn't enjoy the furtive glances I got when I went out to a restaurant or to a play, so for about three months I became a hermit, rarely venturing out further than the grocery store.
The kids seemed to take it a lot better at first, probably because they've been brought up in this digital age where nothing is very private. But after about two weeks, I got a phone call one evening from a sobbing Marilyn, who apparently was having trouble with the world knowing her mother was a slut.
"It's her problem, Mar, not yours," I said as soothingly as possible. "You did nothing wrong. Don't apologize for her. You don't run her life."
"Thanks, Daddy," she responded back. "I know you're probably getting it, too. I just needed someone to talk to."
While I hurt for her, it was rewarding to know that in a crisis, Marilyn turned to me, her father, for comfort and guidance.
As for Traci, Alf told me over dinner one Sunday at my house that she hardly every left his house, and when she did, it was almost always at night and wearing a ball cap. Most of the friends she had apparently wanted little to do with "the dumb American slut," as social media soon characterized her.
After Traci signed off on the divorce, we basically split everything down the middle. Since Traci no longer had a job, I had to pay the remainder of Jason and Marilyn's college expenses, but after receiving a large payout from Henrik Marquist, I quickly took care of that expense before dividing up the rest of the payout among the three kids. I also got a sizable payout from Johannsen - out of court - to stop my suit against the company. And since this wasn't part of a lawsuit, and it was made after the divorce was final, I didn't have to split the money with Traci. Much of that money, and my half of the profits from the sale of our house, went into a small but beautiful home I had built for myself in one of Dallas's trendier neighborhoods.
I seriously considered moving to one of Perriman's offices in another part of the country to get away from all the looks of pity and the whispering, but after talking with Marilyn, I decided to take my own advice and live my life without worrying about what people thought about what my ex-wife had done. Yes, the pain was still there and probably always will be, but it's time for me to move on.
++++++++++
I just had one of life's great pleasures as I walked my younger daughter down the aisle at her wedding. It's been six years since the divorce, and my relationship with all of my children is just as strong as it was before the world found out that my two youngest children aren't mine biologically.
To their great credit, Jason and Marilyn never wavered in their support for me as their father - their DAD - after finding out that Henrik Marquist was the sperm donor for their conception. As far as I know, they haven't even made contact with him, and according to them, he hasn't made any attempt to contact them. Just as well as far as I'm concerned.
I couldn't be prouder of Marilyn, who probably took her mother's infidelity and subsequent birthing of two out-of-wedlock children the hardest of the kids. I paid for her to see a psychologist a few times until she told me she was doing fine.
Jason seemed to take everything in stride. They always talk about nature versus nurture, and in his case nurture is strong. He doesn't look anything like me, but to my eyes he's almost my mini-twin.
All three kids eventually made some kind of peace with Traci, which I suppose I'm glad about for their own mental health. I try to keep my opinions about their mother's betrayal to myself, because I just don't think that running her down will make me look good to them. Besides, when I needed to vent, there was always January.
Outside of the wedding, I really have no reason to talk to Traci about anything, so I don't. The pain and anger still haven't gone away, although little by little my love for her is slowly fading. I didn't initiate any conversation with her at the wedding, and only talked to her when she spoke to me first, in a fashion that I just couldn't ignore her. I stood next to her for the wedding photos, trying to look happy, but if you look closely you can see there's a literal space between us in the pictures.
Aside from that one meeting when she first got home, Traci never really tried to explain the affair to me, nor really give me a good apology. I just think she figured there was absolutely no way she was ever going to get caught, so I'm guessing she was never planning on telling me - ever. It was just a total fluke that I ever found out. But even if it was just a little extracurricular fun, as she claimed it was, it still doesn't explain her having two kids with that dickhead.
About a year after the divorce, Alf told me over a bottle of Tennessee Honey that I apparently had it right about Traci having feelings for dickhead. After I told her to take a hike, she tried talking to Marquist, but he wouldn't take her calls; then she found out about the other three mistresses. Even Barb had to admit to her that she looked like nothing more than a foolish slut being used by a rich guy for sex.



Although I'm only 51, I don't see me finding someone else to spend the rest of my life with. I'm not sure I'll ever be able to trust another woman as completely as I did Traci. So, yeah, there are times when I wonder if I would have been better off remaining a clueless idiot. Sure, it's not the ending to the story that I wanted, but sometimes real life isn't all puppy dogs and rainbows. Sometimes it's about snatches of conversations overheard in airports during layovers.
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Forward -- and forewarned:
One of the biggest complaints I get from readers is the criticism of too many orgasms by hands and mouth for the women in my stories, so I've gradually cut these down. However, like most writers, there are pieces of me in almost all of my stories, and the orgasms are one of those pieces. No one seems to criticize other writers for their male protagonists cumming three or four times every time they have sex, but I'm getting killed for my women having six to 12 orgasms by hands and mouth. You can look this up folks, but it's much easier to get a woman off 12 times than for a guy to come three times. If you know what you're doing and have the desire to do it, getting a woman to orgasm by hands and mouth isn't that tough. Total truth here, many times I have gotten more than 20 orgasms out of a woman in the span of several hours, particularly when the women are younger. And, as a woman ages, the intensity of her orgasms increases, but the frequency drops, probably a homeostasis kind of thing.
So for this story, I've gone back to factual. I apologize to those who can't keep up.
That said, I hope you enjoy the following.
*****
Chantel was riding me cowgirl with wild abandon, bouncing up and down on my hard dick like a Russian gymnast at the Olympics. Her eyes were closed, the look on her face appeared to be a combination of pleasure and pain. Her soft moans intensified into an animal-like, shrill squeal as orgasm overtook her body, making her writhe like a marionette being controlled by someone with palsy.
She collapsed on my chest when she was done, breathing deeply, while I lay there smiling, moving softly inside her, still buried hard and deep. After about a minute of recovery, she sat up on my dick, smiled contentedly, and resumed sliding up and down, with my hands on her waist. Super-excited by her orgasm and the resulting flailing, I lasted only about two more minutes before I came, squirting my load up inside her wonderfully tight, young pussy.
She rode me until I got soft enough to slip from her pussy, then she laid back down on my body, with her head on my chest. She was a little bit of a thing, maybe 5 foot, 110 pounds, with porcelain skin, shoulder-length dirty blonde hair and pretty good size tits for a little woman.
She was also 24 years old, almost young enough to be my granddaughter.
We had started off the evening with me putting lotion all over the upper half of her body, slowly rubbing it into her tits and nipples. She loves the feel of me playing with her nipples, and they showed their appreciation immediately, pointing out like arrowheads. I then trailed the lotion down her stomach, stopping just above her completely shaven pussy. I found her hard clitoris with my thumb and index finger, and 15 minutes later she was three orgasms deep and had four fingers from my left hand deep inside of her. I brought her off three more times with my hand, then straddled her stomach and started rubbing my hard cock on her slick tits. I then moved up further and stuck my dick into her waiting mouth, and she sucked on my hardness for about five minutes before I pulled out of her steamy mouth. I moved back down to her hot slit and resumed my attack on her clit, bringing her to four more hard, noisy orgasms. I then slid further down the bed until my mouth was aligned with her pussy, and I had an ass cheek in each hand.
At that point I drove my tongue into her for everything I was worth, licking first deep inside of her opening and then finishing up with a lick and a suck on her clit. That's when the screaming started in earnest, as did the bucking. She kept trying to buck away from me, but I had handfuls of asscheeks, and wasn't letting her go anywhere. Six more orgasms later we were both exhausted, so I flipped her over, set her on her knees and took her doggy, which earned me yet one more orgasm of appreciation before I blew my load.
I came about as powerfully as I can these days, not being a kid anymore, and after half-resting on her body and half on the bed, I slowly slid out of Chantel and cradled her against me in my arms, giving her a passionate lip-lock as I did so. My nose was a little sore from her literally banging my face, and I could feel that my lips were swollen for the same reason. Chantel had a look of exhaustion and bliss on her face, and I knew that my efforts were more than appreciated.
"Life is good," I thought to myself as we both drifted off to sleep. "Sometimes you do find the light when you head into a dark tunnel."
++++++++++
Let me introduce myself. I am Mickey Olerud, 60-year-old divorced average guy, father of two grown children, grandfather of two who are a little younger than my partner of the other night.
About that partner ... Chantel is the youngest of my regular sex partners. I'm not bragging ... well I guess I am ... but I've got four women whom I sleep with on a regular basis. There's nothing serious with any of them, although I know of at least two that would like to get serious, but it's just good -- no make that great -- sex, no strings attached, almost any time I call and want a date, or they call me for the same. I know, it sounds too ridiculously easy and uncomplicated, but that's because it is. And I owe it all to my cheating ex-wife, Traci, for opening up the door to this great life.
Fifteen years ago, I was a happily married man with a kid having graduated from college and one a sophomore in college. My beautiful wife, Traci, and I were still getting used to this empty-nester thing, and at 45 we were enjoying a sexual renaissance, if you will. With no kids around, we were free to fool around whenever the mood struck us, like we did before we started having children, and we never had to worry that Traci might get a little too loud, which was always a concern because she was a bit of a screamer. With no kids around she started to really turn it loose, and once encouraged, I tried even more to pleasure the woman I loved. For the last 18 months or so we had to keep the windows closed and the air running in the house during the warmer months because we didn't want the neighbors to think I was killing her.
Traci and I met in college in our sophomore years. We started dating as juniors, and got married a few months after we graduated. I honestly don't know how I wound up being lucky enough to land her. She was gorgeous -- long blonde hair, blue eyes, about 5-5, 120 pounds with big firm boobs and a cute bubble butt. She was definitely above my pay grade, but despite all of her admirers in college, she chose me -- a skinny 6-footer with a mop of unruly hair who was majoring in electrical engineering.
I got a job with a major engineering firm on the East Coast soon after we were married and Traci, who got her degree in finance, went into management at an investment firm. We made good money and were living pretty nice. Lauren came along two years later, and then Molly was born two years after that. Since I was making pretty good money, we could afford for Traci to be a stay-at-home mother, which she was until both kids were in school. She then rejoined her old firm, and with two incomes, we decided to move to a fairly big house in a somewhat expensive neighborhood.
Life is what it is, and you deal with stuff and move on. As the kids got older life got more hectic because of their sports and clubs and what-not. I had my stuff like my golf group, and Traci had her stuff, like her theater group. I never kept close track of her comings and goings too much because I had complete trust in her, the way I assume she had complete trust in me because she never asked too many questions when I told her I was going to the bar for a couple of after-work drinks, or hitting the links with my golfing group.
How I found out Traci was cheating on me was cliché -- I surprised her by getting home a day early from a business trip. I didn't travel much, maybe three times a year, but for this one trip I was supposed to be on the West Coast for an entire week. But business got concluded a day faster than we anticipated, and my boss and I flew out of LA a day early, getting back into town at about 7 p.m. I figured I would surprise Traci so I didn't tell her I was getting in early. As far as I knew Traci didn't have any plans for the weekend, so I figured I'd catch her binge-watching NCIS or some other favorite show. She didn't tell me when I left she had any plans.
Before we headed for our respective homes, Bob, my boss, and I decided to stop at a place near the airport he was familiar with for a drink or two. Our trip had been very successful and should pay big dividends in the future, so he was buying. I was in for a couple of drinks.
We took a table near the center of the bar and we both ordered a Monkey Shoulder over ice. I had never been in the place before but Bob has, and he said they did a nice, quiet business catering to those who were on their way up and were trying not to be too ostentatious about it. Serving Monkey Shoulder told me they understood good but not overstated Scotch.
After about five minutes, I watched Bob's eyes get big as saucers as he looked at someone or something behind me. Not really in the mood to turn completely around, I asked Bob to tell me what he was gawking over.
He quickly dried the drool from the corner of his mouth and said, "Holy shit, Mick. This young guy just walked in with this babe who's probably old enough to be his mother, and she's walking around with her big boobs practically hanging out of her dress. I bet this kid's banging mommy seven ways from Sunday! Jesus!"
With that build-up, I just had to turn around and look. Bob wasn't exaggerating. She was built like the proverbial brick shithouse, and her big tits were falling out of her dress.
"I hope she's not banging that kid seven ways from Sunday," I deadpanned to Bob, "Because that's my wife, Traci."
I slowly turned back around in my chair as Bob literally spit up his drink.
"Smooth move, Bob. She's not looking over here now, is she?" I asked.
"No," he replied while reaching for a napkin. "You're not kidding, are you?"
"Nope."
"Jesus, Mick. What are you going to do? I suppose you could go over there and break the little bastard's neck. I think you can do that and get away with it in this state -- call it under extreme duress."
I work out lifting weights on a regular basis, and at least on the surface it appeared I probably could break the bastard's neck. But being an engineer, I'm more prone to analyze things carefully than react emotionally, and while a small part of me wanted to beat the guy to a pulp, a large part of me wanted to shake the shit out of my wife and found out what was going on -- and why. So I made Bob sit there with me and drink while the two of them had a nice meal. Bob could see everything going on at their table, and reported everything from hand-holding to an intimate kiss. When they finally got up to leave, Bob paid our bill, and I told him that I wouldn't be in tomorrow before I followed the lovers out at a safe distance.
"R-r-right. Gotcha," he stammered.
They had apparently come to the bar together, because Traci got into his car and they left, with me following in my car. They drove to what I'm guessing is his house in a pretty good neighborhood. I made note of the address as I drove on by and went to our house. It was 8:30 p.m.
Traci never made it home that night. Since she didn't expect me until around supper time tomorrow, she didn't have to worry about going home.
I obviously didn't get much sleep that night. I tried to sleep in our bed, but the more I thought about what I had just witnessed, the angrier I got, so I went downstairs to the family room sofa and slept fitfully there. Before morning, I took my car back out of the garage and parked it down a street a bit, knowing Traci wouldn't see it because she wouldn't be looking for it.
The garage entry into the house leads into the kitchen, so about 7 a.m. I made myself a big pot of coffee and some toast and sat down at the kitchen table, facing the doorway, with the lights off. I was three cups of coffee in when I heard the garage door go up at about 9, and Traci came waltzing in about 20 seconds later.
The look on her stunned face was priceless as I snapped a photo of her with my iPhone. In fact, she was so shocked to find anyone in the kitchen, let alone me, that she screamed and fell back against the door that she had just closed behind her. When it dawned on her that it was me in the kitchen, she screamed again, but this time it was the words "Holy shit!"
"What the fuck are you even doing home?!" she half-asked, half-ranted at me.
Then she must have realized what she looked like. Her lipstick was mostly rubbed off, her eye makeup had run down on her cheeks, her hair was completely disheveled, and was that a little bit of dried cum at the corners of her mouth? Why yes; yes it was. And then there was the hooker dress, which I had never seen before last night.
"It's not what it looks like, Mickey!" she started to shriek at me, but I quickly held up both hands like I was the victim of a hold-up, and she shut up.
"I'm sorry, Traci, but it's exactly what it looks like. Young Jack Axelrod and you must have had yourselves quite a time of it last night. I bet he's even going into work late this morning, too, at the university.
She stammered, staggered, stammered some more, and finally ran upstairs and into the master bathroom. I heard the shower going soon after, and while it was running I quietly unlocked the bathroom door, found her used panties on the floor, put them into a plastic bag for evidence if I needed them, and left the room, all without her knowing I was there.
++++++++++
I started the evening off with Stephanie in a somewhat uncomfortable "69," gently playing with and licking her pussy. I say somewhat uncomfortable because at my age, getting into and out of a 69 is not so easy anymore. But Stephanie really likes it, so to me that's all that matters. I'm doing it.
At first I rubbed along her pussy lips, which gets her motor going, then I inserted first one, then two fingers into her steamy pussy. Two orgasms later, I started using my tongue along her lips while still fingering her engorged clit, and she started her bucking bronco act. She had four more orgasms this way, with each getting progressively bigger, and she started to get louder with each one. At this point I figure it's time to move down to the end of the bed and get my face in there, and although she is somewhat rough on me, the four really hard orgasms I got out of her were more than worth it. A few minutes later, I got another Big O, but I could feel that her body was tiring out, so after the last one I climbed up next to her and we both caught our breath for a bit. She didn't mind that my face was covered in her juices as I kissed her passionately. She jerked on my cock to get me back as hard as I was earlier, and when I thought I was ready, I plunged into her in one quick stroke because she was wonderfully, sloppily wet.
Ten minutes later, I was making unintelligible noises myself as I emptied my load into her. I moved off to the side and we laid facing each other, entwined in each other's bodies and playing kissy-face like teenagers.
At 51, Stephanie was just coming into her own, I felt. Sure, she no longer had the body of a 25-year-old, but considering she'd had two kids, the time she spent in the gym in the last several years had definitely paid dividends. The little bit of sag she had in her boobs was natural and turned me on way more than it discouraged me. She had medium-length brown hair surrounding an angular face, with sparkling blue eyes.
And while she didn't have the body of a 25-year-old, she was a confident, mature woman who was ready to be someone's lifelong partner if they were smart enough to see it. Me, I saw it, but no, I wasn't ready to go the lifelong route, so for the time being Stephanie and I were very good friends, with great benefits.
Stephanie and I have been ... ahem ... dating for the last six years. With a little bit of help from yours truly, she has become an amazing sex partner, and can give as good as she gets. She can be both demure and aggressive, but when she gets wound up, you'd better be ready, because she is physical enough to put a hurt on you with that toned body. Added to this is the fact that she is a screamer, and when we're rolling I sometimes get worried that some neighbor will call the cops on us.
Stephanie was married for 15 years to her high school sweetheart before he decided he wanted a younger model when Stephanie turned 35. We've been dating since she was 45, and I think she gets hotter every year.
"Life is good," I thought to myself as we both drifted off to sleep.
++++++++++
Traci contended that she didn't have sex with Jack Axelrod that night. She explained that her makeup was smeared because they went dancing and she was sweating. She explained that she didn't come home that night because it was late, and since she didn't expect me home, there was no sense for her to be on the road that late, so she slept on Axelrod's sofa.
Yeah, right.
When I didn't say anything, she took that as a sign of weakness, and went on the offensive.
"How do you know his name? You've been spying on me, haven't you," she shrilled at me.
"Actually, I haven't, but that's not a bad idea," I replied. "I saw you two last night at the bar and then I followed you two to his house." I held out my hand. "Phone. Now!"
Traci reluctantly handed me the phone from her purse. I knew she didn't have it password protected because she is bad at remembering passwords and she knew I'd never betray her trust by looking at her phone without permission. But that was before yesterday.
There were three phone calls and four texts from Jack Axelrod from the last month. All indications were that this affair had been going on for at least that long.
"Well at least he's not married so only one of you needs a divorce," I sneered.
"Oh, no, Mick, we don't need a divorce. I told you, we didn't have sex. We just danced. And those texts are not about what you think," she said, surprisingly upbeat.
"So you're telling me that when I have your panties from last night tested, I'm not going to find Jack Axelrod's sperm in them?" I shot back.
Traci turned bright red. So much for 24 years of marriage.
"For God's sake, Traci. He's 28 years old. That's only five years older than our oldest child. Do I not do it for you anymore. Don't you love me anymore? How could you do this to me?"
"But I do love you, Mick," she responded tearfully. "I don't love Jack. This was just sex with a younger guy with a bigger dick. This means nothing. I was always planning on coming back home to you every night."
Yes, I did catch the phrase, "bigger dick."
"So because he's got a bigger dick you just figured you didn't need me anymore. What about all those orgasms I give you with my hands and mouth? What about all those screaming orgasms? Does none of it count?"
"That's great and all, Mick, almost magical, but what his dick does to me is magical. I get so wound up it's like I go off to another world for a while before I float back to earth. You don't do that to me.
"But you're still my husband; still the man I love; and if you can have a little patience with me I'm sure we can work this out."
"You must be fucking nuts if you think I'm letting this continue," I said as I grabbed my car keys and headed out the door.
++++++++++
Livie ground her pussy into my face with wild abandon while my tongue worked its magic. She was dripping her juices and the KY lube I had used on her down my face and neck, and she was making little grunting noises as she got closer to her third orgasm of the night. Her knees were on either side of my head, and her small boobs were jiggling in pace with her movements. My hands were on her hips, then with one quick movement I darted my tongue directly into her love canal. She gave an otherworldly moan, stiffened her body, then began to writhe about like someone was hitting her with a high-powered taser. Her eyes rolled back in her head, she squirted all over my face, and despite the fact that she was drowning me, I gave out a quick laugh.



She collapsed onto my chest and face for a few seconds while I gave her a chance to come down and breathe, then I restarted my tongue-work. Two more amazing orgasms followed in the next five minutes before I flipped both of us over onto her back, with my face still buried in her pussy. But at least now that I was on top, she wasn't pouring fluid into both my mouth and nose, so I wasn't as concerned about the very real possibility of drowning. But, oh, what a way to go! I'd be a legend!
I sucked her clit into my mouth at that point, and she started a low growl which went on for about a minute as her body shook violently. Damn, I love this shit!
I gave her a few more minutes rest, then I mounted her missionary at full hardness. Ten minutes later she was cumming again, and just a few seconds later I joined her, pumping for all I was worth. She made me feel like a kid again!
The object of my affection, Livie, is a 60-year-old woman, the oldest of my partners, but she can still rock and roll. She came into my life about four years ago. She's about 5-7, 150 pounds, and her body could be mistaken for that of a 45-year-old. Her boobs are small, but her ass is just the right size, and she still has the flexibility to wrap her legs around me from time to time. And she has the desire of a nymph! Her first husband, who was 10 years older than her, died about a dozen years ago, probably with a huge smile on his face. She wasn't as good about picking out a second husband, though, and she divorced him after just three years because he just couldn't keep up. If it wasn't for the 2.5 mg. of Cialis I take daily, I'm not sure I could either. The only concession she's made to age is the use of lube to get her started. Works for me, and it definitely works for her.
We were both sweaty, the bed was a mess, and I was practically encased in Livie's fluids and KY. But clean-up would have to wait. Livie turned over on her side, I spooned right in with her and we drifted off to sleep.
"Life is good," I thought to myself before I fell asleep.
++++++++++
I had Traci served with divorce papers on the grounds of adultery in a month. Until the tests came back positive for semen from one Jack Axelrod, Traci kept to her story of not having sex with him. She turned a nice shade of crimson when I gave her the lab report to read.
"It's just sex, Mickey. There's nothing else to it. Let me have my fun for a while -- what do you guys call it -- a hall pass, and then I'll be yours for the rest of our lives. And I'll be so grateful you gave me this gift that I'll be repaying you forever," she said, with emphasis on the last word.
"Traci, that's never going to happen," I said as sincerely and calmly as I could. "I won't share you with another man. When I said 'I do,' I meant that for life. If you were to tell me right now that you'd quit this foolishness, I'd welcome you back with open arms, despite the fact that you've plunged a knife deep into my very soul."
Traci put her eyes down and started to tear up. Her lack of answer told me everything I needed to know. OK, on to the divorce.
Lauren and Molly weren't very happy when I informed them of the divorce, and they were less happy when I informed them why. I didn't feel the need to gloss over anything nor cover up for Traci. She was the one who cheated; let her worry about the consequences. Lauren asked me if I had any proof or was this supposition on my part. I told her about seeing her mother enter the bar with another man, then leaving later with the same man and going over to his house and spending the night. I also told her that I had physical proof of the infidelity if she wanted that, too. Molly asked me about why I didn't just confront them at the bar, and I told them that I didn't because they would have just lied their way out of it and not have given me proof of what I was pretty sure was more than a one-time thing.
"Besides," I added. "Murder is still illegal in this state."
They both apologized to me for doubting me at all.
Traci didn't fight the divorce and we split our assets down the middle. The divorce was finalized in four months.
++++++++++
Like most evenings with Erica, this one started off with low lights and light conversation before we moved on to intertwined bodies, kissing, and gentle petting. We gradually worked up to deep, intimate kissing and fondling before clothes started coming off. I gently rubbed her large boobs, paying particular attention to her sensitive nipples. She was moaning into my mouth with my tongue stuck deep inside her mouth.
Of my current four girls, Erica has been with me the longest at just over nine years. She is a 38-year-old mother of twin girls who has been divorced for 12 years. Seems her husband also had a thing for a neighbor a few houses down, and I guess it was a nasty divorce that left deep scars. I know that a night with Erica is going to require a slow, gentle touch to gradually release the goddess within. I'm willing to take that time, because once you get to the soft, creamy center, so to speak, it's all worth it.
Erica is a long-haired brunette with big brown eyes, 38DD tits and an ass in proportion to those big jugs. Her waist looks tiny in comparison and she draws a lot of looks from the men, and some women, it seems. She could date a lot more than she does, but then, there's that scar tissue left over.
I took my tongue out of her mouth and slowly licked my way down to those boobs, licking and nibbling on her areolas and nipples. When she started to purr like a cat, I knew it was time to lick my way down to her pussy and get things rolling, which usually starts with my flattened tongue licking up against her opening a few times before I stick out my tongue, tighten it up and insert it as deep as I can get it into her. I felt her first orgasm wash over her in waves, and I let her ride it all the way out before she stopped writhing about a minute later. I then repeated the procedure twice more, each time getting a stronger orgasm in response. By the end of the third orgasm, she was holding on to my hair with both hands, pulling my face into her sex.
After that I moved beside her and started inserting fingers into one very wet, willing pussy. A minute later I had all but my thumb inside of her, rubbing her velvety smoothness in a circular motion. I waited until just as she started to cum again before clamping on her mouth with my mouth, trying to get my tongue into the back of her throat. She bucked wildly through that orgasm, and I stopped kissing her and gave her a little break for breathing room. I then started rubbing around and on her clitoris, eliciting two more orgasms and a small gutteral growl. I then moved back down between her legs with my face and licked her to another orgasm before sensing she was running out of steam. I scrambled to my knees and got between her thighs, sinking my incredibly hard dick between those pussy lips in one bold stroke. Ten minutes later I shot my load, but I stayed inside her semi-hard for another few minutes, supporting myself on my arms mostly, while we said unintelligible things to each other. It's part of her process -- I don't understand it -- but I know she loves it, so we do it. I then slowly removed myself from her, and we laid there awhile facing each other, smiling.
"Life is good," I thought to myself as we drifted off.
++++++++++
I don't think I even looked seriously at another woman for two years after the divorce. None of the usual "what if" when I spotted a good-looking women. Nothing. It was like that part of me was dead. I did my job and went home to an empty apartment after we sold the house. At least I learned how to cook, so I didn't have to grab some fast food or Pop Tarts every night. I even thought about buying a dog for companionship, but that would have required a commitment that I just wasn't ready to make.
Then one Saturday after Bob and I had just finished a round of golf, we were sitting in the bar when a 20-something-year-old goddess walked by unattached.
"Jesus, I'd love to stick my dick into that," I said almost under my breath to Bob.
Bob looked up from the scorecard he was reading and said, "Well, why don't you then? You're single. You can fuck anyone you like ... if they're up for it, too."
And that's when it hit me. I was single. And I could fuck anybody I wanted ... providing they wanted me to.
"You're a God-damned genius, Bob," I said to him as I got up from the table and followed the goddess into the clubhouse dining room.
The goddess, whose name turned out to be Avery Billings, said yes to my request for her phone number, and then three days later said yes to my request for a date. I'm not sure why she said yes. I mean, I was a decent-looking 47-year-old man who hit the gym regularly, but she was an absolute goddess: long, silky blonde hair, large blue eyes and a well-proportioned and toned body. She kind of looked like Christie Brinkley in her heyday. Those are not the kind of women who should be going out with Mickey Olerud, but she said yes.
Bob was perhaps more shocked than I was when I told him she said yes. We had discussed my lack of interest in women several times over the last two years, and he seemed genuinely concerned for me as a long-time friend. Hell, his wife, Sierra, even offered to fix me up with one of her single friends so I could get a jump-start on the dating scene, so to speak.
I took Avery to the best Italian restaurant in town, as much because the way the booths sit they are fairly private, as for the food. Seems the goddess was a 28-year-old scientist with a government agency in our city. She was smart, funny, and engaging, with her brains being every bit the match to her beauty. I sat there enthralled with her stories about plant pollination, not understanding a whole lot but completely captivated by the sound of her voice.
She seemed to be somewhat taken by me as well. I kept my small talk upbeat and intelligent, and resisted the urge to drool all over her. She noticed that I wasn't wearing a ring (neither was she) and asked if I still lived with my mother or was divorced. I told her the truth but kept the information sparse because I didn't want Traci intruding on my night.
We walked through our city's downtown entertainment district after finishing our meal. Five minutes into the walk, she reached for my hand, and I easily slipped her small hand into mine.
When I took her home, she invited me in for coffee, and I accepted. We sat in her kitchen and talked for about an hour before I figured I'd better not wear out my welcome, so I stood up and said my good-nights. She walked me to the door, and when I told her I had a great night, she got on her tiptoes, reached up and gave me a soft peck on the lips.
"That had better mean I get a second date, mister," she said softly but clearly.
I think I floated to my car and I think my car floated its way home that night. I don't remember driving home.
We didn't make love until our third date, and we did so at her apartment after a night of food, drink, and dancing. I'm not a magician on the dance floor, but Avery wanted me to go; I think maybe as some sort of a test. Hell, I would have walked through fire for this woman, so dancing was no big deal.
We were on the floor almost the whole time we were at the club -- fast songs, slow songs, it didn't matter. A couple of times a guy tried to cut in on us, but I stopped him the first time and
Avery took care of it the second time. At least to me, it seemed like it was just us, and no one else mattered.
I think we both knew what was going to happen when we got back to her apartment. I have to admit, I was pretty keyed up. I hadn't been with a woman since before I divorced Traci, and at 47 I wasn't exactly a kid anymore.
"I might be a little rusty," I said to Avery as she slowly undressed me.
"I'll be gentle with you then," she responded back.
Apparently Avery's interpretation of gentle and mine are two very different things. After I licked up her body from her knees to her neck with my tongue, she surprised me by grabbing me by the shoulders and rolling us both over. She then climbed on board cowgirl, taking only a few strokes to get herself impaled on my dick as she was already hot and wet. I reached up and squeezed her gorgeous melons in my hands while she rhythmically pounded me, so to speak, until her eyes rolled back in her head and she writhed in orgasm for what must have been a minute. When she finally finished, much of the middle part of my body was soaked in her juices. She put her face down on my chest and seemed to fight for her breath for a bit, but just as I was getting concerned that she might pass out, her breathing regulated and she lifted her head off of my chest. She then slowly started to ride on my still-hard dick, and five minutes later I had my own moment in heaven, pumping everything I had saved for two years inside of her.
She climbed off of me and laid down next to me, and I felt like a damn kid again as we laid there and nibbled on each other's lips. After about 10 minutes of that, she looked at me with hungry eyes and asked how much longer it would be until I could get hard again. When I told her it would probably be close to an hour because she completely drained me, she scoffed, and looking me right in the eyes, said, "Way wrong answer, mister."
Just as I was thinking I was about to disappoint my goddess, she slid down to my crotch, took my soft dick in her mouth, and showed me that I was way wrong. Five minutes later I was rock hard again, she was on her knees doggy and we were going at it full speed. Since I had come only a little earlier, I was good for a pretty long time, and we were able to slip in missionary position for a while before we reconfigured as she put her heels on my shoulders, allowing me incredible access to her incredibly hot pussy. I thought my head was going to explode when I came that time.
I had never eaten pussy on a woman previously after cumming inside her, but I felt since she had sucked me hard again with both of our juices on my dick, that I should return the favor, especially since I knew how I did my "best" work. So once I got my wits back about me, it was my turn to slide down to her crotch. Once there, I started by nibbling on her outer lips, and she sprang back to life almost immediately, giggling throatily as I started to work. Between both of our juices, she was drenched, and soon so was my face as I put my tongue as deep into her love canal as it would go. As I started fucking her with my tongue, she helped matters by bucking on my face before squirting a geyser on me. I was shocked, and at first I thought she peed, but the taste was all woman. I was never able to get Traci to squirt, so this was new territory for me, and once I figured it out, I really liked this new wrinkle. I made her do it twice more over the next half-hour before she pleaded with me to stop because she was exhausted.
"Holy shit, Mickey," she said as I kissed my way back up her body. "I've never done that with anyone before."
"Well, I guess I'm not just anyone then, am I?" I asked smugly.
After a few quiet minutes, Avery asked softly, "So, if you're this gifted, how did your ex-wife ever give you up? Are you a serial killer or something?"
We really hadn't talked too much about my marriage before, and although she made a joke out of it, I sensed that Avery wanted to hear more of the story. So, I told her.
"Seems I'm not gifted below my waist, and her boyfriend was," I stated flatly.
"So you're the victim of BDS? You never told me your ex-wife is an idiot," she answered.
"What's BDS?" I queried.
"Big Dick Syndrome, you dumbass. I thought everybody knew what that was. That's where a woman finds a guy with a big dick, falls in love with it, not him, and usually doesn't live happily ever after.
"It's sort of like when a guy marries a woman with big boobs just because she has big boobs. Might be fun for a while, but sooner or later ...
"Now I'm not saying that's it's not great to be filled to the brim with hard dick, but there's more to sex -- and life in general, than a partner just having a big dick. When that becomes apparent, those relationships usually end up on the trash pile. I know you guys very often don't believe it when a woman says that size isn't everything, but it's the truth. Look at you, you'd be a great catch for any woman ..."
"Hey, I'm at least average in dick size," I interrupted.
"I didn't mean it that way, stupid. But besides having at least an average-sized dick, you are a world-class pussy eater, and you pay attention to what's going on in the moment. That's worth three inches of dick right there. From what I've experienced and what my friends say, most big-dicked guys think it's all about them. If the woman gets off because he's got a big dick, that's great, but many of them wouldn't think of being as unselfish as you just were."
"Wow. I never knew that, nor would I probably have thought about it that way. Thank you."
"You're welcome," she responded. "By the way, did I hear you correctly? Is your wife no longer with Mr. Big Dick?"
"According to my kids, they broke up after about a year. I'll have to believe them. I don't speak to her nor follow her escapades. That love started dying the day I caught her cheating, and by this point might be at embers stage. It was a great run while it lasted; well for most of while it lasted, but pretty much now all she is to me is the woman with whom I had two amazing daughters."
"Kind of proves my point, doesn't it?" she inquired.
"Wait a minute," I spit out in shock. "So you think I just should have waited for her to come back to me after having her fun with Mr. Big Dick?"
"You didn't listen to what I just said, you dope. Her giving him up after a short run because there is more to a relationship than just a big dick is what I said. But no, no man should have to wait on a woman to "come to her senses" before he moves on. Some men can and do, some men can't and won't. Everybody is different. While I personally have my views on what is right and wrong, in general it's nobody's decision except the cuckolded party."
"And from your personal standpoint?" I asked.
"While I'm sorry for your pain, her loss is my gain. I think she's an idiot."
Did I say Avery was a goddess?
I moved in with Avery after three months of dating, and six months later I bought an engagement ring. My daughters had met her several times by that point and both fell in love with her. It seems the karmic shift in the universe had come back my way. I intended to give her the ring at an intimate dinner I had planned for Saturday night.
And then karma shifted away from me. Thursday afternoon Avery called me at work to tell me she would be a little late, but she had a big announcement and she was paying for dinner. We set up dinner for 7 at a fancy restaurant, and when I got there Traci was already seated at a table, with a guy about my age sitting at the table across from her. They were smiling and laughing, and both had flutes of champagne. My immediate reaction when I saw them was anger, and I thought about turning on my heel and walking out, but then I resolved to go to the table, and, if it was what I suspected, this time I was going to kick the shit out of the guy.
I told the woman at the desk whose table I was looking for, and she led me to Avery's table. As I got close, Avery spotted me, jumped up and practically threw herself into my arms. She planted a big, deep kiss on my lips in front of whoever this was, so at the least I knew this wasn't a literal kiss-off.
"Mickey, this is Dr. Ken Otani, director of XYZ Enterprises, one of the leading scientific communities on the West Coast. He just offered me a spot on their team in San Diego. I'd be working on plant-based research for a cancer cure."



Dr. Otani stood up and we shook hands. I tried to look as happy as Avery seemed to be, but in the back of my mind I knew this was the beginning of the end for us. This was Avery's dream job, the major leagues of her profession. There was no way she was turning this down to stay here with me, and unless I was ready and willing to pack up my life and go with her right now, it was best that I do the right thing and set her free.
The champagne flowed and the evening was great. Avery and Otani laid out her job for me, told me all about the huge salary and tremendous perks. The salary was even larger than the $250K I was pulling down. Everything sounded great, but after an hour I was tired of waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"So when do you start?" I asked finally.
Avery kind of blanched at the question, the first time I had ever seen that reaction from her in our relationship. She'd already made her decision, without discussing it first with me. That told me everything I needed to know. She might love me -- even deeply -- but not deep enough for me to have a say in what was probably the most important decision in her life. Apparently my love for her was just a little deeper, because in my pocket was a sign that said she would have a say in every decision in my life from now on. But apparently that sign was going to remain exactly where it was.
"Nov. 2. A month from now," Avery answered deadpan.
I didn't say anything, just kind of sat there and stared blankly at her, before Otani, not reading the dynamic of the situation at all, offered a toast to "the next XYZ superstar."
We all three touched glasses, and Avery joined right back into the festive mood that Otani was in. The party was over for me, however, and I don't think I said 50 more words the rest of the night.
Avery was still on her high when we got in, and between her news and the champagne she was ready for some action. I, on the other hand, was nowhere near ready for action, and, in fact, I seriously needed to talk things out. Avery tried her very best to get me ready to go, but what's the expression about beating a dead horse?
"So this is how it ends, then," she finally said. "Can't we at least talk about this first?"
"That's exactly what we should have done, and could have done," I responded. "But you made the decision first. Now we'd be talking about it second ... and there doesn't seem to be any reason to do that."
"You could always come with me to San Diego. A guy with your skill and intelligence could find a job easy and be making big money in no time ... West Coast dollars big money as a matter of fact."
"Believe me, I thought about this all evening while you two were yucking it up. But it always came down to you making the decision for you, and not us making the decision for us. I'm second in command at a solid company, and someday I'll be numero uno. I've been with this company for more than 25 years, and maybe, for me, this is my dream job. But you never gave that a consideration. Apparently I overestimated your feelings for me."
I tapped the ring box at the bottom of my right-hand pocket. I didn't reach in and pull it out. Avery had no idea I had been carrying around her engagement ring with me for a week. The gesture wasn't for her anyway. It was for me.
It was quiet in the apartment for the next couple of days as neither of us did much communicating. Finally, on the third night, after dinner, Avery came over to my La-Z-Boy and crawled in on top of me. She put her mouth up to my right ear and whispered, "I'm sorry. I was incredibly selfish. Can't we do some negotiating on this?"
"No," I responded simply. "You need to do this -- be Otani's next XYZ Superstar. Set the world on fire. Take no prisoners. I know it. You know it. Now get off Little Mickey so he can grow and we can finish this in the bedroom."
We made love and fucked like it was our last time for the next several weeks, until it truly was our last time.
Avery took several trips out to the Left Coast and picked out an apartment and had her stuff and car shipped out there prior to leaving. On our actual last night together, I gave her my best five-star performance. She squirted several times during the course of the evening and night and had about a couple dozen orgasms. I've done more, but not with that kind of intensity. Despite the fact that my heart was breaking, I wanted her to know that she was loved.
When her alarm rang in the morning, we both got out of bed really gingerly. She walked a little bow-legged, and I had what was basically a concussion headache from all the banging on me she was doing with her bucking pussy. But we were both smiling. I washed her entire body for the last time.
She had one more gift for me as she was leaving.
"Mick, can you do me one more favor," she asked gently. "A co-worker ... well, I guess now a former co-worker, hasn't really had things going her way since she divorced her louse of a husband a couple of years ago. Could you maybe give her a call, and take her out for a nice meal ... and if things work out maybe show her she's still a desirable woman?
"She already knows all about you and your magic hands and mouth because I bragged about you all the time, so don't make me a liar, OK?"
"Promise," I said as I held up my right hand like I was swearing in to office.
She handed me a piece of paper.
And then I stuck my magic tongue as far as I could into Avery's mouth for the last time.
We both had tears in our eyes when we broke the embrace. She carried her small bag to the waiting taxi.
Avery's last gift to me turned out to be Kathy Alspaugh, a 43-year-old redhead with a solid body and the skinny legs of a 5-10 stork. She had a 16-year-old son who she shared custody of with her ex-husband, a former middleweight boxer who occasionally smacked her around until she had him arrested for abuse. She was married for 12 years and had been divorced for the last 10.
Avery's last gift also turned out to be the first of my "girls." Kathy and I dated on and off for about six years, and during that time my current lifestyle came into existence. Since neither Kathy nor I wanted to be tied down, we both agreed that we would date around, but while we were bareback between us, if we started seeing others, we would both make sure condoms were used until we could get a doctor's report from them. All one-night stands would need to be with condoms.
The system turned out to work well, although I have to admit I got stupid for a while and had a string of girls. Now 49, that proved too much for me to handle physically, and I quickly figured out that four was a good number. I could basically see all four within a two-week period, so nobody felt left out. I also found it much easier to keep track of just four women's desires and likes.
Every now and then I lose a "girl" to some other guy when they'd go exclusive, and I'm good with that because, honestly, I want all my partners to be happy. I can't fault any woman for leaving me to be exclusive with somebody else. We always leave as friends, and I will always cherish the memories each has given me.
Who knows? Maybe someday I'll be the one going exclusive, and then ...
++++++++++
There's an old saying about revenge that says something like "the best revenge is a life well lived." I never really gave that too much thought until a couple of years ago, when I got a call from my younger daughter, Molly. I keep in regular contact with my daughters and their growing families. I'm a very proud grandfather. And they know of my dating arrangements. In fact, through the years, they've both become attached to several of my "girls," and have sometimes taken a rooting interest for one.
"Hey, Dad, Mom wants you to call her," Molly said after the opening pleasantries. "Said she's ready to settle down and grow old with you."
"Wh-what the fuck?" I stammered.
I was at a complete loss here. With the exception of a few grunts when we had family get-togethers that I just didn't want to miss, I hadn't spoken to my ex-wife in 13 years. While it's tough to just stop loving somebody cold turkey after being married more than 20 years, I was doing my best to do just that. There were no occasional conversations, no notes, nothing. I just acted as if she no longer existed. What the hell was she talking about; growing old with me? Why screw with me after 13 years?
After her affair ended with Jack Axelrod, Traci dated around some before finding husband No. 2, a real estate broker named Steve Gillespie, about three years later. He was a few years older than her at 52, and both my daughters told me he seemed to be a good guy. I never met the guy. I wasn't invited to the wedding, which was good, because I wouldn't have gone anyway. When he came on the scene, I stopped going to the family gatherings that I knew Traci would be at. Let them have their grandparent time with no pressure from my presence. I would show up about a week later, sometimes with one of my "girls" with me. They especially liked Stephanie.
About the only good thing I can say about Steve Gillespie is that he wasn't Jack Axelrod, and I didn't want to punch him. Oh yeah, when Traci married him I stopped having to pay alimony.
The marriage went seven years before they divorced. The girls mentioned it to me, but they knew better than to try and discuss it with me.
"You still there, Dad?" Molly asked, breaking me out of my reverie.
"Yeah, kid, still here. I'm sorry, got lost in my thoughts."
"I'm sure you did, Dad. You going to call her? What should I tell her?"
"Tell her that I don't have her number, and wouldn't let you give it to me. If she wants to talk to me, she can call me. It's the same number I've had since she and I were married."
"OK."
We talked about several other things before she hung up. Apparently she delivered the message, because two days later, Traci called me.
"What the hell do you want?" I growled as I answered the phone, figuring that the phone number I didn't know was probably her.
"OK, Mickey, you win. You outlasted me. You punished me. Now can we quit all this nonsense and grow old together, like we originally planned about a hundred years ago? Don't tell me you still don't love me. I know you date a lot, but I know you've never been able to replace me in your heart, the same way I've never been able to replace you. Let's face it, we belong together."
"Traci, this is the second time you've misread me completely," I said. "The first was when you figured I couldn't live without you and would let you fuck Jack Axelrod. Now you think that I've never remarried because I still love you. I've had a great life since we split, Traci; especially wouldn't trade the last 11 years for anything. We had a wonderful run up until you ended it, and after a few rocky years, I've had a wonderful run since. I might eventually want to settle down and grow old with somebody, but you gave up that option when you spread your legs for another man."
I didn't say goodbye. I just gently hung up the phone.
++++++++++
Rings are circular; you know, the circle of life thing. I reached down to my right front pants pocket and with my right hand tapped the small box holding an engagement ring. In my left hand I held Stephanie's small hand. I put my right hand back on the small of Stephanie's back as we made our way around the dance floor at Avery's wedding.
I received the invitation in the mail two months ago. I haven't talked to Avery too much in recent years -- a stray text or email -- but I was thrilled to get the invite. She was a pivotal presence in my life at a critical time, and if things had worked a little differently she would be Mrs. Mickey Olerud. Instead, at the ripe old age of 42, she was going to be Mrs. Joachim Nagel, a first marriage for both. She had gone on to live up to her potential as one of the world's top plant pathologists, and had met the esteemed Dr. Nagel through her cancer research work. The two good doctors hit it off, and the rest, as they say, is history. I almost couldn't be more pleased.
My invitation was for a plus-one, and after several weeks of thinking about it, I decided to ask Stephanie to join me on the trip. And then I got to thinking ... and it just clicked for me. It was Avery helping me out one more time. She was the one who played a part in starting my current lifestyle, and she was the one playing a part in possibly ending it.
I never told anyone about buying an engagement ring for Avery all those years ago, not even her. I didn't want that to become an issue. I knew I had to let her go. So I quietly took the ring back to my favorite jeweler, but I never got a refund. I don't know why, but I told him to just hang on to my money, and someday I'd come back in and buy something else. Two weeks ago, I bought that something else, and I've been carrying it around ever since.
Stephanie and I both took two weeks off and drove out to California for the wedding, taking some detours around to hit some museums and zoos. I've often told people that one way to check your compatibility with another person is to take an extended car trip together, and this trip pointed out to me that I was making the right decision.
We got to San Diego a couple of days before the wedding and got to spend some time with the happy couple. I received a bone-crushing hug from the bride-to-be the first time we met up, and was introduced for the whole time as her "most special friend in the whole world." I'm sure she filled in Joachim as to our past, but since I came out with a date he didn't seem threatened and was actually a very nice guy -- probably the kind of guy I would have chosen for Avery if I couldn't have her.
I had filled in Stephanie about Avery years ago, stopping just shy of telling her about the engagement ring, so Stephanie knew that Avery and I shared something special. If she seemed the least bit bothered by this she never let on, and in fact, she and Avery seemed to hit it off very well.
++++++++++
My wife Stephanie was riding me cowgirl with wild abandon, bouncing up and down on my hard dick like a Russian gymnast at the Olympics. Her eyes were closed, the look on her face appeared to be a combination of pleasure and pain. Her soft moans intensified into an animal-like, shrill squeal as orgasm overtook her body, making her writhe like a marionette being controlled by someone with palsy.
She collapsed on my chest when she was done, breathing deeply, while I lay there smiling, moving softly inside her, still buried hard and deep. After about a minute of recovery, she sat up on my dick, smiled contentedly, and resumed sliding up and down, with my hands on her waist. Super-excited by her orgasm and the resulting flailing, I lasted only about two more minutes before I came, squirting my load up inside her wonderful pussy, which was still pretty tight for a 52-year-old.
"Life is good," I thought to myself as my wife and I slowly drifted off to sleep. "Sometimes you do find the light when you head into a dark tunnel."
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I had been watching Traci, my wife of 64 years, looking very pensive over these last few days, more than what was normal for this time of year. It was 5:44 a.m. on a Tuesday morning. She quietly, slowly, took the covers off of her and sat up, trying hard not to disturb me because she didn't know I was awake. She slipped on a bathrobe and slippers, left the bedroom, and I heard her make her way down the stairs.
I'm Allan "Nick" Nichols, and my wife, Traci, and I are both 87 years old. We got married a year out of college at 23, raised three fabulous children, lived a rather ordinary life, and with one exception for each of us that I'm aware of, have loved the other without reservation for that entire time. We are the ones fortunate enough to grow old together, and even though our health is still pretty good right now, there's no guarantees on tomorrow, and in the winter of our lives we are happy for each day - each day together.
I gave her a few minutes alone in the kitchen, then I joined her in my robe and slippers. Traci was pouring coffee for herself as I entered, and she turned and asked me if I wanted a cup, too. I nodded. She set the cups at our usual eating spots and we sat there in silence sipping our brew.
"Talk to me, Old Girl," I quietly said to her, using the nickname I had been calling her for about 15 years. "Remember, it's always been about the communication."
She looked at me hesitantly.
"I guess we do need to talk," she said.
That phrase, the cliché husband's worst nightmare, would have caused panic in me up until I reached 70. Now it just brought a small, knowing smile and a slight nod. When you're 87, there's not much that can make you panic.
"I want to tell you something that's not going to make you happy and is probably going to make you very mad, but I want to tell you all of it," she started. "I-I have to tell you all of it. Please don't interrupt me and make this worse. Just remember that I love you, and have always loved you for all of our 64 years. If you want to yell and scream at me when I'm done, well, I guess you've got the right. I'll take whatever you want to dish out."
++++++++++
I had met Traci in college at a small Midwestern university in our freshman years. She was a little bit of a thing, maybe 5 feet, 100 pounds, with a real cute body and a nimble mind. She was a typical small-town kid, with the self-absorption that small-town kids have because they don't know how much they are missing, and with the values of a small-town kid, meaning they have a much better handle on right and wrong than city kids.
I know all this, by the way, because I split my youth between the big city, where my father lived, and a small town, where my mother lived after she split from my dad when I was five.
Traci was a business major, and had a plan mapped out for the future with her "hometown honey." I was a pharmacy major, and had no plan beyond graduating, moving to someplace cool, and make good money with big pharma.
I was smitten the first time I saw Traci in a pair of short-shorts. I'm not sure she realized how short they were, or how tight. All I know is that I was just one of many on campus that needed to adjust my fly when I saw her in those shorts.
Some upperclassman had latched on to her pretty quickly, so I was forced to try my hand at taking her away from another man. She seemed somewhat receptive to my advances at first, but in the end he won and I lost. Oh well, there were always other fish in the sea, and I went off and did my own thing.
Two years later, Mr. Upperclassmen had graduated, and I resolved to take one more shot at her. If she turned me down this time, there would have been no more shots. This time, however, she finally agreed to go out with me, and inside of two months we were living together off-campus in an apartment.
We spent our last two years in college together, and when she landed a job in a small Midwestern city, that's where I located to as well. We made pretty good money, had a great time in the city, and were in love - both physically and mentally. We were incredibly compatible, both in an out of bed. We never did anything really crazy sexually, but we did a lot of the more normal positions. When you're both in your early 20s with health and vitality on your side - and no kids yet - it seems like much of your waking time is spent having sex or thinking about having sex.
Aside from her great ass, Traci had a cute little body with small but well-proportioned tits. While we didn't talk directly about it, from what I gathered her previous sexual experience was limited, and she was somewhat of a puritan in that regard.
I was basically just an average guy in the looks and body department. I was a jogger so I was skinnier than some, but I had a runner's healthy swagger. You just know you're good when you can run from one town to another. I was okay looking, thought I was pretty smart, and could charm the ladies when I wanted to. To be perfectly blunt, I was also pretty average below the waist. Average size, average performance. But like I just said, I was pretty smart, and realized early that the way to be above average was to pay particular attention to my partner's wants and desires and become the best pussy eater this side of a lesbian. Traci, in particular, was putty in my mouth, so to speak.
Life does what it does and you adjust as you go. We started a family after a few years and before we knew it 10 years had passed by and we were the parents of Jack, 7, Lainie, 4, and Ellie, 2. Things were so good in so many ways for us that neither one of us ever complained when the sex dropped off to more normal married-couple numbers - two to four times a week - usually missionary or doggy - and just trying to be quiet enough not to wake the kids.
++++++++++
"It was about two years after Ellie was born," Traci began, almost talking more to the kitchen table than to me. "We were having a staff meeting to introduce several new hires to the various teams. Mary Jo was one of the hires from that group. You remember her, don't you honey?"
Traci looked up at me with a hopeful look, trying to make some sort of a connection. I actually did remember Mary Jo, because she stayed at Taylor Communications for about 30 years, and I got to see both her and her husband at a lot of company functions. I smiled and nodded.
She smiled back weakly, then she put her eyes back down to the table and continued her narrative.
"Roger Scott was also in that group. My, what a dashing young man he was."
She obviously remembered him fondly, because as she mentioned his name, she sat up straighter in her chair and her eyes gained some focus and twinkle, although she never took her stare off the table.
I remembered Roger, too, although not nearly as fondly as I remembered Mary Jo. I kept my face neutral, however, in case Traci peeked up at me. I didn't want to be disconcerting and make her stop talking.
Roger was fresh out of college when he joined the team Traci was on. I remembered him as a big kid - 6-4, 230-pounds - with a small waist, big arms and big chest. He had played linebacker at Central Michigan, and had graduated just a few months back. He was definitely a presence when he walked into a room, Traci had noted at the time, and even though I never had a doubt about my wife's love and fidelity up to that point, the way her eyes kind of glazed over when she talked about him set me on edge.
"You could see by the seriousness of his face that Roger Scott just knew he was going to go far in life, although at that time he was just a 22-year-old rookie trying to learn the ropes. But he paid attention to everything that was said to him, absorbed a lot of information quickly and became a valuable asset within the first six months he was at work," Traci continued.
At first, Traci had mentioned him a lot in her stories about work when we would rehash the day over dinner, or, if the kids had an activity, then later at night as we were winding down. But just when I started to get concerned that there was maybe too much Roger in her stories, he all but disappeared. I did find it odd at the time, but I never pursued it. Big mistake on my part.
"About a year later he was no longer a rookie, and was a good, solid, contributing member to our team. In fact, he and I were almost inseparable at the office as our own team within a team, and I didn't even realize I was developing feelings for him. Several of the other women on the team caught it, but only Myra had the guts to ask me to my face if there was something go on. I told her no, but then I began to realize what was indeed happening. I knew it was wrong, and I knew I should have done something about it, but for some strange reason, I didn't.
"Maybe it was the fact that a young, good-looking guy was paying attention to a mother of three. I know - you always told me I looked good and always complimented me, but it's different when an outsider does it. Maybe I needed the gratification, the ego boost. But I was definitely in a groove with him. We started doing lunches just the two of us, then the occasional dinner, always at someplace quiet and out of the way. I gave you various excuses like girls' night out, and you were such a sweetheart about it. I felt guilty at first, then it gradually got easier. I mean, we were just two friends having dinner. You wouldn't have thought twice if I had gone out with one of the girls ..."
I sat almost stone-faced, trying to give away as little as possible. She needed to finish this story, and I needed her to finish as well.
"I don't know fully what he was thinking, but I felt like a teenager with a schoolgirl crush when I was alone with him. We gradually progressed from just talking to talking intimately to making out passionately. Then, one Friday night, we both had a bit more to drink that we should have, and we wound up back at his apartment. I won't give you all the gory details, but I broke my vows to you that night several times, and if you would have asked me right then and there, I would have told you it was the best sex I ever had ..."
I broke at that point. Tears started streaming down my cheeks.
Traci stopped at that point and looked at me, pity clearly in her eyes. I didn't want her pity, and I certainly didn't want her to stop talking.
"I'm sorry, Babe. Please go on," I said weakly.
"I got home late that night, and I begged your forgiveness because "we girls got carried away cackling like hens. Do you remember that, Nick?"
I nodded slowly. I remembered that distinctly, because it's the only time in our 64 years of marriage that she ever came home more than a few minutes late. This was the hint that got me thinking the unthinkable ... that the love of my life, the mother of my three children, could possibly be cheating on me.
"If you remember, I didn't let you anywhere near me that night, and I even took a shower before coming to bed. I was afraid you would smell the sex on me if you got too close, and at the same time, I was feeling pretty sexy with a pussy full of another man's sperm."
I couldn't help myself and spoke.
"I lost you then, didn't I?" I asked.
Traci looked stricken at my question. She might have been prepared for a lot, but not for my directness. She didn't answer the question.
Traci's admission that she had had sex bareback didn't surprise me. She was on the pill at that point, and she must have really trusted Roger not to be screwing around with others if she took the risk of an STD.
"I didn't get close to you again for about a week because I didn't want to be having sex with you if I was in love with him," Traci continued. "But then came the next weekend and you were so insistent. I felt slutty, almost like I was cheating on Roger."
I know I looked up with a shocked expression on my face.
"And then busybody Myra stuck her nose in my business again ... and for that I am eternally grateful.
"It was the next Wednesday, and my life was still in upheaval. I finally told my boss, Mr. Tester, that I wasn't feeling well and needed to take the afternoon off. Well, no sooner than I got in the door here at home, and the phone rang. It was Myra. I'm not sure how she knew what had transpired between Roger and I, but she knew just the same. She not only called me on it, but she read me the riot act, telling me I must be some kind of stupid to have ever cheated on a guy as wonderful as you. She sang your praises to me for the next five minutes like she was your personal marketing agent, and while she was blathering I began to see that she was right. What I had with you was priceless, and precious, and this thing I had going with Roger was mostly about hormones. In fact, as I thought about, it I realized that my times with Roger weren't nearly as good as I thought they were: it was more the excitement of the moment and the thrill of a new partner. There wasn't a connection like you and I share.
"That's when guilt became a passenger in my head. I was wracked with guilt, but I didn't know what to do. I truly believed if I came right out and told you about the affair, you'd divorce me in a heartbeat. But keeping it inside was chewing me up as well. I ultimately decided to keep quiet, never cheat again, and be the best wife and mother I could be."
I looked into her faded blue eyes, deep into the soul of the woman I have loved so long. I took her hands in mine and kissed them.
++++++++++
I was beside myself the night Traci stayed out late fucking Roger, although at the time I believed she was out with the girls. We didn't have cell phones back in those days, and I didn't exactly know where she and the girls were supposedly meeting. All I knew was that she wasn't home by her usual night out time of 9, nor was she home by 10 or 11. She finally walked in the door at 12:15, with her skin glowing and looking as if she'd had a little too much wine for the evening. She didn't come over to me for our usual kiss hello, and, in fact, stayed about as far away from me as she could get, while seeming to flit from spot to spot, first in the family room and then in kitchen. Then, despite the late hour, she took a shower before turning in, which was really unusual for her to do.
"Just getting some barroom smoke off of me," she said at the time.
Nobody is more punctual and more level-headed than my Traci, so her coming in three hours late and acting kind of spacey didn't feel right. I knew then I had a problem, which only seemed to get worse in the next few days. Then on Wednesday of the next week, I tried calling her at her office to find out which one of us was going to take my son to ball practice, but was told she went home sick. I work just 10 minutes away from home, so I told my boss I was going to look in on Traci, then come back to work. He said no problem, so I headed over to the house. Thinking she could be sleeping, I made sure to be extra quiet when I entered. I heard her on the phone in the kitchen, but just as I was about to enter the room and announce my presence, I caught her discussing her date from the previous Friday night, including an admission of guilt and an apology of sorts to whoever she was talking to. I'm not proud to admit I eavesdropped for several long minutes before finally staggering out of the house quietly in a kind of stupor. Before I left, though, I did hear her tell whoever that she was going to end the affair and come back to me.
My stomach hurt so badly I felt like I had been gut-punched by the heavyweight champion of the world. I couldn't seem to catch my breath, and it felt like I was walking around in a thick fog. I don't have any idea how long it took me to drive back to my office, and when I got there, I think I just sat at my desk and stared at the wall. I guess I must have looked like death, because my boss finally came in, closed the door and asked me what was wrong. I numbly told him about overhearing the phone call.
"Oh shit," was all he said.
I had worked for Vern Pearce for almost 10 years, and he was someone I admired and trusted. I asked him if he knew a good divorce lawyer, and maybe a private investigator. He said he personally didn't know any of either, but several of his friends were divorced, and he would get me some names in the next day or two. He also told me I could take some lost time if I needed some thinking time.
"But what are you going to do for tonight, for right now?" Vern inquired.
I hadn't even though that far, I admitted.
I formulated a plan while Vern and I sat and talked. I needed to know if this was a one-time fling or a regular occurrence. I was going to hire a PI to help me find out.
Vern got me names of several good lawyers and a PI. I got the lawyer and the PI right on things. Until then, I would just try to maintain as much distance from her as I could, which based on what was happening from her end shouldn't have been hard.
++++++++++
"I have to admit, though, that telling Roger that we couldn't continue was one of the toughest things I ever had to do in my life," Traci continued on with her narrative. "I had developed real feelings for him, and even though I knew it was wrong and was ending it, it still wasn't easy. It was two weeks after our night of sex. He didn't take it well. At one point, he grabbed my wrist a little too strongly to make a point, and I slapped him in the face with my free hand. We had gone to McCurdy's because I knew it was a quiet, out of the way place, and when things kin d of got out of control, I got up and left him at the table. That was the last time he and I talked privately ...
"Two weeks later, Roger was dead."
++++++++++
Roger Scott died when he fell asleep in his garage with his car running and the garage door closed. Apparently he was drunk when he pulled his car into the garage and closed the door with his opener. Police surmised he then passed out, and was overtaken by the carbon monoxide.
It was pure dumb luck that the people living on the other side of the condo were away for the weekend, or they would have died that night as well. Instead, when they came home from a weekend getaway, their condo smelled like car exhaust, and they called 9-1-1. The police found Roger dead in his car. The engine had shut off when the car ran out of gas.
From what my PI could come up with, Traci's night with Roger was just a one-off, so now I had a very hard decision. Stay with her and hope that she had truly learned her lesson, or assume that the old saying, "Once a cheater, always a cheater," was true, and that would eventually cheat on me again; so I should dump her. But if I was going to keep her, it was up to me to commit 100 percent to it; and also to figure out if I was going to confront her or let this play out with her thinking she had successfully pulled the wool over my eyes.
What I really wanted to do was confront the two of them, and kick the shit out of both of them. What I wound up doing was taking Vern's advice to be cool and see just how far Traci was going to go to make it up to me. And to be fair, for the first month she was practically a perfect wife and couldn't have been more loving. In the bedroom, she even let me take her anal cherry, something I didn't think was ever going to happen. I have to admit, I pushed that issue just to test her, and while I'm sure she wasn't totally happy about it, she still gave in.
She spent about a week in a funk when we found out about Roger's death. I expected that, though, and I helped steer her gently through that. I figured part of her problem was the guilt she probably felt from telling him it was over, and then having him die so soon after in such a bizarre fashion.
Me ... I couldn't have been happier about the little bastard's weird death, but I certainly couldn't say that to anyone. And for her sake, let's just say I was there for her.



I'll admit I watched Traci like a hawk seeking prey for several months after the affair, but she seemed to have returned completely to being my loving wife, so at the six-month mark, I took the paperwork from my lawyer and filed it in my desk at work. I also swore Vern to secrecy. And from then until now, while I have always loved and respected my wife, I also didn't totally trust her anymore. What's the expression? "Trust but verify." That became my mantra - one I have lived with for the past 50+ years. Yeah, I know it seemed to be a little bit of overkill when we got into our 70s and 80s, but I was naïve once; it wasn't happening again. I even hired a PI every few years to do some checking for me.
I'm not saying we've had a perfect marriage, but it's been pretty damn good with the exception of the cheating incident. In my case, I'd have to say my life has been much better off with her than without her.
++++++++++
"I have felt guilty every day of my life since then," Traci continued. "And it always gets a little worse right around the anniversary of Roger's death and lingers for a few weeks. It's just that I knew I did you wrong and could have ruined our family. And I also know I did wrong by Roger, too. Although I didn't initiate the affair, I led him on and we actually did the act; then I cut him off like he was a stranger.
"And then he died. The police said he was drunk and passed out in his car. Was he drunk because I dumped him? I had never known Roger to drink to excess. And what if the people in the other side of the condo hadn't been gone for the weekend. They would have been killed as well. Would I have been the cause of their deaths as well?
"I'm so sorry for everything, Nick."
Tears were falling from Traci's cheeks onto the kitchen table. While she had stirred some intense feelings of anger inside me, my heart was breaking for her as she sat there and looked frail. Maybe the first time, I thought she looked old.
I guess she was finished with her story. We sat there in silence for about a minute, although it might as well as have been an hour. I guess it was finally time for me to come clean with my secret.
"I knew about the affair, Old Girl," I said quietly, my eyes locked upon hers, although she was still focused on the table. "I found out about it by accident when I came home to check on you that day you left work early because you told your boss you were sick. I had called over to your office to speak to you, and they said you went home, so I went home to check on you. I walked in while you were on the phone with Myra, although I didn't know that at the time, and I heard your confession. I quietly left the house, and you were so caught up in the conversation you apparently never heard me.
"I was devastated, and sick to my stomach. I went back to my office, threw up in the men's room and told Vern my story. I was pretty sure we were done then, but Vern told me to give it a little time to think about things and process what you had said, rather than rush off half-cocked.
"So because of Vern's cool head, I didn't make what would have been the biggest mistake of my life. I took you at your word that you were going to end the affair and rededicate yourself to me and our family. And from what I saw, you did. You nearly fucked me to death that first month afterwards - probably from guilt - but you were every bit the wife and mother I had come to love.
"So while you needed to thank Myra, I needed to thank Vern, because I have to tell you, I was this close to jettisoning your ass."
I was holding my thumb and forefinger about an inch apart when Traci finally looked up at me. I could see fear, confusion and was that ... anger ... in her eyes?
"You bastard!" she hissed at me. "I've been chewing myself up with guilt for more than 50 years, and you knew? Why didn't you just confront me and get it over with? You're the one who always says we have to communicate!"
"Because I wanted you to have all that guilt!" I shot back. "If I would have confronted you but agreed to stay married, that would have lessened your burden, and I didn't want that. If I had to live with the pain of you lying to me and cheating on me for the rest of my life, then you needed to have some investment in this as well. I might have loved you to death, but I'm not stupid!"
I then told her about my checking up on her with a PI every few years, and keeping a watch on her myself. She put her eyes back down to the table while I talked.
"Then why did you stay married to me if you didn't trust me?" she quietly asked.
"Because I loved you completely, even if I couldn't ever trust you completely," I answered matter-of-factly. "You just can't turn love on and off. It doesn't work that way in my world."
"Mine either," she responded quietly. The anger had left her eyes, replaced by remorse. She blinked back tears.
"I am truly sorry for all of the pain I have caused you these 50-plus years," she added. "I was stupid and selfish, and yet you stood by me and our family. I couldn't have asked for anything more out of that situation, and yet you did it without even being asked. It's easy to love somebody when things are good, but you were my knight in shining armor in a very dark period in my life - and I didn't even know it for more than 50 years. How can I ever repay that debt?"
"You've been doing it every day since you decided to stay with me. Just keep doing it as long as we're both on this earth," I answered.
The smile on her face told me everything I needed to know. I stood up, pulled her up to me and planted a passionate kiss on her lips. I then turned her around, smacked her on the ass and said, "Get moving!" She immediately headed for our bedroom.
Hey, when you're 87, you take advantage of every moment you have left.
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While I'm probably more of a BTB writer than anything, I've shown that occasionally I like to leave the safety of the reservation and take a big chance. I've usually gotten killed for it both in score and comments, the latter particularly from the anons.
Well, here I go again. This time I've invaded JennyGently's territory. Nobody seems to understand the psyche of a cuckold better than Jenny. I think she's one of the best writers in LW, despite the fact that I don't like her topic. But Jenny's men like being cuckolded and want the hotwife lifestyle. My protagonist accepts it begrudgingly.
If you don't like cuckold stories, DON'T READ THIS, plain and simple. You have been warned.
*
Bart Peters was lying on the bottom part of the bed, his face embedded in the pussy of his wife of 46 years, Traci. He was dragging the flat of his tongue slowly across the opening, then tightening his tongue up and pushing it as far inside Traci as he could get it. Traci was writhing and moaning, then she stiffened and started to rock on his face for all she was worth as her orgasm washed over her. Bart let out a low chuckle, feeling smug that at 72 he could still make his wife orgasm like a teenager.
He repeated the procedure several times, and the second time Traci came she was screaming unintelligibly. Bart dug back in for orgasm No. 3, and this time when she came Traci was screaming a name, but it wasn't his.
"Aldo, Aldo, Aldo ... ungh ... ungh ... ung. Love you. Love you!"
Aldo was the name of Traci's second official lover, whom she had had a long-term affair with more than 15 years ago. Traci was a hotwife, and while Bart had been a cuckold for more than 20 years, he never considered himself a willing one, and Traci had just crossed a big line in their relationship. Not the first time she had broken one of the rules, but this was a big one. This was the first time she had ever called him another man's name during sex, and Bart was devastated. He immediately stopped tonguing his wife, and Traci finished her orgasm without further prodding from Bart's mouth.
Bart got up from the bed, went into the bathroom and washed Traci's vaginal secretions and the K-Y lube from his face. Traci continued to lay in bed, breathing heavily, as she came down from her orgasm.
When Bart got back into bed, Traci got up, went to the bathroom and cleaned herself up. No words were spoken as she got back into bed and spooned against Bart's back.
"He'll get over it. He always does," Traci thought to herself as she faded off to sleep.
Bart blinked back tears as reality struck him in the forehead like a hammer meets a nail. He didn't drift off to sleep, and wouldn't for the entire night. In fact, this would turn out to be the last time Bart would ever touch Traci sexually.
Bart met Tracy a year out of college. He was a young pharmacist with a major chain, she was a paralegal at a major law firm in the same city. They met at a barbecue put on by Traci's firm; Bart was there as the plus-one of one of Traci's co-workers. Bart was instantly taken with Traci's long blonde hair, blue eyes and curvy figure, but out of respect for the woman he came with, he kept his distance, even though he and the woman were just friends.
Traci thought Bart was cute and funny in the little bit of time they had interacted. At about 6 feet, he was about half a foot taller than her, with a runner's long lean body. In fact, he had been a cross country and track runner throughout high school and track, earning a full ride to Drake University in Des Moines, IA, which he turned into a pharmacy degree. He, too, was blond and blue-eyed.
Bart waited about a week before getting Traci's phone number and calling her for a date. Dinner and a movie was the intention, but the pair hit if off so well that they decided to skip the movie and go to a quiet bar instead where they could talk some more.
Traci was a year younger than Bart at 23 years old. While she wasn't smitten with Bart at first, the young man's confidence, intelligence, and easy manner grew on her, and when he asked her to marry him a year later, she didn't hesitate to accept.
Bart felt that he was the luckiest man on the face of the earth when Traci accepted. Beautiful, intelligent, and fun to be around, Traci saying yes was like winning the lottery, Bart thought at the time.
Twenty years later, Bart would have still said he was the luckiest man in the world. At 45, Traci could have passed for 35, with her regular regimen of gym workouts paying handsomely, Bart would have said. The couple's three children -- two sons and a daughter -- were a college sophomore, a high school senior and a high school freshman, and all doing well. Bart had always made good money at his job, and Traci, despite taking several years off to be a full-time mom before the kids started school, was doing well at her job. The Peters lived in a nice house in a toney neighborhood.
The troubles started a few years later, about the time the last Peters child left for college. Although Bart loved his children, he was more than happy that he and Traci could spend time together as empty-nesters, with all that implied. Although he and Traci were older than the last time they had the house to themselves, they were hardly old, and with both being in fairly good shape physically, Bart was anticipating their usual ritual of quiet, twice-a-week sex might return back to more often, more physical sex. And for a few months it did, before dropping back again to quiet sex twice a week. Traci rarely initiated, and even more rarely did she orgasm during their lovemaking sessions. Fortunately for Traci, Bart was a considerate lover, and when he saw that Traci didn't respond well to his penis anymore, he upped his frequency of eating her out and using his hands. Traci would really get into the proceedings then, telling Bart he was the best pussy eater of his gender.
"You're the best rug muncher this side of a woman," she yelled at him one night while pushing his face deeply into her weeping gash and nearly drowning him.
Despite his oral ministrations, however, Traci gradually backed off to what had become their usual fare, and rarely let Bart have his complete way with her. Although he tried to talk to her, Traci didn't seem to want to talk about it ... until one day when she did.
It was a Friday night when Bart got home a few minutes after 6 p.m. as usual. Normally, Traci would be about halfway through cooking dinner since her workday ended at 5 and she usually hit the house at about 5:30, but on this night the dinner table was already set and the food, rigatoni and meatballs, was dished up and on the plates. Traci handed Bart a shot of Galliano -- his favorite thing to drink with pasta -- as he arrived in the kitchen. Normally the pair would have eaten on tray tables while watching television. He noted that the TV wasn't even turned on.
"Am I in trouble or something?" Bart said as he took the shot glass from Traci's hand.
"We really do need to talk, Sweetie," Traci answered back deadpan.
"Oh, shit," Bart mumbled.
Traci put down her fork, reached over to Bart and took his left hand in her right hand while she sat in the spot to his left. Her face was crimson and she looked like she would rather have been anywhere else but at the table. Bart knew he was screwed.
"Bart, Sweetie, you know I love you with every fiber of my being, and I want to grow old with you someday, but you've got to know that your dick just doesn't do it for me anymore," she finally blurted out. "It hasn't since Lizzie was born. I'm just too stretched out down there for you to be effective."
Bart certainly didn't see this coming. He started to breathe heavily and he looked ashen, Traci thought to herself. For his part, Bart couldn't even think. He had stopped eating, and was staring at Traci with blank eyes and his mouth gaped slightly open. Traci wasn't done, however.
"I want to try having sex with a man with a bigger, thicker dick."
Although his brain was not working at full capacity at the moment, Bart clearly heard the words "having sex with a man with a bigger, thicker dick." He looked at Traci in stunned silence, making small choking noises.
"If this doesn't work, then I don't know what I'll do," Traci finished.
Traci appeared to be on the verge of tears. A part of Bart wanted to wrap Traci in his arms, but that was a small piece compared to the part of him that wanted to kick her ass and scream at her. He stared at her for what seemed like hours, but in reality might have been 30 seconds.
"And if this does work, then what am I supposed to do?" Bart answered in a voice just above a whisper.
"I would hope that if this does work, then you would let me have a lover on the side," Traci replied almost as quietly as Bart had spoken. "We would be discreet, and nobody would need to know except you, me, and him. I would occasionally meet him for a 'date,' and we would spend the night together, or a part of the night together. It would be purely about sex; there'd be no emotional attachment, no love.
"The love would remain between you and I. We could make love as often as you'd want, without any pressure on either one of us to have to put on an act to feed the other's ego."
"You mean you want to cuckold me ... be a hotwife?" Bart said in a shaky voice.
"That's kind of harsh, Sweetie," Traci responded. "I wouldn't think of it as cheating on you. You would know when I was going out and with whom. I wouldn't be doing it to hurt you or humiliate you. And it would just be occasionally.
"I mean, I guess maybe down the road if you wanted to watch occasionally maybe we could do that, too, I suppose ..."
"I wouldn't want to watch that!" Bart blurted out. "What kind of a sick freak do you think I am?"
"I don't think you're a sick freak. I just mentioned it in case it was something you wanted to try, but maybe were afraid to ask," she said.
"Babe, I don't think I want you to do this. No, I absolutely don't want you to do this. I don't want to share you with anybody else, ever. You got that?!"
"Bart, I'm not really asking you for permission to do this," she responded with more than a hint of terseness in her voice. "We have a great marriage and I love you, but physically I need to get mine. Your tongue and hands are magic, but I need to feel a man inside of me for my best orgasms."
Bart about came out of his chair at that statement, his mouth wide open in shock. His cherished wife had just told him that his six inches of manhood wasn't enough for her, and she was going to find it elsewhere whether he liked it or not.
Bart slugged down the shot of Galliano, got up from the table, grabbed his car keys, and headed out.
"Well, that went better than expected," Traci said to an empty room.
Bart returned home about 11 p.m., smelling like the proverbial distillery. Traci was in the family room watching TV when Bart came in from the garage, hung his keys on his hook and went upstairs. She listened carefully as she heard Bart go into their oldest son, Jeff's, former room and close and lock the door.
Traci let Bart stew for two more days before she attempted to talk to him again. She was waiting for him in the kitchen with a small overnight bag in her hand when he came in. He looked at her, looked at the bag, and for the first time in two days actually spoke to her.
"So this is it then, 'date night?' I don't get another say in this?"
"Judging from your silence the last two days, you've said everything you're going to say, so now I'm doing the talking," Traci spit out. "If you can't handle this, don't be here when I get back, and I won't fight you on the divorce. But if you truly love me and care about me like you tell me you do, then be here when I get back, and we'll do some more talking."
This time it was Traci grabbing her keys and leaving. Bart stood there in complete shock, watching her leave for a night of sex with another man. It was to become a ritual he would never become accustomed to, however many times it happened.
Traci drove over to the other side of town, stopping at an apartment complex. She grabbed her overnight bag from the front seat of her car, headed up to Apartment 2B, and gave a confident wrap on the door with her right hand. The door was quickly opened by a shirtless young man who was about half of Traci's age. He gave Traci a crooked grin, took her overnight bag out of her left hand and shuffled over to the side of the door so she could enter.
Will Samuelson was actually a nick over half of Traci's age, being 25 to her 49. The youth had the well-muscled chest and arms of a gym trainer, which fit because in fact he was ... being the trainer at the gym to which both Traci and Bart had memberships. Without being directed, Traci moved wordlessly to Will's bedroom.
"Bart doesn't need to know about our previous engagements," she told her young lover, "Now that we've got his permission."
"So he said yes, then," Will stated more than questioned.
"He hasn't officially, but he'll be there when I get home tomorrow, which makes it official," Traci answered.
Across town, Bart drank himself into a stupor. His brain told him what he should do. His heart, however, told, him something else, and after a night of little sleep and half a fifth of Crown Royal, his heart won the day. After calling in sick the next day, Bart was lying on the family room sofa still feeling the effects of a major hangover when Traci came in after work, wearing the clothes she had packed in her overnight bag. She looked pleased to see him, Bart thought.
"So let me get changed out of these clothes and start supper, and we can talk about our new arrangement," Traci said to him.
When Traci came downstairs again, she was wearing only a pair of white bikini panties and a pair of white sneakers with short white socks. It was Bart's favorite look for her to wear around the house, and the very sight of her sent his dick into a hardening frenzy. When she sat down in the La-Z-Boy next to the sofa, Bart could see several bite marks on her boobs and toned belly as well as her upper thighs. He knew Traci had her new lover mark her for Bart's benefit.
"So his name is Will Dangerfield. You know him. He's the trainer down at the gym," Traci announced as Bart sat and gawked at her body.
"You chose somebody we know?!" Bart squeaked out in a high-pitched tone. "I thought you said you were going to be discreet?"
"We will be. Will knows the rules. Hands off in public, no comments to you, and never any word of this to be spoken to anybody else, or else he will have to find a new playtoy. And pretty much the same goes for you, too. No comments to him and nothing ever said to anybody else, or you're going to have to find a new wife. Am I clear, mister?"
Traci kind of leaned in and up as she said that last part to make her boobs bounce for Bart. It had the desired effect as he reached over and stroked both of her tits as he quietly answered, "Yes."
Traci and Will did their "dates" every other Saturday night for the first couple of months, then became an every week occurrence for the next few months before Traci decided she just couldn't go that long between nights "of the greatest sex I'd ever had." She said the latter statement with a huge smile on her face and excitement in her voice, and was actually perplexed that Bart didn't seem genuinely happy for her. Because of Will, Traci had turned into a more sexual animal, and Bart had benefitted from that by receiving more oral sex than ever before, which he really seemed to enjoy, as well as increase in sex overall. Only when she and Will had a big session the night before did she deny Bart her pussy, despite the fact that she never came anymore from Bart being inside of her. She always made sure to squirm around a lot, though, and made sure to moan enough to keep Bart's interest and excitement level high.
As far as Bart could determine, Traci stuck to her end of the deal; after all, why wouldn't she? Great sex with a muscular young guy twice a week while still having a loving, doting husband at home. And for her part, Traci was more than happy, and with small exceptions here and there she did stick to her part of the bargain.
The first hiccup to the plan came when Traci had made a delivery of some legal documents to a medical firm. As she turned to leave the facility, she literally bumped into a young physician. Looking up, she encountered a large pair of puppy-dog brown eyes and a warm smile, and he reached out and took her upper arms in his hands to stop her from falling back. He apologized profusely, explained he was looking at a chart instead of watching where he was walking, and offered to buy her a cup of coffee for an apology. Twenty minutes later Dr. Jake Hanson had her business card with her cell phone number written on the back.
Traci didn't even hesitate when the handsome Dr. Hanson called a few days later. Bart had given tacit approval to her taking a lover, so she would just swap in Jake for Will a few times. She didn't need to even let Bart know that it was a different lover, because at that point, she didn't feel she was cheating on Bart -- she was actually cheating on Will. She chuckled to herself as she thought about the situation.
Jake turned out to be a fun difference from Will. He didn't have Will's eight inches of thick man-meat between his legs, being only about the same size as Bart but a little thicker, but he was a little better technician than Will, Traci thought. The pair enjoyed about six meetings before Will surmised that Traci had another lover and threatened to go to Bart.
It took Bart several months to get used to his status as cuckold. Traci noted that as date nights approached his usual calm demeanor would disappear and he would turn into a paranoid wreck, She tried extra-hard on those nights to be more outgoing with her affection, hoping to show her husband that he was the one she loved.
"If you really love me as much as you say you do, how can you do this to me," Bart asked her one night as she was getting ready for an evening with Will.
"It's because I love you that I do this so we can stay together," Traci answered. "And you accept it because this is the way you can show me just how much you love me."
Traci was careful when she talked to Bart about his failure to fulfill her as a man. While she admitted to herself that she did get somewhat of a thrill from the humiliation aspect of the cuckolding, she didn't want to push too much and chase her handsome husband away. She still did love him, he was the father of her children, and someday they would grow old together.
While Bart never knew about Traci's time with Jake Hanson, he was very aware of the next threat on the horizon. About 18 months into this new reality, a beaming Traci announced to Bart over breakfast that she was pregnant, and that he was going to be a father again.
"Wait, what?" Bart sputtered with a mouthful of scrambled eggs at the breakfast table. "Seriously? Oh shit!"
Traci's broad smile immediately disappeared when she saw that Bart wasn't near as thrilled about the development as she was.
"How far along? Who's the father?" he asked after spitting his mouthful of food into the kitchen sink.
"What difference does that make, silly. It will be our baby, yours and mine, just like the other three kids. Only we're both a little older and wiser now," Traci responded.
"No fucking way, Babe! That baby gets DNA tested as soon as possible, and if it's not mine, it's out of here, or I am! There's no way on God's green earth I raise another man's child as my own. That's where I draw the line."
"How could you let this happen? You didn't go on the pill when you started to fuck around on me, and you let him do you bareback?"



"I'm eight weeks along," Traci answered calmly. "No, I didn't go on the pill when I started to date other men. I'm 49 years old, and figured I was probably close enough to menopause to not have to worry. Besides, with just two of you, there's a 50 percent chance the baby is yours, and we don't believe in abortion anyway."
"Odds are better than 50 percent it's not my kid. You're doing Will twice a week, but I only get your pussy about once every other week. And while I don't believe in abortion, I'll make an exception in this case. This child gets terminated or I walk: no ifs, ands, or buts about it. I may be a God-damned cuckold, but I am not a sucker."
Bart dumped what was left of his breakfast down the garbage disposal. He grabbed his car keys and headed out the door. Traci knew she was going to have her work cut out for her to get Bart to agree to this. For her part, she was pretty sure the child was Will's, and the very thought of her carrying another man's baby had her moist between the legs.
When Bart returned home several hours later, he apologized to Traci for yelling at her. He instinctively reached out and put his hand on her stomach, even though he knew it was way too early to be feeling life.
"I'm sorry, Babe, but this really is the line in the sand," Bart said. "Either you set up the abortion if it's not my kid, or I'll set up the divorce ... and it will be on grounds of adultery."
Two weeks later, a small bulge started to appear in Traci's midsection. A fetal DNA test determined that Bart was not the father. Bart called a lawyer friend and had divorce paperwork drawn up. She was served one week later at home.
"You bastard," she hissed at Bart when she closed the front door after being served.
"Let your paramour marry you and you guys can be a cute little family. Now leave me the fuck alone."
Two days later Traci came home from work and showed Bart paperwork for an abortion to be performed the next week. Coldly, Bart told her that he would stop the divorce after the abortion was performed.
To say things were frosty at the Peters house was an understatement. Hardly a word was spoken between the spouses for the week, and on the day of the abortion, Traci cried all the way to the clinic. She couldn't believe Bart would make her go through with it. This was the first time he had ever denied his wife anything of consequence.
Life returned to what passed for normal in the Peters house after several weeks and stayed that way for about another 18 months, when Will received a promotion to regional training manager for the gym he worked at. With that came a transfer to a city about an hour north, and both he and Traci agreed that their affair should come to a close. At first, Bart thought that meant he was getting his wife back completely, but Traci immediately set him straight when she practically held open auditions among several men to fill Will's spot as her lover. At least with Will, things were in a groove, Bart thought to himself, while someone new would bring new problems.
After about a month of "dating" several men, Traci settled on Aldo Morelli as her second full-time lover. Aside from the obvious problem, Aldo was also the ex-husband of one of Traci's closest friends, Laura Morelli, and the pair used to be among a group of friends with which the Peters formerly ran around.
"Not Aldo Morelli!" Bart exclaimed the first time Traci said she was going to date their former friend. "I always hated that prick. He was always giving you the 'eye' back in the old days, and I didn't trust him then.
"You didn't sleep with him back then, did you?"
"I wouldn't have then because he was married to one of my best friends, but all bets are off now that they're divorced," Traci said. "According to Laura, he's got about nine thick inches below his belt, and that should do the job nicely. I've felt it through his jeans a few times, and he's had both my tits in his hands several times during our parties throughout the years."
"Son of a bitch! I really wish you wouldn't do him," Bart stated.
"Well I really wish you wouldn't have killed my baby, but we don't always get what we wish for, do we?" she said with a glint that looked like half evil and half hatred.
Bart was justified in worrying about Traci's affection for Aldo in addition to her affection for his large, thick member. Inside of six months the pair was meeting up for long lunches at the Peters' home, unbeknownst to Bart, in addition to their twice-weekly "dates," and the occasional Sunday morning "tennis date with the girls."
Traci was her usual open self about her "dates" with Aldo, and as far as Bart could tell, this affair was going down the same path as Traci's affair with Will had gone. Traci seemed happy and satisfied with how things were going and made sure to keep Bart just on the edge of sexually satisfied. He had no reason to think otherwise until one Sunday morning he made the mistake of sneaking up behind his wife as she exited her car after another "tennis date." He playfully grabbed her from behind, spun her around, and planted a passionate kiss on Traci's mouth, a mouth which only an hour ago was full of Aldo's sperm. Although he had never tasted another man's cum before, Bart instantly knew what he was tasting, pulled away from Traci, and threw up in the driveway.
Once done upchucking, Bart got up off his hands and knees, headed into the house for his car keys, and headed off. Traci, seeing a level of anger she had never seen from Bart before, got on her cell phone and placed a quick call to Aldo, telling him what just happened and warning him that Bart might be on his way.
"Don't hurt him unless you really have to, Aldo. He's still my ... husband," Traci hesitated.
"We have been talking about fixing that, T. Maybe it's time," he answered back tersely.
Aldo wasn't worried about Bart in the least. At 6-2, 200 pounds, Aldo still retained much of the body that had made him a high school sports star 30 years ago, and he was considerably bigger than the 5-1l, 170-pound Bart. And considering that Bart didn't have big enough balls to satisfy his own wife nor keep her from catting around, he figured Bart was probably on his way to the nearest bar to drown his sorrows.
"I hope he got a good mouthful of my cum. Maybe one of these days Traci will let me cum directly into his mouth like a bitch," he muttered to himself.
A few minutes later, Aldo heard a car screech to a halt in front of his house. Looking out the window, he saw Bart -- a very deranged-looking Bart -- heading up his walk.
"I'll be damned," he muttered again.
Bart didn't bother to knock. He flung open both the screen door and front door, spotted Aldo in the living room, and let out what at best could be called a primal scream of rage.
"Aaaaarrrrrgggghhhh!!!!! You mother fucker!!! You had to be a greedy pig!!! Twice a week wasn't enough for you!!! Aaarrrggghhh!!!!"
Five minutes later Bart left Aldo's house covered in blood, but not his own. After Bart left, a dazed and barely conscious Aldo called 911. When the EMTs arrived, they found Aldo on the floor, bleeding profusely from a cut over his left eye as well as from his broken nose. He had various marks all over his upper body and arms, and much of the furniture in the room was damaged or broken.
Traci was shocked when Bart stormed back into their house a half-hour later. She expected to be visiting him in a hospital emergency room. He was covered in blood, but didn't appear to be bleeding. Without either of them saying a word, Bart walked past Traci and headed into the bathroom, where he started stripping off bloody clothes. When he was done, he left the bloody pile on the floor and was about to step into the shower when the doorbell rang. While Traci wordlessly answered the door, Bart went into the bedroom and got a robe, then came back to face the police in the living room. It seems he was expecting them.
"Mr. Peters, you know we've got a man in the Park Hamilton Emergency Room who claims you beat him half to death in his home just a little bit ago," said the older of the two police officers who were standing in the living room. "We've got to bring you in. Do you mind getting dressed?"
"Yes, I do mind," growled Bart. "That man just had sex with my wife without my permission, and got what he deserved. He gets to fuck her twice a week, every week, but he wanted more. He broke the rules and paid the price."
Traci blushed deep red and winced at Bart's explanation to the officers.
"Wait a minute. Are you saying this is one of those hotwife scenarios gone bad?" the police officer quizzed, seeming incredulous.
"I guess I never thought about it that way, but I guess it is," Bart replied sadly.
"I'm sorry for you, Mr. Peters. Why don't you take your time and get cleaned up, and meet us down at the station in say, an hour? Just promise us you won't be hurting anybody else -- including your wife -- before you get there."
Bart raised his right hand as if he was swearing a pledge and said simply, "Promise." He turned and walked into the bathroom.
As the two officers were leaving, the younger turned to Traci and said quietly, "You might want to consider going someplace safe for a few days."
As Bart headed into the bathroom for a shower, Traci just looked at her husband in wonder.
"How the hell did that happen?" she mused as she watched Bart close the door.
Traci was sitting in the kitchen still in her tennis outfit when Bart came out 15 minutes later. Although she looked like she wanted to say something, Bart spoke first.
"If that motherfucker ever goes near you again, I will kill him with my bare hands," Bart said barely above a whisper. "You had better understand that, and make him understand that as well.
"Now clean your ass up, brush your teeth, and go say goodbye to that asshole in the emergency room."
Bart and the two cops had a very friendly visit. Due to the extenuating circumstances, the cops told Bart they would only charge him with a crime if Mr. Morelli insisted upon it, but considering the circumstances, it might be best for Morelli to not do anything. For their part, the police would prefer to stay out of what appeared to be a domestic disturbance.
An hour after Bart got home, Traci came back from visiting Aldo at the hospital. When she first saw her lover, she was aghast; then she realized that Bart -- her calm, loving Bart -- had inflicted all that damage on a man so much larger than himself.
"Just maybe I shouldn't push him that hard ever again," she thought to herself.
Traci prepared supper, and the two ate in silence for most of the meal until Bart pushed his plate away, cleared his throat and began to speak.
"I've never been as humiliated as I was today; thank you very much," he began. "Not only did I get my first taste of another man's cum -- from my wife, no less -- but then I had to admit to two total strangers that I'm a cuckold.
"What the fuck did you two think you were doing? You told me there would be no love involved; it would be strictly sex, and then I find out you're fucking the guy extra and thinking about leaving me for him. How much more are you going to disrespect me, bitch?"
Bart was practically shouting as he finished, and Traci flinched visibly when he called her bitch. She knew she deserved it and more. Aldo apparently did some bragging before Bart beat him bloody.
"That was just pillow talk, Bart. Talk that came out when we were in the middle of things," Traci responded back. "You know sometimes I say things when I get out of control. Things I don't really mean. You know that. You make me say things all the time."
Bart knew the last part was a lie. No matter how far he had taken Traci, she didn't talk during sex; she moaned, she yelled, she screamed, she exploded. If she started verbalizing, this was a new thing, exclusive to her outside partners.
"But you know, you can't have great sex with someone without getting somewhat attached to them," she continued. "But not anywhere near enough that I'd ever leave you."
Traci hoped she looked as sincere as she was pretending to be. She certainly wasn't going to tell Bart that leaving him and moving in with Aldo was exactly what she and her lover had been discussing this morning, when they weren't fucking each other's brains out.
"Hear me out, Trace. This is the last time I will ever say this. If I ever catch you again breaking our deal, or if I even get a sniff that you're in love with one of these guys, we will be history ... and there will be other consequences as well. Did Aldo enjoy his consequences?"
"I persuaded Aldo not to press charges against you," Traci said. "He wasn't happy about that, or about us having to break up. But I told him it was probably the best thing for his health. Did you really have to beat him so badly?"
"Yes."
Traci was tingling on the inside. Bart thought the flush on her face was due to fear, but Traci was liquid between her legs and tingling from her pussy to her feet and hands. The very thought of her husband going to that extreme for her was a huge turn-on, but she was smart enough to keep those thoughts to herself. Pushing Bart over the edge could be dangerous.
Traci was more careful with her future lovers, hardly ever breaking the rules again, and definitely not when Bart was home. She always made sure to tell him when she was going out, and with whichever lover it was at the time. When she was between lovers, however, she got to try out several men for the position, and wasn't always forthcoming about all of those meetings. As long as she was discreet, she felt Bart wouldn't be a problem. Traci felt she was the luckiest woman in the world, having a handsome husband who worshipped her enough to let her have a big-dicked boytoy for sex on the side.
While never warming to the idea, Bart came to the truth that he loved his wife too much to divorce her. Even with her sexual escapades, Bart couldn't just stop loving Traci, and he always came to the conclusion that his life was better with her in it.
"Yeah, I guess you really can love someone too much," he said to his reflection in the bathroom mirror while he shaved when a glazed-eyed Traci came home obviously well-fucked from her date the night before and got into the shower.
Although Bart was hopeful menopause would slow Traci's sexual energy, it was not to be. Yes, she needed a lubricant now to get things rolling better, but she seemed to crave high-intensity sex every bit as much as before. And, as she got older, the age of her "dates" got older as well. Instead of playing with men in their 20s and 30s, she was now playing with men in their 40s and 50s. And occasionally, she would find a 20 or 30-something man that had a thing for a "sexy granny," and swap him in in place of her regular "date," as usual without telling Bart about the swap. She was proud of herself that she could still attract younger men, and very pleased that she could keep up and satisfy them.
Maybe because she was still very active sexually, Traci was able to keep things going until her mid-60s before age finally started to creep up on her. While she still had the body of someone 20 years her junior, she had cut down to just one sexual outing per week most weeks, and very often wore the signs of a particularly big night of sex for several days after. Bart could only shake his head in wonder at his sexual dynamo of a wife.
Although Bart never made a big deal out of it, Traci's calling out Aldo's name while Bart was eating her out ended the husband and wife's sexual relationship. Bart did not initiate ever again after the incident, which Traci didn't seem to notice. And on the rare times she initiated, Bart begged off for one reason or another. Traci assumed that at 72, Bart could no longer get it up even with pill help and was too embarrassed to talk about it, especially since Traci at 71 was still going at it hot and heavy with her lover.
For Bart, the name incident was confirmation of his growing realization that Traci really didn't love him at the same level he loved her. After 22 years of living what he considered a nightmare, the pair was never going to grow old together in the sense that Bart wanted -- body and soul, as he called it. Every day since the incident, a little more of Bart's love was extinguished, like the way a burning fire eventually goes from hot fire, to less and less, finally going to hot embers and then eventually to nothing. Bart felt he was rapidly approaching the nothing stage.
Bart's cell phone rang on a Friday night at 11:07; he knew exactly the time because it was so odd that he checked the clock before picking up. The caller ID said "Traci," but Bart knew that she was on a "date," and she never called then.
"Mr. Peters?" a young woman answered when Bart gave a tentative hello.
"Yes, this is Mr. Peters. Who is this and what the hell do you want."
Bart was wondering at this point if Traci dropped her phone out of her purse while she was heading somewhere with ... what was this guy's name ... Jack.
"Um, Mr. Peters, your wife Traci is here at Park-White Hospital the woman said. "She had a massive heart attack this evening and was brought in a little while ago by EMS. They seemed to have stabilized her at this point, but it's not looking good. Could you get down here as quickly as safety will allow?"
"I'll be there in 20 minutes. Is there somebody with her now, like maybe a guy about 40?"
"There's actually two guys with her now, both about 40. But they said they weren't relatives. They gave us Mrs. Peters' phone and said we should call you."
"That's good. That's good," Bart said as his brain began to whirl on the revelation of two guys. That's not what Traci had said this evening was going to be.
"Um ... Mr. Peters ..." the woman responded back. "I don't know how else to say this, but according to the two gentlemen here with her, the three were in the middle of vigorous sex when your wife had the heart attack. Their quick call to 911 saved her life."
"Two guys ... a heart attack ... great," Bart thought to himself as he buckled his seat belt and headed out to the hospital.
When Bart got to the emergency room, he was ushered into Traci's room immediately. She was hooked to a lot of monitors. A physician came in about 30 seconds later.
"Did she have any heart problems that you know about, Mr. Peters?" the young physician asked. "None, doc, she was in perfect shape until today as far as I knew."
"Well, then, I think I need to ask some more detailed questions of the men who called 911 for her. I'll be right back," he said.
"I'm coming with you, doc." The doctor started to protest, figuring the scene was going to get ugly. Bart saw the look on his face and tried to reassure him. "It's okay doc. I know what was happening. My wife and I have ... kind of ... an ... open marriage."
It was not an easy admission for Bart, and his face was beet red when he finished. The doctor gave him a pitying look, then said, "Come on."
Bart had never met Jack before, although he knew about him, but he didn't know the other guy, Freeman. Traci had never mentioned a Freeman before, and she certainly hadn't mentioned a three-way happening tonight when she gave Bart his usual briefing of her plans for the evening. That's what the relationship and rules had evolved into: Traci would give a brief outline of the evening's plans to Bart, so she would not be "cheating," then pack an overnight bag just in case the fun ran a little long and Traci was too tired to drive home. At 71, sometimes a big night of sex was almost too much for her, although she did try to keep herself in tip-top shape at the gym with weight lifting and cardio.
Of course, the addition of Freeman into the mix had once again broken the rules, but it wasn't like they hadn't been broken before.



Introductions were made quickly in a private area just off the emergency room, but no handshakes were made. Bart did have enough sense to thank the pair for calling 911.
"Um, exactly what were you three doing when the heart attack hit?" the doctor asked with a sheepish look on his face.
Both Jack and Freeman dropped their eyes to the floor, not wanting to look at Bart's face as they gave their grim report.
"I was behind Traci on the bed doing her doggie while Freeman was in front of her with his dick in her mouth," Jack began. "Traci kind of mumbled something around Freeman's dick, then she went rigid and started to orgasm. About halfway through that act, Freeman blasted off in her mouth, and it must have been too much because she gagged, took Freeman's dick out of her mouth, and then threw up all that cum right onto the bed. At that point I was just holding myself inside of her with my hands on her hips, when she kind of gave a little shriek, grabbed her chest and fell to the side.
"I hadn't ever seen her do anything like this before, and she didn't seem to be conscious, so Freeman dialed 911.
"I'm sorry, Bart."
"I know, Jack."
Bart had stopped counting Traci's lovers after a few years. Most of the affairs went for at least a year, some considerably longer, and he knew there were several one-nighters in there when she was searching for a new lover, or just felt like getting some strange. And he knew not all of them were within the rules. He wasn't stupid, but felt it was easier just to keep his mouth shut on some of the lesser breaks.
Bart was somewhat amazed it wasn't he who had the heart attack. Despite what Traci tried to tell him, her "dates" never got any easier for Bart to take. His stress levels would go off the charts on date nights, never letting up until Traci would leave for the evening. Somewhere in the back of his mind, Bart always hoped she would tell him she was giving up the sex with others and coming back to him both body and soul. That never happened.
"Probably a strong orgasm followed by the shutting down of her airway from the ejaculate in her throat caused the attack," the doctor was saying when Bart's brain rejoined the present.
Bart and the other two sort of nodded in agreement.
"Uh, we're going to take off now if you don't need us for anything else," Jack said to the physician.
"Yes, I think you're done here," he responded.
Bart sat with Traci in her room for about two hours while she slept. He kept drifting in and out of sleep himself, always awakened by the same horrible thought. He had wasted more than 20 years of his life with this selfish woman, who despite her claims that he was the love of her life, in reality didn't have any more feelings for him than she would have for a close family friend -- or maybe the family's pet dog. He kept hoping that the Traci that had married him and had three children with him would one day return, as if from being in a coma, but the truth kept cropping up in these dreams like nettles thrown down on a walking path.
"Hey you. When did you get here?" Traci asked, her eyes trying to focus through a haze of pain and medication.
"Been here a while," Bart responded. "You owe your fuckbuddies some major thanks. If they hadn't called 911, you'd have died from a heart attack. Really, Traci, a doubleheader at your age? And I don't recall you ever telling me about Mystery Guest No. 2."
Traci dropped her eyes at that. Not much she could say.
Traci drifted back to sleep for another couple of hours, and when she finally opened her eyes again, Bart was still at her bedside. A wave of love washed over Traci at this point, thinking that after all she'd put him through, Bart still loved her enough to stay with her in her time of need.
Bart, on the other hand, was still dealing with the realization of how he'd wasted more than 20 years of his love.
"You truly are an amazing man," Traci said to Bart as he looked up into her eyes upon hearing her voice. Had she not noticed before how haunted his eyes looked, how hollow his cheeks were, or was this simply something new because he was sitting around a hospital room for hours.
"Amazingly stupid would be more accurate," Bart replied flatly.
Traci started to protest, but Bart cut her off.
"How could I have been so stupid to continue loving a woman who made it perfectly clear that she no longer loved me body and soul; that all I was good for after all these years was as a close friend, a confidant, the father of her three children. A woman who made it perfectly clear that she cared more deeply for her lovers than for the man who loved her completely. I might as well have been the family dog: I would have my head patted and occasionally be able to sit with mistress in her easy chair, but I was never going to be loved completely anymore. I was like the perfect houseguest. And every now and then you'd throw me a crumb by allowing me to pleasure you orally, because I couldn't do so with my dick. And on the rarest of occasions when we did make love, you did little to hide your boredom with me.
"Did you ever stop to think the problem wasn't me. It was your selfishness. Everything revolved around your pussy being pleased.
"And I loved you so completely that I gave away my happiness so you could have yours. What have I done to myself?"
Traci sat in her bed with a look of shock on her face. Although everything Bart said was true, she couldn't bring herself to believe her actually said it to her. Panic and confusion raced through her mind. She had to do something to regain his heart if life was to go on as she knew it and liked it. At this point she knew she really didn't care for Bart's opinion on that.
"Bart, I'm truly sorry if you believe that I have in any way given you anything less than my best in terms of love. I know we haven't been very intimate these last several years, but that doesn't mean I've loved you any less. In fact, I've loved you more for the completely unselfish way you have let me maintain intimate relations with men who can please me sexually. I totally get that not many men would have allowed that to happen.
Traci was crying now, but Bart still had the look of a man who had just sucked on a lemon the size of a basketball. Normally the waterworks would have done the trick, and she would be in Bart's arms just as she was in his heart.
"When I get better and I get home, I promise that I will show you that I love you in every way ..."
"Upon further reflection, Traci," Bart cut her off. "I would prefer you not get better, and not come home. I think I've given you all of me you're going to get for one lifetime."
Traci clutched at her chest and several monitors in the room began to sound alarms. She looked at Bart with wide, terrified eyes. Her husband stared back at her implacably.
Several nurses and the young physician from earlier ran into the room. The doctor began giving instructions rapid-fire. A breathing tube was slid down Traci's throat, but then her heart monitor went flatline. The doctor first tried CPR compressions, then called for the paddles to try to jumpstart Traci's heart. Once. Twice. A third time. A nurse finally turned off the machine.
Bart had moved to the back of the room to be out of the way of the hospital personnel. He had witnessed the efforts to revive his wife and felt nothing as it was happening. He put his jacket on and left, stopping at the nurse's station to inform the charge nurse that he would come back later, sign all the necessary paperwork, and have the body shipped to a funeral home.
It was a little after 6 in the morning when Bart stepped outside the hospital. He had been there for about six hours. The crisp autumn air felt good on his face. He suddenly felt renewed.
"Chocolate chip pancakes," Bart thought to himself. "Nothing that can't be worked out with some chocolate chip pancakes."
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Not being in the HDK-Blackrandi consortium, I never did get all the details on the "Sharing & Caring" thing that's supposed to be going down this week, so what I've come up with here is just from my interpretation of what was hinted at by the two in the preceding few weeks. I wasn't invited to participate; but since the hints were out there and I had a little time in my normally busy life, I thought I'd throw in my two cents worth.
Not saying I believe in sharing, but this is supposed to be fiction, and I'm supposed to be a writer, so I should be able to come up with something, I thought to myself. It was, however, tougher than expected, which is why it's just an experience and not a story involving emotion and character development. I'm sure that Randi, in particular, will have that covered in her story.
Read on ...
++++++++++
My wife surprised me for our anniversary by gifting us a weekend at an "adult" campground in northern California. It would be from Friday afternoon to Sunday at noon. We'd stay in a rustic style cabin, but with electricity and running water, at the edge of a small lake. It was labeled adult because no under under 18 was allowed, so as she explained it, clothing was somewhat of a suggestion, and the Friday night and Saturday night partying could get kind of "rough."
My wife and I aren't prudes by any stretch of the imagination, but she surprised me with the gift because we hadn't done any "running around," so to speak, since our early years together. We stopped when we decided it was time to settle down and raise a family.
Traci and I are both 40, and we've been married for 18 years. We met in college as sophomores, and married right after we graduated. We had our wilder days for a few years -- some swapping and foursomes -- but like I said, that stopped when we decided to have kids. We are now the proud parents of a daughter, Lena, 15, and a son, Steve, 13. So, yeah, I was surprised when I opened my anniversary gift, given to me in the privacy of our bedroom, and saw the adult campground brochure.
"Is this really what you want to do, Babe?" I asked Traci, looking deeply into her eyes. She instantly flamed red, but bit her lower lip in this cute way she has of doing that, and nodded vigorously but wordlessly. "I'm in then, as long as we are using the old rules." She again nodded vigorously and wordlessly.
The old rules were there just to keep one of us or both of us from going "lust nuts." That was our definition for what sometimes happens to people when lust takes over for rational thinking, and good judgment gets replaced by decisions made by a person's crotch. Simply put, the rules stated that we both had to be in attendance when there was any type of kissing or sex involved, and jealousy was not an option. The rules worked fine then; I didn't see any reason to change them now.
The weekend was for two weeks in the future. Traci would take the kids to her parents' house on Thursday night, and we would drive five hours to get to the campground, arriving in mid-afternoon. Then we would leave Sunday afternoon, stop at her parents and pick up the kids, and be home at a reasonable time Sunday evening.
The campground had hiking trails and several boats to traverse the lake. There was a gathering hall for the mixers on both Friday and Saturday nights.
I started getting excited as I watched Traci packing for the weekend on that Friday morning. After two kids, she still has the body of a goddess, although her 36D boobs hang down a little more than they used to, which I personally like. She always goes braless when we go out without the kids, and today was no exception as she had on a fairly tight black tank top, a pair of tight jean shorts, and sneakers. Her legs were tanned and toned, coming up to her tight bubble butt.
She obviously wasn't planning to leave too much to anyone's imagination this weekend. She packed two small bikinis, a white tank top and a short smock-type dress with spaghetti straps, two more pair of white bikini panties and a pair of sandals. Damn!
She didn't miss my hard-on straining against my jean shorts as I watched her. She lifted off her tank top, slid her shorts and panties off and bent over the bed. I willingly answered the bell, filling her pussy after about 10 minutes.
After that, we had an enjoyable ride up there, with me driving the whole five hours. I was a little road weary when we got there, but Traci wanted to walk around the campground, so after I unloaded the two small bags, that's exactly what we did. I have to admit I enjoyed the scenery, particularly the sight of Traci's boobs jiggling under her tank top as she walked.
Our next-door neighbors for the weekend were unloading their gear, so we went over and introduced ourselves. They introduced themselves as Bobby and Matt, two University of California-Davis graduate students up for the weekend to do lazing, drinking, and maybe find an unattached woman or two for some sex, they laughingly admitted.
"Maybe an attached woman or two," Traci said to me under her breath.
I had to admit Traci was probably right about that. Bobby was a black man about 6-5, 200 pounds of solid muscle, and Matt was a Nordic-looking blond guy of about 6-2, 180 who looked like your typical beach volleyball player. I couldn't blame my wife for taking a good look at the pair. I'm not stupid and I'm not blind. Although I don't think I'm too bad for a 40-year-old, I will admit to being just average-looking, and in that respect I know I married up. And I know that if I had seen two young girls who were way above average in the looks department, I would have taken a good look myself.
We invited the guys over for a couple of cold ones before the night's mixer. Then they left to change their clothes. We changed our clothes as well, with Traci taking off her top and sneakers and replacing them with the smock dress and sandals. The dress was fairly tight over her braless boobs before belling out a little, but it only went to just above her mid-thigh. She really couldn't sit down without her panties showing, but didn't seem in the least bothered by that fact. I was drooling, and it wasn't because of the food that was being cooked in the near-by pavilion.
Bobby and Matt met up with us halfway to the pavilion, and their eyes lit up when they got a good look at Traci. Bobby even gave a low wolf whistle, to which Traci just blushed. Other heads were turning as well, and for her part, Traci seemed to be relishing the attention.
We got our plates of food and sat down at a four-man picnic table. I know anyone who looked could see up Traci's dress, and her nipples were trying to poke holes in the top part of the dress. She knew the effect she was having on everyone, myself included.
Eating and drinking was the first order of the evening, and we each consumed a couple of drinks. Then the dancing started, and Traci and I headed out to the dance floor. Traci is a good and energetic dancer, and every now and then those off the floor got a flash of her pantied crotch or butt, in addition to being able to watch her sizable boobs bounce. I had resolved to just go with the flow.
We danced to the first half-dozen tunes, then Bobby asked me if he could cut in. I gave him my blessing and sat down, and enjoyed another drink while Matt sat at the table with me enjoying the show.
"You do realize that your wife is the hottest woman out there, don't you?" Matt asked me. "And that every man here wants a taste of that?"
"Including you and Bobby?" I shot back to see how honest he was going to be with me.
"Including me and Bobby," he admitted while looking straight at me.
"I guess we'll just have to see about that, young man," I answered back, looking him directly in his eyes.
Matt waited a few songs, then he asked me if he could cut in. I gave him my permission, and he was off like a shot. He and Traci danced about four dances, then she pulled him off the floor and came back to the table, lightly sweating and pink from her face down her front. She gulped what was left of her drink and asked me to get her another. I ambled over to the bar while watching her with the guys out of my peripheral vision. She was very animated and kept touching the guys' arms, shoulders and chests.
I turned my full attention to the trio as I waited for Traci's drink. Just then a small mountain disguised as a man came over to our table, and I'm guessing he asked Traci to dance, because he took her arm like he expected the answer to be yes. Traci never moved a muscle, however, and just as I started to move forward, both Bobby and Matt were out of their chairs. It sounded like a heated discussion was going on as I made my way back to the table with Traci's drink, and after handing my wife her glass I told mountain man that the pretty lady was my wife, and there would be serious repercussions from all three of us if he didn't leave. He looked from one face to another, then decided discretion was the better part of valor.
"I didn't know she was married, man," he said in a drawl that could have come straight out of 'Deliverance.' "I just thought these two hornballs weren't sharing."
"They weren't sharing," I replied. "She's not theirs to share."
The rest of the evening went fine as the three of us took turns dancing with Traci. I noticed both Bobby and Matt started returning Traci's touches as the evening wore on, although they kept it pretty much respectable. Traci continued to have this pink glow about her all night long.
When we got back to the room that night, Traci practically threw me down in bed and fucked my eyes out. She was as wet as she'd been in years, and when she came while riding me cowgirl she soaked both me and the sheets.
"So you're telling me you like Bobby and Matt?" I asked with a grin.
"Can we play, Jeff? Can we?" she asked excitedly.
"Do you remember the old rules?" I asked. "I've got admit, while I like these guys, we rarely did anything where the numbers weren't even. I'm not looking to lose my wife to a couple of well-hung 25-year-olds."
"Oh, now you're just being dramatic," she responded. "Did I ever leave you hanging before? Well, I'm certainly not about to do that now, with a couple of college boys."
"OK, then. Let's do boating and sex tomorrow. We can skip the mixer."
Traci had slowed her rocking on me while we talked. She picked her pace back up at that point and soon had another squirting orgasm, this time taking me over the edge with her.
After a great night's sleep, Traci went over to the boys' cabin to inform them of our itinerary. She was wearing her bikini when she left, she was just wearing her bikini bottoms when she got back, and was twirling the top in her right hand. I raised my right eyebrow ruefully. She giggled in return.
Traci never put her top back on. The four of us walked over to the boat ramp and rented a boat for the rest of the morning and most of the afternoon, and the two kids who waited on us -- a boy and a girl -- couldn't keep their eyes off of my wife. Then again, neither could Bobby and Matt.
I knew how to run the small boat we were on, but I told the boys I would teach each of them so I could have some time with Traci as well during the day, and they were both more than receptive to that idea. All three of us took turns playing kissy-face with Traci throughout the day, as well as fondling those luscious big boobs. We had to play it cool when another boat was in the area, but I'd say it was a very pleasant morning and afternoon. Traci even let the boys coat her in sunblock, because none of us wanted our goddess to be out of action due to a sunburn. She appreciatively slid some sunblock on the boys, and made sure to grab a handful of excited dick through each boy's shorts.
When we finished with our little excursion, we headed back to our cabin. We had decided to grab a couple of pizzas from a little pizza place we had seen right near the campground, and we needed to grab some Cabo Wabo Anejo Tequila from a near-by liquor store. Traci asked me if I minded going out to pick up the supplies, but I politely declined, citing the old rules. She giggled again, and explained to the boys that one of them would have to pick up the food and booze, because Jeff was not leaving me alone with the two of them. They got it completely, and after doing a "rock, paper, scissors," Matt went out to get the stuff, with me picking up the tab.
When Matt came back, Bobby and Traci were sitting on the edge of the made bed entwined in a deep kiss. Both of his large hands were on her large boobs.
"Hey, I didn't miss too much, did I?" he asked in mock seriousness.
The four of us killed off two pizzas and one of the two bottles of tequila in about a half-hour, eating and bantering like old friends. While Bobby started opening up the second bottle of tequila, I walked over to my amazing wife and planted a passionate kiss on her lips, then I removed her bikini bottoms, leaving her completely naked. As the boys watched, I kissed my way down her body, pushing her back on the bed as the boys stripped the blankets off. When I got to her pussy, I dug in, figuring this would be the only chance for me to do what I'm best at -- eating pussy. I quickly brought her off to two screaming orgasms, and from the conversation the boys were having and the looks on their faces, I could tell they were impressed with my skill. Traci always said I was a world-class pussy eater.
I backed off the bed at that point and saw that both young men had removed their shorts and underwear. At a quick glance I could see they were both packing about eight inches of rod. I'm only at about six, so I knew Traci was going to really enjoy this. Plus it had been about 16 years since she'd last gotten any strange.
Bobby moved forward first as I got off the bed. He laid down over Traci and gave her a deep kiss. She moaned into his mouth as he took his hard member, rubbed it up against her wet gash and slowly inserted it. It took a few minutes for Traci to get accustomed to his size, but when she got there the two slowly picked up pace. Within another couple of minutes they were really going at it, and 30 seconds later she stiffened, screamed, and had one hell of an orgasm, flailing out from underneath Bobby's chocolate-colored skin. Bobby let Traci come down from her orgasm before he got on his knees and slowly lifted first one leg and then the other until her ankles were resting on his chest. I could see this gave him even more penetration, and after about two minutes of this Traci had yet another orgasm, this one followed by Bobby's.
Traci was breathing heavily as Bobby climbed off the bed and Matt climbed on. After kissing Traci's lips, he turned her over to her hands and knees and entered her doggie, drawing yet another moan from my wife. He, too, started slowly and gradually picked up speed, and was soon pounding into her with the fierceness of a runaway train. Traci normally doesn't like it rough, but she was making an exception for these two. She even started to buck back at Matt, who occasionally took one of his hands off of her hips and stroked her hanging boobs.
Traci came once with Matt doggie, then he deposited what looked like a bucket of cum on her back. He slid off the bed and I took my place, the first time in 16 years I was taking "sloppy seconds" from my wife, who appeared to be having the time of her life by the happy noises she was making. I know my six inches wasn't giving her near the physical satisfaction as the boys gave her, especially with a load of cum already in her pussy, but the sheer immensity of what she was doing kept her in a highly-aroused state for me. I did her doggie for five minutes, then I pulled out, turned her around to face me and stuck my wet dick into her mouth. I came a few minutes after that.
It's wonderful to be about 25. I remember those days, when I could get it up repeatedly and had pretty good stamina. Bobby was ready again when I finished, and apparently he must have liked the sight of my dick in Traci's mouth, because that's exactly where he started this round. His excitement level was pretty high, though, and with his size, Traci gagged several times when he got too far into her throat. Each time he would pull back and apologize, and despite the glassy eyes, Traci was a trooper and went back at it. After about 10 minutes of that, though, Bobby wanted to be back inside, and flipped Traci onto her back. Another 10 minutes and Matt was ready to join the fray, so Bobby got behind Traci doggie and Matt put his meat into her mouth.
I had never seen my wife do two guys at once before, not even when we were younger, and I have to admit she was giving as good as she got when all of a sudden she started to moan around Matt's dick, her eyes rolled back in her head and she started to shake like someone having a seizure. Matt gave a little start and actually pulled his dick out of her mouth, I think so he wouldn't get bit, while Bobby continued pumping Traci all the way through what I would say might have been the biggest orgasm of her life, at least among the ones I have caused and/or witnessed. When she finally finished she looked spent, and Matt at least gave her some time to get her wits back about her before deftly sticking his cock back inside her willing mouth.
Bobby wasn't stopping for anything, however, because Traci's huge orgasm on his cock apparently got him real close, and he made sure to close the deal with a huge roar. Just when he appeared to be finished, Matt then shot another huge load, this time finding Traci's mouth as she tried to swallow it all. When they were done, they all just laid together on the bed in a pile. I sat down for a break in the chair next to the bed.
I must have drifted off for a bit, because the next thing I know Traci is giving a shrill squeal and rocking through a monster orgasm, with Matt in her pussy and Bobby in her ass as they had her in a sandwich laying in the bed. Up until then I would have said Traci wasn't a big fan of anal, but apparently things changed in the 20 minutes or so I was out. Traci's yelling, however, got me rock hard right now, and when Bobby was done filling her ass, I climbed on the bed to give her a second dosing in that adorable ass. She was already lubed up good with Bobby's cum in her bowels, so it might have been the easiest time I'd ever had entering her ass. It was still a really tight ass, though, and almost as soon as I was all the way in, Traci let out another shriek, cried out, "Of, fuck me!" and had yet another big orgasm. Matt and I were both hanging on for dear life as she started out on her right side but wound up sort of kneeling on the bed, with me somewhat underneath her and Matt above. She stuck her tongue down Matt's throat as soon as she stopped shrieking, and I latched on to her rock hard nipples with my fingers and started to pull. That got her twisting and writhing some more and resulted in yet another orgasm. Matt fired off after that and slid over out of the way while I rode Traci's ass like a possessed cowboy. In this case being smaller was actually an advantage because Traci was able to accommodate me easier and move around more, and she was grinding her ass back on me like her life depended on it, growling all the while. The two boys actually started to encourage me to pound her ass harder, and I did for about 15 more minutes when I came a bucket inside her beautiful round bum, roaring as I did so. That apparently triggered Traci one more time, and when she was finally done shaking I collapsed on her back on the bed and we both laid there sucking air.
"That was fucking amazing, Jeff!" Traci howled.
Traci got up, went into the bathroom, and we heard the shower running a few minutes later. She explained she had done a little clean-up, and now she definitely needed to get some sleep. The boys grabbed a couple of pillows and headed for the floor, while I snuggled in and wrapped my arms around my wonderful wife.



"Next time we get a cabin next to two young girls so I get some payback," I playfully said to her as we drifted off to sleep.
It was light in the room when I was awakened by the bed rocking. Matt was laying on the other side of the bed with his cock embedded deeply in Traci's mouth. She was bobbing into him with great gusto, and as I became fully awake I realized Bobby was sitting on the bottom of the bed with his pole in his hand waiting for his turn. My hard dick was plastered up against Traci's ass, and I ever-so-carefully slipped myself back into Traci's bum. I gently sawed in and out while Traci noisily sucked on Matt's tool. A few minutes more and he took her head into both of his hands, notified all of us he was about to cum and then proceeded to do just that.
After he was done, I kind of rolled backwards with Traci straddling my dick in her ass reverse cowboy, and Bobby slipped inside of her pussy. I saw from the side of her head that Traci's eyes were closed and she was enjoying having a dick in both lower orifices, and I have to admit, it did feel great to be rocking in some sort of a trio rhythm. Unfortunately for me, it felt too great, and after another five minutes I filled her ass with come for the second time in two days.
"I could get used to this," I thought to myself.
I was done for the morning, but Bobby and Matt each had one more load in them. Ah, to be 25! When they were done, we were about at check-out time, so the boys headed for their place and Traci and I headed to the shower. They both enjoyed a long kiss with Traci before they left, and I shook both of their hands and thanked them for being such gentlemen. We all agreed it had been a great weekend, and while Traci and I knew we couldn't do this sort of thing very often with two kids in the house, we promised to get together in the future for some more fun.
"Don't hesitate to bring along a girlfriend or two next time," I added.
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This is a follow-up to my last story, "Can We Play?" which I did as part of the LW "Sharing & Caring" special earlier this month. That story was really far out of my comfort zone, but I felt it was a good challenge for me, so I participated. As I expected, most of the readers didn't catch on to what the intent of the stories were supposed to be, and I got killed in the comments and on the scores. But I also got some great support from those who did understand, and that was very encouraging.
This story is not Part 2 because I just used it as a springboard to go back to my comfort zone. It would probably be helpful, though, to read "Can We Play?" first, since I didn't do a lot of rehashing.
*
As my wife, Traci, and I stepped up to the counter at the Starbucks, the young redhead looked up at my wife at said, "Hi, Pumpkin Spice Latte, right? And for you, sir?"
Traci just gave the teenager a weak smile before the kid turned to me. Since I was expecting to have a bit more time to make my decision, I wasn't ready, so I did a very quick scan of the menu board and ordered my go-to, a salted caramel latte. I was about to reach into my left front pocket for some cash to pay when I saw Traci look at me sideways, so instead of using cash I grabbed my wallet, took out the debit card and tapped the machine in front of me. Traci nodded at me with a slight smile, letting me know I had done the right thing. Traci keeps track of the money in our household, and she's always on me about paying for things with cash because then she can't track where our money is going. But I'm an old-fashioned kind of guy. When it's two drinks at a Starbucks, it's just easier for me to pay with cash. We've had this argument several times.
We backed up from the counter to wait for our drinks. Five minutes later the teenager brought our drinks, and we headed back to our car to get back on the road. We were halfway to the apartment of some -- ahem -- friends of hours for a weekend of -- ahem -- fun. To be blunt, we were heading over to the apartment of a couple of grad students we had met six months ago for a weekend of great sex.
Traci and I had met Bobby and Matt on an "adult weekend" at a campground in northern California. Traci had gifted me the weekend for our anniversary, and Bobby and Matt just happened to be in the cabin next to ours. The pair had booked the weekend to troll for hot women, and they definitely found one in my wife. Traci and I have been married for 18 years and have two kids, but before we started our family we had done some swinging and sharing. Although we hadn't done anything like that in a long time, Traci had made it clear that she was up for almost anything that weekend, and when she spotted the two good-looking hunks in the cabin next door, she just had to make their acquaintance. They turned out to be great kids, very respectful and fun, and when Traci asked me if we could "play" together with them, I was all in, provided we stuck to the old rules of nothing intimate without the other being present, and always being respectful of each other.
Both boys were fairly handsome and well built. Bobby is black, about 6-5, 200 pounds, and Matt is white, about 6-2, 180 and, in a nice coincidence for Traci, both have about eight-inch dicks. We had an amazing day and a half with them, with all three of us doing Traci multiple times Saturday night and Sunday morning, including a couple of DPs. Traci spent a considerable amount of time in the clouds during this time, having multiple orgasms. When it came time for us to leave, we decided to get together with the boys in six months for another fun weekend, only this time at their apartment. So like for the weekend in the summer, we arranged for Traci's parents to watch the kids for the weekend, and we made the two-hour drive.
An hour into the drive I decided I needed some caffeine, so when I spotted the Starbucks sign I pulled off the highway. Traci said she wasn't too thrilled about stopping, but I attributed that to the fact that she was probably already wet thinking about the coming fun and really didn't want to miss a minute. But since I was the one behind the wheel, I pulled in.
It took us about another hour to get to the boys' apartment. In truth, it would have been much easier to do this weekend at our house, but after talking it over, Traci and I didn't want any of the neighbors getting too nosy, so we opted for the kids' place, even though it wasn't as nice or as big as our digs.
Bobby at least had a queen-size bed in his room, so there would be plenty of opportunities for two of us to be doing Traci at the same time. While she was an orgasm machine the last time we got together with the two, she seemed to really like being doubled up on. Watching her do two guys at once, and participating in that as well, was new to me, and I have to admit I enjoyed it as well.
Since we all knew what this weekend was about, it made packing quick and easy. We just needed something to go out in for dinner on Friday and Saturday nights, and whatever we were going to wear on the road to and from. The plan for the rest of the weekend was for us to be fucking; no clothes needed, thank you.
I don't think we were there more than 10 minutes before Bobby and Traci were engaged in serious lip negotiations on the sofa, while Matt and I sat in the easy chairs in the room. After a few minutes, Matt excused himself from his conversation with me and joined the pair on the sofa. Traci was going back and forth from one mouth to the other, and pretty soon she had an erect dick in each hand as well. The boys eventually shucked off their pants and underwear, and while Traci started alternating on sucking their cocks, they got her clothes shucked off as well. I felt kind of neglected, but then I remembered that the two hadn't seen Traci for six months, and vice-versa, so I just took off my own clothes as we all headed for the bedroom.
Traci climbed on the bed with the boys and things got rolling quickly. She started on her hands and knees, with Matt in her mouth and Bobby pumping away in her pussy. I moved alongside the bed and started pulling on Traci's erect nipples, and about a minute later she had the first of what would be many orgasms for the weekend, this time moaning around Matt's cock in her mouth as she came hard.
I moved back out of the way and watched a bit more as Bobby and Matt switched places and changed to laying on the bed sort of on their sides. They were all moaning and moving, and I just marveled at how sexy my Traci looked with these two young studs while I waited for one of them to finish to give me a chance at a turn.
And that's when I spotted it. They were in the middle of another position change when I saw Matt just kind of stroke Traci's hip a bit, and she responded by moving exactly as he wanted her. It's the kind of thing Traci and I can do together because we've been together for 18 years, but it's not something I would have expected from two people -- three people -- after spending about a day and a half together about six months ago. Then a few minutes later I heard Bobby moan something, and Traci and Matt both made another shift just like they had been practicing.
"Nah! That couldn't be," I quickly told myself, not wanting to get out of the excitement of the moment. And just as I thought that, Bobby exploded in Traci's mouth, and I watched my wife take it all down her throat and swallow, with only a dribble sliding out the corner of her mouth. That meant it was now my turn, and rather than worry about something I may just be thinking I'm seeing, I quickly put that out of my mind as I slid my rock-hard dick into my wife's waiting mouth.
Soon after I slid my dick into Traci's mouth she started moaning around my tool as Matt was fucking her doggy for everything he was worth, and she was slamming back on him equally as hard despite doing an expert job of sucking my dick. Then her head started to bob more disjointedly as he moans turned to a scream, her body stiffened and then started to spasm like a frog getting juiced by electricity. I had to disengage when she got too crazy as at that point I didn't want to get bit, and when I pulled out of her mouth she really ramped up the screaming and started verbalizing as well.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me, you stud!" she shouted while Matt started pumping her full of cum and doing some yelling of his own.
The orgasm must have last a full minute before Traci sort of put her head down on the bed to rest. I gave her about 30 seconds to catch her breath before rubbing my rock hard dick on her golden blonde head. She lifted her head at that point and gave me the sexiest evil grin I've ever seen, then took my dick in her hand and steered it right back into her mouth. So while the two kids recovered, I had my wife all to myself for about 10 minutes, and I used that time well, shifting my dick from her mouth to her wet pussy, and we finally wound up with her doing me cowgirl with Matt's cum leaking out all over my cock and balls as she bounced up and down. When I finally came, it was probably the most I had deposited in her in about 10 years, and then I slowly got soft as her pussy muscles drained me of every last drop of semen.
The boys even seemed impressed with the performance of "the old man," and gave me a rousing cheer as Traci and I disentangled. They then scampered back onto the bed, with Matt taking Traci's mouth this time and Bobby going in doggy.
The rest of the weekend was like this, except for when we went out to eat both nights. I came hard five times over the weekend, and I while I was proud of myself, both boys probably doubled my performance, and Traci got the fucking of her life. She seemed to enjoy everything and I lost count of how many orgasms my sex goddess had. And, to be truthful, I was so lost in the sex that I never really gave another thought to how familiar the three of them seemed to be with each other physically.
I never gave it another thought, that is, until we saw the Starbucks sign on the ride back home. Then I remembered about the red-haired girl seeming to be clairvoyant about my wife's drink, and the several instances where I was amazed at how in sync the boys and Traci seemed to be during sex. Sometimes, two and two does equal four.
Coming down off her big sexual high, Traci was physically exhausted, I could see, but mentally she was soaring, and chattered on like a magpie for much of the two-hour drive. She seemed oblivious to the fact that I wasn't much company because my mind was going in a million directions. I know I agreed to the swing six months ago and then this weekend, but what appeared to be an ongoing, secretive thing between Traci and the boys was definitely not part of our agreement. It also would have broken our "rules of engagement" for any swinging, regardless. Simply stated, among our rules was that any swinging always involved the two of us participating, and if I was correct, this one was broken several times, and done deceitfully. Ah, shitfuck.
Although I apparently was a way too trusting schmuck, I didn't need to be a genius to track Traci's whereabouts the last few months. Soon after our meeting with the boys in the summer, Traci started taking some coursework at an area college to see if she wanted to go for a masters in history. Three times she told me she was doing an intense Friday and Saturday seminar type thing, returning home on Sunday afternoon, and I didn't even give it a second thought because I trusted her completely. Then there was a long shopping weekend with some of the women from work, and one weekend she attended a shower for one of her old college roommates who was getting remarried a few hours up the road. She said she figured I probably didn't want to go to that one and just made a reservation for herself, and at the time I thought she was the greatest for not making me go to that. Could all of this have been a ruse? Could I actually have been that blind, that stupid?
I took off early from work a few days later and dug into our bills cabinet, looking for credit card receipts and the credit card bills. Traci being a nut about tracking our spending by using the cards instead of cash made things easy for me. On every one of the weekends in question, there were receipts from the boys' city. And on every one of those weekends was at least one charge at the Starbucks Traci and I had hit going over to the boys' apartment. No wonder the redhead seemed to know her!
I was pissed beyond belief and incredibly hurt. She had everything she wanted -- including the boys -- but she had to be greedy and disrespectful. Hell, all she had to do if she wanted more sex with Matt and Bobby was to ask me, and I probably would have relented. But apparently the love I felt for her was much deeper than the love she felt for me. She couldn't have hurt me more if she'd just asked for a divorce instead.
Despite what I suspected, I knew I needed to confirm the facts. It's not my nature to go off half-cocked, so I knew I had to wait for her next weekend away to get the proof I needed for my own peace of mind. It wasn't easy to pretend there was nothing wrong, but I managed to do so for the next few weeks, and even managed to have sex with the bitch several times in that time period. We live in a no-fault state, so it was going to be an even financial split, but I knew if I could prove adultery I would get better visitation rights with my children.
Three weeks after our weekend with the boys, Traci told me that another seminar-thing was coming up, and that she would be gone the next Friday and Saturday, and return as usual on Sunday. I barely looked up from the newspaper I was reading when she told me, so as not to give myself away. I'm sure my grunt of approval just added to her confidence that she was again pulling the wool over my eyes.
On the Friday she was to head out, I made sure I didn't deviate a degree from the previous times she had cheated. I always left for work about an hour before her, and then she would wait with the kids until their school bus arrived before heading over for her seminar. The kids were old enough to stay by themselves after school until I got home at about 6.
I gave Traci a quick peck on the lips as I was leaving, but I almost blew it when my emotions got the best of me and I gave each of the kids a very heartfelt hug. I barely got out of the door before the tears started rolling down my cheeks. I figured when I next saw my kids, I would have to tell them that their mother was a cheating whore and had destroyed our family. I sincerely regretted this part of the plan.
I had about an hour's head start on Traci as I made my way over to the boys' apartment. I parked in the back of the apartment complex parking lot, knowing that Traci wouldn't be looking for me anyway.
I set my cellphone alarm to wake me in an hour and took a nap in the car. It really wasn't a comfortable snooze because I couldn't turn my brain off, and when the alarm buzzed I jumped up immediately, smacking my head on the roof of the car. While I was rubbing my head, Traci's car pulled into the lot, and she parked in just about the same spot we parked in last month. With her overnight bag tucked under her arm, I watched as she headed to the boys' door and knocked. Bobby answered the door in what looked like those long, silky basketball shorts without a shirt on, leaned down, and gave Traci a long passionate kiss right at the door. He took her bag and held the door as she went inside.
I looked around the lot and found both boys' cars, so I knew Matt was in the apartment as well. I didn't figure he'd want to miss a minute of the fun either.
A part of me was dying inside as I waited 30 minutes. I wanted them to have gotten started so I could actually see with my own eyes what my heart already knew was the truth. And knowing how excited Traci would be, I knew they wouldn't waste any time before starting.
At the 30-minute mark, I went up to the door, easily and very quietly jimmied the lock, and went inside. I could easily hear the three of them going at it in Bobby's bedroom, so I quietly walked in to the scene of both boys DPing Traci on her side, with Bobby in her pussy and Matt in her ass. All three were grunting and then Traci yelled out, "Fuck me harder, you beasts! Stretch me out, boys! Make Jeff a happy cuckold!"
It was at that point that I lost it and snapped. They hadn't seen me yet, so I caught all three of them by complete surprise when I charged over to the bed, punched Bobby square in the face, then took both of my hands and ax-hammered Matt on the right side of his head two or three times before he rolled free and fell off the bed. Bobby, too, had rolled free of Traci at that point, and he was grabbing at his blood-splashed face and making gurgling sounds. At that point I don't think Traci realized it was me attacking the boys and she just started to scream and scramble off the bed. For good measure I backhanded her in the face as she went past me, the first time in my life I had ever hit a woman. I then went back to Bobby and punched him several times in the stomach as he laid there covering his face, then went back after Matt as he tried to stagger to his feet. I landed two solid blows to his face before he fell back to the floor.
"Jeff, stop! Stop, Jeff! Jeff! Jeff! Jeff! Stop! Stop! Stop!" I heard Traci yell, and like an obedient puppy I just stopped.
Traci was on the floor, holding her mouth, bleeding, and crying. Bobby and Matt were also bleeding, looking dazed, but neither was crying. They all looked stunned.
"What the fuck, Jeff?" Bobby blurted out.
"What the hell do you three think you're doing?" I screamed back at him.
"Hey man, I thought we were good," Bobby responded.
"According to fucking who?" I screamed back.
Almost in unison, three male heads swung in Traci's direction. She looked scared as hell, her eyes moving from one face to another.
"You want to tell me what the fuck is going on?" I screamed at my bleeding wife.
Traci took a second look at both boys before turning to face me completely. We locked eyes for a split second, then she started examining the worn carpet as she spoke.
"I-I-I told them you were good with all this. It's not their fault," Traci finally stammered.
"You what? What about the god-damned rules, you cheating bitch? Hell no, it's not all right with me!"
"Look, Jeff, man, we're really sorry," Matt piped up. "When Traci started coming over here, she said that you couldn't get away, but that you were OK with the three of us having our fun."
"Truth," Bobby reiterated, nodding his head vigorously and holding up both hands in surrender.
"Guys, guys," I said between breaths. Suddenly I was very winded, and very tired. "I'm really sorry for beating on you. I really like you two. But no, I didn't know anything about this, nor am I good with any of it. The cunt lied to you. Our fooling around was always supposed to be done together or not at all. That was the rules between Traci and I, although apparently one of us no longer feels bound by those."
I grimaced in Traci's direction. I was watching her out of the corner of my eye while I was talking to the boys, and I watched her physically flinch when I called her a cunt -- another first for me.
"You hit me," Traci sobbed pathetically.
At that point, I figured she was trying to play on my sympathy, rather than own up to her infidelity. I was having none of it.
"I'll crack you again, bitch, if you don't start talking right now. What the fuck did you think you were doing? Is this the thanks I get for letting you have some fun? You shit on me. You cheat on me. You ungrateful bitch. Just tell me why. That's all I want to know. Eighteen years down the fucking drain."



"I'm sorry, Jeff. I really am. I wanted it all, and thought I could have it all," she finally answered. "The sex with the two of them was otherworldly, and since you were cool with them I figured ..."
"And I was cool with them. I thought the four of us had a great time together, which is why I agreed we could do it again. I just never figured you'd leave me behind."
I shook my head sadly. It's not everyday your life turns to shit before your eyes.
"Again, guys, I'm really sorry for the way things worked out, but at least now I don't blame you two.
"I'm going to leave now."
As I turned to go, Traci slowly got up off the floor and started toward me. When she got within arm's length, I put both hands on her shoulders and gently pushed her back.
"You can stay ... as long as you like. I won't be there when you get home. The kids will be at your folks. I won't say anything to anyone yet, but I will tell the kids within the next few days that you cheated on me and we are getting a divorce ..."
Traci sucked in air when I said that.
"No, Jeff, don't do this. We can work things out!" she cried. "I screwed up. I know it. I'm sorry. It'll never happen again."
"Traci, this isn't a one-time thing. You've been over here what, six times now, which means you lied to me or deceived me six times, not counting cheating on me six times. I don't know what I've done to deserve this kind of disrespect, but that stain's not going away -- ever. And I'd always be watching you like a hawk from now on, just waiting for the next time you think you can get away with cheating. I'm not living like that."
The boys sat there without making a sound during this exchange, which was probably the best thing they could have done under the circumstances. They were lied to as much as I was, and if the bleeding I was seeing was any indication, I was pretty sure they weren't going to be trying to cover Traci's ass with me.
I left the apartment covered in blood, and got a lot of looks when I stopped in at a nearby IHOP to wash up in the restroom. Nobody seemed real enthusiastic about questioning me, or even making eye contact for that matter.
Two hours later I walked in my door, but it was like walking in to someone else' home. It no longer seemed hospitable, welcoming. I headed straight for my liquor cabinet, grabbed the Cabo Wabo silver, threw some ice in a tall glass and filled it completely to the top with the tequila. It had been one hell of a day, and it was only middle of the afternoon.
You bet I was absolutely shocked when Traci came through the door about an hour after me. I honestly thought she would have stayed the entire weekend and fucked the boys, since I made it clear she wasn't welcome back home. But there she was, bruised cheek and all, heading toward me in the family room. I just watched her from my La-Z-Boy, waiting to see if she was going to rail at me or be contrite.
"Jeff, it was just sex with a couple of friends that we have both been with before," she said as she took a seat on the sofa. "Yes, I made a big mistake in judgment when I went behind your back, but haven't you ever made a big judgment mistake?"
Ah, so there it was ... the big judgment mistake gambit. I hope I wasn't grinning when she actually said it.
"Yes, Traci, I have made big judgment mistakes before, especially the one where I said we could play with the boys. You apparently took that to mean as often as you would like, and to hell with any consideration for me, your husband of 18 years. Apparently, I have the words, 'I am a dumbass. Cheat on me,' tattooed on my forehead.
"Well, at least I got 18 good years and two wonderful children out of you before you decided to kick me to the curb."
"I am not kicking you to the curb, Jeff," she responded. "I love you with all my heart. You know the thing with the boys was all about sex. I got carried away. It was the greatest sex of my life, and I guess I just wanted more. But it certainly wasn't about love."
"And neither was your decision to fuck two kids behind my back!"
My glass was empty, so I got up, went to the kitchen and refilled it to the top with ice and tequila. Yeah, I'm smart enough to know getting blasted wasn't going to solve my problem, but I didn't have anything on my agenda until Monday, when I would find a lawyer and get divorce proceedings started.
Traci was just standing behind me in the kitchen, softly sobbing. I resisted the urge to turn and put my arms around her and make her pain go away, as I had done so many times in the past.
"You might want to gather a few things for yourself and head over to your parents' house for the next couple of days. I certainly don't want you here. I will get some of my stuff together and find a place to live, and you and the girls can come back on Monday. I'll call you when I'm ready to come over and talk to the girls face-to-face sometime next week. I'll text them tomorrow when I sober up. Now go."
That was the last time I talked to Traci alone as husband and wife. After that we usually had lawyers or family in the room with us. I didn't feel she had anything new and useful to say to me, so I never agreed to any private meetings with her.
The kids took the news well considering. It was only one year until Mariah was heading off to college anyway, and Hayley would be heading off in four years. We agreed that Traci should have the girls and the house until both got through college, then we would sell the house and split the profit.
We split almost all of the financial stuff down the middle, but with me still responsible for half a mortgage and my own apartment, things were tight. Fortunately, I still remembered how to live a frugal bachelor lifestyle, even if I didn't exactly remember the bachelor dating games.
I saw the kids enough to keep our relationships solid until they both went off to college. Then we got a little out of touch, what with school and then summer jobs. I think they both felt a little sorry for me, being the one so isolated from my former life.
They didn't talk much about Traci when we got together because they knew I didn't want to waste my time with them dredging up painful memories. I made sure we spent our limited time together making new memories.
I did find out from them and my former in-laws that Traci continued to see the boys about once a month for the next couple of years. Traci always told the girls it was a business trip, but they're not stupid kids and they easily figured it out. I know they resented her for lying to them as well, although we never talked about it directly.
Traci and I only saw each other at kid-related activities, like graduations. I still occasionally got together with her parents for a meal. They, too, avoided talking to me about Traci, although in their case I think it was more out of embarrassment than anything else.
A month after the girls left for college about five years later, a familiar face showed up at my gym one Friday night. When Bobby spotted me, he immediately made a beeline for me and we shook hands like old chums. I guess he figured since he and Matt weren't at fault for Traci cheating, things were good between him and me ... and he was right. I never did hold it against the boys since Traci lied to them about me giving her permission. And as far as the three continuing to fuck after I left Traci, I figured that had nothing to do with me anymore, and I couldn't blame the two of them for continuing to use Traci's body whenever they could. I probably would have done the same thing at their age with a hot, unattached woman like Traci.
Bobby and I hit a bar a few minutes from the gym after we were finished lifting and renewed acquaintances. He told me that Matt had stopped fucking Traci a few months ago when he and his girlfriend got engaged and went exclusive, and Bobby moved out of their apartment a week ago so Matt and his fiancee could have it.
"So then where are you staying?" I innocently asked.
I guess I was a little slow on the uptake here. Remember, I'm the isolated one. Bobby looked at me like I was a buffoon, until it dawned on him that I didn't know.
"Uh, uh, I-I-I moved in with Traci last week, into your old house. Obviously nobody told you. I'm sorry if this is awkward, man," he said, shaking his head.
"Don't worry about a thing. Awkward's my life," I responded. "Traci and I don't talk, and everybody else doesn't talk to me about her. It works."
"Oh, man, I'm sorry to hear about you two still not getting together," he said. "I thought you guys were really tight, and would eventually get over this and wind up back together."
"We were really tight, but I guess 18 great years didn't do nearly as much for her as what you guys could."
Bobby put his eyes down in guilt. Ah, shit.
"Come on, guy, get your head up. You two didn't do it on purpose, and it's been water under the bridge for more than four years. You've still got my number. Give me a call occasionally when the "old ball and chain" let's you out of the house."
He laughed at that and brightened up. We shook hands, got up out our chairs, and headed to our respective homes.
Bobby did call -- once. We took in a ballgame and just talked about life in general. I thought he enjoyed himself, but he never again called after that. Maybe Traci couldn't handle the fact that I didn't hold a grudge against the kid they way I held one against her.
Hayley moved in with me that summer almost as soon as she got out of college for summer break. She said it was just too weird for her to live in the house with Traci and Bobby as lovers, even though she thought he was a nice enough guy. Traci called over soon after Hayley moved in and read me the riot act, saying I was undermining her with our kid. I'm not sure she believed me when I told her I didn't have a thing to do with it; in fact, my apartment really wasn't big enough for both of us on a long-term basis, but we would find a way to manage.
The apartment really was too small for that, but I didn't mind, and told Hayley she could bunk in with me as long as she wanted. I really didn't give a shit what Traci thought.
Mariah had graduated from Iowa State in May, and the whole extended family made the trip for that occasion. She had already lined up her first professional job, too, so instead of going home to Traci's, she moved her stuff up to Madison, WI, to become a staff account for Jeld-Wen, the window manufacturing company. That meant that Traci and Bobby were now officially empty-nesters, of a sort.
That apparently was the beginning of the end of Traci's relationship with Bobby, I was to find out about six months later, directly out of Bobby's mouth. I was working in my office one fine Wednesday when the office receptionist buzzed in and said I had a visitor. When I went up to the lobby, Bobby was standing there, and he looked like hell. He'd put on a few pounds and, more importantly, looked like he hadn't slept in about a week. He looked much older than his 30 years.
"Can we go someplace and talk, man?" he said to me as I reached out to shake his hand. I told him we could go to the Dunkin Donuts down the block, and I told Carol, our receptionist, to tell our boss I was taking a break and would be back in a little while. I ushered Bobby out the front door and to my car and made the two-minute drive to Dunkin.
We got drinks and brownies and sat a table in the back. I looked hard into Bobby's tired eyes.
"What gives?"
"You can't believe how much she misses you, man," Bobby started without mentioning Traci by name. "It's always Jeff this, and Jeff that. I've got to tell you, you're a tough act to follow.
"And even the sex is different. It's still good, but it's like there's no emotion to it from her. She's a complicated woman, and I'm not the man for complicated. She needs you, not me."
"I'm sorry, Bobby, but she passed on me in favor of sex with you and Matt. It's real life, buddy. She doesn't get to have her cake and eat it, too."
"Well, I just thought I'd try, bro. You know I care an awful lot for her, but I don't love her. And it's that love she's missing. But she's not going to get it from me, so I'm heading back up north man. She doesn't even know yet, so I'd appreciate you not saying anything. I will tell her myself. I won't just leave her.
"You sure there's no room in there for a rematch with her?" he said as he tapped his heart.
"Bobby, you don't go from loving a person unconditionally to not loving them at all," I responded. "I suppose there will always be some love in here for Traci, but no, I am not in love with her anymore. There's a difference."
"OK, Jeff. I get it -- sort of. I'll be heading out in a few days. Thanks, I guess, for everything. Again, I never meant for any of this to happen."
"I know, Bobby. You take care. Find a woman like Matt did, and settle down."
He grinned at me. We got up from the table, shook hands, and he left.
++++++++++
"Daddy, I'm getting married to Jason. He proposed last night," Mariah said over the telephone in a voice that was gushing with emotion. "Are you ready to give me away?"
While I was extremely pleased that Jason had asked Mariah to marry him, because I really liked the kid and thought the two of them were a good match, to some degree I wasn't quite ready to give my oldest daughter to another man. It was the protective father in me coming out. While Traci and I had a great run for 18 years, it had turned to shit, and part of me was afraid for my daughter to ever experience a pain like that. But I couldn't tell her that, especially on this day, so I put on my happiest Dad voice and boomed back a resounding "Yes!"
I was always planning on paying for the wedding and even had a fund set up for it, but I assumed Mariah would go to Traci for the actual planning, so she surprised me when she asked if I could help her with the planning. I know she and Traci had a rough patch there for a while with the divorce, but I thought they were over that by now.
"What about Mom. Won't she be hurt?" I inquired.
"Probably, but I'm not doing this to spite Mom," she answered "I really want to do this with you -- you and me together, just the two of us, like we used to do for the science fair every year in grade school. Remember? We were a great team, and I think we've got one more big project in us. What do you say?"
Actually, for a second, I couldn't say anything, because I was choking up with emotion.
"Dad? You still there?"
"Hell yes I'm still here, and hell yes I will help you do this!" I practically shouted into the phone.
We recruited Hayley to help on getting things accomplished, since she was staying with me during the summer before her senior year of college. And it turned out to be a pretty good event, if I say so myself.
You do a lot of strange things for your children when you are parent, and one of the strangest I did was take dance lessons before the wedding. I got it in my head that I wanted to give my daughter the best father-daughter dance ever, and I wanted both of my children to see that their dad still had some get up and go and could still party.
I kept it a secret from both girls, only telling Hayley that on Tuesday nights she was on her own for dinner because that was my bowling night; I had joined a league. She never questioned me, and the fact that I would come home hot and sweaty assured her that I was bowling.
Actually, I came home hot and sweaty because the dancing was killing me. I wasn't a kid at 48, and I didn't realize how physically demanding dancing can be. I signed up for two classes -- ballroom and street. I wanted to learn all the classic dances like you see on "Dancing with the Stars," but I also wanted to shock my kids by learning how to dance like them.
The instructors at the dance studio reassured me that I wouldn't be the only uncoupled person in the classes. As a matter of fact, both of the young women instructors who signed me up said that a single guy in my age range wanting to learn how to dance was a blessing to them, because there were at least six uncoupled women in the two classes ranging from 25 to 60 years old.
"Who knows, you might even get lucky," joked the young blonde instructor, who looked to be about 30.
I was indeed very popular at the classes as the uncoupled women had to take turns leading and following with each other because there weren't nearly enough unpartnered men to go around. So I got to dance with about six different women in each class every week. Considering my dating life had been near zero since my divorce, I must admit it was a great change of pace to hold a flesh and blood woman close, although I promised both the instructors and myself that I wouldn't be an overbearing lout.
I found the ballroom dancing to be actually harder than the street because of all the structure. Moving on the beat and counting and yet still squiring a woman around was tough stuff. Street was more individual, almost like going one-on-one in basketball. Creativity and spontaneity were encouraged, once I had figured out what the hell I was doing in the first place.
Back in the day when I was married, I sometimes wondered where single people went to meet other single people, besides a bar. I was told by my single friends that church certainly wasn't the place to do it, but none of my friends ever talked about dance lessons. After the wedding was over, I'd have to tell my oldest that she helped put my social life back on track.
There were four women who were in both dance classes with me that I got along with very well, and after about two months of classes, they asked me to join them at a club in town for drinks and dancing. They were going regularly on Friday night as a way to blow off some steam and have some fun ... and just maybe find someone as well. By this time, they all knew my story, and knew that while I enjoyed their company, I wasn't going to try to hit on any of them. We felt safe with each other, and I know they enjoyed having a little male companionship on those nights.
We all became pretty good friends, and after a while I felt free to ask them questions about the female psyche. Believe me, it was a great lesson, especially since there were four of them and each had their own experiences.
As the only guy in the group, I mostly danced just with my friends -- after all, four partners was more than enough. They would dance with me and each other and other men when asked politely. Other women saw the four of us together and either figured I had some sort of a harem-thing going or I was gay, so I didn't get asked too many times to dance. Every now and then, however, some brave soul would venture my way, and I would usually accommodate them. And, every now and then, I would get a phone number slipped into my hand. Usually one of my four friends would catch the gesture, and I would get razzed when I got back to our table.
"Hey, Romeo, we're not here to be your wingwomen," said Mavis, one of my four, the first time a woman slipped her number to me.
It was probably a good thing the club was somewhat dimly lit, because I know I blushed three shades of red.
Come wedding day I was practically a changed man from the loner I had turned into after the divorce. Spending time with my women friends from dance class was enlightening, to say the least, and my ability to dance gave me confidence to the point of swagger. With my lady friends acting as my fashion consiglieres, I bought a snazzy new suit for the wedding, and to my eye, at least, I looked pretty sharp.
The wedding was a blast, if I say so myself. My daughter looked beautiful as I walked her down the aisle. Even Traci's presence at the event couldn't dampen my mood.
I had discussed the father-daughter dance with the band, but had not told Mariah. We started out with a tango, switched to a waltz after about 90 seconds, and then went new school after another 90 seconds. I had given her a few pointers for the old school stuff, but she was hanging on for dear life and breathing heavy while I was cruising along in front of everybody. Then when the music switched to the new stuff, I let her go and matched her step for step on the street stuff. The look on her face -- on everybody's face -- was priceless. My daughter almost suffocated me with her hug when the dance was finally over. In truth, I strutted off the floor, knowing that Jason and his mother weren't even going to come close on the mother-son dance.



I was accepting congratulations like I just won the Indy 500 while the mother-son dance was going on. Before I knew it, Traci was standing in front of me, with a surprised yet happy look on her face.
"Wow, will I be able to get in on some of that before this night is over?" she asked. "You never cease to surprise me."
Just then Hayley grabbed my arm and dragged me back to the dance floor. The mother-son was over, and the kids were taking over -- with my addition. I don't think I sat back down for another 15 minutes, and when I did, I had Mariah's friends coming over to me to congratulating me for being so with it and good.
When the band occasionally played a slow song, I had several women in my age bracket coming up to me to ask to dance. I gave all of them some floor time, then when they played a song I could foxtrot to, I went over to the family table and extended my hand to Traci. She looked at me somewhat coquettishly, took my hand, and we were off.
I know most of the people at the wedding knew our story and knew that we rarely talked or spent time together. So when we hit the dance floor together, there were a lot of heads turning to watch. Maybe they figured I'd stomp on her foot on purpose or do something else mean, but I was having way too much fun to really give her much thought. I did notice that she had gained about 20 pounds through the last decade, and it didn't look like she kept up with her gym membership. I know she was out of breath when we were finished, and I escorted her back to her seat.
"Thank you, kind sir," she said aloud, then she leaned in close and whispered, "Can we find some time to talk tonight. Just five minutes worth?"
We were still in a clinch, so I whispered back in her ear, "Yes, a little later." She gave me a quick peck on the cheek, and I caught a whiff of her White Shoulders. It still worked for her.
Mariah came up to me a few minutes later at the table and gave me kudos for being polite to Traci.
"Just trying to be a good host," I stated. "She looked lost, so I waited until they played something easy enough for her to handle."
"Well, you're a good man, Charlie Brown," Mariah said before giving me a kiss on the cheek and heading off.
I waited until the reception moved into its final hour before seeking out Traci for our little talk. By that time, some of the guests had already left and some were too drunk to notice. I just wanted to keep the discussion as low-key as possible at the wedding.
I escorted Traci to an empty table in the back of the hall.
"I'm yours. Tell me what you want to talk about," I said.
"I want to talk about us, Jeff, about the possibility of us getting back together," Traci said while staring intently into my eyes.
I didn't flinch when she made her statement, so I'm sure she took that as a good sign.
"I made a horrible mistake eight years ago, and you had every right to do what you did. But I really do still love you, and I think with a little work on both of our parts I think we could consider growing old together. And if I know you as well as I think I do, you still love me, too."
I had to admit she was right on that last part.
"I do still love you," I answered. "You don't just turn off 18 years of love like a light switch. But I will never be able to get past the fact that I wasn't enough man for you, and you deceived me and the boys to get what you wanted. That lack of consideration -- the lack of respect -- from the person I most loved in all the world was devastating to me.
"I spent years looking back at out marriage, trying to figure out what I did wrong, what I could have done better. Obviously I could have been a better lover, to start with, although I don't recall you ever complaining about our lovemaking. Maybe you were a very good actress, and just carried my ego along all those years ..."
"No, you were a fine lover, although there was just one of you as opposed to when we played and I got two or three of you then," Traci said. "I just got greedy and stupid. We hadn't played with anybody else in so long ... and the boys were just so ... I wanted more of that, but I knew you wouldn't go along with that. I suppose I could have found another couple for a real swap and been fair to you, but I really liked the boys and didn't want to change that up."
"So basically you were an inconsiderate bitch," I jumped in.
My statement was matter-of-fact and said flatly, without rancor. It caught Traci like a surprise punch to the gut.
"I-I-I never considered it that way, but I suppose you are right," she responded. "But that was eight years ago. Can't we give ourselves a second chance?"
"You mean can't I give you a second chance?" I asked. "And the answer to that is a resounding no. When you left me, the only thing I had left was my self-respect. And now, eight years later, you're asking me to throw that away. There are some lines that just can't be crossed -- ever. Some things that an 'I'm sorry' just can't take away."
I shook my head as if to clear it from some kind of fog that had settled in. I was pleased with myself for being able to rationally discuss the situation, when I knew there was a time that I would have exploded into a rage and probably done myself more harm than good.
Traci's eyes were down, focusing on the floor beneath her shoes, when I looked back up at her. I could see tears running down her face. Eight years ago I would have swept her into my arms and kissed those tears away. Now I just stood up and walked away.
I walked over to the family table. Everyone was staring at me, waiting, I guess, for the explosion that I just talked about. I could see the apprehension on their faces.
I grabbed Hayley by the arm and practically dragged my shocked 22-yar-old daughter to the dance floor, winking at Mariah and Jason as I did so.
"Hey, we've still go 45 minutes of partying left," I shouted back to them. "This old man's going to get his money's worth!"
Epilogue:
Although I never did remarry, I dated as much as any man in his 50s and 60s should probably have a right to. I enjoyed where my life had led me. I retired at 65 and lived comfortably if not great, took a few nice vacations with some female companionship and played my role of "Grandpa" with great gusto. Hayley had gotten married about six years after Mariah, and each girl had two children.
I didn't avoid Traci intentionally, but even though we both still lived in the same town, I rarely ran into her. The girls told me she lived a very quiet, lonely life, especially after her parents both passed more than 15 years ago. I not only attended the funerals, I gave both eulogies, and Traci wrapped herself around me and absolutely sobbed when I was done each time. I held her close both times because I know how painful it was to lose my parents, but I made sure to stay out of arm's reach after that. I didn't want to give off any mixed signals at a vulnerable time in her life.
I suppose a part of me still loved Traci. I'm not sure you can ever get over someone completely when you're married as long as we were, but after all these years apart I was more sad for the way things turned out for her. She made a bad decision and it really turned out poorly for her. But I feel no guilt for doing what I had to do, then moving on with my life.
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Remember that scene in The Godfather when Michael Corleone sees a beautiful woman in Italy and kind of goes into a stupor? His two Sicilian bodyguards see it and start talking about how he's been hit by "the thunderbolt" and he's lost in love.
That's not just a made-up movie thing. I've seen it first-hand, although at the time I wasn't aware of what it was. It happened to my wife. Unfortunately for me, it didn't happen to her upon meeting me. It happened with another man 25 years after we were married, and was the beginning of the end of what I thought was a perfect life.
I'm getting ahead of myself. I do that when I think of my former life and how things were supposed to go, but didn't. I suppose I should start at the beginning, and introduce myself.
I'm Allan Gregorson; everyone calls me Greg. I'm 50 years old and I live in a small Midwestern city about two hours from Chicago. I'm an accountant for a pretty big national firm. It's kind of mind-numbing work, but the pay is great and, with the exception of March and April, the hours are usually right on the money at 40, with no weekends.
I was married up until two years ago. My ex and I had one child together, a daughter, Morgan, who's 25, married, has one child, and lives in Denver.
My ex and I wound up a divorce statistic after 26 years of marriage, the first 25 of which I thought were wonderful, as I already told you. I met Traci at Iowa State University in Ames, IA, in the fall of my sophomore year. She was also a sophomore, but had transferred into my dorm after her freshman year in another dorm. I spotted her lithe, athletic body outside the dorm, lying on a towel soaking up some of Iowa's strong August sunshine. I was walking into the dorm with some friends when I spotted her out of the corner of my eye.
"Guys, I gotta go. I'm about to introduce myself to the future Mrs. Gregorson," I said, not entirely in jest.
The two friends I was with followed my gaze to Traci.
"Wow," said one of them. I heard the words, but I couldn't tell you which one of them was talking. I was totally taken with this blonde goddess lying on a towel in a bikini off to the side of the dorm.
I just left my two friends and went over to introduce myself, but when I got about four feet from her, she got up on one elbow and starting waving me off with her other hand. I was crushed, until she spoke up.
"Hey, dumbass, you're in my sun!"
I immediately jumped about a foot to my right, which allowed the sun to fall back onto my goddess. She lit me up with a megawatt smile, and at that moment I might have committed any crime she wanted me to.
"Much better, dumbass," she giggled.
She didn't seem uncomfortable with a strange guy approaching her. I guess when you look like that it probably happens all the time. I introduced myself to her, told her I thought she was beautiful, and asked her out on a date for the next Friday night.
"If I say yes will you wipe the drool off of your chin?" she asked coyly.
"Wh-what? Yes, the drool, the drool. Sure, gone immediately," I responded like a lummox in heat.
"Well, I can definitely see you're not one of the slick ones with a line for everything, so sure, we can go out on Friday night."
I got her phone number. We hit a small Italian place in Ames that Friday night, and while I sat there like a lovestruck puppy, she proceeded to tell me everything about her life from the time she was 3 years old until the present. I think she only stopped talking because the main course was finally served.
We just seemed to click, and inside of a month we were together almost constantly during our free time. Not only was she smart (she was her high school's valedictorian) but she had a puckish sense of humor and a quiet confidence.
I felt I was a decent-looking guy, nothing world class, but I was fairly athletic (seven varsity letters in high school), smart (top five in my high school), and I could carry on an intelligent conversation about a broad base of topics. Although as Traci pointed out I wasn't one of those guys with a slick line for everything, I was pretty confident in myself. But I knew I was reaching way over my pay grade when I asked her out. Hey, you get nothing if you don't ask, right?
Traci and I had our first sex on our sixth date. Neither one of us were virgins, but I know I hadn't had more than a handful of partners to that point, and I kind of got the impression that it was the same thing for Traci. But despite my relative inexperience, I had a secret weapon: I actually read the articles in Playboy, not just looked at the pictures. A lot of those articles focused on sex and pleasing a woman, not just having sex to get your rocks off. I paid special attention to those articles; some I read twice. Not a lot of men were doing oral sex on women in the '70s and '80s. I made it a staple of my lovemaking, and judging by the number of screaming orgasms I was able to get out of a woman, I must have been pretty good at it.
A major thank you here to the late, great Hugh Hefner. Not only did he have the best nude women in his mags, but I was introduced to great writers like John Updike and Alex Haley and was also taught that sex is a two-way street.
Traci and I got married soon after we graduated. We both found jobs easily, she as a third grade teacher and me as an accountant. We had good solid incomes, bought a house a couple of years later and had our only child, a daughter, almost a year to the day we moved into the house.
Life was good. Our sex life, while not being anything wild, was varied and plentiful enough for both of us, although like many couples, time and age does take its toll on the frequency. Still, when Morgan left for college, we were still going at it with gusto three or four times a week.
Through the years, I had my moments where I worried about Traci being true to me, but those were very few and far between. Like she might say something about one of the new young teachers in her school being a little flirty, but she never gave me any indication that she ever responded back or anything went further, so I always attributed that to my own paranoia. I mean, I'm not blind, the woman is still hot, and I couldn't blame any man for at least taking another look at her - but just a look. There's no sharing in my world. I made that quite clear to Traci way back when we first became exclusive. She responded in kind, telling me she felt the same exact way. She didn't mind if I looked at another woman, but if there was ever any touching, there would be hell to pay. I was more than OK with that.
And that's the way things were until three years ago.
We were at the annual summer party put on by our neighbors three doors down in our trendy neighborhood. Scott and Wendy Harris always put on an all-day bash at their place the weekend after the Fourth of July. Traci and I attend every year, as do most of the neighbors on the block, and we always have a great time. Scott and Wendy are excellent hosts, the food and booze are great, they have a large in-ground pool and a sand volleyball court. Even the outsiders they invite are good people ... with one exception ... but again, I'm getting ahead of myself.
The party starts at noon, and Traci and I wandered over about 1. I went to the bar, got a white Zinf for Traci and a Michelob for myself, and we started mingling, at first together, then we separated as we each got absorbed in the various conversations going on both inside and outside of the house. Never an issue before ...
Every now and then I'd check back in with Traci to see if she needed a refill, a plate of munchies, whatever. Sometimes she would find me. We usually left each other with a quick peck on the lips.
I was talking with a group of male neighbors and Traci was just across the yard talking with a group of women, when a small group of outsiders showed up in the yard. It was a man with two women, and Scott went up to greet the trio. And that's when I saw "the thunderbolt" hit Traci. After looking at the new trio, I just happened to look at Traci, who had stopped talking to her friends and was intently watching the new people, with a look on her face that I can now say was a cross between amazement and pure lust. I really didn't have a clue as to what kind of look it was at the time, only that she looked awestruck, and I have to admit my "spider senses" started tingling. She watched the trio for about 10 seconds, then she turned in my direction, spotted me, looked me directly in the eyes, and blushed a deep red. She then turned back to her friends and got involved in the conversation again.
Did you ever get one of those funny feelings that things aren't quite right with the world, but you can't put your finger quite on what's not right? That's the feeling I got about an hour later, and I didn't feel any better when I scanned the yard and couldn't find Traci. I went to the bar and picked up a white wine for her and started to wander around, and finally found her in the Harris's den with four other people, including the guy who Traci had been gawking at earlier. In fact, he had his arm casually draped around my wife's back, with his hand resting on her right hip. That looked way too comfortable for me, especially considering she had apparently just met this guy, and the five of them seemed to be in friendly conversation.
I'm confident in myself and was completely trusting of my wife, and I didn't want to cause a scene, but I felt this was just a little too hands-on for the newcomer. I approached the group from behind Traci and her new pal, and I put a solid grip on his wrist as I removed it from her hip.
"I don't believe we've met yet, despite the fact that you obviously feel way too comfortable with my wife," I said with a hard edge to my voice.
He started to spin away from me, but the death grip I had on his wrist prevented him from going anywhere. Traci, who appeared to be flushed before I went up to the group, got even redder when she realized I was right there.
"Oh, Greg, please!" she kind of squealed when she realized I was squeezing the offending wrist. "Greg, this is Charles Delane, he teaches European literature at the college. He started there last year. He's French, he didn't do anything out of line, so I just left his hand where it was."
The others in the group were nodding their assent, so I let go of Charles' wrist and grabbed his hand in a firm handshake, crushing a few of the middle hand bones together as I did so. Traci then introduced me to the others in the group, kind of like an afterthought.
"Thought you might need a refill," I said to her as I handed her the glass of wine while looking directly at Charles.
"You are so considerate, my dear husband," she replied.
Charles - pronounced the French way - "Sharl" - looked like typical Euro-trash to me. I have to admit he was a fairly good-looking guy of about 32, about 6 foot tall and 170 pounds, with a three-day growth of a spindly beard and was somewhere between having long hair and needing a haircut. He had the full French accent on his English, and I thought to myself that he was probably sleeping with half of his students - both the females and males. After the introductions, he went back to expounding on Victor Hugo or somebody, and satisfied that I had made my presence felt, I wandered back outside to the yard.
Traci and Charles made it to the back yard for the start of the sand volleyball. I was always a major player in these games, and as we played "winner's court," my team spent a lot of time playing. We always had a pretty good crowd watching from the safety of the deck, and that's where my wife settled with Charles right next to her. I was a little busy with what was going on in the games to pay a lot of attention to the pair, but I did notice a lot of hand and arm touching, smiling, and an occasional blush from my wife. I would occasionally wave over to her, and she would wave back.
My team had won several games and was still holding the court an hour later when I noticed that Traci and Charles were no longer in their seats. I glanced at the bar and at the grill area and didn't see them either. My spider senses were tingling to beat the band, so I got one of the other guys to sub in for me, telling my team that my 47-year-old legs were getting tired and that I badly needed a beer. I took a lot of good-natured "old man" ribbing as I left the sand.
To keep up the pretense, I headed over to the bar and got another Mich, then I meandered around the yard for a bit before heading into the house. I went through every room that was opened and I listened very hard at the doors of the two rooms that were closed, but I neither saw nor heard Traci - nor Charles. I finally meandered over to the hostess, Wendy, and innocently asked if she'd seen my wife in the last few minutes.
"Yeah, she and Charles went out to look at something in his car, I think," Wendy answered offhandedly.
"What does he drive?" I inquired somewhat testily.
That's when the light bulb went on above Wendy's head. We'd been neighbors and friends for more than 15 years. She got a very concerned look on her face and she answered, "gray Saab."
I ducked outside and look both ways down the street. No Saab in sight. Just then Wendy joined me in the driveway.
"I'm sure it's nothing, Greg," she said in her most soothing voice. "They probably just popped over to the college for a sec."
"Yeah, thanks. Probably nothing," I said without much conviction. I turned and walk off.
The local college was five minutes from the house. I'd go see for myself. I drove over to the school and drove through every parking lot they had. No Saab.
I called Traci's cell. It went straight to voice mail, which meant that she was either talking to someone else or it was turned off. I left a message. I left four more messages over the next hour as I sat in my house. I also called her parents and her sister, asking if they had heard from her today. They all said no. The old Sherlock Holmes quote came to mind - "Once you eliminate the impossible, whatever remains, no matter how improbable, must be the truth."
I crawled into my La-Z-Boy in the family room and stared at the blank big screen for hours. I didn't need to turn on the TV to see any images, because in my mind's eye I could see my gorgeous wife being fucked silly by this French bastard. Why the fuck did we save that country in two world wars? Should have let the damn Germans keep the place. I didn't sleep a wink all night as I just sat in the chair and stared at the TV.
I half-expected Traci to slink into the house in the middle of the night, but when that didn't happen I thought just maybe Charles had gotten into a car wreck with Traci in the car. I called the local sheriff's office at about 8 a.m., told them who I was, and asked if they had any wrecks during the night. I was told they didn't.
I called Traci's phone another four times; got nothing another four times.
As noon approached, I heard a car pull up in the driveway, and a person got out judging by only one door slamming. About 45 seconds later, Traci put her key in the lock, opened the door, and walked in. Another few seconds later, she spotted me in the family room, and quietly sat down on the sofa on the other side of the room.
If I had any doubts about what they were doing, those were quickly put to rest by her appearance. At least she had the decency to have showered before coming home. Her long blonde hair, hanging free yesterday, was drawn back into a pony tail, which appeared damp, and she was completely devoid of any makeup. She was wearing the yellow sun dress she was wearing yesterday, and the skin of her chest, shoulders and arms was glowing pink. She had the satisfied look of a woman well-fucked, and I have to admit she looked gorgeous. She also didn't look the least bit remorseful or guilty, and if anything, seemed to have a condescending smirk on her face.
"Nice of you to show up. Have a good time last night ... and this morning?" I sneered.
"Actually, I did," she replied smugly.
That wasn't exactly the answer I was expecting to hear.
"Look, Greg," she continued calmly. "Have you ever in your life just had the most amazing physical and emotional connection with someone from the minute you saw them? I mean completely amazing, almost electric ... and wonderful ... and amazing?"
"Yes, I have," I answered immediately. "I married that woman."
That was not exactly the answer she was expecting to hear, because her completely placid demeanor was finally shattered. Her almost glassy-eyed calm broken, her eyes finally showed some recognition of the depth of my despair.
"I-I-I met mine yesterday. I can't explain it. I have to have him. I love him."
"Just like that?! Are you fucking nuts!" I screamed. "You throw away 25 years of marriage because of a feeling? Did I mean absolutely nothing to you?"
I'm not sure why she wasn't expecting my explosion. She started to sob uncontrollably at my outburst. I didn't care.
"I do love you, Greg," she finally choked out. "What we've had together has been great, but this is just the most amazing connection I've ever had with anyone in my entire life. I love you, but I'm in love with him. It's amazing!"
"Amazing. I get it. Give me a little time to get used to it and I'll throw you a fucking party," I spat at her.
"So do you want to file or should I?" I continued. "It will be an even split regardless, and we'll sell the house and split that money, too."
"I don't think we need to rush into anything like divorce just yet," she said, more than a hint of exasperation in her voice. "Let's just see how this plays out a little bit. We can make the big decisions down the road."
It was my turn to be exasperated.
"What?" I whined. "That's not how this works. You don't get to keep me as a back-up plan. If you're fucking him, you can have him as soon as possible. As far as I'm concerned, we were done when you fucked him the first time yesterday. Fucking him multiple times since then just adds to my resolve."
"But but but ..." she sputtered.
"Fine, then. I'll file, and I'll move out by the end of the week."
True to my word, I had my stuff out of the house by the end of the week. I took a couple of personal days off from work and got it done. While I was loading up my pick-up one evening, Scott and Wendy Harris came down the block and apologized to me for inviting Charles to their party. I stopped them politely, pointing out to them that they had no way of knowing that Traci was going to go off the deep end with this guy.
"Still, we can't help but feel responsible," Wendy said as she and Scott looked at their shoes.
My lawyer had divorce papers drawn up and Traci was served inside of a month. Apparently she figured I was going to take her advice and drag my feet, because my lawyer told me the process server said she had a fit when he handed her the papers. Which explains why two days later she showed up at my new apartment and barged right in when I answered the door to her ringing the bell.
"How could you do this if you love me as much as you say you do?" she railed as she walked into my apartment.
I was shocked at first but quickly recovered as anger took over.
"Are you seriously stupid?" I yelled back at her. "You're fucking another man! What did you expect me to do. I may love you, but I'm not your willing cuckold."
"And if this doesn't work out, what am I supposed to do then? Just give me a little time. If this doesn't work out, I will come back to you and be the best wife ever. We can grow old together."
"You're delusional," I shot back at her. "I'm not giving you permission to fuck your dream guy until you figure out if it works for you. Besides, if he's your dream guy, why wouldn't it work out?"



"Ummm ... Charles has a wife he's divorcing ... and they've got some financial issues to settle ..."
"Translation: her may be Mr. Right for you, but you may not be his Mrs. Right?" I questioned.
More sputtering on her part before I finally told her to get her cheating ass out of my apartment or I would throw her out on that cheating ass.
Traci and her attorney did everything they could do slow the process down. In the meantime, Mr. Wonderful moved into my old house and took my place.
Four months later I'm walking out of Chez Michel's with an associate after a business dinner when I spot a familiar face - actually two faces - moving toward the door. It was Charles and an obviously pregnant Traci. She looked to be about three months along. I stopped in my tracks and gawked, blocking their entrance into the restaurant.
"Oh, my God," I muttered half under my breath. My business associate had stopped along with me, and seemed very confused as the four of us stood face to face.
"Serge, I'd like you to meet my wife - at least for a few more months - and her lover, Charles Delane.
Serge was in the unenviable position of having to be polite in an extremely uncomfortable situation. I thought he handled himself well.
"Uh ... uh ... uh," he mumbled. "She's pregnant. Is that yours?"
"That is most definitely his," I answered brightly.
"You're an asshole, Greg. You know that?" was all she said as she and Charles stepped past us and into the restaurant.
I found out later from Wendy Harris that Traci was indeed three months along. Apparently Charles was such a wonderful man that Traci wanted to have his child and went off birth control.
"Good luck with that," was all I said to Wendy.
The divorce got done several months later, and two months after that, Traci brought a son into this world. Of course they named him Charles Jr., because when you are so wonderful, what better way to tell the world than by naming another human being after yourself.
Our daughter Morgan wasn't exactly happy over Traci's decision to have another child at this point in life, especially since her parents weren't together and I wasn't the father. I'll admit to being proud of my daughter for taking my side in this mess.
While I knew she had the baby, I hadn't talked to Traci or seen her since running into her at the restaurant all those months ago. I suppose I knew it would happen eventually, since we both lived in town, but I have to admit I was more than a little surprised the first time I saw Traci after she had given birth. The extra weight gain didn't look good on her, and it looked like the whole experience had been tough on her now 49-year-old body. I almost walked right past the somewhat grandmotherly woman pushing the stroller with what looked to be a 1-year-old boy in it in the mall in town.
"C'mon, Greg, there's no reason to be downright rude," said a more than familiar voice as I hurried by the pair one Saturday afternoon.
I stopped dead in my tracks and despite trying not to, I did an almost slow-motion double take at the woman and the baby. Oh shit, this was Traci and her son.
"Hey, stranger," I said as I tried to gather my wits about me.
"Hey yourself," she responded back.
Of course the baby was beautiful. He had Traci's hair and eye color, but his father's slightly darker complexion.
"Wow, Mom, he's beautiful," I said truthfully.
Traci blushed lightly and thanked me for the compliment.
"I haven't seen you in a while, and well ... pushing a stroller ..." I said in apology for not realizing who she was at first.
Although she flinched visibly when I apologized for not immediately recognizing her, she did well to let it pass without comment. While I found her to be incredibly sexy after Morgan's birth many years ago, she was more than 20 years older now, and with this baby not being my kid, I guess my hormones were very much in check. We chatted amicably for a few more minutes, mostly about her not getting enough sleep, and I detected a note of real sadness, something she never displayed after Morgan's birth. I finally made my apologies and left to continue shopping for what I had gone for in the first place.
The next time I saw Traci was at the Harrises' summer party about six months later. Scott and Wendy had always felt terrible that it was at their party that Traci met Charles, but I told them then and meant it that I didn't blame them for Traci's poor decision. Nevertheless, Wendy kept trying to fix me up with her single and divorced friends, and I have to admit, some of those fix-ups were pretty good.
Anyway, they kept inviting me back to the annual summer party, and after skipping the last two, I decided to go again, even though they warned me that Traci and Charles would be there as well. I told them that if there were any problems, I wouldn't be the one causing them, and I meant that.
I was at the party for a couple of hours when I saw Traci and Charles enter the back yard. Since the baby wasn't with them, I assumed it was with a sitter. Traci had lost some of her pregnancy weight and didn't look quite as grandmotherly as the last time I saw her, but I just couldn't get over the look of sadness in her once bright blue eyes. Even when I saw her smile, something was missing from her eyes.
I got the elephant out of the room early by going up to Traci and Charles, giving her a light hug, and shaking his hand. I think they were both taken slightly aback, and I think I saw Wendy holding her breath as I walked toward the pair. We chit-chatted for maybe a minute, then I begged my pardon and went back to my band of brothers by the grill.
When the sand volleyball started, I got on one of the teams. My team played the second game, and while I was in the sand, I noticed Traci sit down in a chair to watch and cheer. I didn't see Mr. Wonderful.
We played two games, losing the second, so we had to vacate the court and wait for our next turn. While I was getting a beer, I looked over at Traci just sitting there by herself. "Old habits are hard to break," I thought to myself. I grabbed my beer and headed inside. The third room I checked in was the den, and sure enough, I was right on the money: Charles had his arm around Marilyn Jansen's waist while he was talking in a small group, and for her part Marilyn was looking at him with lust in her eyes. Marilyn was a former neighbor of mine from just down the street, and she was most definitely married.
I should have minded my own damn business, I thought to myself. If this is what I think it is, he's going to fuck this woman tonight and cheat on Traci. If I don't tell her, I'm wrong. If I do tell her, there's going to be hell to pay and I'll still be wrong. A true friend would say something to her; but I wasn't a true friend, I was her ex-husband. Why should it be my responsibility?
And then fate took that decision away from me. Marilyn's husband, Troy, was on my sand volleyball team and apparently he had followed me inside to talk to be about some strategy when he spotted the same thing that I did: Charles with his arm around his wife, and his wife looking at Charles like he was dipped in honey.
"You son of a bitch; get your hands off my wife, cocksucker!" he screamed at Charles as he lunged toward the pair.
I started to move to block the impending fracas, but then good sense came to my aid and I let my volleyball teammate shoot past me. Before Charles could pull away from his wife, Troy had grabbed Charles' arm, twisted it down and then back. There was a very distinctive crack, then Charles let loose the howl of a scalded bloodhound. The room quickly filled up with more bodies as people came to see what the fuss was all about.
Fortunately, one of Wendy's friends is an emergency room nurse. She took one look at Charles' arm and called for an ambulance. They showed up about 10 minutes later with two cops in tow. The cops took statements from everyone who was in the room at the time, in case Charles wanted to file charges against Troy Jansen. The senior member of the team was a Sgt. Jim Hill, who looked to be about my age. The junior member was Officer Kathleen McDonald, who looked to be about 40 and every bit as Irish as her name suggested with freckles, green eyes and long orange hair. I made sure I went over to Officer McDonald's side of the room so I could give my statement to her.
In the middle of this scene was a crying Traci, who was holding on to Charles' good arm and trying to comfort him while the EMTs worked. I know she didn't have a clue as to what went on. When the EMTs got Charles stable, they put him in the ambulance, but told Traci she'd have to get to the hospital on her own. She looked over at me like a whipped puppy, so I nodded my head yes but pointed to Officer McDonald before holding up five fingers.
McDonald saw Traci waiting on me so she questioned me next. I gave her my take on what went down, including letting her know that Charles had stolen my wife at this party three years ago. She looked surprised at my comment.
"And you're still going to take her to the hospital to be with him?" she questioned. "Are you just that nice of a guy or a complete idiot?"
Got to admit I didn't see that coming. I looked up into her face and saw she was stifling a smile.
"Complete idiot," I answered.
She didn't see that one coming either, and let out a small chuckle. I liked the sound of that.
A couple more questions later, I was done giving my statement. She told me I could take Traci to the hospital, but before I left she warned me that Traci would probably not believe me if I told her my story.
"Don't expect her to," I answered.
I started to turn away and she started to move to the next person for a statement, but a quick thought jumped into my head, and then into my mouth.
"Maybe you should give me your card in case I remember something else, officer."
She grinned back at me, her eyes practically glowing. She took a card out of the top left pocket of her uniform shirt, flipped it over, and wrote what I assumed to be her personal phone number.
"Thank you, officer," I chuckled back at her, then put on my game face and turned toward Traci. "Let's go."
On the way to the hospital, Traci asked me what happened to Charles. I told her the truth, and wasn't surprised when she didn't believe me.
"Can't you just let it go, Greg," she whined. "It's been three years now."
"It's not about letting it go, Trace," I responded. "Charles (I accentuated the name into Sh-sh-sh-a-a-a-r-r-r-l-l-l) shouldn't have had his hands on Marilyn Jansen, and Troy was right to do what he did. Hell, maybe if I had been that bold, you and I would still be together."
Neither of us expected that to come out of my mouth. Tears formed in the corners of Traci's eyes before she turned her head away from me in the pick-up.
I dropped Traci off at the emergency room and didn't go in with her. She would have to get an Uber for the ride back to the small home she and Charles' shared since we sold off our home and split the proceeds after the divorce went through.
With her out of my hair for the night, I reached into my shirt pocket for the card Officer Kathleen McDonald had given me earlier. "A bonnie lass," I thought to myself.
I was trying to play it cool, so I waited three days before I called Officer Kathleen McDonald. She answered on the second ring.
"Could you have waited any longer? I could have already gotten engaged and been married by now," she taunted me over the phone.
"I suppose you're right, but if you move that fast, then you're never going to be the next - and final - Mrs. Alan Gregorson," I responded.
"Now who's being cheeky?" she came back at me. "How do you know I'll even say yes when you ask me out ... and no, I don't want to go to any freakin' Irish pub on a date."
She caught me off guard with her Irish pub comment, because in all honesty, that's what I had in mind. It just seemed like the thing to do, take an Irish girl to an Irish pub. She picked up on my hesitation, and knew she had it called right.
"What the hell is with you guys? Don't any of you have any creativity? You see flaming red hair and right away you all think 'Irish pub.'"
I stuttered for a split second before I came up with my Plan B - we had a top-notch Greek restaurant in the city that I absolutely loved, and Greek food is quite a step away from Irish. She thought for about a nanosecond before responding positively.
"Thanks for being a little creative on the rebound," she said. "Once I turn down the Irish pub, most guys immediately go to Asian. I'm sorry, but I'm not a big fan of food that looks like it could be a haven for cockroaches."
I guffawed out loud at that one, and I think that's when I knew I might have found someone to grow old with. We talked for another hour, about everything and nothing. I found out she was actually 45, and had been divorced for 10 years. Seems her ex also had a problem with fidelity. She had a son who was a Michigan State sophomore, majoring in pre-law.
Dinner on Saturday night was fabulous, and the company was fantastic. I picked her up at her house on the south side of town, and was practically blown away by how good "my bonnie lass" looked in her LBD with 4-inch heels. Curves in all the right places, a great pair of legs, a pretty face and all that bright red hair. The woman was a walking billboard for the term "beautiful."
We had another of those conversations that went everywhere and nowhere. I could have listened to that voice all night long. She didn't seem in too much of a hurry to find a husband, the same way I wasn't going to rush finding a wife. That made her relaxed and dangerous at the same time, because she had a cop's almost natural inquisitiveness. She asked some deep questions, and I could tell she was thinking along with listening to my answers.
I drove her home after dinner. I didn't invite her over to my place and when we got to her place she didn't invite me in either. We said our good-nights on her doorstep, then she quickly leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. I know I blushed three shades of red, said good night and then floated to my car. I don't remember the drive home. Damn, I felt like I was 16 again. Her lips felt soft on my cheek, and I'm pretty sure she was wearing White Shoulders perfume.
She called me Sunday morning, wanting to know if I wanted to join her for bagels and lox at her home. How could I turn down that invite.
Wendy and Scott invited me over for dinner a few days later, as much to apologize for everything that went down and also to get my side of the story. Seems that Charles was threatening to sue them as well as Troy Jansen.
"This guy must think he's God's gift to women!" Scott blurted out at one point.
"He is rather handsome, dear, and very charming, I've got to tell you that," Wendy said before Scott shot her lightning bolts from both eyes.
Troy spent the rest of that weekend in jail before getting bailed out on Monday morning, the Harrises said. When he got home, Marilyn and their two kids weren't there. They had gone to stay with her mother a few towns over. Scott noted that the couple's 12-year marriage was probably over.
"Well, give Troy my number and let him know that I, of all people, understand what he's going through. I'll be there if he needs someone to talk to. And I've got his back when this thing ends up in court."
"We'll tell him, and I sure he'll appreciate that," Scott Harris said. "And by the way, this was the last summer fling we're throwing. I can't take this kind of pressure."
Wendy's eyes were fixated on the peas on her plate as Scott talked. I got the feeling that things weren't so great in "Harrisland" since the party.
When 47-year-old Wendy started sporting a baby bump in public a few months later, my suspicions were confirmed. I didn't have to guess who the father probably was, because Scott himself called me to tell me.
"Can you believe this shit?" he practically screamed into the phone at me when I answered. "That douchebag knocked up my wife! She's been sleeping with that bastard since last year's party!"
Scott told me that he didn't have a clue until Wendy started throwing up every other morning. That was the pattern she'd had when she was pregnant with the couple's two children years ago. When Scott figured it out and called her on it, she admitted that she and Charles had been having an affair for more than a year, but most of the time she had made him wear a condom. They ran out one long weekend when they both had lied their way out of their homes and into a motel, and both figured that a few times bareback wouldn't hurt.
Scott then asked me for the name of my attorney.
"Can I get a friends and family discount?" he joked dryly.
Charles and Wendy apparently had moved into an apartment near campus, leaving Traci and her son to fend for themselves, Scott told me.
"Not my problem," I responded back.
But then I hadn't figured on the female psyche.
I was eating lunch at a near-by McDonald's when she came up to my table, hand in hand with her son. She put her tray of lunch on the table opposite me, and the child scrambled into the seat to my left.
"Hello, Traci. Hello CJ," I said to the pair.
The child, now about 3, stuck out a clean hand for a proper handshake. I was impressed by how grown-up he was trying to be, so I took the little hand in mine and gave it a good shake.
"Hello, sir," he said in his most dignified voice.
"Hello, Greg," Traci added.
"He's really growing," I said to Traci, looking at her son. "You might have a 6-footer on your hands someday."
I could see by her face that Traci appreciated my effort at being civilized. But I could also see by her face that something was troubling her, and if she didn't get it cleared up her head was going to explode.
"Ask me already," I gently persuaded her while watching her son unwrap a cheeseburger.
"Did you ever really love me as much as you said you did?" she began softly. "Because if you did, then how come you didn't fight for me, like Troy did for Marilyn. How come you never asked me to come back, like someone who truly loved me would have? How come you haven't stopped by my house to see how me and my son are doing, and maybe invite us over for an evening?"
I didn't see that coming at all. Suddenly this was my fault? I sucked in a deep breath and shook my head. I wanted to remain calm and not confuse her with an angry blow-up.
"Wooooohhhhh!" I exhaled. "So this whole thing is on me? Seriously? You're the wronged innocent party here?"
My voice started to get louder as I spoke. This is not what I wanted. I wanted ... I needed ... to make my point.
"Woooohhh!" I exhaled again while holding up my hand.
"If you recall, I had removed Charles' hand from your waist, but you insisted there was nothing going on and I shouldn't cause trouble. So because I had the utmost trust in you and your word, I didn't go any further. Pardon me for trusting you so completely. Had I known then what I know now, I wouldn't have trusted you, and I would have broken his arm, like Troy did. But you, the person I most trusted in all the world, lied to me, so I didn't fight for you.
"Then, when you came home the next day at noon, what could I say? The deed had already been done ... many times by the looks of you. So what was there to fight about at that point. You had given yourself to another man and broken our vows. There wasn't anything left for me to fight about. You made it abundantly clear. You made it pinpoint clear. This was your decision alone, and I had no say in it. So what was left to fight about? You were no longer mine. You were his ..."
"But you never even tried to change my mind," she whined, "or make me stay ... nothing. If you really loved me ..."



"How many times did you have sex with Charles that first night ... and morning? I'll bet it was several," I said. "Once was a terrible mistake, but maybe I could have taken you back. Twice was already a conscious choice ... more than that was you breaking my heart and stomping it to pieces!
"And you had the nerve to tell me you had a great time ... an amazing time, if I remember correctly ... and that you and he had this almost supernatural connection. You weren't sorry about a damned thing!
"You know, lust and slut are spelled with the same four letters. So what was I supposed to do? Like the saying goes, 'if you love something, let it go. If it comes back, it was yours. If not, it never was.
"And then, just to rub it in, you have his kid at 48. I couldn't get you to agree to a second child in 25 years, but not only do you spread 'em easy for Mr. Wonderful, but then you let him knock you up."
"So this is about your bruised male ego?" she said, perhaps a bit too snippily for my taste.
My head came up quickly at that, but with said child sitting at the table with us, I didn't take the bait.
"No, what you did once you were his was your choice. You apparently loved him enough to want to have his baby, even if you never wanted another with me. Trust me, I got the message."
We ate in silence for a few minutes. She looked tentative. I knew where this was heading, but somebody had to go there.
"So now what's your game plan?" I finally asked. "You and Charles never married, but he is listed as the child's father, right? At the very least you should go after him for child support."
"I'm going to let Wendy have him," Traci said. "But you're right, I should get child support from that cheating ass. That's good advice."
"Do you ever think about us, sometimes?" she added. "How it would have been?"
"Honestly, no," I responded quietly. "You broke my heart so completely that I never wanted to think about what might have been. I have some great memories of our past life that I will treasure forever. But that's gone, and it was never coming back."
We went back to eating. I was watching the boy play with his French fries. I remembered back to a time when our daughter Morgan did the same thing.
"He's a good kid. I'm glad something good came from that relationship. You know, even though we started out with this amazing connection, in the end we never quite connected the way you and I did. I mean the sex started out great, I won't lie about that, but we never grew together as a couple. Love never replaced the lust when the lust faded."
And that's apparently when it hit her: that a-ha moment. She shook her head sadly, tears started to form in the corners of her eyes. She traded in the warmth and security of love for the thunderbolt of lust. And like a true thunderbolt, it had its moment of brilliance before disappearing.
Epilogue:
My "bonnie lass" and I just celebrated our 10th wedding anniversary with a trip to - of all places - Spain. I offered her the obligatory trip to her homeland, and after punching me in the arm hard enough to leave a mark, she decided that we needed to go warmer and spicier.
Warmer and spicier aptly describes our relationship. We've got a few more years of working before we retire from the computer security firm we started together a few years ago. We've done quite well since I left the engineering field and she quit the police force to form the company. We're together almost constantly, both professionally and personally, and yet it never seems to get old. I know it sounds corny, but I think I love her more each day.
Between our two kids, we now have five grandchildren, and despite the fact that one family lives in Denver, CO, and the other in Houston, TX, we still get to see the grandkids on a regular basis.
I occasionally run into Traci around town, but it's rare for us to say more than a few sentences to each other. She's busy doing the mom thing with CJ, who's around 13 now. She hasn't remarried to this point and rarely dates, says my daughter, who occasionally talks to her mother. Seems that Mr. Wonderful had to be dragged into jail kicking and screaming before he started paying child support on a regular basis. It seems to me that it's a sad life without many frills, but hey, we all make our choices in life and have to live with them. I'm certainly not going to apologize for moving forward with my life.
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The curtain calls I occasionally use in my stories are my way of showing appreciation to others for various courtesies, which sometimes include an astute critique that I use for improvement.
William Shakespeare once wrote, "The pen is mightier than the sword."
As someone who once faced a sword-bearing warrior while a member of the Special Forces, I can tell you I greatly disagreed with Mr. Shakespeare at that moment. Fortunately for me at the time, I also held a sword in my hand, or else I wouldn't be here today writing this.
So I was one up on The Bard when life jumped in and handed Mr. Shakespeare a cheap win.
The fountain pen was invented in 1827, in France. The first ballpoint pen patent came 61 years later, in 1888.
Throughout the latter half of the 20th century and into the 21st century, pens have been used to great success as simple marketing tools. Even in this day and age where cellphones rule, many companies still put their names on pens to get their message out.
And those pens travel. A salesman hands a customer a pen. He later gives it to one of his kids. That kid takes it to school and loses it, where it's found by a teacher who puts in his pocket. Three weeks later that same pen is three states away, tucked behind the ear of a delivery man.
As I relate this, I have four pens with company names on them in my pen cup. You get the idea.
So it wasn't exactly a surprise that when I asked my wife for a pen at a dinner the other night, after discovering mine was out of ink, that she handed me a pen with a company name on it. As one of my responsibilities at the bank I work at is marketing, I always look at the names on pens, letterheads, etc., so I noticed the pen was from The Waltham, a hotel on the other side of town from where we lived in a large Midwestern city. I quickly made a note on the back of one of my business cards, put the note in my pocket and handed the pen back to my wife. Unlike a lot of people, I always return pens when they are loaned to me. Just one of my quirks.
We were sitting with two other couples at one of the nicer restaurants in town when I just had to write down a "note to self." Yeah, I know most people leave themselves an email on their phone, but another one of my quirks is that I prefer the old-fashioned method of writing a note. It seems to stick better with me.
Drink was flowing, the food was great, the conversation was light and jovial, but then I got a brain itch. While I'm fully aware that pens travel, it just struck me as funny that my wife would have a pen from The Waltham. The Waltham was a mid-level hotel clear across town, and I couldn't for the life of me imagine Traci running into anyone who stayed at The Waltham recently.
I make very good money and Traci only worked part time in a corporate law office. I know she was active with several groups in town, so it was improbable, but not impossible, that she could have gotten it at work or from one of the people in the historical society or the English Literature Society. I always thought those people were a little stuffy, though, and would probably consider The Waltham well below their standards.
The next morning when I was getting ready for work, as I stuck the card with my note to self on it in my shirt pocket, I remembered the pen. Just out of curiosity, I grabbed Traci's phone off her bureau and went to look at her calendar. It's highly unusual for me to touch her phone at all, but I figured a peek at her calendar wouldn't hurt anything and would clear up this pen thing in my mind. She was still asleep and would be for another hour, so there was no sense waking her to ask what I thought was a simple question.
To my complete surprise, Traci's phone was locked. I didn't believe it at first, so I actually tried it three times before it hit me. While I don't touch her phone very often, I have used it on occasion, and it's never been locked before. This was a new wrinkle.
Now that the challenge was thrown down, I accepted it. I thought for a few seconds of all the passwords she would probably use, and punched several in unsuccessfully. Then I punched in several more unsuccessfully. It wasn't until I entered in our younger daughter's Social Security number that I was able to unlock the phone, and by that point I was mad and losing my cool. So instead of going to her calendar, I went to her messages and started to scroll down. At this point, it was "fuck her privacy." I was going to open anything that didn't look familiar to me. The sixth contact down wasn't listed by name, just by initials: RJ. Bingo!
There were about a dozen exchanges discussing what only an idiot wouldn't assume was an affair. The last discussed a meeting this Thursday afternoon, again at The Waltham. Ah shit! Fucking Shakespeare just tied the game at one.
With trembling hands, I put Traci's phone back where I found it, and headed off to my job in a daze. Hard to believe that 27 years of marriage could be gone just like that.
At 50, the same age as me, Traci is still a beautiful woman. She has long blond hair and sparkling blue eyes, and at 5-7, 130 is only about 10 pounds heavier than when I first married her at 23. Her 38DDs are still a thing of beauty, even after breastfeeding all three of our children.
And thinking of the children, how was I going to tell them if my suspicions were confirmed? The girls at least are both out of the house at 25 and 23, and the youngest child, our son, 21, still lives with us when he's not at Michigan State. Traci's been a great mother, I have to admit, and this will probably be an ever bigger shock to them than it is to me.
I worked like a zombie the whole day. At 4:30, I went in to the bank president's office and asked for Thursday off for a personal day. I'd worked with and for H. Dave Knight for 17 years, since I got out of the service, and he could tell by my face that something big was wrong. He walked around from his desk and closed the door before returning to his seat behind his desk.
"What's wrong, Allie?" he asked, calling me by the nickname that my close friends and relatives used for me.
I debated for a second how much I was going to tell him, before I got choked up and started to cry in his office. Nobody -- and I mean nobody -- had seen me cry since I was about 6 years old and I broke my arm falling out of a tree. I tore up a knee playing football in high school, I took a couple of bullets and a knife on assignments in the Special Forces. Never cried. And there I sat blubbering like an idiot.
I told him what I found and all of my suspicions. As I talked, I started getting angry, and animated. H-Dave, as I called him in good humor, knew of my background, and started getting a worried look on his face.
"Allie, you need to calm down and think this through," he said. "Don't go doing something stupid and maybe wind up in jail. If this turns out to be what you think it is, don't ruin your life over this. You've faced much tougher situations before in your life than this."
"That's true, H-Dave, but I always had a clear objective. She's ripping my heart out. And it wouldn't be that difficult to make both of them disappear."
"Jesus, Allie! You can't be talking like that to anyone else! If either one of them gets a hangnail, guess who winds up in prison?"
"I know you're right, H-Dave, but I still need to take Thursday off to confirm my suspicions."
"First promise me on the lives of your three children that you won't do anything to harm either one of them."
H-Dave knew me well. He knew I would never make a promise on the lives of my children that I didn't intend to keep. I agreed.
My mind was going in a hundred different directions while I was driving home. I knew I needed to look at Traci's phone again to see if I could get a timeline on how long the affair was going on. I racked my brain for anything she might have said or done that might have given me a hint about what she was doing. After slowing everything down in my mind and carefully looking at the last few months, I had to tip my hat to Traci: she was one stone cold bitch. She never even gave me a clue. So now I had to be careful to return the favor and not tip her off to my suspicions.
Traci was her usual self that night, and the next night, Wednesday, was more than up for our usual Wednesday night romp in the sack. I carefully but discreetly cupped her pussy to see if she was trying to slip me seconds, but while she was wet as usual, it wasn't excessive and there were no other secretions that I could see.
Traci and I usually had sex three times a week. Depending upon our mood, sometimes we made love, sometimes we fucked. I made sure to always bring her to multiple orgasms with my hands and tongue as well, so I have to admit to being at a complete loss as to what I was doing wrong, and I have to admit, it just didn't make sense to me that she would just turn slut on me after so long.
It was difficult, to say the least, to feign interest when Traci started getting amorous Wednesday night. For the first time ever, I faked it with Traci at the beginning, but then anger took over and became my ally. I really laid it to her, probably as rough as I ever had, and yet she seemed to really like it and came multiple times before I finally shot my load inside of her.
Traci worked a half-day on Thursday, then went to the gym -- at least that's what she always told me. I got up my usual work time but didn't get into my usual business attire. Since she was still asleep, she wouldn't have any idea of what I was wearing and why. Before I left the house, though, I made sure to take her phone off the bureau again, and this time I knew exactly what to look for. The messages with RJ started about nine months ago, I ascertained. I put her phone back exactly where she kept it, grabbed my gym bag, then left the house.
Even though I knew she wouldn't be looking for me and my car, I still took no chances. After eating a good breakfast at the neighborhood IHOP, I went over to a Budget rental place and rented something nondescript. I then picked up a newspaper and read it before heading to the gym for a good, but certainly not strenuous, workout. I then changed back into my jeans and sweatshirt and headed over to The Waltham, parking where I could see the entrance and yet still be inconspicuous.
The message on Traci's phone had the "meeting" with RJ at 1. At 12:50, Traci's car pulled into the parking lot. She was wearing her work clothes, which today was a tasteful burgundy suit with a skirt that went to just above her knees. With her white blouse showing from inside of her jacket, she looked every bit professional, tasteful, and classy. She got out of her car, took a look around the lot and went inside.
Five minutes later, RJ arrived. Turned out to be Robert John Hall, the attorney son-in-law of Mark Templeton, the first name in the firm of Templeton, Oates and Scripner, attorneys-at-law. Shit, not only is Traci cheating on me, but she's fucking the boss's son-in-law!
RJ, as everyone called him, was a New York University-trained attorney who joined his father-in-law's firm about four years ago. He's 32, handsome and well-built, with short light-brown hair and brown eyes. He and his wife, the boss's daughter, Jasmine, have three little ones.
I've met Jasmine a few times through the years, and while my wife is a beautiful woman, Jasmine is probably her equal in looks, although her tits are noticeably smaller. But still, I'm not sure why RJ would even consider stepping out on something that looks as good as Jasmine, who's about 5-2, 110 pounds, with long dark hair and twinkling blue eyes. Unless the woman is a total bitch to live with, she's a total babe from where I'm standing.
I couldn't image Jasmine sitting still for this liaison, when I decide to tell her. Better yet, I can't imagine Daddy sitting still for it. They'll both be looking for new jobs when this gets out.
But first things first. I waited about 30 minutes before heading into the hotel. I asked the desk clerk in which room Robert Hall was registered. He couldn't find the name in the registry, so I asked if he had a room registered to Traci Sanford. As a matter of fact, he did. I asked him for a key to the room since I was her husband.
"I-I-I don't think I can do that, sir, without calling Mrs. Sanford first and confirming," he said as sweat suddenly formed on his upper lip.
I pulled out my wallet and showed him my driver's license: Allister Sanford.
"But unless you have your wedding license with you, I have to confirm with Mrs. Sanford," he insisted.
Next I pulled out my Sig Sauer 320 from my waistband holster.
"Richard," I said slowly as I read his nametag. "You've got five seconds to hand me the room key before I take my gun butt and pop you upside your left temple."
He slowly reached for and handed me the electronic key.
"Now wait two minutes before you call the cops," I said. "If the cops get here any sooner than five minutes, I will come back here and shoot your ass when I get out of jail."
When I got up to the room, I could hear the pair going hard at it. I listened to the unintelligible grunting and moaning for about 30 seconds before slipping the key card in and quietly opening the door.
RJ was on his knees facing away from the door, doing Traci doggy. He was pulling back almost all the way out and slamming back into her, making her moan each time he drove forward. She was also facing away from the door, and I was able to pull out my iPhone and snap several photos for evidence. When I put the phone away, I again pulled out my Sig.
"Pardon me, but I seem to have misplaced my wife," I said in a voice a little louder than the grunting going on. "Oh, look, there she is, at the end of your dick."
The pair almost dislocated their necks as they twisted their heads at the sound of my voice. RJ came to an immediate stop, and Traci quickly crawled forward off of his dick.
I stood there pointing the 9 mil at RJ. I'm sure I was smirking. Both of them looked at me with deer in the headlights looks on their faces.
"It's not what it looks like, Allie," RJ said while Traci curled up into a small ball.
"Really, RJ?" I queried. "I expected so much more from an attorney. Aren't you guys supposed to be good under pressure?
"This is exactly what it looks like. You're fucking my wife -- at least were fucking her until I interrupted. The way you've been doing for the last several months."
I looked down at RJ's dangling cock, which appeared to be shrinking at a rapid rate.
"Jesus, Traci, if you were going to cheat on me, couldn't you at least have done it with a guy with a big dick, instead of a guy who is a big dick?"
Traci just sat there curled up, making small choking noises. I don't know if she told RJ about my 10 years in the military, but she knew what I did, and what I was probably capable of doing to both of them.
"Stand up," I said to RJ as I walked over toward the bed.
He slid off of the bed and stood facing me, with his hands in a surrender position in front of his chest. I transferred the gun to my left hand, and in the blink of an eye lashed out with a straight right that caught him square in the nose. His face exploded in blood with an awful crack and he fell back on the bed, out cold.
I heard the sirens pulling up in front of the hotel. I looked at Traci, who looked like a frightened little girl.
"You need to be gone from the house when I get out of jail tomorrow. I will get my stuff out and you can come back and live there until we sell the house in the divorce. I've already split our financials down the middle and taken my name off everything we owned jointly, including the credit cards. You car is bought and paid for, and so is my truck. We each keep those.
"You will be served as soon as possible.
"Got to run. See you."
I walked out of the room, went down to the lobby and turned myself in to the four cops who watched me with guns drawn. I made sure not to give the nervous young guys any reason to shoot me accidentally.
I called H-Dave and asked him to bail me out in the morning. They booked me on battery charges for laying out RJ. H-Dave said he could hurry up and get me bailed out yet today, but I told him that I probably needed to spend a night in jail so Traci could be clear of the house when I got home.
"Well, I suppose it could be worse," H-Dave said to me. "I can probably smooth this over with the board much easier than if you had shot the bastard."
After I got out of jail, I rented one of those storage spaces and got most everything I wanted out of my house. I found a cheap motel and settled in, figuring I could get a more permanent place once I found out if I was going to have to serve any time in jail on the battery charge. I guessed I would need an attorney for that in addition to one to handle the divorce, when out of the blue I got a fortuitous phone call: seems that H-Dave was a friend of Mark Templeton; yep, the very same Mark Templeton whose daughter was being cheated on by RJ Hall.
According to my new attorney, RJ called in sick on Friday and did not tell anyone about his run-in with me. Templeton only found out when H-Dave took the initiative to call and explain my side of the equation to his attorney friend. Templeton said he'd be glad to handle both cases, although he hadn't done a divorce in several years, and told H-Dave that both RJ and my wife wouldn't have jobs come Monday morning.
I didn't hear a word from Traci until Sunday morning, when she invited me over to my own house to talk about "our problem."
"I didn't realize 'we' had a problem," I responded. "I didn't break my marriage vows. Only you have a problem."
I hung up.
Two minutes later, a tearful Traci was back on the line.
"OK, I have a problem," she sobbed. "But can't we talk about this like reasonable people? I screwed up. But I still love you and I don't want to get a divorce."
"Maybe you should have thought about that months ago," I replied. "Maybe we could have fixed things before you decided to make RJ a regular thing. What did I do to deserve that?"
There was silence on the other end of the phone for an eternity ... actually about 10 seconds.
"You didn't do a thing, Allie. It's all on me. I was taken by the attention a handsome, young man gave me. At first it was just innocent flirting, then some touching, and a few lunches. I knew it was wrong. And then we started having sex, and while I felt guilty at first, I rationalized that away by thinking that if I gave you all the sex you wanted, I wasn't taking anything away from you, especially if you never found out. I never denied you sex any time you wanted it, and I never gave you sloppy seconds. I made sure I was always clean for you.
"It truly was just sex. There was no emotional attachment. We were just two friends who enjoyed each other's bodies. I suppose it was somewhat exciting because it was illicit, and it was exciting because it was the first time in almost 30 years that I had another man take me. But we never shared the intimacy that you and I share ...
"Shared," I corrected curtly. "You forfeited that intimacy when I found out you were cheating. You gave up us when you added him."
"Don't be like this, Allie. We can work on this. We can be us again. I'll go to counseling. We can both go to counseling."
"What the hell do I need counseling for?" I snapped. "I didn't cheat. You mean I need counseling so I can learn to live with what you have done?"
She flinched at my statement. I got up and left.
On Monday, Templeton fired both Traci and his son-in-law. I heard from H-Dave later that Jasmine also threw RJ out of their house.
Although H-Dave was in my ear constantly about not being stupid and trying to get revenge, I was still considering those options when the police showed up at the bank about a month later. Seems that someone with martial arts skills had kicked the shit out of Traci after she left a movie theater by herself one evening. Whoever it was must have been pretty good and/or pretty angry, too, because they knocked out most of her front teeth and gave her a concussion. So naturally they came to me first.



I shrugged my innocence to H-Dave as the police led me out of the bank. I knew he would call Templeton for me.
I didn't say a word to the police until Templeton got to the station about 30 minutes later. I really didn't have an alibi because I was sitting at home watching TV in my apartment by myself. Then I remembered I was texting with my son for a while at about the same time Traci was getting hammered. Templeton persuaded the cops to turn me loose, and I called H-Dave immediately and told him I would be back as soon as I visited Traci in the hospital. After all, she was still my wife -- for the time being -- and you just don't turn your back on somebody after 27 years of marriage -- at least I didn't.
Hospital security wasn't sure about letting me in to emergency until they called the local police station. Then I got escorted to Traci's room. Wow. What a fucking mess. Both of her eyes were purple, her nose appeared to be broken, and her mouth was a bloody mess. The few teeth that I could see were broken. This was very personal, and since I knew I didn't do it, I knew who did. But I wasn't saying a thing to anybody.
"Hey, you," I said quietly to see if she was awake.
"Hey ack," she mumbled as she slowly opened her darkened eyes.
"Iv you do is to ee? I?"
I took that to mean, "Did you do this to me? Why?" so I shook my head and answered gently, "You know I would never harm you physically in any way unless you threatened my life. I definitely did not do this to you.
"The police asked me the same question. I was actually texting with Josh when you were being attacked. They let me go, although I can't leave the state."
I held her hand for a few minutes, then I went back to work.
H-Dave greeted me in my office when I got back, and he didn't look happy.
"Allie, this isn't a good thing for the bank, the cops showing up and escorting one of my vice presidents out in handcuffs. Maybe you should take a leave of absence."
"I know where you're coming from, H-Dave, and I can appreciate that," I answered, but I wouldn't do anything to hurt the bank ... or Traci. I swear to you I didn't do this."
"This has to be the last time they come for you, or I'll have to put you on administrative leave," he said. "I've already heard from two board members."
"Then you are going to want to be with me for this next meeting. I'm calling Templeton, and I -- we -- need to see him and his daughter as soon as possible."
I got right through to Templeton at his office, and told him that H-Dave and I were coming over to speak with him and his daughter. He was confused but I told him this was not a request if she wanted to maintain her freedom. He got off the phone with me and called her, then called me back and told me the four of us could meet in 30 minutes at his office. The office would be closed at that time, but if we called him on his cell he would let us in.
H-Dave called his wife and told her that an important meeting with me and my lawyer just came up, and that he was going to be late. She apparently understood, because he quickly ended the call and I drove us over to Templeton's office. H-Dave dialed Templeton's cell, and he quickly came to the door, let us in, and locked it behind us.
Jasmine was already in the conference room when we arrived, looking every bit the demure mother of three in a plain blue dress with flats.
"What's this about, Allie?" Templeton asked, looking as serious as a heart attack.
"Did you really have to beat her that badly?" I quietly asked Jasmine.
Jasmine apparently hadn't told her father yet. Maybe she was hoping that I really didn't know. She fidgeted for a minute, studied the conference table, then finally spoke.
"I suppose I got a little carried away," she said passionately. "I've got three little ones, and that bitch ruined my life!"
Templeton and H-Dave looked at each other in shock and amazement.
"How did you know it was me?" Jasmine asked.
"That beating was all about rage," I answered. "And you and I would be the only two who would have that kind of rage over this. I just never knew you had that kind of training.
"I've been doing Mixed Martial Arts training in the gym for two years. I'm pretty good at it," she said smugly.
"But you also beat a person half to death," I responded. "If it wasn't for the fact that I completely understand where you are coming from, I would have you arrested. You do realize that I still love the stupid bitch somewhat at this point, and that she is the mother of my three children?"
"You punched RJ's lights out when you caught them. Isn't that the same thing?"
"Not even close," I said. "I caught them in the act of cheating and responded, but with just one punch. You didn't catch them in the act, and you threw a hell of a lot more than one punch. Your father can tell you there is a big difference when there's intent to harm."
She looked down at the table like a little kid that's just been caught with her hand in the cookie jar.
"But that said," I added, "That was some nice work. And I guess now I don't have to figure out my revenge on her. You got enough revenge for both of us."
She looked up and grinned evilly. Templeton and H-Dave still looked shocked.
"Well, then, can I ask you for one favor?" Jasmine queried.
I nodded.
"Mr. Knight, could you please leave the room for a minute or two?" she asked. "My dad can stay because he's my attorney, and there's that attorney-client privilege."
"Actually, Sweetie, as an officer of the court -- technically -- I am supposed to report any potential wrongdoing, so maybe it's best I go with Dave into my office for a few minutes," Templeton said to his daughter.
When the two had gone and shut the door, Jasmine leaned in closer to me and said that she wasn't done getting her revenge, only this time she would be paying for somebody to even the score with her dickhead husband. She was telling me, she said, so I could have an airtight alibi, because she knew the cops were going to come to me first, seeing as I was the one with the Special Forces experience.
"If I tell you the date, I think you and Mr. Knight and my father should be out somewhere together in public ... and maybe be a little loud so a lot of people can see you," she said in a voice just above a whisper. "And with the police taking a good look at you, that will give my people a better chance to get clear of the situation. You'd be sort of like a decoy."
I had completely underestimated Jasmine. She was not one to piss off when it came to her family.
"You do realize of course that you are completely running roughshod over my revenge plans," I said to her.
She shrugged her shoulders and tried to use that innocent look that she did so well. It wasn't working on me, but I admired her pluck.
"Deal!" I said, sticking out my hand for a firm handshake with Mark Templeton's hellcat.
She got up from the table, opened the door to the conference room and called out, "OK guys, let's finish this up."
As they came back into the conference room, Jasmine looked at the pair and announced that they and their wives were going to take me out to dinner next Friday, and maybe do their best to get me drunk as well. Templeton gave her a look, but she wordlessly help up her hand in a signal of stop.
"I think Mr. Sanford has had enough heartbreak for a while. He needs a good night out with friends."
Templeton looked from his daughter to H-Dave, then just nodded.
"Friday night it is, gentlemen."
Saturday morning I woke up with a pounding headache. I didn't think I had quite that much to drink, but there it was -- an incessant pounding. Wait a minute, that's not my head; that's my front door.
I got out of bed, threw on my robe and staggered to the front door of the apartment I rented after leaving Traci. Two cars, lights flashing, four cops.
"Can somebody turn off those damned flashing lights?" I asked as I held my head. God, I hate hangovers.
The cops came in and asked me where I was Friday night. I told them I was at a restaurant with friends, then we went to a small concert where I wound up on stage doing the Joe Cocker part to the song "Up Where We Belong" with a gorgeous young singer named Gemma Amazing.
"Wait, let me get my phone," I said.
H-Dave's wife had taken my phone and done a video of my performance. The time stamp said 9:54 p.m. as I played it for the cops. And, if I say so myself, I did a pretty good job with the song.
I offered the police officers coffee as I set about brewing a pot.
"So what happened last night that you guys just happened to think about me," I inquired.
A sergeant Pete Bartrom stepped forward, took his phone out of his pocket, put a photo up on the screen and asked me if I knew whom it was.
"Of course I know who that is," I said. "That's the dickbreath who fucked my wife and ruined my life. Wait ... something bad happened to him and you think I got my revenge!"
I was almost smiling at this point. I had to punch it up good so they would chase their own tails for a while wondering how I could have done it and yet have witnesses as to my whereabouts. It was already hardwired into their brains that since I was ex-Special Forces, I would get my own revenge in my own way. Who was I to deny them their thinking?
"So did dickhead fall down and go boom, or did his car conveniently run out of gas on the railroad tracks? Is he still alive?"
The cops looked from one to another as I poured myself a mug of coffee.
"He's very much alive, sir, but when the drugs wear off I'm sure he is going to wish he was dead," said Sgt. Bartrom. "Someone, or maybe more than one someone, beat his genitals with a baseball bat or something similar, and surgeons spent most of last night removing his testicles and stopping the bleeding.
"But you wouldn't know anything about that, would you, since you were so busy making your stage debut?"
"Exactly!" I said. "But I'll tell you this. You find out who did this to dickhead and I'll pitch in to their defense fund. Now if you guys don't mind, I've got to get some aspirin and a shower."
I gave the cops the names of who I was with so they could further verify my story. They seemed impressed that I was with a bank president and a prominent attorney at the time of the attack.
It took almost a year for the divorce to go through. Traci fought it tooth and nail. She just couldn't or wouldn't get it through her head that I wouldn't take her back. She even tried to rope me into counseling in front of the judge. I calmly told the judge that I considered nine months of cheating more than just a bad decision on her part, and that I would prefer to sit in jail rather than be with someone who could throw my love away because she was flattered by the attention of a handsome younger man. The judge considered that for about five seconds, and decided against counseling.
I didn't date for at least a year after the divorce was final. But that didn't stop one of my co-workers, Dick Reed, from coming around to my office every so often to tell me that single guys my age were in the driver's seat because there are a lot more single women than men in this age group.
"It might be a little wrinkled, and you might have to invest in a truckload of lube, but there's 'mucho' fine pussy to be had, my friend," he'd typically say.
He's an ass, but he is right, I found out.
I would occasionally forage out to a decent bar or small restaurant with a band playing just for female companionship other than my co-workers at the bank. Not that there aren't several fine-looking women working at my bank, but I would never hit on a co-worker. That's just not done, and especially now with this Me Too thing.
But I started noticing the tables of women in their 40s and 50s popping up at these places, and I noticed that they weren't wearing wedding rings. You'd get the 20 and 30-somethings in the trendy places and the hot clubs, but the 50s set would show up at places that would probably be considered second-tier. I'm guessing most of them aren't looking for a hot 20 or 30-something for either a one-night stand or for a catch leading to the altar, and they apparently know that people like me aren't looking for them there, either.
I spotted her one night at Giorgio's, a little Italian bistro/bar. At first she was with a table of about four or five women, but she got up, went to the bar a few places down from where I was sitting, and ordered a shot of Don Julio tequila on the rocks. Not the usual drink for a woman, and I was curious to see if she knew what she was doing or was going to waste a good tequila by throwing it down in one shot. She studied the shot, held the glass up toward her face, and then took a sip before reveling in its warming embrace. I was intrigued, so I turned to her and mentioned it.
"You're the first woman I've ever seen actually sip a straight shot of tequila, instead of just slamming it home. And you've chosen wisely, I see," I said.
"Well thank you for the consideration of my choosing skills, kind sir," she responded with mock seriousness. "I take it you are a tequila snob."
"I am probably a snob of all things distilled," I responded. "When I was a child, I drank like a child, but now that I've matured somewhat, I like to critique the handiwork of fine distillers. And you do that by sipping, and by not putting anything else into the glass except maybe some ice."
"So you're really not trying to pick me up then?" she said completely seriously.
"Wasn't planning on it, but if you'd like to be picked up, I'm sure we could work something out," I responded, holding up my ringless left hand with the fingers spread.
"I'm Amy, Amy Umbarger to be exact, and you are ..."
"Allister Sanford. Allie to my friends as you can see why," I answered.
She took the few steps over to me since I had a plate of food that I was working on. I asked if she wanted something to go with her tequila, but she declined. I turned to the bartender and ordered myself a shot of Don Julio, also over ice. We made a small toast to the gods of agave.
Not only didn't Amy Umbarger drink like your average woman, she certainly didn't look like your average woman, especially for the crowd that usually frequents Gorgio's. She had long dark brown hair that fell to her small waist and kind of hid what I was guessing to be 36Cs in her silky blouse. She was about 5-6, with toned-looking legs in her fairly tight jeans, and those legs finished at what might have been the best ass I've ever seen live in person. I'm more of a boob man than anything, but this woman had an ass to die for.
"Do I pass inspection?" she asked, catching me ogling her.
"Oh yeah," I said while blushing over my stupidity.
I again held up my left hand, and said, "I'm sorry, but I'm kind of new at this. Haven't done this for a very long time."
She giggled, and I was totally gone. We talked for about two hours, telling each other about our divorces and our jobs among other things, before one of her friends from the table came over and said her friends were going home. She told me she had to leave since she didn't drive tonight, but she picked my cellphone out of my shirt pocket and put her number in.
"Only an idiot would lose that," she whispered to me as she bussed my cheek.
It took every ounce of willpower not to call her until the middle of the next day, and when I finally did, she confessed that she thought I lost the number. Nobody that she had ever given her number to had taken that long to call, she said unashamedly. She also said I passed muster among the four friends of hers at the table.
We must have talked for an hour. I found out she was 45 and was born and raised in this general area. Her parents, in fact, still lived about an hour from her, and that she visited them on a regular basis. My parents, I told her, had both died within the last 10 years. Her lone child, a daughter, was a senior at Purdue University in Indiana.
I let her pick the restaurant and she chose one of the better French places in town. We drank vodka with our meal once I explained to her that both of my favorites were made in France -- Grey Goose and Ciroc -- and were made out of grapes instead of potatoes.
"Leave it to the French to do something else ingenious with grapes in addition to wine," she toasted.
It wasn't until our fourth date that we had sex, and that was done with a condom. She told me she wasn't on the pill since she wasn't very active sexually, but she was smart enough to use condoms, especially since at her age she was still within childbearing age. I didn't mind using a condom although it was the first time since before I was married to Traci. Despite the fact that I hadn't had sex in over a year, I wasn't a lust-crazed Lothario, and managed to hold out for a fair amount of time before cumming, but it wasn't near as satisfying as the sex I had with my ex-wife. I could tell by her face that she wasn't exactly swooning over my performance either. I did bring her off three times with my talented fingers, but I knew I could do better.
"Let's do this again in a couple of weeks after we both get ourselves tested and bring back healthy report cards" I said. "Then you can get 'the full Allie.'" I even used air quotes.
"Cheeky bastard, aren't you?" she replied.
"We'll see," I rejoined.
Two weeks later we presented each other with clean bills of health, and I was like a man let out of prison. I couldn't wait to get at her pussy with my mouth, and my enthusiasm for the night was sky high. She was equally up to the task and incredibly responsive, and it only took about five minutes of hand-play to get her to cum hard for her first orgasm. I got her five more times with my fingers, then I slid down the bed to get my first hot meal in about two years.
I put that gorgeous ass in both hands, then laid the flat of my tongue over the opening of her pussy, causing her to shriek my name. Traci used to just scream unintelligibly, so this was the first time in forever that I heard a woman scream out my name during sex. What a fucking turn-on! I went absolutely nuts after that, and used virtually every mouth and tongue trick that I ever knew on her.
"Jesus Allie!" she screamed. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
She then squeezed her legs together as much as possible with my face buried in her pussy and started to convulse wildly for about 30 seconds. She was yelling for me to stop, I think, but I wasn't sure because for a few seconds there she had cut off my air supply and I was fighting for a breath. She then stopped moving for a few seconds while I took my face out of her cunt and got some precious air back into my lungs.
"Whoa, whoa whoa, you fucking monster!" she suddenly yelled out. "How long have I been out?"
"About 10 seconds," I panted back.
"That was fucking amazing! That's never happened before! But you have to come back up here now and fuck me hard because I'm running out of steam."
So I did what the doctor ordered. I even got her off one more time on my cock before she finally got me, and I came as hard as I ever have in my life. What a fucking woman!
"Amy Um," as I began calling her, and I became exclusive that night, and were for the next six months until I blew it with one simple question.
"Will you marry me?" I asked her one night while she was coming down after about a dozen hard orgasms in my bed.
I could feel her body tense up in a completely different way than she did when she was sexually excited, and I knew that it wasn't going to go well for me. She hesitated, and I answered negatively for her.
"I'm sorry, Allie, I really am, but I'm just not ready to do marriage again this soon," she said as she started to choke up. "And I know that's what you want and really need: a firm commitment. I get it. And I know we're exclusive and everything, but if I can't do marriage then I think I need to let you go find a woman who can. Sooner or later, I might not want to not be exclusive, and it gets really complicated when you're married. And I love you too much to ever cheat on you, but I don't want to make your life miserable by waiting on me to make a commitment. I don't want you to look back on this 15 years from now and blame me for deceiving you."



I felt gut-punched. Next to finding out that Traci was cheating on me, this might have been the worst moment of my life. But if nothing else, being in the Special Forces taught me that sometimes you had to take a bullet and keep moving forward.
I didn't date again for about six months, and then I jumped back into the game, as much to shut up Dick Reed as anything else.
"There's good pussy out there, bro. You're just letting it walk right by you," he'd say when he saw me.
I wasn't really looking when I first saw her, but circumstances changed that. She was sitting alone at the end of the bar in Stewart's, a favorite hang-out of the office crowd in downtown. I almost never go in the place, but I was in the neighborhood at a meeting, and when one of the guys in the meeting with me suggested we go over after we finished, it sounded like a pretty good idea. What else did I have going for me on a Thursday evening?
As my two companions and I were eating, she walked in, wearing a classy jacket and knee-length skirt combination, took a quick look around and walked over to the end of the bar. I'm not sure what the conversation was about anymore, because I stopped participating and became engrossed with this woman. Her outfit and the way she carried herself said "total confidence, complete control," but she moved haltingly, like she was expecting to meet someone she didn't see.
As her skirt was somewhat tapered, I could tell she had a tight ass and strong-looking thighs, so I guessed her to be, or have been, a volleyball player, especially since she was about 5-10. On her head was a mop of longish, unruly brown ringlet curls, which I found rather attractive. What I also found attractive was her beautiful face framed by all those curls, and her absolutely flawless caramel-colored skin. I guessed her to be about 35.
She sat down at the bar, spoke to the bartender and was served a white wine. The sharks started circling immediately. Maybe this was why she looked so reluctant coming in.
She rejected the first three guys that came up to her, but guy No. 4 seemed to be a little more persistent. When he put his hand on her forearm and she shook it off, I figured it was time to play cavalry. I excused myself from the dinner table after laying down a hundred-dollar bill for the meal, picked up my empty drink glass and headed for the pair.
"I'm sorry for not spotting you earlier," I said to the woman as I approached, "So I was having a drink with Bill and Harry. Can I get you another while I grab another for myself?"
She hesitated, which gave Mr. Forearm Toucher all the opening he thought he needed.
"Nice try, buddy. But the lady is with me tonight," he sneered.
"Well, no hard feelings then. You can't blame a guy for trying," I answered as I stuck out my hand for a handshake.
"No, we're OK bro ... ooo ... ooo shit."
He tried to yank his hand out of my grasp, but I held on tight and started shifting the bones around in his hand. He tried to push me off with his free hand, but I grabbed that wrist and twisted.
"All right! All right!" he half-whispered, half-whined.
I released his hands and he headed off.
The bartender came over and I asked for two more of what we were both drinking. I sat down next to this beauty, stuck out my hand and announced, "Allie Sanford. And no, I'm not trying to pick you up. It's a hobby of mine, saving damsels in distress. You should see me with a sword and a shield."
She put her caramel-colored hand in mine and I shook it gently, careful not to put any marks on that beautiful skin.
"Thank you for not breaking my hand, Allie," she said with a small chuckle.
She was trying to smile, but I got more sadness than anything out of the look.
"Randi -- Miranda White," she said.
"Well Randy Miranda White, that's probably more information than I needed, but it's nice to meet you."
I could see a pink flush start up her neck and wash over her face.
"That's not what I meant. Randi, just call me Randi," she choked out.
"Damn, I knew I just couldn't get that lucky," I rejoined.
She giggled this time, and I realized how long it had been since I had last heard that sound.
We talked for about an hour. Randi was a buyer for a retail chain in the area. She had come into the restaurant for a soothing drink after a tough day. She was aware that with her looks, going into a restaurant or bar alone would mean the inevitable, especially since she wasn't wearing a wedding ring.
"Same problem I have," I joked.
She giggled again, and gently punched my arm.
We briefly talked about why neither of us was wearing a ring. Seems she had one on for 23 years, before finding out that her husband was in the middle of what turned out to be his third affair.
"You were married 23 years" I questioned, sounding incredulous. "I figured you for about 35. Do you mind if I ask your age?"
"As long as you don't ask my weight," she said. "I'm 52."
"Holy shit!" I responded.
"I'll take that as a compliment," she offered.
I could have stayed there all night talking with this beauty, but I didn't want to overstay my welcome. Sometimes going home early is the better part of valor. But as I was saying my good-nights when I walked her to her car, I asked for -- and received -- her phone number. Ka-ching!
I'm not getting any younger, and the chance to date a beautiful woman doesn't come up every day in my world, so I called her almost as soon as I got home from the restaurant.
"I know this seems a little desperate ... OK, a lot desperate ... but do you want to do dinner and a movie this Friday?"
"Well, I've got to admit the desperation is charming on you. Yes, but I choose the movie," she replied.
I found out over dinner that Randi had been divorced for seven years. I tried to keep my face neutral when she said that, because I immediately started wondering ...
"Is seven years not long enough to get over my ex," she asked.
"No, that's not it," I said. "My last somewhat serious encounter still wanted to be free five years after her divorce, so I was wondering if you might also have commitment issues."
Her eyes flashed daggers at me.
"Moving a little fast here, Slick? This is our first date, and you're already thinking long-term? Why don't you relax and just let it happen. We're all different. Let's see where this leads."
"My apologies. I know you are all different. I just got hurt real bad, and I guess I'm anticipating ..."
"Don't anticipate me. Just let us happen."
"Let us happen. I like the sound of that," I thought to myself.
Randi was a calmer, quieter personality than Amy, although once I finally got her into bed -- on our eighth date -- she wasn't any calmer nor quieter when I put my tongue on her pussy. In fact, those strong legs of hers almost choked me into submission the first time I ate her pussy. By her fourth screaming orgasm by mouth, she was breathing like a freight train and I was sucking air like a drowning man with my face stuck as deep into her pussy as it could be. I quickly tapped both legs to get her to release the vice grip she had on my head.
I came up sputtering for air with KY lube and her cum up my nose.
"I'm sorry, Baby, I got carried away," she quickly apologized. "Nobody's done that to me in a long time ... and nobody has ever done that to me that good! That was amazing!"
Once I caught my breath, I flipped her over into doggy and took her slowly and passionately. She came once more before I did, then when we were finished we spooned for about 15 minutes, with me occasionally planting kisses on her lightly sweating back. Her skin felt as smooth as it looked. She moaned a lot while we were cuddling.
"Nobody's done this with me for a long time either," she purred.
When she went to get up, I rolled her onto her back, sucked for a while on each breast, then licked that wonderful smooth skin from her boobs all the way up her chest and neck to her lips. And despite the fact that my face was coated with her cum and KY, I planted my most passionate kiss on those lips. She didn't back off even the tiniest bit from the kiss, and in fact, noted she liked the taste of herself on me.
"Good, because I'd like to make that a regular thing," I chuckled back to her.
I later found out that both of Randi's parents were teachers, which, I think, explained the fact she was very precise in almost everything she did. I, on the other hand, had a tendency to wing things when it came down to crunch time. Special Forces had taught me to plan well, but be ready to be adaptive and go off-book when I needed to get things done and the plan wasn't working. My spontaneity, shall we say, sometimes irritated her, sometimes flabbergasted her, and then sometimes blew her away. For my part, I have to admit that sometimes her seeming obsession with perfection got under my skin. We'd have little stupid arguments over these differences in our personalities, and then of course we'd have to have makeup sex. And then I'd point out to her that she never had a problem with my spontaneity in bed, and she'd just get that pink flush up her neck and into her cheeks.
About the only time Randi ever showed any real spontaneity was on the dance floor. We would occasionally go out to a club, and that girl just loved to hoof it. I have pretty good stamina, but after a while I'd have to sit down and rest. She would just keep on going with whoever was around her, and in minutes there would be a group of both men and women dancing with her. I was OK with that as long as no one put his or her hands on her. I explained to her my rules about fidelity and touching, and she agreed wholeheartedly. But every once in a while, some young stud would try to hold her or take her hand and bring her to his table against her will, and then I would have to intervene. Usually I could get that done quietly, but every now and then I'd literally have to twist somebody's arm and take him over to club security for a quick ejection. I guess the word got out, though, that I was former Special Forces, because I never had anybody waiting for me in the parking lot.
As had become the tradition since Traci and I split, my oldest daughter, Lauren, made family Christmas at her house. That, and a few other family times during the year, were the only times Traci and I were together. It took great restraint on my part just to be civil to her, while she continually tried to get back in my good graces. Lauren had told me once before that Traci figured that she and I would eventually get back together, once I got over my wounded pride. Lauren had the good sense to look sheepish when she told me.
I had been dating Randi for about nine months, so I asked Lauren in a phone conversation if I could bring her to Christmas. Lauren hesitated, then asked me how serious I was about Randi. When I responded "very," Lauren simply said OK. She told me that she was going to warn Traci that I was bringing someone so hopefully there would be less drama.
"If there's any drama, I can guarantee it won't come from Randi," I stated.
Randi never had children. It seemed that her ex was shooting blanks. But judging by the way she took to my children and my grandchildren, she would have been a natural as a mother. My kids, by the way, were as taken with Randi as I was, and Lauren asked me why I was waiting to pull the trigger.
"Man up, tough Special Forces guy, and ask this woman to be your wife before somebody else steals her away," Lauren said. "We all love her, and I think the grandchildren would love to have her become Grandma Randi."
For her part, Traci was rather standoffish for the two days we were at Lauren's, which was probably the best I could hope for. She was not quite civil when I introduced her to Randi.
"I didn't realize you were fishing in the kiddie pool," Traci said to me as Randi frowned.
"Believe it or not, Randi's just a couple of years younger than us," I said quickly trying to defuse the situation. "It's that perfect skin that does it, I think. I, too, thought I was stealing someone's youngster."
Traci looked disgusted and walked away. I gave Randi one of those eyebrows raised looks that says, "What are young going to do?"
But the best part of the holiday came when Traci's mother, Linda, was leaving early after the Christmas meal. I had always gotten along great with Linda, and I know she had hoped I would stay with her daughter despite "Traci pulling a rock," as she put it. When she came up to me for a good-bye hug, she leaned in close and whispered, "I like her. Get this deal done."
I waited three more months, and on the anniversary of our first official date, I handed Randi a diamond ring and asked if we could make this a permanent thing. She jumped into my arms, gave me the best hug I'd ever had in my life and then outdid that with the most passionate kiss I'd ever had. Then she broke down in tears, completely soaking my left shoulder. All in all, I'd have to say it was a pretty positive reaction.
"Well it's about time, Slick," she said, calling me by the nickname she used on me on our very first date. "I thought maybe I scared you off when I told you that you were moving awfully fast. But just maybe you knew something that I didn't."
++++++++++
I sent Dick Reed a bottle of 18-year-old Jameson Irish Whiskey the other day as a belated thanks. Randi and I just celebrated our 10th anniversary, and, in truth, Dick had a hand in that. If left to my own devices, I would have become a hermit after my divorce from Traci. But Dick just wouldn't shut up about how much pussy a single guy in his 50s could get, so as much as anything I went back into the dating scene just to shut him up. And the rest, as they say, is history.
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Traci Tippmann and Nick Alwine were spooning together lovingly after another great lovemaking session. Nick had his arms wrapped around Traci, and both were lightly sweating from their previous exertion. Traci extricated herself and turned to face Nick.
"You really need to buy an executive life insurance package from my husband," she said while looking him directly in the eyes. "One more big sale puts him in the driver's seat for the salesman of the year award, and it's the least you can do for him."
"I suppose you're right about that. It is the least I can do for him," Nick chuckled. "Have him see me in my office in a couple of weeks. Now, since you just bent me over, I'm going to return the favor."
With that, Nick got up out of the bed and dragged Traci off to the side, where she stood and bent over the double king mattress. Nick rubbed his erect member on her now glistening opening several times before impaling Traci with all seven inches. She moaned softly before tensing up and pushing back, then the pair got into an easy rhythm. Nick increased his pace as he felt Traci tensing for what would be her third orgasm of the afternoon, and soon after she stopped convulsing Nick emptied his balls into her for the second time. He collapsed on her back for a few minutes before his flaccid dick slid out of her pussy.
They both cleaned up a bit in the bathroom before checking out of the hotel. They exchanged sweet little pecks on the lips before Traci went to her car and Nick went to his, and both drove to their respective homes. This had been their routine now for the last six months. They would leave work separately for what was termed a client meeting, and they would meet at a different hotel each week, just to be cautious, as Nick had put it. They both felt pretty confident that their spouses would never catch on, but they were a bit more concerned that some of their fellow employees might figure something out, so they varied their meeting days from Tuesday through Thursday.
Traci got home at about her usual time of 5:20, and she knew that she had about 10 minutes before her husband, Bryan, would join her. That gave her time to change her clothes, add a spritz of perfume and to double check to make sure she wasn't leaking any of Nick's cum. She then went downstairs and started supper. Things had gotten much easier since the couple's only child started college in the fall, meaning that she could prepare smaller meals, and didn't have to account for anyone other than herself and Bryan at the end of the day. There was no more running out to football or baseball games, or listening to Eric discuss which girl he was going to take out this week. Traci admitted to herself that while she missed that time in her life, she liked the freedom of being an empty-nester, and some of the perks that went with that. Nick qualified as one of those perks.
Traci was Nick's "right-hand man" at the tech company they both worked at. Nick was already a vice president at 32, with the swagger and confidence of a man on the rise. He played football at SMU and graduated with a computer engineering degree, and had kept himself in "outside linebacker shape," as he called it, with regular visits to the gym. He and his wife of nine years had two little boys and a girl.
Traci got the promotion to Nick's admin about a year ago, and was immediately taken with his looks and intelligence. They started out bantering, but that soon turned into little touches and double-entendres. Sex came for the first time after the pair completed a successful project for a large client, and the way they responded to each other, both knew it was going to become a regular thing.
Traci was 44 but looked 34, with long blonde hair, perky C-cup boobs, and a tight ass. Her blue eyes sparkled when she was talking to someone who interested her, and they definitely sparkled with Nick. Traci loved her husband of 21 years and had never before even considered kissing another man, but Nick was different. He got her juices going, made her feel young and alluring, not just like somebody's wife. Bryan at 45 was still a good-looking man and had kept himself in fairly good condition, but he was ... well ... Bryan.
As if on cue, Bryan walked in the door, hung his keys on the peg by the door, grabbed a beer out of the refrigerator and gave Traci a peck on the lips as he went upstairs to change his clothes.
"Hey!" Traci called after him. "I've got you an appointment for next week to see Nick about an executive life package. This should put you over the top for salesman of the year!"
"Great! You're the best, Babe!" he called down the stairs.
Bryan was a good salesman, and with Traci working as well, the couple made good money. They lived in a nice house in a good neighborhood, drove nice cars and took good vacations. He and Traci had met at an IHOP one Sunday morning, and from there it was friends, then dating, then marriage a year later. Bryan could be a little on the conservative side, but when Traci wanted something, she usually got it ... and that meant in the bedroom as well. She was a little more adventurous in bed than Bryan, but with a little patience, he was a good student and learned to do what pleased her, especially when it came to eating pussy. Bryan grew up a small-town boy, and apparently in his neck of the woods boys didn't please girls orally, so Bryan had never tried it until Traci suggested it one night when they were first dating. He didn't start out very good, but now Traci considered his tongue to be his most talented weapon. His six inches of man-meat wasn't bad, but when Traci needed to see stars, she needed Bryan's tongue on her clit.
It was different with Nick, Traci thought to herself as she prepared dinner. Nick wasn't as good orally, but just being around Nick often had Traci dripping wet, and then he practically just had to put his dick in her to get her to cum. Maybe it was his looks, maybe it was his body, maybe it was the fact that a hot young guy desired her: Traci was all in on Nick. It wasn't quite the same as with Bryan, but it was way more than just sex. Both she and Nick knew that a reckoning of sorts would happen one day.
Two weeks later, Bryan met with Nick in his office and sold him the executive life plan, which had a $1 million payout. Bryan explained to Nick that it was a shrewd move for his family should something happen to Nick in the prime of his earning career. Nick signed on quickly. Bryan thought that Traci had apparently already sold the policy to Nick and that Bryan coming in was just making it official. It was a good commission, though, and Bryan flashed Traci a thumbs up when he walked by her office with the signed contract. She smiled in return.
Bryan didn't reach for a beer when he got in the door that night. Instead, he pulled out a bottle of champagne and poured a glass for both he and Traci.
"Unless I get struck by lightning, salesman of the year should be mine this year," he said to Traci as he handed her a glass of bubbly, then wrapped her up in a big hug.
"You're my salesman of the year every year, Babe," she replied back.
"Why don't I turn down the heat on supper and you can sell me on your tongue."
As usual, Bryan was more than ready to oblige. Supper, and the rest of the bottle of champagne, were put on hold for an hour as Traci did her best to turn Bryan's face into a glazed donut.
Five days later, in the privacy of their hotel room, Traci thanked Nick properly for making Bryan so happy. She told Nick about the oral sex session that happened that night, and how she had benefitted greatly from Bryan's happiness.
"I'm so glad I could accommodate you," Nick responded half-disgustedly. "And did you see the goofy look on his face as he left my office? He looked like Phil Mickelson's ugly stepchild."
"Don't be cruel, Dear Heart. That's very unbecoming of you," she teased back.
"I'm sorry," he responded. "It's just that I spend a bunch of money and he gets a night of sex out of that. Something's wrong with that picture."
"Actually, when he was leaving your office with that grin on his face, I was thinking just the opposite. The night before you got both my pussy and my ass, and all he got was a silly check."
"That's why I love you. You are so pragmatic," Nick said.
"And here I thought you loved me only for my tight pussy and tight ass," she jested.
"Well, that, too, I guess," he added sheepishly.
At just about the same time, in another part of town, Bryan, too, was wondering why Nick was buying insurance from him, and why Traci was even setting it up. Maybe the lovers did it as a form of humiliation to what they thought was the unknowing cuckold, he mused to himself, as a slow smile spread across his face. Unknowing indeed, he chuckled to himself.
Through complete dumb luck, Bryan found out about the affair after about four months, although he had no way of actually knowing when the affair started. As a good salesman, Bryan was on the road to see another potential client, when Traci's cranberry Mercedes Benz pulled out in traffic two cars up from his, at about 3 in the afternoon. Traci's job was mostly inside, so Bryan wondered if she had a doctor's appointment or something that she had forgotten to tell him about. But as he thought about it, Traci drove right by her doctor' office, and Bryan knew that her dentist was in the opposite direction. He decided to follow her for a bit, then pull in behind her and jokingly jump at her when she parked her car.
But she didn't park her car for another 10 minutes, and when she did, it was in the parking lot of a Days Inn. Bryan, who was two cars back in the same lane, pulled in after her, drove to the back of the lot, and waited. She had pulled up next to a dark green BMW, and when Nick, her boss, got out of the car, Traci got out of hers. The pair took a quick look around, gave each other a furtive glance, and then gave a small kiss to the other.
Bryan almost fell out of his car. He looked hard at the couple walking in the door together just like they had done this a hundred times. They were very good together, her holding his left arm just above the elbow, and him providing a strong arm for her to lean on, with her four-inch stilettos on. Shit, she hadn't worn the stilettos for Bryan in a dog's age, but there they were.
Bryan got out of his car and followed the pair at a safe distance. He watched as Nick signed them in and paid for the room with his credit card. They went in the elevator and left. Bryan went up to the desk, looked at the registry and headed upstairs, taking the hotel elevator to the second floor. Twenty minutes later, Bryan heard the unmistakable sounds of people fucking. Tears fell from his eyes as he walked away from the door and headed back downstairs.
"Now what?" he thought to himself.
Now that he was paying attention, Bryan clued in on the days Traci was meeting Nick. The tell was that on "sex days," as Bryan called them in his mind, when he came in the door Traci always had freshly brushed teeth and hair, and her perfume smelled a little stronger, like she had just added some new to cover something. On those days, he noted, Traci wasn't as cuddly and usually sat a little further away from Bryan on the sofa when they were watching TV. He also noted that she never got amorous on those nights either. The good thing, though, was that at least she wasn't giving him sloppy seconds, as far as he could tell. But of course the bad thing was that what he saw wasn't a one-time fling. She was definitely having an affair.
Bryan contacted a friend who was an attorney. Bryan had no clue as to where to start on this journey, so he relied on his friend's expertise.
"Bottom line, Bryan, are you sure you want a divorce?" asked Stanley McArdle. "I know you're hurt right now, but are you sure there's not some way around divorce. If you still love her ... maybe there's room for reconciliation."
"I do still love her, Stan. You can't just stop loving someone just like turning off a light. But she apparently doesn't love me anymore. How could she do this to me after 22 years? I'd never be able to stay married to her. This wound's not going to heal. And I'd be checking up on her every day. I can't live like that, even if I still love her."
"That's the answer I needed. Give me a couple of weeks and then we'll talk about the nuts and bolts," he said. "Just be cool if you can't be loving. Don't do anything stupid to give her any ammunition that might slow things down."
Bryan decided to continue on like he had been, playing clueless. And he made the decision that anytime she wanted to have sex, as long as he could determine it wasn't seconds, he would take advantage of the situation. It might not be as loving and gentle as it had been before, but Bryan decided that he, too, could use his wife's body like she was a slut.
Over the course of the next month, Traci noticed that Bryan seemed distracted and somewhat distant, but in the bedroom he seemed more than connected if not a little ... downright rough. On more than one occasion, she had to tell Bryan to slow down and not pound her into the mattress.
For his part, Bryan felt a little more disconnected from Traci every time he saw that she had another meeting with her lover. And his anger grew the more he dwelt on her playing the innocent while she was cuckolding him.
Another few weeks went by. Traci and Bryan were sitting on the couch, Traci watching TV and Bryan reading a trade magazine. Suddenly Bryan sat up as if he'd had a revelation. He turned to Traci.
"You think Nick would ever cheat on his wife?" Bryan asked Traci with complete seriousness in his voice.
"Why would you worry about that?" a flabbergasted Traci asked him, eyes wide.
"Because it says here that most men who have affairs suffer from poorer health than husbands who are faithful. Apparently men who are cheating have higher blood pressure, and not only can that lead to more strokes and heart attacks, but doctors note that constant stress leads to other health problems."
"Nick's 32 years old; he's in perfect health," Traci responded. "And besides, I can't see him cheating on his wife. I mean ... she's adorable ... and he's got three little kids."
Bryan had to admire Traci's recovery.
"Damn, she's good," he thought to himself, "But I'm better."
"Still, I think maybe I need to talk to him about upping his life policy," Bryan said almost off-handedly.
"Whatever," Traci said, hoping that was the end of the conversation.
A week later, though, Nick called Traci into his office and closed the door.
"What the hell's going on," he half-whispered, half-sneered at her when the door was closed. "Now dumbass wants me to double my life insurance policy because I might be cheating and my health is going to suffer and I'm going to die young? Is he losing his shit or are you two trying to blackmail me?"
Traci was shocked at what Nick was saying. What was her husband doing?
"I-I-I don't know what to say," Traci stammered. "I thought he was just talking out of his ass. I didn't tell him anything, obviously!"
"You didn't tell him you'd buy some more insurance, did you?" she queried.
"Yes, I did," Nick said. "I thought it might be a shakedown of some sort, so I figured discretion was the better part of valor. He'll stop by next Monday to have me sign papers and pick up another fucking check."
Traci broached the subject of the additional insurance with Bryan that night, being careful, of course, not to convey too much intimacy with Nick. Bryan wasn't shy admitting to Traci that he honestly believed Nick was having an affair, and that the additional life insurance would some day come in handy. Although she couldn't tell Bryan that he was indeed correct, he never seemed to indicate that he thought Traci was involved, so she didn't push him too much.
"Better he stay clueless," she thought to herself.
Although he was hardly clueless, Bryan knew that this gambit could backfire, and might cost him in the end, but he had to admit it was fun to watch the pair squirm. He showed up Monday morning with the paperwork ready for Nick's signature, and Nick handed him another check. Bryan played grinning dumbass one more time as he gave Traci another thumbs up as he was leaving.
"I expect to go around the world Wednesday night for this kind of money," Bryan mumbled to Traci as he passed her by in the hallway.
Traci was especially wary of Bryan for a couple of weeks, trying to gauge if he actually suspected or knew something. She came to the conclusion that he was just being his usual lovable dumbass self, the one she had grown to love through the years. When she thought of him like that, though, it made her feel guilty for sharing her love - and her body - with another man.
Apparently not guilty enough, though, because the next week she Nick met at The Comfort Inn on Thursday for their weekly rendezvous. Bryan watched from the back of the parking lot as they both pulled up separately. About 90 minutes later, they also left separately after pecking each other on the lips again. It was so cute it was almost sickening, Bryan thought as he gripped the steering wheel of his car with quiet fury.
Traci didn't notice Bryan getting home about 15 minutes later than usual because she was in clean-up mode from her sex with Nick. He had again done her around the world - the second time in three weeks - and that made cleaning up a little more of an effort. But the memories of her two profound orgasms made the little extra work well worth it, she thought to herself.
Traci was concerned when Nick didn't show up for work on Friday morning. She texted his phone but got no answer. Two and a half hours later, two police officers showed up to talk with Ron Masterson, the company's big boss. After a few minutes with the two officers behind closed doors, Ron called a quick meeting in the company's conference room. Seems Nick Alwine never made it home last night, and police this morning found his car down an embankment, resting on its crushed hood. They speculated from the tire marks that maybe a wild animal had cut across Nick's path, and in trying to avoid hitting it he had run off the road and flipped down the embankment. He was killed in the wreck.
Traci left the meeting in a daze. She called Bryan almost by reflex.
"He's gone, Bryan, he's gone," she mumbled into the phone.
"I know," he answered softly.
Bryan felt secure that the answer wouldn't register.
Traci was lost in her grief for the next month. Although she never said her funk was about Nick, Bryan knew exactly what the cause was. They became roommates in almost the literal sense, two people living together without a connection. Bryan expected this, believing that Traci loved Nick. In his mind, he knew Traci wouldn't cheat on him for this long if it was just sex.
About a month later, Bryan came home in a very good mood. Nick's life insurance company was fully satisfied that Nick's car wreck was an accident, and had paid off on the policy - the policy that Bryan had pushed for - to the tune of $2 million.
"At least he listened to me and took good care of his family," Bryan told Traci as he showed her the check he was going to hand-deliver.
Traci nodded affirmatively, but Bryan could see the tears in her eyes.
"No," he thought to himself, "Cheating lovers don't get left anything - except maybe guilt."
Bryan delivered the check to Nick's wife and was gone about an hour. When he got back, all he could talk about was how Nick's wife cried and hugged him when he gave her the check.
"This is certainly one of those days I'll remember for the rest of my life," he said.
Traci stared at him blankly, turned around and left the room.
Bryan followed Traci into the family room. She was sitting on the couch, absently watching the big-screen TV.



"You really loved him, didn't you?" Bryan said quietly.
Traci's mouth opened but no sound came out. Seconds later, she burst into tears.
"How long have you known?" she finally asked after gaining some control over herself.
"A few months now, since before I sold Nick the first life insurance policy."
"You knew then? Why didn't you say something? Why did you go through that silly charade and sell him the policy. Are you that desperate to win salesman of the year? Jesus, Bryan!"
"You apparently were getting off on me playing the dumb cuck role, so I figured I'd give you an Academy Award-winning performance. I saw him smirk, so I know he liked it, too. And then you both thought you were untouchable ..."
Traci looked confused.
"So the second policy? What was that about?" she asked warily.
"That truly was about me looking out for the family," Bryan answered confidently. "That extra million dollars means they will never have a financial worry again if they play their cards right."
"But you ... couldn't ... have ... known ... about the accident," she commented as Bryan could see her brain going into overdrive.
"No, that part was just pure luck," he said with his best deadpan look. "Fortuitous for the family, don't you think? The remaining Alwines get their financial future sewed up, and never have to endure the hardship and pain of a messy divorce."
Traci had sort of been looking like a deer in the headlights until Bryan mentioned divorce. Then she snapped to and locked her eyes on his.
"Do we have to endure the pain of a messy divorce?" she asked.
"Oh, yeah," Bryan answered back flippantly. "These last few weeks have shown me that it was way more than sex, at least for you. You were genuinely in love with the guy, and I was halfway out the door. How could you think otherwise?
"But I will show Nick's memory one shred of decency. I won't tell the widow about your affair. She thinks the sun, the moon, and the stars all revolved around her husband, and I won't sully that memory for her."
Traci kind of fell back on the sofa with a blank look on her face.
"Don't worry, this is a no-fault state. You'll get half of everything. I'll have you served in a few days.
"But answer me one question. What did I do wrong?"
For the first time, Bryan's face took on an anguished look. He tried to search Traci's face for an answer, but she kept her eyes on the floor.
It took about 10 seconds before Traci looked back up, her face a mask of pain equal to Bryan's.
"You didn't do anything wrong. Ever. That was the problem," she started. "You are such a nice guy, and you've been a wonderful husband and father. And Nick ... well, he was the anti-Bryan. He was bold. He was brash. He had a pretty wife and three beautiful children and he wanted more. He wanted me ... and against my better judgment I gave in.
"You were so considerate and so loving. If I wasn't in the mood, you understood. He just took me, even when I wasn't in the mood. And the love and consideration ... now that I look back on it, it was mostly one-sided. But he was a bad boy, and he showed me that I was still a sexy woman to a younger guy. He wasn't any better; he wasn't any bigger. He was just different, and I guess I got caught up with that and his dynamic personality.
"You are ... an insurance agent, Bryan, and I mean that in so many ways."
Bryan packed an overnight bag with a few things and all of his toiletries. He told Traci that he would have the rest of his things moved out in a few days, and that she could stay in the house until it was sold as part of the divorce.
The local police were at a loss to explain the most bizarre coincidence anyone had seen in the town in probably 100 years. Traci Tippmann's car ran off the road and crashed in almost the exact same spot as her boss did a few months ago, with the same result - death. As the only living person who knew about the affair between Traci and her boss, Bryan wasn't about to volunteer that information. Apparently, however, Bryan wasn't the only one to know that Traci took Nick's death hard, and several of her co-workers expressed that to the cops when asked.
So the cops - and then the insurance company - honed in on suicide. It took the police three months to close the book on their investigation, but the insurance company took six months to close theirs. After all, there was a $2 million difference on the line, as Bryan had increased Traci's policy to the same amount that Nick had soon after he sold Nick on the increase. It only took a little paperwork, Traci's signature and some blood work to get the increase done, although he used some insurance mumbo-jumbo and never did tell Traci the real reason for the new forms and the blood work.
Ever the good, grieving husband, Bryan waited out the investigation. He publicly and privately told everyone that he seriously doubted his loving wife would ever do anything as rash as commit suicide over the death of her boss, a man she barely knew out of the office. The police, and the insurance investigator, could find no evidence to the contrary. The pair had a good work relationship, but apparently went their separate ways personally, the investigators concluded.
There was no evidence to link the two together. Brian just smiled when the insurance investigator told him that as he handed him the check.
And Bryan did win salesman of the year for the company. He announced his retirement when the company president handed him his award.
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Hindsight truly is 100 percent.
I suppose I should have been suspicious the first time my wife came home from her job in the art gallery bubbling over a new patron. But when you trust somebody completely, and she's never given you the slightest worry in the 17 years you've been together, your initial inclination is to give her a little slack.
My initial inclination was wrong - way wrong.
I'm Bobby Sprague; my wife is Traci. We met at a small Midwestern university 18 years ago, started dating 17 years ago, and got married 16 years ago. We added a daughter to the mix 14 years ago, and then had a son 12 years ago.
I work as a computer programmer for a government agency. I make good but not great money. I did well enough that Traci was able to be a stay-at-home mom while the kids were little. But two years ago, she decided that the kids were old enough for her to stretch her wings, and she got herself a 30-hour a week job at an upscale art gallery in town. She was an art major in college, so this was by no means a stretch for Traci intellectually. She could talk the talk and walk the walk.
The gallery primarily catered to clients doing a bit better financially than us. We live in a major Midwestern city, and there were plenty of people in that financial range for the gallery to be doing a nice business. And as a perk of her job, Traci got to hobnob with these people and step into their world for a little while before coming back home to her humdrum life. Occasionally, we both got to step into their world as sometimes Traci would work a big show at the gallery and I would get to tag along as her "plus-one." It was exciting, I have to admit, hanging out for a few hours with some movers and shakers. Computer geeks like me don't get to rub elbows with company executives, politicians, attorneys, and bank presidents very often.
So every now and then Traci would come home amped after meeting some celebrity or somebody powerful. The kids and I would marvel at how she just sort of floated along at home for a while, then we would get out of her way when reality set in as to where in life she fit into the picture. Darkness was not one of Traci's better qualities. The kids would usually scramble off to their rooms, very often leaving me to take the brunt of her snarky comments about our life for the rest of the evening.
Most of the time I just took it in stride. When it got to me, I tinkered on my car in the garage.
So for the last several weeks Traci had been babbling about some hotshot real estate whiz who had recently become a patron at the gallery. Jackson Aloysius Fairchild, a 28-year-old millionaire, had recently moved into expensive new digs and wanted artwork for his walls that reflected his station in life, Traci had said. She seemed impressed with him in general, although she expressed the thought that he also seemed to be somewhat taken with himself. She mentioned in various conversations that he was handsome and put together well, and often talked about doing a variety of physical activities like bicycling and rock climbing.
Traci gushing over a new patron wasn't out of line, so I didn't think much of it and let her ramble on for the next two weeks. Then this, too, died down, as I expected it would, and I didn't hear another word about Jackson Aloysius Fairchild until I was being introduced to him at the gallery's Christmas gala just a few weeks ahead of the holiday.
I have to admit, he was an impressive physical specimen, about 6-2, 190, and he looked to be rock solid in his expensive Armani suit. He was also blond-haired, blue-eyed, and extremely handsome, even from my jaded opinion. I wasn't quite expecting that.
I talked to him for about 30 seconds while Traci introduced us, and in just that little bit of time I caught him eyeing my wife from head to toe, like a tiger looking at its prey. Yes, she was gorgeous this night in a blue tailored skirt and jacket combination, with just a hint of cleavage showing from inside her white blouse, but his look was more leer than admiration. Traci seemed to be too busy with everything that was going on to take notice, but I did.
Traci went off to mingle, and I went off to the bar. I got a shot of Jack Daniels over ice, and found Kenny Taylor, the husband of one of my wife's co-workers, whom I had met before and gotten along with very well. We talked a lot about sports and cars.
I talked to Kenny for a while and then I did some mingling myself. About an hour later I spotted Traci talking in a small group of people, and Jackson Aloysius Fairchild was draped all over her. I went over to the bar and got her usual drink of choice, a Riesling, and walked up to the group. I introduced myself, then handed Traci her glass of wine. Then I quietly reached over to Traci's right hip and removed Jackson's hand, which was resting there from around her back. He didn't say a word, just smirked at me as he brought his hand back to his own body.
I talked with the group for a few minutes, then Traci went off to do some more mingling, and I went off in a different direction - after first making sure Jackson wasn't following her.
I expected to see Traci doing her thing while I moved about mingling with some of her co-workers, but after about an hour I hadn't seen my wife anywhere. After taking a quick look around a second time, I also didn't see Jackson. My spider senses were more than tingling, so I made a concerted effort to find Traci. I didn't find her in the gallery, so I headed out the front door and started making a loop around the gallery. There were small groups of people talking in the parking lot with their coats on, looking like they were getting ready to leave, but still no Traci. And then I spotted what appeared to be a couple sitting rather cozy in a black Jaguar XJ. The car was running, the couple was sitting together tightly in the back seat. I didn't bother to see if it was Traci and Jackson ... I assumed so, walked up to the car, and opened the door next to the woman. The occupants jumped back at that, so all I could ascertain was that if they weren't kissing, they were getting close to it.
"Time to go dear. Now, " I said in my best polite but firm tone.
"We ... we ... we were just," Traci stammered as Jackson smirked at me.
"I don't care. It's time to leave," I said in a voice just above a whisper.
"Really, Bobby, you have to come in and hear this sound system," Jackson said. "It's absolutely crystal."
The stereo was on, playing some sort of concert music, but I don't think either of them was listening to music.
"Another time, Jackson. We really must be going," I said in my most non-committal voice.
I escorted my wife from the car and we started walking to where my Ford F-150 was parked.
"Wait, I can't leave yet. The party's got another two hours. I'm expected to stick around for the whole thing and be one of the hostesses," Traci said with an urgency to her voice.
"If your boss has a problem with this, he can call me directly," I said. "Just what the hell do you think you were doing?"
"We were really listening to his car's sound system. It's amazing," she said with a note of awe in her voice.
"Uh-huh," I replied, no note of awe in my voice.
Traci continued to play innocent, but things were cool between us for the next couple of weeks. But I eventually lightened up and things got back to our usual existence, so I was completely taken by surprise a few months later when Traci told me she accepted an invitation to Jackson's lake cottage for the Fourth of July weekend. It was to be us, Traci's boss and his wife and two other married couples that were friends of Jackson's. We were heading up on Friday afternoon and would stay until midday Sunday, and Jackson was grilling for both days, with a full bar, swimming, boating and whatever else was available. I started to protest, but Traci just said we were doing it, turned around and walked away from me.
Actually, the weekend started out great. We spent several hours out on the lake in Jackson's rather large sailboat. All the women looked great in their bikinis, and the guys at least didn't look too bad in their baggy suits. Truthfully, Jackson probably had the best body among the five guys there, although thankfully it didn't look like he was hung any better than the rest of us, and Traci, despite being the second-oldest of the five women, was probably the best-built on the distaff side. Her black bikini showed off her 36C boobs and bubble ass without being leaving too much skin out there, I thought.
Jackson had one hell of grill set-up in the back yard at his cottage, and even had a completely stocked fridge with beer and wine and ice for mixed drinks. He brought out a mess of marinated steaks and started setting them on the grill, while everybody sat around in chairs just off the grill area with the drink of their choice. Jackson was being a gracious host, and was so far minding himself around Traci, who seemed to be staying just a bit further away from him than she had at Christmas.
The night went great and we all went to our respective bedrooms at about midnight, with Jackson as the lone single person going off by himself to the master bedroom.
Saturday started off with a visit to the little town connected to the lake. It was a little tourist trap with all sorts of cute little shops, and most of the women came home with several items. Then we ate a sumptuous lunch of hero sandwiches before a volleyball game broke out. The libations started after we finished with the activity, and the night's grilling was sausage and shredded pork. We enjoyed another great meal, and after sitting around shooting the breeze for a couple of hours, Traci's boss, Lou, suggested he and I take a walk around the lake. Considering everything that we were all eating and drinking, I thought that was a great idea to get ready for round two.
It took us about 30 minutes to get around the lake, and when we got back the group had shifted from the table to the chairs and lounges. I wasn't real happy when I saw Traci sitting in a lounge chair leaning back against Jackson, with his hands around her waist. As we came up, Traci smiled and got up off Jackson, but she didn't seem to be in too much of a rush, although she had to know I wouldn't be too pleased. She never really looked me in the face, but came over and sat in the chair next to me for much of the rest of the night. I caught her and Jackson exchanging glances a few times during the evening when they thought I wasn't looking.
Like the night before, the party started to break up about midnight, but while the other three couples started heading to their respective bedrooms, Traci quietly asked me to join her in the kitchen. When we got there, she looked me straight in the eye for the first time all evening, and announced, "Jackson has asked me to sleep in his bed tonight. I accepted his proposal."
I must have passed out or something and hit my head, because I thought Traci just told me she was going to sleep with Jackson in his bed. I looked at her like she had three eyes, and she realized that I wasn't exactly sure I heard her correctly.
"This has nothing to do with love. This is purely about sex, Bobby," she started. "I've been complete faithful to you for 17 years, you are the only man I love. But I want to have sex with Jackson. He excites me, and I want to see what a different man feels like. After tonight, I will go back to being your completely faithful wife for the rest of our lives, but I think you owe me one night."
I don't know how long I stood there with my mouth hanging open. My wife just told me she was going to sleep with another man, because she wanted to, and I "owed her" that.
"Over my fucking dead body you're going to sleep with him," I finally blurted out.
"This is not a negotiation, Bobby. Accept it for what it is. Tonight I'm his. Tomorrow, and for the rest of my life, I'll be yours."
"Don't be too sure of that, Babe. Remember, there are consequences to every action."
"God damn it, Bobby!" she half-whispered to me. "Do you have to see everything so black and white? It's one night, for God sakes. One night and done. And you're going to ruin everything for everybody. One night.
"We never thought you'd be so intractable. I probably should have just kept my mouth shut and gone behind your back ... but I was afraid if you found out about that, we were definitely finished. So I figured if you knew and let me go, it wouldn't be cheating ..."
She turned on her heel and left. As I came out of the kitchen and headed into the living room, I saw Traci take Jackson's hand and walk toward the master bedroom. I think the blurriness of my vision was due to tears falling from my eyes.
I walked over to the indoor bar and poured myself a shot of Jack. It took me about five minutes to finish it, and when I did I walked toward the master bedroom and stood outside the door, very quietly. I could hear the sounds of two people having sex. My life as I knew it was over.
I drank several shots of Jack trying to figure out what I was going to do next. My first instinct was to leave and seek a divorce as soon as possible. But the thought of having to give up my kids for most of the time didn't sit well with me. I couldn't see anything good coming out of that decision for either me or them. On the other hand, my wife was in another man's bed at that very moment, so I knew I just couldn't take that lying down. I briefly thought of burning the house down and killing all of us, but sanity got the better of me. Then I think I passed out for a while, because when I looked at my watch it was 3 a.m., and all was quiet in the house.
I staggered to the bedroom that Traci and I had been assigned. The bed was still made because it was empty, as I knew it was going to be. I laid down right on top of the bedspread, and slept fitfully for the next few hours, rising at 7:30. I went into the adjoining bathroom, took a quick shower, and brushed my teeth before walking to the kitchen. The other three couples were already up and were eating a breakfast of bacon and eggs. Marna, the wife of Traci's boss, Lou, was apparently the chief cook, and she offered me up a plate while the others grunted their good mornings. It was apparent from the way everyone was sort of looking at me from the corners of their eyes that they were well aware of what had transpired. I know my face was flushed and hot because the humiliation level was through the roof.
"It's okay, Bobby. We've all seen this before," Marna said sympathetically while the others nodded their heads in agreement. "Jackson's done this three or four other times. He's an alpha male, and when he sees something he wants, he goes after it. It's just the way he's hardwired."
"I also tend to think he's pretty big on the humiliation aspect of it, too, and I think the women fall right into it, too," Lou added. "But I don't think it's anything personal. It's just the way he is."
"So what's happened to those other couples he's done this to?" I inquired.
"Well, as far as I know, they're all still married. "Seems kind of silly to split up a long-time marriage over a one-night stand or so, when you come right down to it," Marna said.
"Especially when there's kids involved and everything," Joanne, one of the other wives, added.
"You mean he trolls for married women with children, so the wives can use the kids as leverage for the affair?" I asked incredulously.
"Kind of looks like he does," chimed in Ralph, Joanne's husband. "But he's really a good guy except for that one little quirk. I've known him since college, and if you're a friend of his, you've got a friend for life. So I can forgive him the one quirk, especially since it doesn't seem to hurt the couples in the long run. In fact, I know Jackson got his last love interest and her husband a sweet deal on a condo in North Carolina last year, and Jackson gets to stay with them when he's in the area."
Just then we started hearing some moaning coming from the master bedroom. It was Traci, and I knew by the sounds that sleeping with Jackson last night apparently included this morning as well. Everyone at the table turned red with embarrassment while I turned white with rage.
"Why don't we finish breakfast on the deck?" Marna suggested.
Traci and Jackson joined us out on the deck about 30 minutes later, showered and looking very pleased with themselves. I have to admit, Traci was positively glowing, and didn't seem too reticent about everybody knowing what she had just been doing. She was holding a plate of breakfast, and immediately came over to the chaise I was sitting on and sat down on the edge while I moved my feet for her. She had her back to me at that point, but I could see how pink her back was from the top of her tank top. I could also make out what appeared to be a bite mark on her right shoulder, just under the strap of her tank and her bra. She didn't offer me a greeting other than a nod when she sat down, and I didn't see any reason to break the silence.
"So what are everybody's plans for this afternoon?" Jackson said in a convivial host voice.
"I think we need to get back and give the kids a bit of us this afternoon, don't you Sweetie?" I said to Traci's back.
She hesitated for a second, and I could see by the way her hair and head moved that she was rolling her eyes at me - it's just one of those things you know when you've been together for as long as we have. Since she was sitting facing everyone else, they all got to see the eyeroll, and it took everything in my power not to reach over and slap the back of her cheating head.
"I was hoping we could stick around a bit and maybe go out sailing again, Dear," she answered flatly.
"Nope. We definitely need to get back. You finish breakfast. I'll get the car loaded. Wheels moving in 10," I said as I headed back inside.
I got the car loaded in record time. Traci was just finishing her breakfast when I went back to the deck. I grabbed her by her wrist, waved at everyone, said a rushed good-bye to the group en masse, and practically dragged Traci to the car. I didn't have to look in anyone's eyes to see what they were thinking. I knew ... because I was already thinking it.
With the exception of the radio playing, we drove in silence for the first 45 minutes, with Traci mostly staring out the passenger window. I think she was afraid that if she looked straight ahead and I could see her face, the explosion would start, so she just kept looking away from me. I finally couldn't take it anymore.
"Was it worth it?" I half hissed, half spoke to her.
She didn't move for a couple of seconds, then I saw her take a deep breath. She turned toward me.
"Mmmmm. Yes. Yes it was. It was wonderful," she cooed with a far away look in her eyes.
Not exactly the answer I expected. I wasn't really sure what to expect, but I didn't figure on her telling me the awful truth. I maybe expected some stammering, a little truth, a lot of backpedalling, maybe an apology, but not the whole truth. And I could tell by the look on her face that it indeed was the truth.
"Seventeen years, two kids, everything we've built together ... done in one night then?" I asked.
She turned her body a bit more toward me in her seat and gave me a sad, almost resigned look.
"That's up to you, Bobby," she said. "Like I promised you, this was a one-time thing only, and now I'll be yours every bit as faithfully as I was before last night. It was an amazing night, and now it's over, but if you can lose your love for me that quickly and break up our family, then you do what you need to do. But trust me, I'll get the kids, and I'll make sure they know you ruined our family."
I was stunned into silence. Not even an apology. And she'd be blaming me for the break-up of our family. She and Jackson sure had this planned out well. I'd never seen this side of Traci before, and I certainly didn't like it.



"So I can assume then that this morning's activity with Jackson was a calculated act done for the humiliation factor?" I asked.
"Not totally. He wanted to get one more time in before I became the faithful wife of my husband. He's willing to live by my rules."
We stopped at the in-laws' to pick up the kids. When we got there, it was like nothing had changed for Traci. Despite the fact that I got along great with Traci parents - Ron and Judy - I could barely face them. I felt like they somehow knew that Traci had cuckolded me, and I felt ashamed and humiliated. I wanted to scream out the truth about their daughter, but knew this wasn't the time or place.
Traci had a bemused look on her face the whole time we were there. She was definitely enjoying my discomfort, and having the upper hand. This was definitely the wrong way to go about making amends, I thought to myself.
Traci got into bed after I did at the end of the night. I was facing away from her, and she climbed in and spooned behind me. I then felt her hand reach around and grab my dick. After she worked me up and down twice, I turned around to face her, and slowly shook my head no.
"Not happening tonight," I said. "There's not a damn thing you can do that's going to get me up for you. You'll just have to be satisfied with what asshole gave you last night and this morning."
For the first time since Saturday night, Traci showed weakness. She looked hurt ... and shocked at my refusal of her advances for one of the very few times in our lives together.
"But don't you want to reclaim my pussy as your own? Jackson says it's almost like an automatic response for men in situations like this."
"Oh did he now? So not only is he a real estate genius but he's also a sex therapist as well? Well, then he should have warned you that some men don't take what you did as a sexual challenge. Some of us take it as a complete betrayal, and throwing up might fit the bill more than a fuck!"
Traci's eyes opened wider than they already were. Never in our 17 years together had I ever talked to her this way, and I had never cursed at her before. She had removed her hand from around my penis, so I rolled over and pretended to go to sleep. I heard her quietly crying. I didn't care.
I got an appointment with a reputable divorce attorney for the next week. The meeting did not go well, to say the least. Marcus Rothstein had to explain to me twice that my options were indeed limited to basically giving up half my shit and my kids, or waiting it out for the sake of the kids and then giving up half of my shit if we divorced once they were of age.
We all know parents who live their lives through their kids, then when the kids leave home, the parents really don't have anything in common anymore and get divorced. That was basically the scenario that my attorney laid out for me: be a super-parent for the next six years, then divorce Traci as soon as the kids were not an issue. At least in my case, I didn't have to worry about Traci running around, if she was telling me the truth about keeping her promise.
So that's what I did. If my kids were involved in an activity, I was usually the parent in charge, and I made sure that Traci was involved as well. Why should I be the only one to have to sit through a stamp club fund-raiser, or work on a 4-H woodworking project. We were the parents who everybody looks up to and shakes their heads about.
On the physical side, I didn't touch Traci sexually for six months, until she told me that she was going to have to start stepping out if I wasn't willing to do my husbandly duties. Since I was ready to bust a nut myself - literally - I was able to reason to myself that I could have sex with Traci the way she did with Jackson - just sex, nothing else. After all, she was still a beautiful woman. It's not like I was being forced to have sex with a troll.
It wasn't pretty, but our first night back in the saddle set the tone for what was going to happen the next few years. We had a date night to one of our favorite Italian places, and I plied Traci with two more glasses of wine than her usual. Since she hadn't had any sex for the last six months except with her favorite toy, she was a little more randy than normal, and when I suggested we turn in while the kids were watching a movie, she didn't even hesitate. We were like two horny teenagers as we stripped down. After 30 seconds of lip-locking each other, I pushed her back on the bed, and gently rubbed two fingers along her dripping pussy. And then she moaned ... not just any moan ... but the exact same moan we all heard at the lake cottage when she fucked Jackson Aloysius Fairchild that Sunday morning. Something clicked in my head at that moment, and rage became my best friend: without even another thought I drove my rock-hard prick into her in two tight strokes, and I know that had to hurt her because, honestly, it hurt me to do it. I spent the next 20 minutes pounding Traci's pussy like a man possessed, banging my dick into her cervix time after time as I hate-fucked her. About five minutes in she's yelling my name in a guttural tone, then she stiffened before having perhaps the biggest orgasm I've ever given her with my dick. I pushed hard all the way through it, grunting like a wild man, and she wound up having two more intense orgasms before I finally filled her with the most semen I've ever shot in her. We then lay coupled for about 10 more minutes before we disengaged.
"Where the hell did that come from?" she stage-whispered to me. "Holy shit, Bobby! Am I going to have to wait another six months for a repeat performance?"
I couldn't really answer that question, so I said nothing and spooned into her back.
I've got to admit that every time I thought about Traci with Jackson, I became enraged, and there was nothing tender in our lovemaking then. Hell, it wasn't even lovemaking then, it was pure fucking. She seemed to enjoy herself, though, and never complained, although we rarely cuddled afterwards and talked tenderly, like had been our pattern before "the incident."
Things seemed back to what I figured was going to be the new normal for us, but for one week every month, I had a private investigator follow her, just to see if she was keeping her word to me and not seeing Jackson - or anyone else for that matter. I spent a lot of money getting a little peace of mind.
Six years later, our youngest child, Terry, left for college at Michigan State. Melissa was a junior at Michigan, so when Terry made his decision, we had a small war among the kids for the entire summer before they both left for their respective schools. As Terry was just a freshman, he was staying on campus in a dorm, and Traci and I helped him move in a week before classes started. Neither Traci nor I remembered taking half the stuff with us that Terry did.
We took him up to Michigan State on a Thursday and stayed through almost the whole weekend, finally leaving for home late Sunday. Exactly 30 days later, on a Tuesday afternoon, I conference called both kids and quietly and calmly told them I was divorcing their mother because she cheated on me with another man several years before. They were both devastated.
"I thought you guys were so great together. How could this happen?" Melissa practically shouted into the phone.
"I always thought we were great together, too, but your mother cheated on me with Jackson Aloysius Fairchild six years ago when we were up there with several other couples for a Fourth of July weekend. She told me she was going to do it first so she wouldn't be sneaking around behind my back, and then told me she would remain faithful to me for the rest of our lives together. She didn't see it as cheating, but I did and I told her then that I wouldn't put up with it; there would be consequences if she went through with it. But apparently she and Jackson had been planning this, and she told me that if I left her, not only would she get half of our stuff, but she'd wind up getting both of you as well and she would turn you both against me. I couldn't lose you two as well, so I capitulated and just endured until you both came of age, and I was sure you would understand."
Terry spoke up first.
"I'll be damned!" he exclaimed. "Did she give you any kind of reason for pulling this shit?"
"Other than he just wanting to have sex with a man she considered hot, not really. She just figured I would cave in so I wouldn't lose you two, and to a point she was right."
"Is she still screwing around, Dad?" Melissa asked.
"Not as far as I can tell, Baby," I answered. "I've had a PI following her for one week a month since then, and as far as he can tell, she's kept her promise and not screwed around."
"Then why can't you forgive her, Dad?" Terry asked tentatively. "You've been married for what, 22 years, and she's only done it the once."
"Once was more than enough, Terry," I said, trying to hold my building rage in check. "What kind of love did she have for me when she spent the night in another man's bed? What kind of respect did she show me when she had sex with him the next morning while we could all hear the two of them going at it?
"I'm sorry, kids. I don't have it in my heart to forgive her. I stayed with her to keep the family together. I love you guys."
"Thanks, Dad. We really appreciate you holding it together for us." Melissa answered.
"Does she already know?" Terry asked.
"She will know in just a few minutes. She's being served at 4 at her office."
"Oh, Dad, bad move," Melissa said. "In front of her boss and co-workers; she'll be crushed ... and humiliated. Don't do this to her, Dad."
"Too late, Baby. Besides, I planned it this way on purpose. Her boss and his wife were among the other people up at the lake house when this went down ... and if you don't think I was already humiliated enough, imagine how I felt when your mother started to moan while having sex with Jackson the next morning. I wanted to shrivel up and die. So, no, I completely want her to feel the sting of humiliation."
"While I don't agree with this, Dad, I guess I understand it," Melissa answered back.
"I'm onboard, Dad. I've got your back completely," Terry chimed in.
My cell rang at 4:07.
"Yes?' I answered.
"I'm on my way home now, you bastard, and when I get there I'm going to kick your balls all the way to next week," Traci shrieked into the phone.
"My money was on contrite and tearful. Just goes to show you what I know." I answered back before ending the call.
I sat in the family room watching ESPN until I heard the garage door go up and Traci's car pull in. I shut off the TV and stood up: if she was going to attack me, I wanted to be in a position to defend myself. I had never hit a woman to that point, but I was going to if I had to.
Like usual, Traci came in through the utility room, and she looked to be on fire. She marched right up to me until I turned slightly to my right so she couldn't kick me in the balls with her right foot, which was her dominant side. It's an old fighter's trick. I also raised both my hands in a defensive posture. At that point, Traci stopped, looked me up and down like she was trying to figure out a way to hit me, then crumbled onto the sofa in tears.
"I thought we were good. I thought we were good," she muttered. "You never said anything in all these years about divorcing me."
"You were good so you assumed we were good," I said calmly.
"But I kept my promise to you. I haven't slept with anyone since Jackson at the lake. And I wasn't going to sleep with anyone else ever again."
"You did keep your promise. But 16 years before that you made me a vow, which you just tossed in the garbage can that night. I told you then not to do it, but you were going to do it anyway, and threatened me with taking away my kids. I couldn't let you do that."
"And you had me served at the gallery, in front of Lou and all of my co-workers? Could you get any more cruel?" she rasped.
"I felt having Lou there just completed the circle you started at the lake house six years ago. And as far as cruel ... your Sunday morning fucking with all of us in the house was the single most humiliating moment of my life. You bet I was getting my revenge!"
Traci continued sobbing, but I could see the seed of recognition on her face.
"You told me six years ago you thought it was worth it to fuck Jackson Aloysius Fairchild. That it was wonderful. Still feel that way now?"
"But I've kept my promise to you. I've been completely faithful since then, over six years," she whined.
"So what's the over-under on a promise from you?" I replied quickly. "If your vow was only good for 16 years, is your promise good for half that, say eight years?"
"Bobby, I am truly sorry if that one incident leads to us getting a divorce, but I told you about it. I didn't cheat."
"Yes, you did," I insisted. "Just because you told me about it beforehand instead of sneaking around behind my back doesn't make it right. We didn't discuss it ... you and he did. We didn't agree to that ... you and he did. And then you broke your vow to me. You're sorry about the divorce it's causing, but you're not sorry about the act. You've never been sorry about the act. I didn't give you a hall pass. We didn't come to some sort of agreement that you could have a hall pass. You just gave yourself one, and figured I'd accept your dumbass decision.
"You ripped my heart out that weekend, Traci, and on the ride home you told me it was my problem, and I had to get over it or you'd take my kids away. Does that sound like love to you, because it sure doesn't to me."
She just looked at me stunned.
Traci got herself a good lawyer, and he convinced a judge that we needed couples counseling. At the very first session, the counselor, a good-looking young woman of about 30, asked me why I thought I couldn't get past Traci cheating on me just one time, especially since she didn't go behind my back and sleep with Jackson. I looked at her like she had two heads, then I asked her if she had ever been married, not seeing any rings on her left hand.
"My marital status has nothing to do with your answer, Mr. Sprague, " she said, more than a little defensively.
"Wrong answer exactly," I said as I got up to leave. The two women sat there motionless as I left.
I got a phone call later that night from Ron and Judy, Traci's parents. I dearly loved Traci's parents. My own parents had both died several years ago, and I had gotten even closer to Ron and Judy after their death. They returned my love heartily, but I knew they had to side with their daughter on this. It's just what a parent does.
I hadn't talked to them since Traci was served several weeks back. They were both on the line, on speaker. Judy started the conversation after the pleasantries.
"Bobby, why do you have to be such a hardass about this," she said. "You know Traci loves you with all of her heart. You know she's kept her promise to you about never having sex with anyone else ever again. Why do you have to be so intractable?"
"What exactly did she tell you guys about that weekend?" I asked.
"Well, dear, she told us that you two talked about her having sex with some guy for one night, and then she promised she would be faithful to you forever after. She told us that she told you instead of sneaking around behind your back, like she could have, because she really loves you and doesn't want to lose you."
"That's about half the story, Mom. You two sitting down?"
"Say what you need to say, Bobby. We're sitting," her father answered curtly.
"We didn't talk about her having sex with Jackson Aloysius Fairchild. She and Jackson talked. I was told. I was told that I had no say in the matter, it was going to happen, and if I wanted to make waves that she would get the kids and turn them against me. I warned her not to do it, but that didn't make one damn bit of difference. So they had their fun that night, and just to make sure, they had some fun one more time that morning, with the rest of us sitting in the living room to start, until your daughter got too loud, so we moved out to the back yard. I've never been so humiliated in my life, until the ride home when Traci told me how wonderful the sex had been.
"Does that sound like a loving wife? Does that sound like someone who really gives a shit about her husband? Not to me it doesn't!"
"But you stayed with her for six more years?" her father asked.
"No, I stayed with my children for six more years, and after a while I even went back to fucking your slut of a daughter. But the love ... the love started dying that night, and has continued to die a little more each day. I will never love her like I once did ..."
I heard Judy crying.
"We're sorry, son, we didn't know the full story," Ron said. "We should have realized it had to be worse for you to just walk away. Thanks for staying all those years for the kids."
With Traci and her lawyer trying everything they could to stall things, the divorce took about a year. I don't know, maybe Traci figured I would lose my will to fight and just stay married. She should have known that wasn't going to happen.
Although I didn't realize it at the time, my being an involved parent as my kids grew up really kept my standing high in social circles, and also gave me a look into the personal lives of some of the other parents. I got to know a lot more divorcees in my age group than I would have normally, and I used that knowledge to my benefit when my divorce finally became official. I took day trips or hit a restaurant and dance club on the weekends and almost always had an entertaining companion. Many were the divorced mothers of my kids' friends, and others were the friends of friends. I guess the old saying that it's out there if someone wanted to look for it was right; I was actually having more sex and with more partners than I had before I was married.
Life wasn't bad if I ignored the hole in my heart that Traci put there.
I had moved into a 3-bedroom condo after the divorce because I wanted to have room for my kids to stay with me if and when they wanted. I know they were pissed at Traci initially after the divorce, but I figured they'd eventually get over that and maybe split time between the two of us until they moved out permanently. For their sake, I had hoped they and Traci would come to some sort of an agreement, but I wasn't going to be the one to broker that deal. Traci did all three of us wrong, and I wasn't going to try to smooth her way back into the kids' lives.
While it didn't surprise me that both kids chose to live with me during their breaks from college, what did surprise me was how quickly Traci's parents came back into the fold. I hadn't heard from them much during the proceedings - which I totally understood - but about two months after the divorce became official, I got a phone call from Judy asking me if I could meet her and Ron for dinner at Maggiano's, a nice Italian restaurant in our city. Considering how well we got along prior to the divorce, I couldn't see any reason not to go, and the three of us had a great evening out.
The evening started out uncomfortably as both Ron and Judy apologized for both Traci's behavior and for any animosity that might have built up because they supported her - at least until they found out the rest of the story, so to speak. I told them the apologies were accepted, and I understood about them supporting their daughter. I then asked them if we could change the subject, and the evening got better from that point on, despite the occasional comment and tears over what might have been.
Getting Ron and Judy back into my life gave me a better sense of normalcy, and I think they enjoyed my company as much as I valued theirs. We rarely talked about Traci, except maybe when we were reminiscing about some event or other from the past. We were probably getting together a couple of times a month while the kids were at school, and when they got home, we were together even more.



It was only a matter of time then, when I introduced a sixth person into our little get-togethers. Amy and I had started to date about 18 months after the divorce. I had been dating around at this point, not really looking for Ms. Right, when Amy and some friends walked into a restaurant where the kids and I were having a Saturday night meal. She and her three women friends were seated just a table away, and while I wasn't paying too much attention, my kids were on top of things for me.
"Hey Dad, see those women that just sat down?" Melissa asked somewhat under her breath. "They're all good looking, and three of them aren't wearing wedding rings."
"Jesus, Melissa, I don't need you to be my wing man," I responded.
"She's right, Dad. There's some wattage at the table," Terry added.
So I looked over. The kids were right.
"Shit. Maybe I do need you as my wing man," I said to Melissa.
We finished dinner. I drove, so I gave my car keys to Melissa and told the kids I would find an Uber home. I then went and introduced myself to the table of lovely ladies, who quickly invited me to join them. I sipped a shot of Eagle Rare bourbon while they ate.
"Did you just ditch your kids to flirt with us? What kind of a dad are you?" queried the long-haired blonde, Jennifer, who sat at my 10 o'clock on the round table.
"I'm a dad who knows his kids have good taste, so when they pointed out that three of you weren't wearing wedding rings, I had two choices: head home to watch a baseball game and get the shit razzed out of me by those very same kids, or come over here, maybe make a complete ass out of myself, but at least gain more respect from the kids. And they've always told me that it's just as easy to love a good-looking stepmom as it is an ugly one."
"Wow. That's some shtick you've got going there, big guy," said the married brunette at my 2 o'clock.
"Not a shtick, just a confident guy with two bright, mouthy children ... with good taste, too, I might add. So, are you the house mother here?"
They all cackled at that, even Rose, the one I was picking on.
"And for that one, big guy, you get to tell your story to the class first," she responded with a smile.
So I gave four almost-strangers the Reader's Digest version of my life, quickly going over my former 17-year marriage and subsequent divorce.
"Not good enough, Romeo. If you're such a great guy, how did the wife get away?" asked Angelique, the raven-haired goddess at my 8 o'clock. "There are three of us here who've been the divorce route, so we want to know early if we should even be wasting our time talking to you."
"Direct, I like that," I responded.
For the first time since I got divorced two years ago, I laid out my whole story, even the painful parts. Up until then, the only ones who knew the whole story were Traci's parents and my divorce lawyer.
It was uncomfortably quiet when I finished my tale. I saw tears in everybody's eyes. Hell, I had tears in my own.
"Well, that's one way to bring the room down," said Carole as she touched my right arm from my 4 o'clock.
"I'm sorry, ladies. I try not to dwell on the past. Look on the bright side, I got two great kids out of the deal, and my in-laws aren't too bad, either."
"Your in-laws? You've got to be kidding me," gasped Angelique. "Now you're stretching my bounds of belief. Nobody likes their in-laws that much, especially after a divorce."
"What can I say, I'm special."
"If you guys are finished eating, this round of drinks is on me. My turn to hear your stories," I said.
We sat there through three more rounds until I had heard everybody's story. Jennifer was divorced because her spouse was a serial cheater. Angelique and Carole's marriages had dissolved due to irreconcilable differences. And Rose has been married to the world's best husband for 26 years. She called him the world's best husband several times, and every time she did, the other three nodded their heads in agreement. This is a man I have to meet.
The women told me they get together for a girls night out once a month, so my being there was sort of breaking the rules for Rose. But Rose offered that if she could bring her husband to the next outing, then I could come as well, if I wanted. The other three agreed quickly.
"Can I bring a date?" I asked cheekily.
The six of us got together at the same restaurant a month later. I got to meet Shawn, Rose's husband, and came away from that meeting thinking he just might really be the world's best husband. We hit it off instantly.
The six of us continued to go out to eat on a monthly basis, and I began seeing the three unmarried women on a social basis as good friends. Sometimes we would do things as a group of four, sometimes me and one of the women would actually go on a date. Several of the dates ended up with us having sex - sometimes making love, sometimes fucking. They were all great in the sack, whichever way we did it, and I made sure that each of them was given my best - which always includes me going down on a woman. I like it tremendously and I think I'm pretty good at it, and judging by the screaming orgasms I got from all three, I think the women enjoyed it tremendously.
After about a year, Angelique and I became exclusive. I still remained good friends with Jennifer and Carole, but it was understood by all concerned that exclusive meant exactly that - although when the girls got together sometimes the bantering could get a little rough, even for me.
My kids got comfortable with Angelique pretty quickly. It took the in-laws just a little longer to warm up to her. I got it, and I didn't push it. A steady girlfriend for me meant that their slim hopes of Traci and I reconciling were fading fast. But I think they came to see the same thing that I saw in Angelique, and since the two of them and I had such a strong bond, I think it was just a matter of time before they felt natural with her, and started to show her why I thought so highly of them.
After Angelique had been with the in-laws about a half-dozen times, Judy took me aside from the others and said we needed to talk. She looked as serious as a heart attack, so I was a little worried that my family bliss was about to explode.
"Bobby, maybe I don't have the right to say this, but too bad, I'm saying it anyway," she started. "How long have you been dating this woman? Don't you think it's time you put a ring on her finger before somebody else gets that bright idea?"
I tried my best to match the serious expression on her face, but I was smiling ear-to-ear on the inside. When your ex-mother-in-law sees it ... well, I guess she was right.
"You're right, Mom. I need to lock this girl up. I guess I've been a little gun-shy," I said.
"Do it soon, you big lug," she responded.
I took Angelique back to Maggiano's for her 47th birthday about six weeks later. I told her to dress for the event, and was treated to the sight of her version of the little black dress. Since Angelique was not able to conceive, she didn't have any pregnancies, and her body looked like that of a 35-year-old, with her boobs having no sag and her midsection still being taut. I know she spent considerable time at the gym as well so it wasn't just about not having kids. The dress was about five inches above her knees, and was cut low in front to show some of her beautiful 36Cs. Heads turned all night long, and I barely managed not to drool during dinner.
We both ordered cheesecake for dessert, and our waiter came back carrying a tray with two pieces and a bottle of champagne.
"We didn't order the champagne," Angelique whispered to me.
"We didn't. I did," I whispered back. "It's for drinking right after I slip this ring onto your finger."
I had gone to my favorite jeweler after Judy talked to me and had him make me a custom diamond engagement ring. I thought he did a great job. Apparently so did Angelique, who started crying as soon as she saw it. I'm pretty sure there was a yes somewhere in the middle of all that blubbering.
We had a simple spring wedding. Terry was my best man. Rose was Angelique's matron of honor. No, I didn't invite Traci.
Even though I know it hurt Ron and Judy, I did not consider my ex-wife a friend. The only time we were together is when it was something to do with the kids. We were cordial when we were together, but unlike some people who can get over their divorce and actually become friends, that wasn't going to happen for me. I couldn't forget the disrespect, and if you don't forget, I don't think you really forgive. My kids eventually forgave Traci, and that's fine with me, she is their mother, but I don't ask about her and the kids don't volunteer information about her; the same with Ron and Judy.
Angelique seemed to get on pretty good with Traci when we were all together. I'm OK with that, because Angelique is her own person and can choose who she befriends. Again, we don't really talk about it.
Two of the times we got together after our wedding was for Melissa's wedding, and then Terry's. I was a very proud father on both occasions, and I wasn't going to let anything detract from my kids' big days.
Grandchildren started coming a couple of years after both got married, and then I got to see a side of Angelique I never anticipated. While Traci and I were both thrilled to be grandparents, "Grandma Angel" was absolutely beside herself with joy. Apparently she had a lot of maternal itches that needed to be scratched, so to speak, and the grandkids helped filled the bill. She was absolutely ridiculous.
Traci eventually married again. And then divorced again. And then married a third time. And divorced a third time. Angelique commented to me that she thought Traci was looking for another version of me, but just couldn't find one. She wanted me to promise her that I'd never leave her.
"I don't have to promise you that," I answered. "I made you a vow."
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A sincere thank you to Harddaysknight for his critical read of my story before publishing. This started out very different and morphed into what this is now, and I needed to make sure I didn't leave too many things hanging out there.
I dragged my ass into the laundromat on a typical gray Sunday morning at 7. I really had no idea if the day outside was gray, but I think they all feel that way when you're in a laundromat on a Sunday morning.
I'd only been using a laundromat for the past year or so. Prior to that, my wife had done our laundry in our own laundry room in the basement of our house. I moved out about a year ago, and six months ago, my wife became my ex-wife, and the laundry room was now in my former house.
So my new routine had been to hit the laundromat about a mile from my apartment early on Sunday morning. While I don't necessarily enjoy getting up early or doing laundry, I didn't want this ritual impinging on my weekend, so I got down to the laundromat early and got out early. I avoided the hassle of having to wait for a machine on a busy day, and having to maybe engage some of the other patrons in a civil conversation. After all, weren't Sunday mornings for hangovers and quietly reading the newspaper?
I had been going to the same laundromat for the last nine months or so, and maybe I had seen her before but never really paid her any attention, but this time was different: one of the wheels on the wagon she was pulling seemed to be bent a little, causing the wagon to roll erratically. It was piled with dirty clothes, and she was having a hard time wheeling it in behind her with one hand while trying to keep the door pushed open with her other hand.
I saw this while glancing up from my sports section, and being the basically nice guy that I am, I put the paper down and went over to the door and held it for her like a gentleman while she pulled the wagon inside. She looked up at me and gave me a 100 megawatt smile with those beautiful white teeth and big brown eyes.
"Thank you, mister," she said as she headed over to a row of washers up against the far wall of the laundromat.
I guessed she was maybe 7, 8 years old, a mixed race or maybe Hispanic child, with a mop of long, curly brown hair. She was absolutely adorable. I turned back around expecting to see a parent trailing behind, but saw none. Now I was disturbed ... and intrigued.
I watched as the child loaded a washer with her entire stack of clothes, not separating colors from whites as I had been taught. She then put in some detergent she carried in the wagon, put her money in the machine and pressed the start button. She took a small stuffed bear out of the wagon, got into a chair, and quietly started to talk to the bear while the washing machine did its job.
From my seat almost on the other side of the laundromat, I could see that the clothes she was wearing -- jeans and a long-sleeve shirt with a pink jacket that was too light for the 20-degree morning -- had seen better days. While they weren't dirty, they were dingy from their age and wear and tear. She looked to be just one step above a street urchin, but there was a calmness to her demeanor that just didn't fit.
I also couldn't believe that a parent would send a child this young out by herself to wash the family's clothes. Being a parent myself, I just knew something wasn't quite right about this whole deal.
Which brought me back to my own deal. My children at this very moment were probably sleeping, tucked in their warm, comfortable beds in my former home. When they do wake up probably an hour or two from now, their mother, my ex-wife, will probably have a hot breakfast of pancakes and eggs ready for them, or maybe some bacon. My 13-year-old son, Ethan, is a huge bacon fan, while my 15-year-old daughter, Haley, prefers pancakes. My favorite was waffles, but those days of happy Sunday morning breakfasts with the family were fast-fading memories. As would figure in a divorce, my wife got custody of the kids, and while I got some visitation rights, my wife in all her nastiness turned the kids against me, blaming my selfishness for ruining our family. My kids wanted nothing to do with me, and they made that quite obvious the few times we were together.
My crime: not sitting still for my wife cuckolding me with another man on a long weekend getaway with three other couples and the man she wound up having sex with, a rich guy who made it a habit to have sex with other men's wives. She and he had worked up this plan to have sex for one night -- then she would come back to me and be completely faithful to me for the rest of our lives like she had been before the weekend. Since she told me about it beforehand, it wasn't cheating, she claimed, but just in case I wanted to make waves, she'd take half my money, half my stuff, the whole house, and just for spite, ruin my relationship with my kids, which of course she would get. When I balked, she got everything she said she would, and, of course, put the blame on me. The kids bought into it hook, line, and sinker. I was fucked.
Thinking about those family breakfasts got me hungry as I hadn't had anything to eat since the last brat slid down my throat with the Mickey's Malt at the bar I was at watching the Knicks' game. There was a poor imitation of a vending machine on one wall, with a Coke machine sitting next to it. I was sure whoever owned the laundromat collected the money from both machines every day, otherwise they would have been broken into and ruined long ago.
I bought a pack of M&Ms and a Diet Coke. Just as I was getting the can of pop, I glanced over to the little girl. She appeared to be watching me quietly, but then I realized it wasn't me she was watching, it was my snacks.
Like I said, I am somebody's father, and the look on her face as she was watching my snacks hurt my heart. I walked over to where she was sitting, and I quietly asked her if she would like my Diet Coke and M&Ms. She brightened considerably and sat straight up in her chair, then got a sad look on her face and turned down my offer.
"Mommy says I'm not supposed to take food from strangers, especially from men," she explained.
"That's a very good rule, Sweetheart, and you should always listen to what your mommy says," I agreed. "Tell you what. I'll just put the soda and the M&Ms on the chair next to you, and you can take them if you want. I'll get myself more and go back to my seat."
I set the snacks down, went back to the machines and got myself another Diet Coke and another bag of M&Ms. I then went back to my seat and picked up my newspaper, surreptitiously watching her over the top. About five minutes later, she picked up the soda and the M&Ms and got to it. I smiled to myself.
I left about 90 minutes later, having folded my two loads and put them in my car. I didn't give the child another thought as I left, being absorbed in my own life and how I was going to spend the rest of my Sunday.
I honestly didn't think about the child again until I got to the laundromat the next Sunday, again at about 7 a.m. Then I wondered if she would show up again. Sure enough, about a half-hour later, she approached the door, again pulling the wagon piled high with clothes. I once again held the door open for her, and she again thanked me and headed for the machines on the far wall. I noticed she was wearing the same clothes that she had on last week.
I waited for her to get her load started, then I approached cautiously, sitting in the seat next to her.
"I see you've got a problem with a back wheel on your wagon, Sweetie. Would it be OK if I tried to fix it?"
She nodded affirmatively while playing with her bear. I turned the wagon over and saw that the back right wheel had gotten bent on its axle. I used my hands to straighten it back, then I rolled the wagon back and forth to check my work. Instant wagon fix! My little friend seemed impressed.
"I'm Alex Rogers, by the way," I said, holding my hand out for a handshake. She stuck out her little hand with as much dignity as she could muster, and said in a somber voice, "Maddie Ruiz. Very glad to meet you, sir."
"Well, now that we've introduced ourselves, we're not strangers anymore," I said. "What would you say to a soda and some candy?"
"Could I have a real Coke this week?" she asked, her eyes wide and questioning.
"Sure thing. One real Coke for you, a diet for me, and some M&Ms for both of us."
We sat and visited for almost two hours. I grabbed a pad and a pen from my car and introduced her to Tic-Tac-Toe. It took her about five minutes to catch on, then she was pretty good. I let her win a few times, just like I used to let my kids win sometimes.
I drifted off into my own little world for a minute or two thinking about playing games with my kids. Then I drifted off to the sight of my then-wife, Traci, looking me square in the face and telling me she was going to sleep with Robert Goldstine III, big-city lawyer, on the night that my life as I came to know it ended.
"It's just this one night, Alex. It won't mean anything. It will just be sex."
"What? Are you fucking kidding me? It won't just be sex. It will be the end of our marriage!" I yelled back at her.
"Don't be that way, Alex!" she yelled back. "Don't throw away 18 years of marriage over one night. I didn't sneak behind your back like I could have. We could have done this and you would probably never have known. Just give me this, Alex!"
Traci took Robert's hand and went off to his bedroom with him in the four-room cottage. After standing with my mouth open for what seemed like hours, but was probably only a minute, I got my stuff and left.
"Alex, it's your turn," Maddie said, bringing me back to the present once again.
I marked an "X" in one of the side boxes, and that gave Maddie a chance to get three "Os" in a row diagonally for the win. She gave me her best face of triumph as she marked a line through her trio.
"High-five, Kid!" I said, holding my hand all the way up and out of her range. She looked at me sideways, then stood on her chair and was able to reach my hand to complete the high-five.
"Gotcha!" she said.
I stayed at the laundromat until Maddie's clothes were done and folded. I offered to give her a ride home, but she told me she couldn't accept the ride because it was "Mom's rules."
"Mom's a smart woman. I'd like to meet her sometime," I said.
"Well, maybe someday. She doesn't go out too much," Maddie answered.
I continued this routine with Maddie as the winter turned into spring and spring into summer. I started packing a little bag with a sandwich in it for both of us and snacks, and I'd buy the soda at the laundromat. I wasn't really hungry at that time of the morning, but I figured if I ate a sandwich, she would eat one, too, and she was awfully skinny. Then I started packing an extra sandwich, telling her that she could take the extra one home for her mother. She didn't protest at all, and always thanked me.
By this time, she had told me that she was indeed 7 years old, and in the fall would be a second-grader at the elementary school in our neighborhood. There was no father at home and, in fact, Maddie had told me she never met her father. Her mother apparently did some sort of part-time work outside of the house while Maddie was in school, although she didn't know what her mother did, but she was always home by the time Maddie got home from school. She and her mother mostly stayed in their apartment, occasionally going to the park when the weather was good. They mostly watched television, and Maddie was familiar with almost all of the recent animated movies the children's channels were showing. I couldn't have named the first one.
There didn't seem to be any money for extras, but her mother occasionally went out on dates on Saturday nights, leaving Maddie after supper with instructions to put herself to bed at 9 p.m. Her mother would wake her up on Sunday mornings and give her money for one washing machine and one dryer, and send her off to the laundromat with her wagon.
To be truthful, my life at this point wasn't too much better than Maddie's, although I at least had enough money to live on. With child support, a mortgage payment, and alimony draining me, my salary as a lead computer programmer didn't leave much for extras, usually an occasional night at a bar with some cronies. I didn't date at all. I didn't miss it. I did, however, miss my kids ... at least until I thought of how they treated me after Traci and I split up. I preferred to think of happier times with them, but reality always seemed to jump up and bite me.
"Where the hell are you?" Traci screamed when I picked up my phone in my house the morning after I left Robert Goldstine's lake house. My phone said it was 10:06. Last I knew it was 2:13 and I was throwing down yet another shot of Eagle Rare bourbon. I must have finally staggered into the bedroom and fallen asleep.
"You've left me stranded here at the lake house. How am I supposed to get home?" she yelled at me again.
"Fuck you, bitch! Have Robert Goldstine III drive you home!"
I hung up while she was yelling something else. Damn, you just can't hang up as dramatically with a cellphone like you can with a landline. In the old days I would have about broken the phone off the wall slamming on it.
Maddie showed up at the laundromat the next Sunday about 15 minutes later than usual, and without her wagon of clothes. Tears were streaking her young face, and I thought maybe she had gotten robbed. She carried her bear tucked under her right arm.
"Mommy didn't come home last night, and I don't have any money for the laundry machines," she said when I approached.
"Does she not come home sometimes?" I asked as gently as I could.
She shook her head in the negative, her big brown eyes glistening with tears.
"Mommy always comes home. That's another one of her rules."
I got her calmed down and gave her the food I had brought with me for her. I was in new territory here, and wasn't sure what to do.
"Is there someone you can stay with until your mommy comes home?" I asked.
She again shook her head no, this time with a mouthful of peanut butter and jelly.
I knew I couldn't leave her alone in her apartment, but if I called the cops without a plan they'd surely have her in a foster home within a day, and maybe take her from her mother for good if they didn't think she was caring well enough for the child, of which I already had my doubts.
"How about we go to your apartment and leave your mommy a note telling her we're at my apartment. She can call me when she gets home and I will bring you back to her."
I could see her wheels turning on this one. This was breaking one of her mother's rules, but with her mother not coming home, I don't think she wanted to spend the day alone in her apartment.
She finally nodded an affirmation. After folding my stuff and putting it in my car, we headed over to her apartment first. We really didn't collect anything over at Maddie's apartment because, quite simply, there really wasn't anything to collect. The few items of clothing she had she was either wearing or it was among the dirty clothes waiting to go to the laundromat. I told her we would stop someplace and I would buy her a few things, including a new toothbrush and hairbrush. She gave me a sad smile. I left a note with my name and number on it in the middle of the small kitchen table, then we headed over to get Maddie some things.
I let her pick out a couple of tops and pairs of jeans, along with some underwear and socks at a near-by Dollar General. While she seemed totally thrilled, I was trying to figure out what I was going to do if her mother didn't come back quickly.
We watched cartoons and the Disney Channel. I fixed us lunch and supper, and then at 9 I put her to bed in my spare room, on the sofa. I planned to call in the next day at work and take a personal day to get some things figured out.
Maddie and I waited until after lunch to go back to her apartment on Monday, but there was no sign anyone had been there since the two of us the day before. I did a little nosing around the apartment and found a drawer in her mother's chest of drawers that had paperwork in it. Among the useful things I found was Maddie's birth certificate, which I noticed didn't contain the name of a father. Her mother's name was Fiona Ruiz. I took the birth certificate along with a photo of Maddie and her mother.
The photo was probably taken when Maddie was about 2. She looked to be little more than a toddler. The two were embracing for the camera. Fiona looked to be mid-twenties, with the same long, curly brown hair that Maddie had. Both were smiling for the photo, and while Fiona was clearly a beautiful woman, her eyes still had a tired, sad look. I wondered to myself if that look grew over these last few years.
Maddie watched me going through her mother's things carefully. I tried to make light conversation with her and explained that I was looking for something that could help us find her mother. She seemed to accept that.
When we got back to my apartment, I turned on the TV to the Disney Channel and got Maddie settled, then I went into my bedroom, called the police and reported Fiona Ruiz missing. I didn't have much to tell the officer who wound up with the call, just mostly my feeling that something had to happen to her for her to leave her child alone.
"And is the child alone in the apartment now, sir?" the officer inquired.
"No, she's with me. I'm about as close a friend as the child has. I'll be glad keep her with me until this gets resolved.
"If you would be willing to do that until Child Services contacts you, that would be greatly appreciated."
I was concerned that Maddie would end up in foster care somewhere. Nobody I knew that had been in foster care spoke well of the system. I knew that I could do right by her if I was allowed to keep her. While I was mulling this over, from somewhere deep inside my brain, I remembered that my boss's wife, Darlene, had some influential friends in the social services field. Maybe I could wrangle a favor.
I'd like to think that my boss and I were on pretty good terms. I'd worked for the man for 20 years, and had done some damned good work for his company. We always seemed to get along well from the personal standpoint, too, and he and his wife were there for me during my divorce.
Darlene Laster showed up at my apartment about 20 minutes after I talked with her husband. Said she wanted to make a new friend. I introduced her to Maddie, and like the Pied Piper Darlene had the girl entranced in five minutes ... and vice-versa. When she left after about an hour, I got a hug and a promise that she would do everything in her power to see that Maddie stayed with me.
Two police officers stopped by my apartment later that day. They didn't seem too optimistic about finding Fiona Ruiz. I gave them a copy of the photo of Maddie and her mom.
I went back to work on Tuesday, and I took Maddie with me and got her signed up in our company daycare. Darlene had helped set that up about 15 years ago. I never used it for my kids because Traci was a stay-at-home mom until the kids were able to fend for themselves after school, but it was a godsend for me now playing single dad. At least until school started, I would take Maddie to work with me in the morning, eat lunch with her at noon and take her home with me at night. All in all, it was a pretty sweet set-up.
Having Maddie with me helped take away the sting of my own kids bailing on me. I rarely saw them, and when I did it was usually just for a meal at an area restaurant. I didn't take Maddie with me when I met with my kids, leaving her with a neighbor, Mrs. Olivares. They didn't need to show her their attitude toward me.



Maddie was a breath of fresh air for me. She and her mother did very little outside of their house due to a lack of funds, so much of what I did with Maddie was a new experience for her. The first time we went to a real restaurant, not someplace like a McDonald's, she was mesmerized like someone who had just come from another planet. When we went to the park and stopped for a pretzel and a soda after she played at the playground, you would have thought I had taken her to high tea. I think she smiled for a week after the first time. I know I smiled for a week after that just listening to her exclaim over the experience.
She started teaching me Spanish. She was apparently bilingual, and would get the biggest laugh out of me mixing up words and phrases. I ordered a horse and a Coke one time at a McDonald's, and she laughed so hard she started to cry. In her innocence, it never occurred to her that most people didn't speak two languages.
I kept her in the same school she went to for first grade because it was the easiest thing to do for the school system. I had her birth certificate, so they didn't ask too many questions when I put myself down as her contact person and my apartment as her address.
I never did hear back from the police about Maddie's mother, nor from any social services agencies looking to put Maddie in foster care. Darlene must have twisted somebody's arm real good for me, or the city just figured they had too many outstanding cases to worry about Maddie and me.
My cooking skills also improved because with Maddie staying with me, grabbing a pizza and some beer wasn't an acceptable meal, so we started watching some of those cooking shows on the Food Channel, and we tag-teamed in the kitchen. That's one thing I never did with my own kids because Traci was an excellent cook, I have to admit. But with my Maddie's help, I was learning and getting better, and we had some outrageous fun in the kitchen.
I'm not going to lie and say everything was perfect for us. We had our spats and problems like any other family, but that was just it -- like any other family. We had been together a little over a year, and Maddie and I had grown into our own version of a family. And it was pointed out to me at Maddie's school at the beginning of third grade. We were at a school open house one evening and were walking in the hallway when one of Maddie's friends and her parents came up to say hello. Maddie's friend introduced her parents as "my Mom and Dad," and then Maddie introduced me as her dad. I hadn't even thought about our family in those terms, and when she called me her dad I just about collapsed from the incredible joy of hearing those words. I choked up for second and got misty, and had to apologize to the Reynoldses for my momentary silence, saying I got a piece of a snack caught in my throat. Maddie caught it, looking up at me sideways and squeezing my hand. She never again called me Alex, and nothing could have pleased me more.
I was having so much fun being a parent again that I never even noticed I hadn't dated for more than two years when Maddie actually brought it up one day at the grocery store. We were going up and down the aisles filling our cart with stuff on our shopping list when we passed a smallish woman in the produce section. I didn't think anything of it, but Maddie did a double-take at the woman as we passed her.
"Wow, Dad, that is a really pretty woman. You should ask her for a date," Maddie said.
I was looking at the shopping list when she made this announcement, so I immediately stopped the cart and took a good look at the woman we had just passed. She was beautiful! Just then she looked up at me, and we did the embarrassed smile thing to each other.
"Well, aren't you going to say something to her, Dad?" Maddie asked while she looked at us.
Right about then I wanted the floor to swallow me up, but what the hell, maybe the woman would give Maddie and me a pass, so I gave it the old college try.
"Hi. I'm Alex. This is Maddie. As you just heard, Maddie thinks I should ask you out or something," I stammered.
"What do you think?" she asked me as she looked directly into my eyes and gave me a million-dollar smile.
"Uuuhhh ..."
I was completely smitten. Caramel-colored skin, beautiful white teeth, a smile that could melt ice ... and my heart. She looked to be about 5-2, 110, maybe 35 years old, and even though she was wearing a light jacket, it looked like she had curves in the right places and filled out her jeans well. There wasn't a ring on her left hand. I wondered quickly if Maddie noticed that.
"Would you like to have dinner with us some night? All of us ... or just you and I if you would prefer."
"Mueve suavemente, Romeo," Maddie said teasingly in Spanish.
"That was a smooth move, getting your daughter to scope out single women in the grocery for you," the women replied as I blushed a deep red.
"No. Honestly this was not a set-up by me. I'd never do that. Honestly."
"Yeah, right, Romeo. I'm buying that ... not. But yes, I'd like that. To have dinner with both of you. I'm Cherry Roberts, by the way."
"Seriously? It was that easy? Damn, I should have been using the kid a long time ago," I said as both she and I chuckled.
We set up a date for the next Saturday. She said she liked Italian, and Maddie and I had some good recipes for that. After we exchanged phone numbers and I gave her my address, Maddie and I turned to continue shopping. Maddie and I fist-bumped as we turned the corner to the aisle.
"Yeah ... no set-up, right!" she called after us.
The next Saturday finally got here. I swear the days couldn't have moved more slowly. After cleaning the apartment, Maddie and I set about making homemade lasagna, garlic breadsticks and salad, with homemade tortoni for dessert. The cooking calmed my nerves, because truthfully, I was as jumpy as a cat. After all, it had been more than 20 years since my last date.
And that's when it hit me -- hard. It had been 20 years since my last date. Of course, those last dates had all been with Traci, and I really had to think hard to remember whom the last person was I dated before Traci and I got together. I think it might have been Marianne Rizzo. Last I heard about her, she married the next guy she dated after me. I wondered if they are still married, or did her marriage go in the same direction as mine.
"Easy boy," I finally said to myself. "This is a date, just a damn date, and you're already thinking marriage."
It wasn't just me who seemed up for this; Maddie seemed energized as well. She was right by my side helping me as we cleaned and then cooked. I hadn't realized it, but Cherry was going to be the first visitor we'd had over to the apartment who wasn't Mrs. Olivares or was older than about 10 years old.
Dinner went off well, I thought. It was a little nerve-wracking at first, but having an 8-year-old around is a great icebreaker.
"My mom wasn't married either. Have you ever been married before, Cherry?" she blurted out when I brought Cherry a glass of Galliano soon after she had arrived.
Cherry blushed almost as much as I did at the question. Then she looked Maddie straight in the eyes and gently said, "I used to be married to a wonderful man, Baby. But that was in the past."
I saw a look of sadness and then pain wash across her face as she answered the question.
"Dad used to be married, too. And he's got two other children besides me," Maddie continued.
At that point I figured I'd better give Cherry the Reader's Digest version of my marriage and divorce and how I came to be Maddie's dad. She took it all in quietly, with a stoic look on her face. She and Maddie both looked a little tearful when I got to the part about Maddie's mother not returning home.
The sadness faded quickly for Maddie, though, who then asked Cherry about her name.
"That's a cool name, Cherry. I bet your parents were fun when you were a kid."
"Well that's kind of a funny story, Baby," Cherry answered. "Actually my real name is Marcella, and for short I was called Cella. One day in the grocery store my younger brother saw a box of Cella chocolate-covered cherries, and after that he started calling me "Cherry." It stuck, and now everyone calls me that, so I go by it as well."
"Well, it fits you much better than Marcella," I jumped in. "I see thick, dark-rimmed glasses, man hands, and a sturdy backside."
"Ooh. That's harsh," Cherry responded with a giggle. "You never, ever get to call me by my given name."
Cherry stayed with us until it was Maddie's bedtime at 9. Then she said that it was time for her to go, too. I hoped she wasn't just being polite when she said she had a good time, and that next time we should do it at her apartment.
I got a quick peck on the lips as she headed out the door. Just for a brief second, I thought I smelled arousal, but it had been so long, maybe I was just dreaming.
"I like her, Dad. I think she'd be a good fit with us," Maddie said after I closed the door.
I had to admit to myself at least that the kid was right ... so far.
We did the family date night thing for five Saturdays in a row, and I think we all had a good time. I knew, however, that I needed to try this one-on-one to see if this had a chance of going anywhere. Maddie took the news well when I told her that I was taking Cherry out to a restaurant -- just the two of us -- and that she was going to spend the evening with Mrs. Olivares. I certainly wasn't going to leave Maddie home alone like her mother did. I would never criticize Maddie's mom to her, but leaving an 8-year-old home alone while I went on a date wasn't going to happen. Besides, I think both Maddie and I were very much aware that things didn't turn out well the last time she was left alone at home.
I had made reservations at a nice steak house for our first "alone date," as Maddie called it. I knew the mood was definitely going to be different when I showed up at Cherry's door to pick her up. She was wearing a somewhat tight, silky dress, open in front so her perky 36Cs were showing nicely, and short enough to make her short legs look a little longer. She had a touch more makeup than usual, and was wearing a different perfume, something a little sexier and spicier, without being overpowering.
"Damn, and I forgot to bring my stick. How the hell am I going to fight off all the other men?"
"If you think that silver tongue is going to get you anywhere ... well, you might just be right," she laughed back at me.
We had a great meal and enjoyable conversation of a more adult nature without Maddie, although it did feel a little weird for her not to be with me.
"You're missing her right now, aren't you?" Cherry suddenly asked as she looked directly into my eyes.
"Kinda," I admitted. "With the exception of school and work, we are always together, and I don't mind one bit."
"You really miss the first two, don't you?" she asked.
"Terribly, although not with the attitude that I've gotten since I left. I know they're just kids, but they aren't even making an effort to see things from my standpoint. My ex has really poisoned them against me."
"You seem like you'd be good with kids," I continued. "If you don't mind my asking, how come you never had any?"
"No, I don't mind. We were considering it at the time I made the absolute stupidest decision I ever made in my life. I disrespected and cheated on my husband, all for the thrill of illicit sex. I was a stupid, dumb bitch, and tore the heart out of the one person who I cared most about in all the world. It's a mistake I won't ever make again if I get another chance to ever love somebody like that again."
Cherry's voice trailed off as she said the last part, but I caught every word that she said in that barely audible whisper. Her eyes were filled with tears, which she tried unsuccessfully to blink away. I gave her my napkin and she gently dabbed at her eyes.
"I'm sorry if I made you go someplace you'd rather not," I said.
"I've never really vocalized it with anyone before this," she said. "Not even my parents. I'm too ashamed of myself."
"That's enough of the adult talk, then," I said. "Let's blow this joint and see if you've got any moves on the dance floor, Missy."
"Missy? Just how old do you think I am -- 12?"
"Actually, I figured you for 35, but I'm 44, so you're a kid to me," I said.
"Really, 35?" she sounded happy. "I'm 42. I was married for 12 years, been divorced for nine. You are really great for a girl's ego, sir."
"No way you're just two years younger than me. I look like I could practically be ... your older brother," I laughed.
I paid the tab and we headed out to a dance club that Traci and I used to hit occasionally. I'm no Fred Astaire, but Traci liked to go dancing, so one of the first things I did when we got some extra money was take some dance lessons. I learned quickly enough that sitting on the sidelines watching your wife dancing with other men didn't make for an enjoyable evening.
Cherry was as light on her feet as she was easy on the eyes. We danced to both slow and fast music for about 30 minutes before I needed a break. Cherry looked like she could have kept going, but she came off the floor with me and we found a stand-up table to claim. I went off to the bar, and no sooner had I left the table than the first vulture swooped in. I watched out of the corners of my eyes, trying not to seem too obvious. I saw Cherry smile and laugh -- the vulture must have been somewhat funny -- but she didn't move away from the table. I was more than a little pleased.
She sucked on her margarita when I handed it to her. Pretty soon vulture No. 2 swooped in, a guy of about 25. He acknowledged my presence but still turned to Cherry and asked her if she wanted to dance.
"Excuse me, Slick, but the lady is with me. I don't take kindly to being disrespected, especially by children."
I spoke quietly but firmly, and kept a smile on my face. I know the smile wasn't in my eyes, though, and the kid apparently knew he broke guy protocol.
"Sorry, man, I didn't realize you two were an item," he whined before slinking off.
We finished our drinks and went back out on the dance floor, staying out for about 30 more minutes. Another kid actually tried cutting in once, but he at least was smart enough to ask me first. When I told him no, he took it well, stuck his hand out and said, "Can't blame a guy for trying. She's gorgeous."
We went back to the table and both had another drink. As we were finishing up, another vulture swooped in and asked me for permission to dance with Cherry. I was tired, but I figured if she still wanted to dance, I'd let her go out. She shook her head back at me, and I gave him the bad news.
I took her home and she suggested I come in for a bit. It was only 10:30, so I agreed. We each had a glass of wine and talked easily for another hour. I got up at that point, and she got up with me. I wasn't sure how to close the deal, and I must have looked like the proverbial deer in the headlights, because she gave me that little giggle that I was really beginning to love the sound of hearing. I blushed deeply, and she knew I was in deep trouble.
"Don't worry Alex. We're not in any rush here, are we?" she sort of cooed at me.
Two weeks later, in my bedroom, I broke my 0 for 2 years streak. It wasn't anything wild and crazy, because Maddie was asleep in the next room, but I can't tell you how good it felt to get relief from a real, live pussy, instead of my left hand. I didn't last long, but Cherry seemed to be good with that because before I got mine, I made sure she got hers -- four times, twice by fingers and twice by mouth. Traci always said I was a world-class pussy eater, and well, it's sort of like riding a bicycle, you just don't forget. And, boy, can Cherry cum.
I didn't fuck her ass, but I spent considerable time chewing on her wonderful brown bubble butt. I left a few mouthprints for her to admire when she's getting dressed for the next several days.
Although it wasn't in the plans for the evening, Cherry also spent the night in my bed, tucked into my arm and chest for much of it. When we both got up for breakfast, she went into my closet and came out wearing a white dress shirt which covered up the essentials but still made her look incredibly sexy. We hit the kitchen, where we were soon joined by Maddie, who gave out a squeal when she saw that Cherry was still with us. She ran to her and jumped into Cherry's arms, nearly knocking Cherry over. They hugged tightly, and both seemed genuinely happy to be in the other's arms. It was almost ridiculously mushy, and I rolled my eyes at the pair.
"Pancakes! Pancakes!" they both yelled in unison.
"Chocolate chip pancakes!" I yelled back.
Six months later, Cherry moved in with us permanently, and we became a 21st century version of The Brady Bunch. Despite the fact that I was still paying alimony and child support, I made a decent living, and Cherry worked for an accounting firm and also made a decent living. Maddie didn't lack for much, although she didn't really ask for much. I guess when you grow up without much, almost anything can be seen as a lot. I guess everything is relative.
And while we might have been a modern-day version of The Brady Bunch, I guess we looked like a modern-day version of The Odd Couple -- in this case, The Odd Trio. We were black, white, and Hispanic, and each of us had a different last name. Some of that was resolved when I registered Maddie for fourth grade in the fall. I listed her name as Maddie Ruiz Rogers. She was with me when I registered her, and her eyes got big when she saw what I had written. She didn't say anything until we got out of the school, then she practically exploded.
"I can be a Rogers like you? Really?" she squealed.
"Not really legally, at least for a few more years," I answered, "But according to 'Rogers rules', you are eligible to join the club." I made air quotes when I said Rogers rules, but that didn't deter Maddie in the least. She jumped into my arms and started kissing my cheeks.
After 30 seconds of celebrating, Maddie pulled back and sort of gave me a cool look. I was a little taken aback until she spoke up.
"When does Cherry get to become a Rogers?" she inquired.
"You know, that's a real good question. I'm going to have to give that one some serious consideration."
And I seriously did. In fact, on the one-year anniversary of our first date I had Maddie stay with Mrs. Olivares while I went out after work to the jeweler I used when I bought gifts for Traci. Cherry said she was going to be home late and would catch her own supper, so I figured I had a good couple of hours to find the right ring. It was a little after 6 when I left Gene Horowitz Jewelers, having just conceptualized a custom engagement ring with Gene's daughter, Jolene.
Having called in a pizza order for Maddie, Mrs. Olivares, and me, I drove over to my favorite pizza place in a small shopping center. Just as I was about to step out of my car, I glanced over to a small but fashionable eatery just a few doors down ... and that's when my world ended for the second time. Heading into the restaurant hand-in-hand with a 40-ish looking handsome black guy was my Cherry. She seemed animated and very happy. I stared after them, not able to move ... or breath ... or think.
I don't know how long I sat in my car before I realized I hadn't taken a breath in some time and felt like I was about to pass out. I took a deep breath, then another. Then I decided I needed to get Maddie fed, so I went into the pizza place and got my order. I drove home in a stupor. I don't remember much of the evening, at least until Cherry came home at about 8. She was still animated and seemed to be in great spirits as she breezed in the door.



"Hey! You've never going to guess who I ran into tonight. My brother, John, snuck into town without telling me, and after I got done working he took me out to dinner. I figured since you guys were getting pizza it would be OK for me to grab a meal with him ..."
She stopped speaking when she saw the look on my face.
"That's the story you're going with?" I asked quietly.
Cherry looked stricken as the reality of what I said played back in her brain.
"You went to Salvatore's for pizza tonight ... and you saw me with him, didn't you. And you thought ..."
"You son of a bitch!" she yelled at me.
I was more than a little surprised. Here I was expecting guilt ... and contrition ... not an attack. Must be some sort of new way to apologize, I thought to myself. Cherry had never sworn at me before, but I was starting to see that she might have good reason.
"You don't even trust me enough to give me the benefit of the doubt, you bastard!
"I know I lost my husband because I cheated on him. I told you all about that. I didn't hold anything back. And I told you I'd never make that mistake again.
"I get that your ex-wife left you with trust issues, but that's your problem with her. Don't you dare treat me that disrespectfully ever again, or I'll be out of here so fast your head will spin!"
Mrs. Olivares had apparently let herself out quietly when Cherry blew up, and I saw Maddie slink off to her room. I was wishing the sofa I was sitting on would swallow me up, but no such luck.
"You're right," I said quietly. "I let the mistrust that Traci planted in my head spill over to you. You are your own separate entity, and if I can't see that, then that's on me and I don't deserve you."
I wasn't planning on telling her about the ring just yet, but after screwing up so badly, I had to play my best card. She was glaring. If looks could kill, I don't think I'd be walking the earth any longer.
"So ... I know this is probably the wrong time for this, but I need to show you how much I truly treasure you. Give me your left hand."
She came over to me slowly and stuck out her hand, palm up. I turned it palm down, slipped a piece of paper around her ring finger and secured it with a rubber band from my shirt pocket. She looked puzzled, to say the least.
"What the ..." she said as she slipped the paper off of her finger, unfolded it and started to read.
"You lousy asshole!" she squealed. "Seriously?"
Cherry then planted the most passionate kiss on my lips that I've ever had, including anything that Traci had ever done. When we were done, she called for Maddie to come out of her room.
"Look, Baby, look!" she said to Maddie, holding out the receipt for the ring. "I'm going to be a Rogers, too!"
The squealing laughter of a pair of joyous females is in a pitch too high for males to hear comfortably, but I managed to hang on to my hearing as they jumped around the room. After they had separated, Cherry punched a button on her cellphone and exclaimed loudly, "You'd better get on over here and meet your soon-to-be brother-in-law!"
Maddie went and got Mrs. Olivares back so Cherry could show off her "ring," and it was still pretty much Christmas morning crazy in the apartment when Cherry's brother showed up. He was every bit as handsome of a man as Cherry was as beautiful as a woman. Looking at him again, I couldn't even begin to be thankful that he was her brother, and not a suitor as I had thought.
We shook hands as Cherry did the introductions, but then he reached forward and grabbed me in a bearhug.
"Shaking hands is for friends, and while I want us to be friends, hugs are for family, man" he said. "And they're also to show you that should you hurt her, I'll crush the life out of you. You got that?"
He squeezed just a bit harder when he said that last part. I wasn't breathing all that good, and I got the message.
"Uh huh," I sort of stage whispered back to him.
Cherry gave him the short version of what had transpired leading up to my giving her the "ring." He looked at me in mock surprise -- I think -- and said that he was glad I was still alive.
"She gave you that laser death stare, didn't she?" John asked. "Yeah, she's killed people with that look."
Maddie and Mrs. Olivares both noted they were smart enough to get out of the room when they saw that look.
He then turned to Maddie, looked her up and down, and said, "So this is the famous Maddie Rogers. I've always wanted some nieces and nephews. I think you'll do nicely."
Maddie smiled shyly, then her face lit up like a sunny day.
"Does this mean I get to call you Mom?" she asked Cherry.
Cherry didn't answer as she dissolved into tears. She reached for Maddie, and the two stood there in a long embrace, each crying their own tears for their own reasons.
Even with Darlene's help, the state made us wait until Maddie was 16 before we could legally adopt her. At that time, she actually could have filed emancipation papers and gone out on her own, but neither Cherry nor I was worried that was going to happen. All the state did was sanction what Maddie, Cherry, and I had formed years ago. Family isn't always about blood ... and legalities.
And then, out of nowhere ...
I hadn't heard a word from either of my children since our last meeting more than six years ago, so I was more than a little surprised when it was Haley on the other end of the line. I didn't look first at the caller ID and just picked it up with my usual, "Alex Rogers."
"Dad, it's me, Haley," she rushed out quickly. "Please don't hang up."
"Relax, Kiddo. I would never hang up on your or your brother. Is something wrong?"
"No, Dad. Everything is good ... great really. I'm going to get married next month, and I'd like to invite you to the wedding."
I guess I was shocked as much as anything. This was my little girl, and yet I was so removed from her life that I hadn't even met the man she was going to marry in just one month.
It was just after Ethan's 16th birthday when I last talked to my kids. We went out to Ethan's favorite restaurant for a birthday meal. As usual, neither kid was very talkative, despite my repeated attempts. Finally, right after we ordered dessert, Ethan came out with it.
"Dad, I'm 16 now, and the court ordered visits are over. Haley and I don't have to see you anymore if we don't want to ... and we talked it over, and we don't want to see you. You abandoned us to keep your silly pride intact. Well you can take your pride and shove it up your ass."
I had to hand it to my son: he was a cool customer. Although he couldn't look me in the eyes while he was talking to me, he never raised his voice.
For her part, Haley kept looking from Ethan to me and back again.
I sighed, having expected this one day. This was Traci's handiwork; had her fingerprints all over it.
"I'm assuming that you realize what wedding vows are, and that your mother not only broke ours, she threw them in my face. But she's apparently convinced you two that I'm the bad guy here, and nothing I say is ever going to change your minds. But to me, breaking our wedding vows is not something I can just overlook, like say ... wrecking the family car. This goes right to my soul, and while I knew that my leaving was going to hurt you two, my staying would have been worse, because it would have crushed my soul and made me less than the man I am. Then we wouldn't have been the same, and you would have come to realize that when you'd matured and lived enough to see things for what they really are. This was your mother's mistake ... and she has done a good job of transferring the blame to me. Well, I won't accept the blame. If this is what you both want ..."
"Dad. Dad," Haley said, bringing me back to the present. "Don't you want to come?"
"Very much so, Haley-child. You know, I even put money aside for the day when this would happen," I responded.
"You don't need to worry about the money, Dad. Bob has that taken care of."
"Bob?" I queried. "Wild guess here, but we're talking about Robert Goldstine III, aren't we?"
She started to get an exasperated tone to her voice, then it changed to one of pity.
"You didn't know then, apparently. Mom married Bob about six years ago, after we stopped seeing you," she said.
"So the fucker breaks up my marriage, breaks up my relationship with my kids, half-ruins me financially, and then marries my ex-wife. And it was all about my pride, Haley? Anytime my son wants to apologize to me ..."
"Don't be that way, Dad. I'm not inviting you so you can cause trouble. You won't be giving me away; you won't be sitting up front with the family. I just want you to be there, OK?"
"Allright, Haley, on one small condition ... that I get to bring my family with me."
"Your family?"
"Yeah, even a loser like me gets to have a family, Haley. I've got a wonderful wife and we've got an amazing daughter. You'd like both of them if you ever get to spend any time around them."
It was Haley's turn to be lost in thought. I had never told her or Ethan about Cherry and Maddie. Quite honestly, I didn't want their mother to know.
"You've got another kid? Does she know about me and Ethan?" she asked almost trancelike.
"Maddie's 16. She's adopted. She and I have been together for nine years. I almost literally found her on the street. She knows all about you two ... what we once had ... and what we don't have anymore.
"She's fun, and full of life. She, too, had a setback, and we were there for each other at a very bad time in both of our lives -- almost like it was scripted to be."
"Well, then I look forward to meeting the rest of the family," Haley said as she appeared to recover from her shock.
The wedding was on a Saturday night in a fairly posh setting, as would befit the daughter of a fairly successful lawyer. I had to give old Bob credit, he didn't skimp on his stepdaughter.
The actual service itself was done in a beautiful old church in the city. The girls and I timed it so we got there just before the service, and sat in the back row. Yes, I spotted old friends and relatives, but getting there just before the service meant that we didn't have to do any socializing early. And when Haley and Mark led the procession out of the church, I got a kiss blown in my direction.
We got to the reception in good enough time to get a table toward the back of the hall, which, in truth, was probably not fair to Cherry and Maddie, who had done a girls' spa day on Friday and then both bought new dresses. Cherry's was sophisticated and sexy, and Maddie looked 16 going on 21 when she put on full makeup for the first time: every father's nightmare. But they both respected my wishes and didn't complain when we sat down after I hit the bar for glasses of wine for Cherry and I and a Coke for Maddie.
As I figured would happen, various friends from the old days started dropping by the table to say hello and catch up once they spotted me. Then Traci's parents, Rhonda and William, stopped by. Rhonda cried as soon as she leaned in for a kiss. William embraced me more heartily than when Traci and I were married. I introduced Cherry and Maddie. Both Rhonda and Bill seemed a little uncomfortable, but I supposed that was understandable -- I had been married to their daughter for 18 years.
Since I had no say and no pay into the affair, I didn't think it would be right of me to move around and "work the crowd," so to speak, so the girls and I mostly stayed at the table as people came to us. But I'm not stupid, and I could see the reaction of many of the people who knew me that I was with a gorgeous black woman and a Hispanic princess -- in particular the reaction of the wives of the former friends. You'd have thought I brought a trophy wife to the party.
And right on cue here came Traci and Bob, our congenial hosts.
Being married to someone for almost 20 years gives you an insight into every nuance of someone's personality, and I could see from the first moment Traci saw Cherry that she didn't like her. Could Cherry have been too black? Maybe. Could Cherry have been too beautiful? Most likely. Could Cherry have had a flat stomach and great legs and looked about 10 years younger than she was? Most definitely. Could Cherry, with all that she had going for her, just been with the one wrong guy in the room? Hell yeah.
With everything that was running through her mind with Cherry, Traci wasn't even paying particular attention to the fact that this was the first time in about 10 years that we had seen each other up close. She almost literally seemed to wake back up when I moved in and kissed her cheek in greeting.
"Oh, Alex, I'm sorry. I was having a little problem navigating on these new heels," she apologized.
"No problem, Babe. You're looking fabulous," I lied. "Come, meet the new family."
I made introductions all around between Cherry, Maddie, Traci, and Bob, shaking Bob's hand about as warmly as I could while introducing him as the instrument to my eventual good fortune. Everyone except Maddie kind of winced when I said that, but my daughter shot me a devious look and grabbed my left elbow in a squeeze. Did I tell you this kid is perceptive?
We small-talked for about five minutes, not really saying anything, before Traci and Bob moved on and the bride and her new husband approached. As Traci and Bob moved off, Maddie gave me a small headshake that told me she was no more excited about meeting them than I was about introducing them.
My other daughter -- the bride -- greeted me a lot warmer than I expected, wrapping me up in a big, long hug and starting to cry while my new son-in-law, Cherry, and Maddie stood there quietly. I was completely flummoxed by this and didn't know what to say when she finally turned me loose.
"I'm sorry, Daddy, for everything," she sniffled. "I never really understood where you were coming from, until I repeated my own vows about two hours ago. Right in the middle of saying my vows, it struck me like a kick to the face what you were going through when Mom cheated on you and broke her vows. I never understood. I blamed you and your damned pride, the same as Ethan did. And now I get it ... totally.
"You were completely right to do what you did ... and she was so totally wrong to not only do what she did, but to pin the blame on you. How can I ever make up for the pain that Ethan and I have caused you?"
There was a lump in my throat the size of a football. I haven't cried since I tore cartilage in my knee playing football in 10th grade, but I came awfully damn close standing there with family gathered around.
"How about by first introducing me to this handsome stud you made those vows with, and then giving me the honor of a dance," I responded.
"Oh yeah, right," she said somewhat embarrassed. "You haven't met the man of my dreams. Mark Westinghouse, meet your other father-in-law, Alex Rogers, my real dad."
We shook hands sincerely, and then I did my fatherly duty and threatened his life should he ever hurt my daughter. I introduced him and Haley to Cherry and Maddie, and while everyone was getting acquainted, the band started up.
"Daddy?" Haley queried, tilting her head toward the dance floor.
"Enchanted," I said as I took her arm.
The crowd, which had started buzzing louder when Haley gave me her big welcome, went into a higher drone when I walked Haley to the dance floor. I knew at that point I was starting to show up Traci and Bob, but I had a lot of years to make up for. The band was playing what I like to call kid music, and while I really hate it, I knew how to dance to it, thanks to being married to a goddess who loves to dance.
Haley was shocked that her newly-rediscovered father was such a renaissance man, and we actually stayed out for two songs. By then, much of the crowd was gathered around the two of us. When the second song ended, Haley gave me another big hug, the crowd applauded, and Cherry and Maddie were waiting for me with bright smiles on their faces. I grabbed their hands and pulled both of them onto the floor with me, and the three of us did our thing while everybody else joined in.
"Well, look at you, Mr. Rhythm," Cherry said in my ear when she got close.
"Who knew that marrying off a daughter could be so much fun," I said to her, while quickly turning to Maddie, "That said, let's wait a few more years on another one. I'm not sure my heart can take all this fun."
"Spin me, Old Man," Maddie smiled back at me.
All three of us stayed out on the floor for another six songs, then I left my girls, hit the bar for a Jack over ice and sat down at my table to rest. I was watching Cherry and Maddie totally enjoying themselves on the dance floor and didn't see Traci walk up and sit down next to me at the table. She touched my shoulder and I knew whose touch it was in an instant.
"This should have been our day, instead of mine and Bob's," Traci said as she leaned into my ear. "You threw 18 good years away -- for what? You obviously didn't love me enough."
I never turned my head toward her.
"No. You obviously didn't love me enough not to do it at all, especially since I told you what would happen if you did. You didn't love me enough nor respect me enough.
"But hey, you wound up with Bob out of the deal, and he's quite the catch, I'd say. And I wound up with Cherry and Maddie. To quote the Rolling Stones, 'you can't always get what you want, but if you try sometime you find you get what you need.'"
"You were an asshole then; you're an asshole now."
"May be, but I'm a happy asshole who's never lost a minute of sleep over your bad decision. And no, I wasn't expecting an apology. I'm good."
Ethan came back into my life when he got serious with a woman a few years ago. Seems that fidelity is a lot easier concept to understand when you have some skin in the game, so to speak. He called me out of the blue and said we needed to talk, so I invited him over to the apartment.
He was carrying a bottle of Jack Daniels Tennessee Honey when I opened the door.
"Haley said you really like this stuff, and she figured I needed to bring you a peace offering," he said as I ushered him into the apartment.
We had only talked a little at Haley's wedding, and we were on shaky ground at best there. That had been over two years ago, and while Haley and I had reconciled, Ethan and I hadn't at that point.
"So I've asked my girlfriend, Sasha, to be my wife, and that got me thinking about you and Mom. Haley's been telling me for a couple of years now that you were the injured party in this, not Mom, but I really didn't see it until Sasha and I had 'the big talk,' which included our feelings about fidelity. I'm sorry, Dad. I've been a complete idiot. I get it now. I just didn't want to hate Mom."
"I never asked you and Haley to choose sides," I responded. "I just wanted you to know why I had to leave ... had to ... leave."
Ethan and I discussed a lot in the next few hours, punctuated by killing off the bottle of whiskey. Cherry made all of us a great dinner as the four of us caught up. Ethan wound up sleeping on the sofa in the living room because Cherry wouldn't let him get behind the wheel of his car after splitting the bottle of booze with me.
Cherry, Maddie, and I were seated at the groom's family table for this wedding, along with a pregnant Haley and Mark and our first grandchild, 2-year-old Brent, who sat next to Traci. That at least would keep Traci from feeling left out of things since she was now alone, Bob having kicked her to the curb in favor of a trophy wife about a year ago.
The kids had kept me up-to-date on Traci with occasional snippets of news about her. I had told both of them that it was not smart to be the communication bridge between Traci and me. We were adults, and if either one of us wanted the other to know something, we could pick up the telephone.



Maddie had flown in for the wedding. She is a freshman at Michigan State, but she didn't want to miss her big brother's wedding, so I flew her in. She, Ethan, and Haley have developed a solid relationship, so much so that they can kid her about being my "favorite child."
It's very interesting for me to watch the three of them together. The argument that it's nurture over nature when it comes to raising children seems to be right for us, because Maddie and I have an unbreakable bond that even Cherry has commented on. While I wouldn't wish what we shared early on to happen to anyone else, adversity has forged us just a bit closer than we might otherwise be.
Adversity has also probably helped Cherry and I as well. We both know that you can never taken anything for granted, and we treasure our time together as we figure out our new life as empty-nesters. I can say that it hasn't taken Cherry very long to figure out that empty nest means no one in the next room overhearing anything, and she has turned it loose a few notches in the bedroom. And hearing her screams of pleasure just about sends me into a frenzy and makes me want to please her even more. There are mornings where we both head into work a little stiff and sore from a big night of play.
When all the usual wedding chores were taken care of at the reception, Cherry and I hit the dance floor. Maddie hit it, too, with one of the Ethan's groomsmen, but not before being warned by Ethan that he shouldn't mess with "my dad's favorite child," or there would be hell to pay. I grinned as he said it.
I started to come back to the table after about a half-dozen dances, but Maddie wanted one with me so I stayed out for one more. I noticed that Cherry and Traci had nothing to say to each other, despite being seated within talking distance.
"Feel the frost coming from that side of the room?" Maddie asked when she got within talking distance.
Perceptive.
When I finally went back to the table, Cherry got up and joined Maddie on the dance floor. A minute later, I felt that touch on my shoulder. Apparently we were going for round two, I thought.
"Well, aren't you going to gloat about Bob dumping me?" Traci asked as she leaned in.
"Not my circus. Not my monkeys," I responded. "I know this is probably going to surprise you, but I rarely think of you at all. I don't wish you any harm, but I could give a rat's ass about your life and what goes on with it. We had 18 great years, and that was over years ago. Now I've got a pretty good new life working, and I don't choose to spend my time thinking about the past ... or what might have been."
I had been watching the dance floor while we were talking, and now I turned to face Traci. That's when I saw it ... the fear. The fear of heading into her retirement years alone. That was just one more factor she apparently hadn't considered all those years ago, because she thought I was a sure-bet lock to stand down in the face of her threats to destroy my life in the divorce. For a brief moment I almost felt sorry for her, but then I realized that she would be trying to crush my soul if the roles had been reversed in this conversation.
"You do know I was an asshole then; I'm still an asshole," I said as I got up from the table and joined my girls on the dance floor.



        Teacher. Lover. Friend.

        It was complicated.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/teacher-lover-friend

Title: Teacher. Lover. Friend.

Author: Hooked1957

Category: Loving Wives

Description: It was complicated.

Tags: drama




Again, a sincere thank you to Harddaysknight for his critical read of my story before publishing. Real life and a lot of hours working sometimes takes my concentration away from my writing, and he spots those lapses for me.
*
I was more interested in writing and history than I was interested in math and science for most of my school years, with the exception of my eighth grade year.
Mrs. Blackstone taught science my eighth grade year, and for one year at least, I was interested in science. To be honest, I wasn't that much more interested in the subject that I had ever been: I was a 14-year-old hornball, and I had a thing for Mrs. Blackstone.
It's not that Mrs. Blackstone was a young beauty on the verge of being a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model. She was about 45 at the time and a little chunky, but she was fairly pretty and had big solid tits, and there was just something about her that gave me a hard-on on a regular basis. It was somewhat embarrassing, and I always felt she somehow knew how she affected me.
Not that she ever did anything to encourage me, of course. I knew it was just in my own head, but I could have sworn there were several times where she would look at me, know she got me hard, and then give me a little smile. Then I would go home that night and have a wet dream about her. I probably would have killed someone for her had she asked. As it was, I made it through the school year without totally embarrassing myself, and my science grades for that year jumped from the 80s to the 90s.
I went into the high school the next year and forgot about Mrs. Blackstone.
Fast forward four years. I was coming out of the high school boys' gym locker room after baseball practice, and Mrs. Blackstone was coming out of the girls' locker room probably after working out in the high school weight room, as several teachers did on a regular basis. She had gotten dressed back in her regular clothes and was walking toward the parking lot, ahead of me. I didn't recognize her from the back side, but I did notice that the middle button on her blouse was undone, and the back of her white bra was showing. I know it was only the back of her white bra, but again, I was a teenage hornball, and I started to get turned on. I came to my senses enough, though, to realize that I should probably say something to this woman.
"Ma'am. Ma'am," I called after the woman. She turned around and faced me; that's when I realized it was Mrs. Blackstone.
"Well, hi, Robert. How have you been? Do you like the high school?"
"Uh, yeah, Mrs. Blackstone, I like it. Excuse me, but you've left a button undone on your blouse," I said.
She blushed deeply. She had a gym bag in one hand and a folder in the other, so she would have to put both down to button her blouse, or ...
"I could get that button for your, Mrs. Blackstone. I've done a button or two for my mom over the years," I volunteered.
"That would be very nice of you, Robert. Could you do it quickly, please, for obvious reasons?"
I stepped over to her and did up the button as she turned her back toward me.
"Thank you, Robert. Your mother raised a gentleman."
"You're welcome, Mrs. Blackstone," I sputtered while remembering I hadn't taken a breath in about a minute.
Mrs. Blackstone went off to her car and I walked the mile to my house, thinking that I was only four buttons away from unbottoning Mrs. Blackstone's blouse. I had a wet dream about her that night.
I thought about Mrs. Blackstone for the next five days, and on the sixth day I saw her again at the high school, this time with her blouse all buttoned. We talked briefly, then as we were both ready to go our separate ways, she gave me a bone-stiffening look and asked if I had turned 18 yet.
"About a month ago, why?" was my quick answer.
"Thought so, no reason," was her reply.
Admittedly, we teenage boys can be so totally clueless, but when I saw her again the next week I got the feeling it wasn't a coincidence. She looked a little nervous as she asked me to join her inside the gym, and we went to a deserted corner.
"I have a proposition for you, Robert, and I'm sure it's unlike anything you've ever heard, so we need to go someplace quiet. How about one of the literacy rooms in the library?"
I nodded and started to follow her, watching her round ass as we headed to the library. The library seemed empty, but still she headed for a literacy room and closed the door behind us.
"I want to ask you something, but before I ask, I need to get your sworn promise that what we're about to talk about will never go any further than us, just you and me. It's really important that what we're going to talk about never gets discussed with anyone ... not your parents, not your friends, not even your dog. You got that?"
Despite the fact that we were in an enclosed room in a seemingly empty library, Mrs. Blackstone was practically whispering. Whatever was coming had to be damn serious, I thought.
"I will take this with me to my grave, if that's what you want, Mrs. Blackstone."
"That's exactly what I want, Robert."
She looked as serious as a heart attack. I thought she was going to pass out on me, but she finally spoke.
"My husband has an incurable neurological disease and is slowly dying. We haven't had sex in more than two years. It hurts not to have sex with the man I love, but I can make do. However, my husband thinks I should find a discreet sex partner to help me deal with the stress, so I don't fall into bed with the wrong person at the wrong time and wind up hating myself for cheating on him. I don't want to cheat on my husband, but he says this wouldn't be cheating if I was discreet and still respected him. I want you to be my sex partner."
The words came out in a hushed rush, and I had to listen very carefully. It was a good thing I was sitting in a chair while she was talking to me, because I'm pretty sure I would have fallen down had I been standing up.
"Me?" I croaked. "Why me?"
I'm sure most 18-year-old hornballs wouldn't have hesitated to say yes, but apparently I'm a special kind of stupid. I remembered the old saying that said if something seems to good to be true, it probably is.
"Partially because you asked the exact right question, rather than just say yes to what appears to be gratuitous sex," Mrs. Blackstone replied.
"I understand what my husband, in his loving way, is saying. I didn't even consider it for the first year, but after a second year and with who knows how much longer this could go on, I see what his fear is. But it still seems so wrong.
"It's supposed to be sex, without emotion, without love. Normally that's not how I'm built, so even considering the act with someone other than my husband has me blown away. But with you being a kid and all, it wouldn't be anything where I have to worry about emotions creeping in. I'm not going to get emotionally attached to an 18-year-old kid, and you're not going to ever get emotionally attached with someone who is probably older than your mother. If you could even stand to have sex with a woman my age."
She was blushing stop sign red while she was talking. I could see she was incredibly uncomfortable, but at the same time I was starting to get excited. I shook my head a bit to clear it. Could this woman that I've had wet dreams about really be asking me to have sex with her? Wasn't there a movie like this with Dustin Hoffman in it about a million years ago? I know I should have felt more compassion for her considering her situation with her husband, but what can I say, I'm 18, and -- holy shit -- this woman just asked me to have sex with her!
I tried to answer, but there were no words coming from my mouth. I started to hyperventilate. She had been looking at the ground while talking, but she finally looked up when she heard me wheezing.
"Slow down, try to breathe normally," she offered.
It took about 30 seconds before I regained my composure, and when I finally did, Mrs. Blackstone figured it out for both of us.
"I'm sorry, Robert. I didn't mean to do that to you. I get it. You're 18. You don't need to say a thing.
"OK, then, now that we've got that out of the way, let me do a little more figuring, then I will have some ground rules to set. Remember, no talking about this ... to anyone, ever."
"Yes, ma'am."
To say the least, I was more than a little distracted for the next week. It was even tough to concentrate on the baseball field. Seemed like every few minutes I was fantasizing about having sex with Mrs. Blackstone. I got a late jump on a ball hit out toward me in center field during a game on Tuesday, and it dropped in for a hit. Coach knew I wasn't totally concentrating, and I got pulled when we came in to the bench for our turn to hit.
"Damn it, Jarrett! Unless you want to spend the rest of the season riding pine, you'll get your head out of your ass when you're out there. You get to balls most center fielders can only dream about most of the time, but you were out there daydreaming on this one. Thinking about your next at-bat. Don't be. I got you out there for your glove son, not your stick. If you weren't such a good fielder, Hickey would be my center fielder."
Mrs. Blackstone must be following the baseball team, because she knew about our Thursday afternoon practice being called off. She showed up outside the locker room after practice on Wednesday, and told me she would pick me up as I walked home on Thursday. My heart started to race the minute she walked off.
I had walked about a quarter-mile toward my home after school on Thursday when Mrs. Blackstone's car pulled up ahead of me at the curb. I looked around quickly and got in the passenger side. My heart started to beat loudly in my chest.
"Are you OK with this, Robert?" Mrs. Blackstone asked with real concern in her voice.
"Oh yeah!" I responded.
We drove to a small motel on the other side of town. She pulled a room key out of her purse and we entered room 15.
"Can we get in trouble because you're a teacher?" I asked.
"Yes and no," she answered. "I'm not supposed to be doing this with any student, technically, but it would be worse if you were my actual student. There is a little wiggle room since you are not my student, and since you are over 18."
"And your husband is OK with this? He's not going to hire someone to shoot me for fooling around with his wife?"
"Yes, he is OK with this. No, he doesn't want to know anything about when and where we meet and what we do ... that's the rules between him and me ... but as long as we all abide by the rules there shouldn't be any problems for anyone."
"You have done this before, haven't you?" Mrs. Blackstone asked.
"Yes, ma'am," I responded as she stood in front of me and started taking off her clothes.
Her thin blue blouse came off first, followed by her slacks. I felt my dick harden in my jeans. Holy shit, I was within a bra and panties of seeing Mrs. Blackstone naked! I think I drooled.
She went over to the bed and turned the bedspread and blanket down. I hadn't moved, so she came over to me and took the bottom of my Yankees T-shirt in her hands and pulled it off over my head. She next undid my belt and pushed my jeans down to the floor as I stepped out of them. My hard dick was straining against my briefs. She rubbed her hand over my dick, and it jumped of its own volition before she removed my underwear. I was standing naked with my hard-on sticking almost straight out.
"Do you want to do the honors?" she asked.
"Oh yeah," I think I said, or something like that. She turned around with her back to me, and I unhooked and removed her bra. She then turned back toward me and I got to see her big white globes sticking out and hanging down on her stomach. Her tits were so much bigger than the other two sets I had been this close to, but they weren't nearly as perky because she wasn't 18 like the other two girls I had already bedded in my limited sexual lifetime. Pretty sure I did drool this time as she took my hands and gently placed them on her tits.
"Wow!" I whispered, and she smiled. She then directed my hands to the waistband of her bikini panties, and I pulled them down in one smooth move.
The rest is kind of a blur of motion, punctuated by her rubbing the head of my dick up and down the length of her very wet pussy before stopping me at her opening and letting me do the rest. Oh my God, this woman's pussy was absolutely on fire! She was wetter than either Brittney or Caroline, and a whole lot hotter. Their pussies, however, seemed to be a lot tighter, but Mrs. Blackstone more than made up for that by squeezing my dick with her vaginal muscles. It was like my dick and my brain were communicating directly with one another, and everything was amazing. I pumped her hard and fast for about 15 minutes before I came like a freight train!
I must have pumped a gallon of sperm into Mrs. Blackstone. I kept pumping and humping as my dick slowly softened, then I carefully pulled out.
God, I felt like Superman!
"That was amazing!" I blurted out as we separated, but her face told me otherwise.
"What!?" I said quizzically.
"How about next time I lead, and you follow. I'm the one with the experience here," she said very gently.
I turned red as a beet. My greatest moment of triumph turned to failure in five seconds flat.
"Who do you think you satisfied with that?" she asked, pointing to my now deflated dick. "You satisfied yourself, that's who. But you're supposed to be satisfying me, and any future lovers, girlfriends, and maybe a wife.
"It's OK, Sweetie. If you're willing to work with an old lady like me, I'm willing to work with you. But you have to promise me that when I teach you, you only use your powers for good, not evil."
She smiled brightly as she said that last part, and the crushing weight that was laying on my spirit was lifted.
We got together about once every two weeks after that, and she was as good as her word. She taught me that satisfying your partner during sex can be incredibly erotic. Sometimes, though, I was a slow learner, and like the good teacher she was, she had me repeat the lesson before we had to leave for the day.
She taught me several positions with multiple variations, how changing an angle by just a bit can make a world of difference, and how to change pace and make the fun last. Little by little, she also taught me about how a woman -- not a girl -- thinks.
She gave me the first blowjob of my life on our third meeting, and I thought my head was going to explode. She then had me use my mouth on her after first taking the time to explain a few things. I stumbled and bumbled around, and the smell wasn't too great, but the orgasms I gave her were so intense I knew I wanted to do that again and again ... and she agreed with me.
Admittedly, I knew nothing about women's orgasms before getting together with Mrs. Blackstone. It's not high on the priority list for most teenage boys. I thought her vaginal muscles were going to crush my dick the first time she had an orgasm with me inside her, and the first time I gave her an oral orgasm she practically drenched me with her fluids.
"Is it always like that, Mrs. Blackstone?" I asked as I came up sputtering.
"Dear Robert, when we are together like this, please call me Traci. You make me feel like I'm robbing the cradle with that Mrs. Blackstone shit. And yes, it's kind of like that all the time if you do a good job with your tongue. But it's also been a very long time for me, and I was probably a little stronger and more voluminous than normal."
She settled down somewhat as the weeks went by, but not too awful much. It seems I was a pretty good student, particularly with my tongue.
"Once word gets around that you eat pussy, you're going to become very popular, dear boy," she said to me after one such session. "And if girls find out that you not only do it, but are very good at it, nobody is going to have more dates than you."
"And I guess we need to draw up some rules for that, too," she continued. "I want you to have a normal teenage life, but you need to make sure that you always wear a condom when you have sex with anyone other than me. I get to experience you 'au naturel', but I can't have you bringing me any unwanted bugs. And wearing a condom with these fertile young things will keep you from bringing home any surprise grandchildren.
"As for me, I went on the pill when we began our relationship."
I turned red when she said that, because, in all honesty, I was so thrilled with the arrangement I never even gave birth control the first thought.
As promised, our relationship was indeed unique. We would have great sex for an hour or two. In between, we talked more like a mother and son. She almost never mentioned her husband. I was still somewhat concerned that I might be interfering with her marriage, but she assured me that was not the case, and I should let the matter drop. She admitted to me she was still somewhat uncomfortable with the situation, and preferred to keep it as separated from her regular life as she could.
Most of the time when we met she would be in what appeared to be workout attire. She admitted to me that she would tell her husband she was hitting the gym when we would get together, but she also did work out on a regular basis, so maybe she felt it wouldn't be quite as obvious to him when she was meeting me.
I graduated from high school a couple of months later. Mrs. Blackstone showed up for the occasion, coming over to me and my parents to say hello before the ceremony. Then she sat with my parents throughout the ceremony, and when I occasionally looked over I could see she and my mother were just chattering like old friends. I was so weirded out about the situation that I never really heard any of the usual "we can make the world a great place" speeches.
A day or two later, my mother made sure to tell me she thought Mrs. Blackstone was a nice person, and she was glad that I had someone of her years to "advise me" and be my friend. I was not sure what to make of that little speech, but I knew better than to say anything. Maybe it was Mrs. Blackstone's way of testing me to see if I'd spill the beans.
I was somewhat of a tech guy in high school, so I decided to go into information systems in college, and I chose a school about an hour away from home. Honestly, my arrangement with Mrs. Blackstone never was a consideration as to where I was going to go to college. In fact, she told me that she understood I had a life to live, and I needed to do what was best for me.
Still, I think we were both pleased with the fact that we could still meet every two or three weeks.
As Traci predicted, my popularity with girls grew when they found out I was a good pussy eater. It wasn't my style to be a raging Lothario, but I did well enough in both high school and college. But it all wasn't just about my ability to induce mind-blowing orgasms with my mouth. I found that my time with Traci was giving me a surge in confidence, and girls and women seemed to respond to that.
Traci seemed a little distracted during one of our sessions early in my junior year, which was unusual because normally she was so focused on what we were doing. We had a good friendship going and had kept it at that. We both understood this was sex, with no emotional attachment, like we had agreed upon, but you can't have a relationship like we had without some kind of attachment, unless you're both robots or complete sluts or just don't give a shit about anything in life. I asked her if we had a problem, and she broke down in my arms.
"He's getting weaker, Robert. I think the end is nearing. I need to spend all of my free time with him, holding him, touching him. We'll have to stop our relationship."



Traci was sobbing now, and I knew it wasn't because we'd have to end our relationship. She and her husband, Greg, had been married for 27 years, and from the little bit she had said about him, it sounded like a great marriage, despite Greg's illness. They had tried to have children for a number of years, but apparently it was not to be, so the two were centered completely on each other.
Greg had been a medical supply salesman up until he had to stop working four years ago. They found the illness about six years ago, and he worked up until the point that maneuvering his wheelchair became a problem. The two of them had made good money until then and were financially ready for what was coming. The emotional toll, however, had to be devastating. I could only imagine how it would have affected my parents if it had been them.
Although we were both naked, the hug I gave Traci was purely supportive. My heart was breaking for her.
"If there's ever anything I can do for you two, ever, you just let me know. I'm there," I said with the utmost sincerity. "Mow your grass, wash your car ... I mean anything ...
"I don't know how to properly thank you for everything you've given me ... besides the gift of your body and your experience. The trust you've placed in me ... the trust you've both placed in me ..."
We got dressed in silence. We hugged before we opened the door and left the motel for what we both believed would be the last time.
My mother called me about six months later with the news that Greg Blackstone had died. Apparently she and Traci had become friends and kept in touch since my high school graduation. It's funny, Traci never mentioned to me that she had kept in touch with my mom, and my mom never said anything either.
I went to the funeral, sitting with my mom in the back row in the church. After the burial, we both paid our respects quickly and left.
One week later I was sitting in my apartment near the university taking in a ballgame on the television. I hadn't gone home for the summer because I was working at the local hospital on an internship. There was a knock at the door, and when I answered a well-dressed man of about 30 introduced himself as an attorney with Gluck & Stroh, a law firm in my hometown. He handed me a sealed manila envelope and had me sign something that looked like a fancy receipt book.
I pulled a beer out of the fridge and sat down in my La-Z-Boy. I slit the envelope open and pulled out a letter and a check -- holy shit a check for $50,000! It was made out to me, and signed by Leonard A. Roth, representative of Greg Blackstone. My mind started to reel, so I figured I'd better read the letter to figure out what was going on.
"Dear Mr. Jarrett,
"Although we never met while I was alive, we shared a connection that I believes bonds us forever. I know that you were my wife's lover for the past few years ... a lover that I encouraged and practically insisted she take. I was not able to provide for her from a sexual standpoint for the last several years, but I knew my vigorous, healthy wife would do nothing to disrespect me nor break our vows. While I totally trusted my wife to remain true to me, I was also afraid that with the stress of the situation, some unscrupulous person would be able to manipulate her into making a life-altering mistake ... for which she would feel guilty for the rest of her life. So I practically begged her to take a lover, knowing that she would choose one wisely and be discreet. And that would hopefully eliminate the possibility of that life-altering mistake happening.
"Traci and I never discussed potential lovers. The decision was completely hers. We also agreed not to talk about her relationship. I just asked for her respect and ultimate discretion.
"I must admit I was surprised and somewhat jealous when she chose an 18-year-old boy. At first I thought it was the very cuckold situation I was trying to avoid. But as you two moved into your relationship I realized that she chose a very special person to do a very special task. In essence, you did me the biggest favor one man could ask another, to take care of his wife in a special way with no hope of love ever becoming part of the equation, and yet being thoughtful, caring, and completely respectful. By respecting her completely and not treating her as merely a sex toy, you showed me the ultimate respect. I don't know how to properly thank you for that.
"Traci has no idea I even knew your identity. I had some of my people check you out completely. I needed to make sure my wife -- the love of my life -- was in good hands, so to speak.
"The check enclosed is just a small token of my appreciation for your consideration, respect, and kindness. Traci need never know about it. I know it will come in handy for school expenses.
"In closing, I again want to thank you for the respect and kindness you have shown both Traci and me. And if I may, I would ask you for two more additional favors. You have received this letter one week after my death. I know Traci will need a proper mourning period, but after that she is going to need you more than ever ... as much for who you are as well as the sex. And the first time you two again have sex, I ask that it be soft and gentle lovemaking ... and share your first kiss. Yes, I know she never let you kiss her before ... because in her mind that would have been crossing the line. But do it this time and tell her it's my special request.
"The second favor is for the future. Hopefully, Traci lives a long and fulfilling life, and finds someone to spend the rest of her life with. Regardless, when the end finally gets near and comes, I would ask that she not be alone ... that you be there for her with your physical presence and your being ... sort of like you would be leading her to the gate and handing her back to me, because, trust me, I will be waiting there most anxiously.
"I have leaned on you a lot more than you realize these last few years, and if I am correct about you, you will let me lean on you a little more. Again, thank you for everything."
"Most sincerely,
"Greg"
I called Traci once a week for more than six months, never chatting for more than 10 minutes at any single time. I was just checking in, and not trying to look like I was pressuring her to restart our sex. I really had no idea of everything she was dealing with, so I tried to give her space but show her I still cared. I know what we had together wasn't love, but I think our extraordinary arrangement pushed us past being just ordinary friends.
And then one day seemingly out of the blue, she called. We set up a dinner date for the next Saturday at a small Italian restaurant. The way our situation was, we had never been out to dinner before, so this was new territory for us.
I got back into town from the university a few hours early so I headed over to my parents' house to say hello first. They were happy to see me, and were happy to hear that Traci and I were going to spend the evening out. At one point, my mother sent my father to the convenience store to get something she said they needed for supper, and when he left the house she came over to me with what I could see was a look of concern.
"Is there something wrong, Mom?" I asked.
"Robert, dear, it's been a long rough patch for Traci ... and I just want to make sure you understand that this has been a very emotional time for her ... and I want to make sure you be very gentle and loving with her. She is a special, special woman."
I caught where this was going immediately, and I looked at my mom with what I know was a shocked look on my face. She blushed a little.
"Yes, dear, I know. I've known for some time now. Mothers know things, Dear. Traci owned up to it when I asked her. She explained the whole thing to me, and I've kept her confidence as well. Even your father doesn't know.
"And Traci was quick to point out that she would gladly step aside when you found someone you were serious about."
I know I was blushing profusely. Yet somehow it also made some sense to me.
My parents and I had a nice visit, then I went off to pick up Traci for our evening out. I noted to myself that this was the first time I had ever been to her home as in the past we used to drive separately to wherever it was that we were meeting.
The restaurant turned out to be a small place that Traci and Greg frequented on a regular basis before his sickness stopped him from going out. Everybody seemed to know Traci and said hello, and she introduced me to everyone as a friend of hers and Greg. Although she pretty much avoided the topic of Greg when she was with me in the past, now she overflowed with stories and anecdotes about him in such a warm way that I almost expected him to show up any minute.
The owner of the restaurant even stopped by for a few minutes, and they swapped a few stories about Greg.
"I can't tell you how much better I feel right now," Traci said when I dropped her off at her home. "Would you like to come in for a drink?"
I politely turned her down and she gave me a sweet yet sad smile. I just had the feeling that we, too, were ending something. After all, Traci was now a widow, and could openly date men. Why would she want a boy, I thought to myself.
"I'll call. I promise," she said.
Like most 21-year-olds, I am apparently a very bad judge of women's emotions. Two days later, Traci called, and asked if we could resume "the other part" of our relationship as well. I was somewhat baffled, but not about to turn down sex with an older goddess.
We met at one of our usual motels, like we used to, and I was good with that. I was hoping she wasn't going to want to move our trysts to her house, now that her husband was dead. That would have been creepy.
Right before we disrobed, I told her that I had something I needed to give her. I walked straight up to her and planted my best kiss solidly on her lips, before she slowly opened her mouth and accepted my tongue inside. She was an excellent kisser, and we stayed glued at the lips for probably two minutes.
"That was a gift from Greg," I half-whispered as we broke our embrace. "I made him a promise."
"But ... how could ..."
She broke down crying and set down on the end of the bed. I sat down with her and took her in my arms.
"I don't know how. But I promised him. I also promised him this."
We made slow and passionate love; so very different from what Traci and I had ever done before. Yes, in all of her teaching, there were lessons on lovemaking in addition to fucking, but on this night it was as much emotional as it was physical. I used all of my senses to try to pick up on any clues I could, and then I used them as best I could. I have to admit, when we were done, I was as drained emotionally as she was. It was quite the night.
We continued to see each other about twice a month through my last year in college and then when I stayed in the area after graduating. We both dated others from time to time, me much more so than her. But I never got serious until I met Mary Jo. I literally bumped into her at a Starbucks. She was right behind me in line, and I didn't see her when I turned around after getting my large black coffee ... yeah, I can never remember the Starbuck's term for large. Anyway, she was right there, I bumped into her and dropped my coffee, which naturally opened and spilled all over the floor. She bent down with me to try to clean up quickly with some napkins when I came upon the bluest eyes I'd ever seen. I sputtered, stuttered, and finally squeaked out an apology.
"Remind me not to give you anything I really like to hold in your hands, butterfingers!" she said sarcastically.
"Not even your small black heart?" I bantered back.
That apparently did the trick. After I bought both of us coffees, we sat down and talked for an hour, then I asked her out to dinner for the next Saturday. We became an item, and although we never talked about exclusivity, after a few months as far as I knew I was the only one she was dating, and she was the only one I was dating ... if you didn't count my arrangement with Traci.
Almost like my mother, Traci had this maternal sense about her and could just pick up on stuff when it came to me. I never hid the fact that I was dating from Traci, but it was not something we talked about much. Mary Jo and I had been dating for about six months before Traci finally spoke up.
"You've been with this one the longest I've ever seen," she said one night after we had finished having sex. "Maybe you need to consider putting an end to our arrangement and make her an honest woman."
The very thought of that hit me like a brick to the forehead. After all this time, I never considered that my arrangement with Traci would have to end if I wanted to continue on with Mary Jo.
"You're right as usual. I don't want either one of us to ever regret any of this for a single moment, so we need to do the right thing."
And just like that, my seven years as Traci's lover came to an end. We still remained friends -- more than friends -- but we never again touched as anything more than friends. Two months later, I asked Mary Jo to marry me, and eight months after that we tied the knot.
Traci continued to stay in my life as a very close friend and adviser, and she and Mary Jo grew close in time as well. In fact, she stayed so close to us that when Ariel was born three years later, Traci became an honorary grandma, and Ariel grew up calling her Grandma Traci. My parents already loved Traci as friends, and Mary Jo's parents also got to know her and like her, and didn't seem to have any problem adding in another grandma to the family mix.
Traci continued to teach until she was 65, then she retired and did some traveling with some other retired teacher friends. I know she dated some from time to time, but never really got herself a regular boyfriend, despite the fact that she had always taken good care of herself and was a pretty sexy Senior Citizen, at least by my way of thinking. Mary Jo apparently thought so, too, because one afternoon when the three of us were out on the deck talking, Mary Jo asked her why she didn't date more.
"I've had one great love in my life, and I've had an amazing friendship and ultimate respect from a second man," she answered. "At this point, I'm not willing to take the chance on another."
Traci glanced over at me when she said the second part of her statement, and that one peek was all that Mary Jo needed to fit the pieces into the puzzle.
"So, then, it's you that I need to thank for teaching my husband to be so attentive to my needs ... all of my needs," Mary Jo giggled. " I'm not sure I can ever repay that debt."
"He was always an eager student and did come with some natural talent," Traci responded.
For my part, I kept my mouth shut. I had made a promise that I would never tell a soul about Traci and me, and I never have broken that vow, even when it was out in the open.
Although they didn't continue this line of conversation out on the deck, I'm pretty sure Traci and Mary Jo finished the conversation at some point, because while I'm sure Mary Jo had questions, she never came to me for answers, probably knowing that I wouldn't talk about it. But since Traci had opened the door, she probably explained everything to Mary Jo so I wouldn't have to. And since it ended before Mary Jo and I became exclusive, I knew my wife wouldn't obsess about it.
Life being what it is, nobody gets out alive ... and Traci was no different than anybody else. A few weeks after her 78th birthday, she called over to my office to tell me she didn't feel right and asked me if I could take her to the hospital. When I got to her house, she was dressed and waiting for me, but for the first time that I can recall, she looked like an old woman. I walked next to her as she shuffled to the car. She started apologizing for disturbing me at work.
"Don't you dare. I owe you more than I can ever pay back."
Traci was diagnosed with a leaking heart valve a while back, and was put on medication. Although the doctors didn't think it was serious enough to warrant a surgery, some other issues made surgery a risky proposition. The testing at the hospital showed that her kidneys were also failing, and her lungs were filling with fluid. Doctors could help with some of that, but in the end they said a slow, uncomfortable death in the next few weeks was her fate. They recommended hospice care.
MJ arrived at the hospital within the hour, and we stayed with Traci while hospice details were worked out. As it was late on a Friday afternoon, they would have everything ready to go Monday morning.
We stopped in to visit Saturday afternoon for a couple of hours. Traci looked tired and frail, but she was taking the news of her impending death well, at least, a lot better than I will when my turn comes.
"I've had a pretty good life. Sooner or later it ends for everybody. I just hope it doesn't get painful," she told us.
She was going to call some cousins and a few of her nieces and nephews after we left. We told her we'd be back on Sunday.
A few hours later, we got a call from the nurse tending to Traci. After spending much of the day on the phone, Traci drifted off for a nap, but when she awoke she was mostly incoherent. The nurse told us that in her opinion, we probably wanted to come back to the hospital for a final goodbye.
Traci barely acknowledged us when we came into the room. She appeared to be looking for something, or someone.
"I'm waiting for him, but I don't see him yet, Robert. He told me he'd be here."
Mary Jo looked confused, but I knew exactly what she was talking about it. It was time to make good on my last promise to Greg.
"Greg said he would meet me when my time came. He never lied to me. I know he's coming," she said quietly, but firmly.
"If he said it, then he will be here," I affirmed. "We'll wait for him together, because I promised him I would take you to him."
Recognition flashed into her eyes. I guess that Greg had probably left her a last letter as he had me.
"Scoot over a bit for me."
She moved over closer to the IV pole and gave me just a little room to slide into the bed up against her left side.
She smiled at me, then said, "It's been a long time since we've done this."
She looked over at Traci.
"Just give me a few more minutes, Sweetie. I promise."
"Keep him as long as you need him, Traci," Mary Jo responded.
We sat in the bed for a few minutes, with my arm around Traci's shoulders, and Mary Jo sitting in a chair at bedside.
I felt her start to drift off and she turned away from me on her side and moved more into a laying position. I leaned over her head and kissed her gently on the cheek. From on top of the covers, I spooned her like I used to so many years ago. She sighed and shifted back into me slightly, getting comfortable and familiar. I knew Greg was waiting patiently.
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"Oh, fuck, Markley, you are still the absolute best pussy licker in the whole wide world!" Traci shrieked ebulliently as she came for the sixth time of the evening at the end of my fingers and tongue.
That was the good news.
It was also the bad news.
As I was about to go diving into her sweet pussy once again, her compliment hit me like a 2-by-4 to the head, and I immediately pulled up short while sucking air like a Hoover. Wait a fucking minute! We've been married 29 years. She shouldn't even remember what another man's tongue feels like, let alone be commenting on it out loud during what had been a great sex session.
"Oh my God, Markley, you sure know how to rock my world!" Traci exclaimed some more.
I just continued to lay with my head on her left thigh, breathing heavily, with a combination of her juices and K-Y lube on my face. I made no move to climb on top of her and put my six inches between her warm, waiting folds.
Traci laid there for about another 30 seconds, breathing heavily as well. I wondered if she had any clue as to what she just announced.
"Aren't you going to finish?" she asked, looking slightly bewildered.
I always finished ... until tonight.
"Nah, I'm beat, Babe. You took it all out of me. I've got nothing."
Traci slowly moved toward my lower extremities and reached for my now flaccid dick. She pumped a few times, and when I didn't respond, leaned over and kissed me before laying back down on her back. Normally, after I finished, we would cuddle for a while and then finally head into the bathroom to do a little clean-up, but with me just lying in the bed and not making a move to get up, Traci just drifted off, and a minute later I heard the soft sound of her rhythmic sleep breathing. I quietly got up, went into the bathroom and cleaned up a bit, then headed downstairs to my liquor cabinet.
Sometimes it's a real bitch to have a genius level IQ that doesn't shut off very often. Most guys would have been too wrapped up in what they were doing to really have heard, let alone pay attention, to what Traci was saying. But I'm not most other guys. As I sat in my robe drinking a shot of Staley Rye Whiskey, I wracked my brain looking for clues that I obviously missed that would have pointed me toward seeing that my marriage was lacking something. But nothing seems to have been out of kilter, except for the fact that Traci and I were having sex more often than in recent years. I attributed that to being empty-nesters now that the younger child went off to college six months ago, leaving Traci and I alone for the first time in 25 years.
Traci had lost 20 pounds in those six months, and had started to dress a little sexier to show the world she was back to her college weight of 120 ... and what she put into those 120 pounds! At 51, Traci had the body of a goddess, with 38DD tits and a small waistline, on top of great legs for someone of average height. She has always been a beauty in the looks department, and for her age her skin is amazing, inheriting the great looks and skin from her mother, who looks pretty good for 78, if I might say so.
Even with the extra 20 pounds she carried for several years until recently, Traci has always been a head-turner, and I knew that was always going to be the case when we first hooked up as college sophomores. We dated for two years before finally tying the knot at 22. She was always a bit of a flirt, probably because she could be with those looks, but I never once worried about her crossing the imaginary line ... until just a few minutes ago. Ah shit.
++++++++++
"That cow! She thinks that just because she has big tits all she has to do is smile at a guy and he's hers! That's bullshit! Give her a couple more years and she'll be tucking those boobs into her waistband. And if they'd ever look at the other side they'd see that cottage cheese ass that the rest of us see ..."
Rhonda Nichols was speaking to someone in the company break room six months earlier, unaware that the target of her vitriol was just outside in the hallway, and could hear every word of her diatribe. Traci Robertson, the top selling agent at Midland Realty, had not five minutes ago interrupted a conversation between Rhonda and a third agent, Carl Walters, simply by walking by and smiling. Despite the fact that Rhonda was already in conversation with him on some subject, Carl turned his head and followed Traci as she walked past, much to Rhonda's irritation and Traci's own amusement. It had been like this for Traci since she was 14 and her boobs had started to develop well past the size of most of her friends' boobs. And it didn't hurt that Traci was blond, blue-eyed, and, let's face it, beautiful.
Traci had to admit to herself, however, that she was about 20 pounds over her college weight of 120. But still, she didn't think she looked too bad for being 51 years old and having had two children. The cottage cheese ass comment, however, was uncalled for. She had thought of Rhonda, 26 years old and decent looking although a little skinny, as a friend. Besides, what did Rhonda care about Carl? She was engaged to Fred, a nice-enough looking accountant.
Carl was the new agent in the office. Just 28, he was several years removed from his days as a starting linebacker for Ohio State, but he still kept himself in tip-top shape with regular visits to the gym. He was 6-4, 230 pounds, ruggedly handsome, and made his clothes look good, Traci thought to herself.
"The game is on, Missy," Traci admonished the younger woman in her head.
Traci skipped lunch with the girls and instead drove over to a gym near the real estate office, where she signed up for a membership. Mrs. Cottage Cheese Ass was about to make Rhonda pay dearly for her indiscretion, Traci thought to herself as she got back in her car and drove off.
++++++++++
As I sat in my den having a third rye, my mind was all over the place. I drifted back in time to when Traci and I first met at a major midwestern university. I was a geek majoring in math. I'm not a bad looking guy and I was working out regularly, but honestly, Traci was a goddess, and in real life goddesses don't date geeks. I knew who she was, but I had never even talked to her. There always seemed to be a lot of guys hanging around her waiting to be her next boyfriend. I had seen her at several parties and then on campus a few times, and while I thought she was beautiful, there was no reason for me to even make a move on her with all of the good-looking hunks practically throwing themselves on the ground in front of her.
Several weeks later, I'm sitting quietly in a corner drinking a beer at yet another party when someone plops down in the empty seat next to me and starts jabbering, breaking my reverie. I was shocked when I turned my head and saw the goddess of several of my wet dreams right next to me.
"So, you gay or bisexual?" she queried. "It's OK, man, I'm cool with either, but you've got to be one or the other because there hasn't been an unmarried straight guy I haven't seen at least twice not try to chat me up since I was 15. And I don't see a ring on your finger, so you're not married. So which is it?"
I immediately blushed the brightest red of my life, and started to stammer like a fucking idiot. The girl's Eagles T-shirt practically swayed with every breath she took, she was as beautiful up close as she was across the room, and I started to get hard instantly. My genius-level IQ was no match for what I was facing.
"Bi it is then," she said staring at my crotch.
"N-n-n. No" I finally croaked out. "Neither! Just didn't think you'd have any time for someone like me with all the hunks lined up."
"Well don't sell yourself short, Sweetie. We women sometimes like our men to be a little mysterious."
We left the party together and have been together ever since, getting married right after graduation.
I wasn't fooling myself; I knew Traci's number was higher than mine when we got together, but I still knew what to do with a girl when I got one in bed. And that included using more than just my dick to please a woman. If I say so myself, I'm pretty talented with my fingers and my mouth, and I don't think any of the women I've ever bedded would disagree with that statement.
I reduced Traci to a pile of quivering Jell-o on our first night under the covers, and I am able to still do that today, even though she doesn't seem as eager for me to do that anymore. And then there was tonight.
Traci and I hadn't made love in two weeks, which was just about the longest we'd ever gone except for after she'd had our children. She was tired one time, not in the mood a second, I forget what the excuse was the third. I didn't really ask a fourth time. She was at the kitchen sink rinsing off a pot, so her hands were occupied. I walked up behind her and cupped both of her wonderful, big boobs in my hands and started playing with her sensitive nipples. She tried to nudge me off, but I took a hand off her boobs and stuck it down the front of her sweatpants until I found her warm, moist pussy. Ten seconds of playing had her warmer and wetter, and I took the pot out of her hand and walked her up to our bedroom.
I had her naked in seconds, and I started rubbing her inner lips with the fingers of my left hand while sucking on her left breast. Three moaning and screaming orgasms in, I took my mouth off of her breast and maneuvered my face to her pussy. Like usual, she just screamed unintelligibly on her first orgasm, but on the second one she actually started to form words, making it the first time in 29 years of marriage she had ever been verbal. I wasn't concerned when she shrieked, "Fuck yes, fuck yes, fuck y-y-y-e-e-e-s-s-s!!" as she came, and was actually rather enjoying it, until of course she came out with her assessment of my skills. Then it got real, way too real.
++++++++++
Traci's campaign to seduce Carl Walters began in earnest two weeks after the break room incident. She and Carl were working on a split deal, and that gave Traci the perfect excuse to invite him to lunch. On the face of it, it was no different than the times she had invited other agents to lunch to discuss splits, since she was not only the senior agent in the office but also the number one producer. Usually the higher producer paid for the lunch. In this case, she made sure that Rhonda was well aware of the lunch.
Traci was enough of a professional to get the business out of the way first, after all a deal is a deal and a payday is a payday. Then after settling business, Traci apparently flipped a switch and became Carl's new hottest - if not best - friend. Over a bottle of wine, she found out virtually everything about Carl from his peewee football days to his love life. Yes, he told her, he did have a girlfriend, but they weren't as yet exclusive.
Traci made sure to touch Carl on his arm and wrist multiple times as they sat at the table and talked. Her professional, forest green blazer was open, and her crisp white top was tight and unbuttoned to the top of her large breasts, Carl could see. She made sure to lean forward several times over the course of conversation, and after a while a quick peek at the young man's lap revealed that she was having the desired effect.
"Men are so easy," she thought to herself. "He's mine but he doesn't know it yet. When I lose five more pounds, then I'll let him see his gift."
++++++++++
The private investigator that I hired chewed up a lot of the money I had squirreled away for a Hawaiian vacation this year, but considering what he found, I guess we weren't going to be taking that vacation after all. Apparently Traci was doing this new realtor at her office, Carl Walters, on a regular basis, as well as well as some guy named Fred Lazarus occasionally and, just to make it worse, her trainer at the gym as well. The PI seemed sheepish as hell giving me the report, and I had to wonder if he wasn't considering going after my slut of a wife as well.
Not being a complete geek, I had picked up an eclectic bunch of friends through the years. One of my long-term friendships was with an attorney named Martin Bolens. Like me, Marty was somewhat of a brainy, geeky guy, but I knew that if I ever got in trouble and needed a lawyer, Marty would have my back to the very end. He might not be able to break a pencil in half, but I had heard tales that he had no problem crushing a soul or two to make sure his clients won their cases. And we both agreed that Traci needed to be served for adultery; we weren't living in a no-fault state, so why let her hide behind the curtain of irreconcilable differences.
++++++++++
Traci had only planned on bedding Fred Lazarus once. He was the fiance of Rhonda, she of the "cottage cheese ass" statement, and Traci's lesson to Rhonda was going to be to let her fiance enjoy the body of a real woman. He would have to keep it a secret from Rhonda, but Traci would be able to smirk at the woman for all eternity.
It turned out, however, that Fred Lazarus had a nine-inch dick on a 25-year-old body, and was a very skilled swordsman. Traci came three times while fucking Rhonda's fiance, and she decided that night that she was going to enjoy the youngster much more than once. She would find some excuse to slip him in instead of Carl occasionally, or maybe just give Markley another excuse as to why she had to be out. It wasn't like she was very concerned about his feelings.
Darren Trimble as a lover was completely unplanned. He was one of the trainers at the gym that she joined, and while she had admired his muscular physique, she didn't intend to sleep with him. That changed when the young man gave Traci a one-on-one training session, during which he put his strong hands on her shoulders while showing her an exercise. Traci immediately started to tingle from her shoulders to her pussy, and gently but firmly pushed her ass back to rub up against Darren's cock. The young man didn't hesitate to push back against Traci, and the pair wound up at Darren's tiny apartment 15 minutes later, grabbing each other and tearing off gym clothes with the urgency of a couple on the first night of their honeymoon.
The young man apparently never had a partner that was Traci's equal as a physical specimen, because he came in about five minutes flat the first time. Fortunately, he was young and in good condition and able to get hard again quickly, and lasted for more than 30 minutes the second time through, enough for Traci to come twice on his member.
She got home from Darren's apartment about 30 minutes later than she normally came in, and was still in her gym clothes when Markley came in about five minutes later. She quickly headed upstairs for a shower before heading back down to start dinner, with her husband apparently none the wiser, she thought.
++++++++++
Traci was still in her gym clothes when I arrived home from work the other day, apparently having just gotten in herself. While I knew she now lifted on a regular basis, as evidenced by her newly-fit body, she was now also doing the trainer as well, my PI reported a few weeks ago, so I was guessing this was a fuckfest run a little longer than planned. She got a startled look on her face, didn't even bother to come over for a quick greeting kiss like usual, and practically ran upstairs and got into the shower, all the time muttering about needing to wash the sweat from her body. The excuse would have worked if not for the report from my PI. I'm sure at this point Traci thought she was 10 feet tall and bulletproof.
Despite how pissed I was at her, I held myself in check and had her served at home on an evening when we were both home. She was cleaning up the dinner dishes and I was watching TV in the family room when the doorbell rang. She yelled for me to get the door, but after ascertaining through a window that it was the process server, I blandly told her that the call was for her, and she should answer it. She harrumphed at me, answered the door, and kind of staggered into the family room holding the cliché manila envelope.
"What the fuck?" she hissed at me while looking at the opened envelope. "How could you do this to me ... to us ... What about our family?"
"You're just upset that I pulled the trigger on you," I answered dispassionately. "Given a little more time, you'd have done it to me. You don't love me anymore ... haven't for some time I've gathered. I know about the others ... or at least some of the others ..."
I started to choke up as I finished speaking. Traci started to redden deeply, and her look turned from shock to rage.
"You think you know something, well then go ahead and say it. I'm all ears."
"Carl Walters, Fred Lazarus, and ... and ..." I reached into my pocket for a small slip of paper. "Darren Trimble. Yeah, that's it."
Traci's face changed expression yet again, this time to looking gut-punched. She sat down on the sofa across the room from me. I'm guessing she was pretty confident that at best, I had suspicions, not answers.
"Well, I guess if you had been more of a man, we wouldn't be having this discussion," she spat at me.
I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised she went to attack mode right off the bat. Fucking three guys behind my back must have been a great confidence builder for her.
"Excuse me for growing older," I sighed. "Apparently 29 years wasn't enough to earn me the loyalty discount. Shit, none of those fuckers was even alive when we got married!"
Traci's eyebrows shot up at that statement. Yes, not only did I know she had lovers, but I had info on these guys. She looked like she wanted to continue down this path, but then held herself back.
"I'll let you stay in the house until we can get it sold. I'll let you explain things to the kids and your folks," I said quietly.
I got up from my La-Z-Boy, went to the hall closet and pulled out two packed suitcases. She definitely wasn't expecting that.
"I'll come by in a few days and get the rest of my stuff. Get your own attorney, figure out what you want to do and call Marty. It's obvious you no longer give a shit about me, so let's make this quick and get it done."
I don't have any idea what crashed and broke against the wall as I was going through the doorway.
++++++++++
While Mark was right, Traci was planning to divorce him, she wasn't quite ready to make the move. She was working out in her mind how to spin things to make her husband look like the bad guy in this. She knew Mark was very well-liked among their friends, and it wouldn't have taken much for them to side with him completely. As for the kids, she was planning on being a little more direct, attacking his manhood and hoping the girls would see the logic in her wanting to have mind-blowing sex multiple times every week.
Traci had to admit to herself that Mark's move caught her completely by surprise. She wondered if someone had seen her with one of her lovers and had dropped a dime on her, never realizing that she was the source of the leak, so to speak. But still, it didn't look like Mark's world was devastated by this, the way she envisioned it would when she finally served him with divorce papers. She was somewhat unnerved by how well he seemed to be holding up; in fact, it almost looked like he was enjoying the situation.
++++++++++
I was feeling proud of myself as I walked out of the house with my two suitcases. I could tell that Traci was not expecting what hit her, nor that I seemed to be holding things together. I drove over to a near-by motel and checked myself in. It was time to begin Life 2.0.
Traci only fought one aspect of the divorce, but she fought it tooth and nail: she wanted me to change the reason to irreconcilable differences from adultery. She was still going to get 50 percent of everything, so it wasn't about the money. But I had a feeling she was going to twist things around a bit with the kids and her folks to make me look like the bad guy, so leaving the filing under adultery gave me just enough leverage.



"There's no reason everybody needs to know our personal business!" she yelled at me over the phone one evening. "Just change the filing to irreconcilable differences and I'll sign on the dotted line immediately."
"I know we geeks can be a little socially awkward from time to time, Trace, but your logic is so transparent here it's see-through. I'm not giving you the chance to lie your way out of this with anybody, should they decide to look. You made the decision to spread your legs for other men while we were still married, wear the scarlet letter. All you had to do was show me a modicum of respect and divorce me before you became the town floozy."
Traci went after my vanity, spreading the word that I was on my way out sexually and couldn't keep up. I got the word from a couple of my buddies, who had gotten clued in by their wives. I guess Traci figured that I would cave rather than have everybody think I was a puss. That was tough, but what really hurt was when my younger daughter, Allison, accused me of going after Traci to ease my bruised ego.
"If that's the way your mother wants to play it ... here goes, Kid. I'm assuming at this point she told you about her affair. Well, what you probably haven't been told is that she's fucking three guys barely older than your sister. Three," I said, holding up the appropriate number of fingers to make it easy for my daughter to count.
"I might not have been the man I was when I was your age, but I can still hold my own, thank you very much. But this isn't about me. This is about your mother turning into a self-centered slut! Three fucking guys, Alli! Three! She doesn't love me anymore? OK. But she didn't have to go off with three fucking guys who should be dating you, not your mother!"
Allison looked shocked, and started to stammer and cry as she stood in my kitchen. I had never talked to her as harshly, nor had I ever said a negative thing about Traci in front of her.
Allison sort of staggered out of my apartment after my outburst, looking lost and confused. It took every last ounce of my willpower to let her walk out the door and not take her in my arms and give her a reassuring fatherly hug. Twenty minutes later, I got a call from Traci's mother, Barb, who hadn't talked to me since I filed for divorce. We used to have a great relationship.
"How could you say those horrible things to my granddaughter, you asshole," she screamed at me when I picked up. "That girl used to worship the ground you walked on. Now she's laying on my sofa crying her eyes out. How could you say those horrible things about Traci?"
"Mom, please listen for a second. Apparently you've only heard one side of this, and it's most certainly not mine. I've got three names for you to ask her about, and they're not Moe, Larry, and Curly. And if you still don't believe me, I have visual evidence ..."
Barb inhaled enough air to launch a weather balloon.
"Oh, my God, Markley. You've got photos ... videos?"
"Yes, Mom," I said quietly. "I wasn't planning on using the nuclear option, but apparently your daughter feels scorched earth is necessary."
"No, no, Mark. Not necessary. I'll talk to her,
"Three guys, Mark? Really? I'm sorry, Mark. I truly am. I'm sorry, really."
She quietly hung up. I shook my head as I put down my phone. Barb had been the closest thing I had to a mother since mine died about 12 years ago. I could talk to her and hash out some of my problems. Now not only don't we talk, but I just crushed her soul by telling her that her daughter was a slut and I had physical evidence.
In the end the divorce was granted on the grounds of adultery, although it took a year to get it done. I'm assuming Traci continued to fuck her three young bucks all during this time, but I don't know because I wasn't having her watched any more. As for me ... let's just say that life got real interesting.
About a month after the divorce was filed, a pair of women from the university science department drifted down separately to my basement office in the math building to see how I was doing. Although they had both been on the staff for several years, I barely knew either of them, and probably hadn't said more than 10 words to either in the time they were here. It was nice of them to be concerned, I told them, still somewhat confused as to why they would even bother to want to console me, and I had their numbers if I felt I needed to talk. They were both good-looking, I'll have to admit that, with one being divorced and about 50 years old and the other being widowed and about 40.
This type of thing became a regular event for the next few weeks with women from all over the campus stopping by to check on my well-being. As I was heading out the door of my office one day, the math department administrative secretary was walking past, and gave me a bright smile.
"OK, Colleen, spill it. What gives with everybody lately? Did I just inherit some money that I don't know about?"
"You seriously don't have a clue, do you?" Colleen asked in almost a mocking tone.
A 35-yard-old divorcee with curves from here to there, Colleen had raven hair and green eyes. I'd noticed the sparkle in her eyes before, but now, for the first time, I really took a look at her and noticed just how beautiful she was.
"It's because of your recent weight loss, Mark," she explained. She held up her left hand and wiggled her fingers, putting particular emphasis on her ring finger. You lost 120 pounds of competition recently. You've always been considered a good-looking, nice guy, but you were out of bounds because you were married, and everybody knew you were hooked on your wife. But with your ring off your hand, let's just say it's hunting season. There might be a lot of guys available, but not many good ones. You just became a rare commodity ... handsome, smart, nice ... and single.
"I don't know who saw the filing, but it was all over campus within hours."
"But the divorce isn't event granted yet. I won't be a free man for months. I mean it's very flattering, but ..."
"Everybody wants to make sure that when you do become available, you know they are out there.
"By the way ... I'm putting in my notice as well, Dr. Robertson."
"Uh ... OK."
"You really are clueless. So adorable."
++++++++++
Traci knew that while Mark was pissed at her, he wasn't the type of man to go blabbing about his personal situation all over town, so she figured she would at least be able to keep her personal situation somewhat under wraps for a while. That assessment was proven wrong within two weeks, and proceeded to be proven wrong until the divorce was made final about a year later.
"Are you fucking nuts, woman? I know you're a goddess and you know it, but how could you let the world's sweetest geek get away from you?" Marge Rochambeault, Traci's oldest and dearest friend, asked when she called Traci about a month after Mark filed.
"Oh, shit. How did she find out already?" Traci thought to herself.
Marge lived in Traci's hometown about two hours north. Traci figured - incorrectly as it turned out - that she had at least a couple of months before she needed to worry about telling most people. One of Traci's family must have spilled the beans, discounting Traci's confidence that they, like Mark, would keep quiet.
"Well ... it's a long story, Marge," Traci started slowly while trying to figure a way around giving her friend the whole truth, at least at this time.
"Yeah, I heard most of if from Mom after she tried to evade me, and then broke down like a baby in Wal-mart last week."
Marge had called Traci's mother, Barb, "Mom," almost from the minute she and Traci became friends, some time when the girls were in second grade. When Marge ran into Barb at the store, she inquired about Traci, Marge said, and Barb started to stutter and then ramble nonsense before finally breaking down in tears. When Marge got Barb calmed down enough to make sense, she got the full unfiltered story.
"You cheated on a great guy, a wonderful husband, a great father, and a great provider because he got older and you thought you deserved more? What about him, Buttercup? You're a little older yourself, and I bet you're not quite the woman you were at 30. Did you even give that scenario a consideration," Marge howled into the phone.
"I always knew you had a selfish bitch side to you, but I never thought you'd ever show it to Mark."
++++++++++
The day the dissolution became official, Mark sat in his apartment, ate a small salad, and drank half a 750 ml of Buffalo Trace bourbon. Traci, on the other hand, took Carl out to a fancy dinner, then they went back to his place. It was a scene they had repeated many times over the last year and several months, but for some reason Traci found she could not keep the candle lit. At one point she went into the bathroom and found some Vaseline to lightly rub on her pussy, which didn't seem to be responding to Carl's manhood. When she came back out, Carl at least was able to slide in to his lover's pussy, and with the help of playing with her huge tits was able to get off satisfactorily. Traci faked an orgasm with her young lover - not for the first time with Carl she thought as she writhed on the bed, then told her young lover that she was tired and needed to go home. She gently pried Carl's hands off of her boobs, got dressed and left, noting as she got in her car that her first official night as a newly single woman was far from a success.
++++++++++
"I've got a genius IQ. I can crack passwords in my head and read four books concurrently. But I don't have a fucking clue how to figure out a woman," I said to Judy Scalise, a long-time friend of both Traci and me while we were out to dinner on my first official date two weeks after the divorce became official. I had chosen Judy because she was a long-time friend, and I figured the pressure of sex would not be there between us. "I thought I had you guys figured out, but apparently I was just fooling myself for 30 years. So where do I go from here?"
Judy was an artist - a painter to be exact - and I'd always found her thought processes to be completely unique. She was a few years older than me at 53, but she kept herself in condition with regular stretching and yoga, and her smooth skin also belied her age. She had dark brown hair and blue eyes, and the latter looked like they could reach all the way into my soul. I found myself starting to think of her naked and in my bed.
"I was hoping you'd eventually call, Mark," she responded. "I didn't think I'd be first on your list, though, so I am very flattered. But let's not waste any time talking about you and Traci. That's something to discuss over coffee at noon. Tonight let's be two adults living our own lives, and see what happens with that. How about we move forward?"
"Pure genius!" I cried while nodding my head. "I didn't see it. You can't move forward if you're busy looking backwards."
I stood up, leaned over to Judy, and planted what I hoped was a good kiss on her two thick, soft lips. She stood up as well, leaned into me over the table, and proceeded to try to suck my tonsils out of my mouth. I was almost winded when she let me up for air.
Before that night I had never given a sexual thought to Judy. Yes, she was a beautiful woman, and I could appreciate her great body, but I just didn't lust over other women when I was married. First of all, I was married, and second, why would I need to lust over another woman when I was married to a goddess. I had been out of the game, so to speak, for a hell of a long time, and I guess it showed.
I don't think my facial color returned anywhere near my normal pasty coloring for the rest of the meal, but I tried to relax and be somewhat cool for the rest of the time. I think I was able to hold a coherent conversation.
We shared a slice of cheesecake and each drank a coffee for dessert. Then the night went sideways on me ... sort of.
"I think we need to head back to my place for a real nightcap, Mark," Judy said while searching my eyes. "If I don't miss my guess, you haven't had sex since you left Traci, and I bet your balls are ready to explode. I'd love to be your first since the Queen."
I know it sounds stupid, but I was actually afraid of having sex with Judy. It had been a little over a year, and I knew I wasn't going to last ... and then I would take a while to recharge since I'm not 21 anymore. And since Judy was a friend of both Traci and me ... well, I didn't want my failure to be all over town. Dr. Markland Robertson, genius, computational physics professor at the university, failure in bed. I could see everybody thinking that Traci was justified in leaving me since I was an ... underachiever ... where it really counted.
Judy made coffee when we got to her place, then excused herself to "slip into something more comfortable." My mind was reeling, but Dr. Robertson Junior was starting to make his presence felt in my pants.
Judy came back out in what looked like a pullover terrycloth robe, with spaghetti straps, that only went to mid-thigh. Her nipples were erect through the thin terrycloth, showing me that she had removed her bra. I was more than a little interested as my cock stiffened further inside my pants. We sat together on her sofa drinking coffee and chatting innocently, me trying not to drool.
"Earth to Mark. Earth to Mark," I heard Judy say from somewhere deep in my brain. Oh shit, did I have spittle running down my chin?
Judy gently took my coffee cup from my hand, put it down on an end table and quietly led me to her bedroom. I wasn't quite in this world as she slowly undressed me completely, then wrapped her small hand firmly around my hard-as-steel dick.
"Whoa. Slow down," I said quietly as my brain started to work. "It's been a long while, and I'm not nearly ready for this to be over quickly."
"Relax, Mark. I understand," Judy responded. "We can go again. I'm patient."
"But I'm not so patient," I replied, taking off her robe over her head. I gently pushed her back onto her back, and got my face between her well-toned thighs for my first hot meal in more than a year.
Apparently pussy eating is like riding a bicycle - you just never forget once you learn. I leaned in and started with a long slow lick with the flat of my tongue from bottom to top, touching her clitoris as I went up. She moaned when I first touched her pussy with my tongue, then started hissing as I licked upward. I slowly repeated the move twice more, by which time she was making a low growling noise, and then twice more after that, at which point her body started to spasm and she locked her thighs around my head. I went into a faster gear as she cut off my air supply, and about 15 seconds later I started to pull back to grab a little oxygen. I sucked in her clit with my mouth as I pulled back, and then the moaning became a scream. She must have gone on for 45 seconds to a minute, thrusting her pussy into my face repeatedly until she just stopped dead and started grabbing big gulps of air. I'd say that went well.
I continued to eat her pussy for another 10 minutes, bringing her to three more shattering orgasms, before she told me in a quivering voice that I had to stop and move up to fuck her. I did as she requested and got one more small orgasm out of her before I emptied my sack after about five minutes.
"You seriously didn't just pack me away like that?" Judy half-said, half-questioned as we laid on the bed side-by-side looking into each other's eyes as we came down from the high.
"Well, yeah, that's what I'm here for, isn't it?" I responded.
"Oh. My. God. Mark."
Judy moved into me and then turned her back so I could spoon her. We fell asleep like that and I slept like a dead man for several hours before I felt my hard prick being lubricated in saliva. I opened my eyes to see Judy's head bobbing up and down on my cock.
"Mmpppggg Sssswwwddd," she said with a mouthful of my dick before pulling me out of her mouth and repeating herself, "Morning, Sleepyhead."
"Good morning yourself!" I responded back with gusto.
Judy continued to smother my cock for another few minutes before again pulling it from her mouth. This time she climbed on top of me, squatted and then impaled herself on my throbbing tool, going all the way down in one quick movement. I banged into her cervix kind of hard, and we both recoiled a little from the pain.
"Sorry, I kind of misjudged," she said, then settled in to a slower rhythm. I reached up and gently played with her swinging boobs. We continued in this manner for about 20 minutes before I finally couldn't take anymore and blew my load as deep into her as I could.
"I told you I was patient," she said as she looked me directly in the eyes.
++++++++++
Traci met Judy for lunch at one of their favorite places about a month later. Traci had called and asked Judy out, and although the two were friends on their own merit, Judy knew that the lunch was all about the time she was spending with Traci's ex. The two had gone out a second time, and it seemed to Judy that the call was way too coincidental.
The first 10 minutes was all about catching up with each other and each other's children before Traci finally fired the first volley.
"A second date, Judy? Really? I would have thought you were into more physical pursuits," Traci said with the purr of a cat that had just licked the bowl clean of milk. She took a drink of her margarita and waited.
Judy felt herself blush when Traci made her statement. Although she knew what was coming, she suddenly wasn't as comfortable as she thought she'd be. What she thought was just going to be a quick one-timer to satisfy her own curiosity became something a little more personal when Markland Robertson gave her several mind-blowing orgasms with his tongue on their first date, and then repeated that and got several more hard orgasms with his fingers. The man was an orgasm savant, Judy thought to herself.
"Is he always that good with his hands and mouth?" Judy asked like an awestruck teenager.
Traci was somewhat taken aback by Judy's assessment of her ex-husband's talents. Since Traci hadn't been receiving good oral stimulation from any of her lovers, she just naturally assumed that Mark wouldn't use his mouth on a lover like he would his wife, and assumed the sex would with Judy would have been mediocre. Judy's reaction told Traci that Mark had rocked her world, and she confirmed that a few seconds later.
"How could you let that man walk out of your life? Are you fucking crazy, Sister?
"Smart, handsome, sweet, and a God-damned magician with his fingers and his mouth! This guy you left him for better have 12 inches of steel between his legs and know how to use it."
Traci's smile had melted off of her face. She took a quick slurp of her margarita and sort of raised her eyebrows in response, then changed the subject quickly when she put her drink down.
Judy could see that her praise of Mark was not what Traci was expecting. Not wanting to rub her good fortune in Traci's face, she let Traci steer the conversation away from Mark.
The pair didn't bring up Mark again for the rest of the meal, but her ex-husband was definitely on her mind when Traci was in bed with Carl that night. Thinking about Judy getting her pussy eaten by Mark, Traci maneuvered herself into straddling Mark's chest, with her clean-shaven pussy inches from his face. She had spread a little flavored K-Y lubricant inside of her vagina to not only help with wetness, but also hopefully to entice Carl to use his mouth on her. She reached back with one hand to play with Carl's dick for a minute, then slid forward with her pussy over Carl's face. The young man began licking haphazardly, and while it was pleasant, it was nowhere near the sensations her ex-husband used to produce. After two small orgasms, Carl pushed Traci off his face, turned her over, and began to fuck her doggy-style. Fortunately for Traci, she had used some lube, because she certainly wasn't feeling very in the mood anymore.



++++++++++
Molly Hamilton was cuddled up to my right side, with her right arm thrown over my chest, breathing rhythmically as she slept. I guess seven hard orgasms and a few smaller ones will do that to a woman. We had just finished a wild session of fucking - what we did was certainly not lovemaking - and I, too, was tired, a little beat up, sticky, and definitely feeling like a million bucks.
If I live to be 100, I will never figure out women.
A year and a half ago, my then-wife was cheating on me because I couldn't give her what she needed sexually, she said. Now, I've just bedded my third woman in the last six months, had maybe the best sex of my entire life, and made this 32-year-old scream, cum like a banshee, and just about pass out. I am at a loss to put it all together.
Molly is a physician's assistant who works with a local orthopedic practice. I know it sounds cliché, but I really did meet her at the gym. She was working out hard - sweat running down her face, on the machines, despite the fact that she was really filling out her tight workout clothes. Normally, I give the cute girls a quick look and then go on my way, but this babe was doing leg extensions with gusto, even grunting on the upstroke, and with her hair askew and covered in sweat, I knew she was there to work, not attract a mate. So that's why she attracted me.
I waited until she was done with her workout and headed for her keys in the gym's cubbyhole system before I cautiously approached. I haven't dated too many women since my divorce, despite a number of women making it clear they'd like to be asked out, but there was something about her looks and her effort in the gym. I introduced myself and asked if I could take her for coffee and dessert some evening. She kind of hesitated, and I watched the light in her green eyes change shape, before agreeing. She asked for my phone, then put in her name and number. We smiled at each other, then I watched her fine ass as she turned and left the gym. No sooner had she cleared the doorway then I rang her phone.
"I know this looks pretty desperate, but there's no time like the present to ask the question. How about Thursday night?" I asked.
She turned around and looked at me through the glass of the door. She was smiling wide, and I think maybe my heart skipped a beat.
"Thursday night it is then. I'll meet you at Laslo's at 7," she said into the phone.
Needless to say, the rest of my workout went great. Absolutely nothing hurt that night.
Thursday night I got to Laslo's at 6:50, found a small table at the back and ordered a large dark roast. Not two minutes later Molly showed up, with her long blonde hair in a ponytail and wearing tight jean shorts and a T-shirt that didn't quite reach the top of her shorts. She was showing off her gym work on her abs, and I couldn't blame her. They were definitely impressive. Her boobs looked to be a little on the small size at maybe a B-cup, but they seemed to be in good symmetry with the rest of her body. Besides, she probably would have attracted too much attention if she were any bigger because she was braless, and it was easy to see as she walked over to me.
I was sitting at a high-top table, so Molly had to sort of hoist herself up to get into her chair while I held it for her, and her braless boobs sort of jumped as she got herself seated. She caught me looking at the bounce and did the raised eyebrow thing at me, so I did the smiling nod thing back at her.
We ate cheesecake, drank coffee, and talked for two hours. I found myself bewitched by this woman who wasn't that much older than my daughters. I don't know if she was quite as taken with me, but she did agree to do an outing with me a week from Saturday.
We took in a zoo and an antique car museum before winding up at a restaurant for a meal. We then headed back to my apartment, and the rest, as they say, is history. Apparently the old man still has something left in the tank.
++++++++++
While Mark was drifting off to sleep, on the other side of the city Traci was getting it hard and fast from a young professional she had met earlier in the evening. His somewhat thick 6-inch cock felt good as he sawed in and out of her doggy-style, but Traci was nowhere close to cumming herself. She was thinking she might have to fake it with ... what the hell was his name ... when she felt his balls tighten and he shot a huge load of jizz into her K-Y lubed pussy. She made some appropriate moaning noises for him, told him he was wonderful, then got dressed, pecked him on the cheek, and left his home.
"Shouldn't this have been more fun?" she thought to herself as she got in her car to drive home.
She took a quick look in her rear view mirror and liked what she saw, but something was definitely wrong, she thought to herself. Carl had broken up with her a month ago, saying that he wanted to start dating someone who was looking for marriage and children, two things Traci was not looking for. Carl was right, and he was sweet about the break-up, but as Traci had realized then, she had been dumped for the second consecutive time. First Mark, then Carl.
Traci helped rationalize Carl's leaving by noting to herself that sex with him was getting stale. At times, she seemed disinterested. That wasn't supposed to happen to someone like her, she thought in the deepest recesses of her mind.
As she pulled into her driveway, Traci told herself that the next time she went out, maybe should would look for someone more her own age. They might not be as hot as the young guys, but maybe she would actually have an interest in something they were talking about.
++++++++++
My time spent with Molly just cemented in my mind what I had always believed about Traci. From my limited experience before I met Traci, I always felt that she was not near as good a fuck as the others I had bedded, and I truly believed it was because she was a goddess and she knew it. Women like Traci don't have to work very hard to attract guys, and at the same time probably don't work very hard in bed either. In the beginning, they don't have to, guys are getting off on the fact that they are fucking a big-boobed beauty, but after a while it's not the same thrill anymore, especially if the women is selfish and doesn't really give it her best. Throughout the years, Traci and I had several "softer" discussions about this, but I was never really able to come out and tell her she was just not that good in bed. So I just sucked it up, because I loved her. But Judy, Kathy, and now Molly had shown me what great sex could be like, and as I lay in bed and started to drift off, I thought about being cheated by Traci yet again.
Two weeks later, I answered my phone to hear Traci on the line. I was more than a little surprised and a little suspicious. I hadn't talked to her in more than six months, and when I was with my daughters, they didn't bring her up at all because they knew I wouldn't talk about her with them. While I wanted my daughters to love and respect their mother, I had told them in no uncertain terms that my relationship with their mother was over, and they should respect that. And so far they had.
"Markley, April wants to know if we can be civil toward each other long enough to get through her wedding. It seems that Robert finally popped the question, and she wants us to do the wedding, but only if we're not going to do a 'Real Housewives' kind of thing."
"Well, I haven't heard from April about this yet, but you can assure her that I will be the perfect gentleman, especially if you can remember to be the woman I once loved. And I will pass that along to my oldest when she officially calls to tell me her good news."
April called the next day to give me her good news, and I told her the same thing I had told her mother. She informed me that Traci was going to help her plan the event, and I told her to have the time of her life and I was more than willing to pay for it.
I'm not overly emotional, but I have to admit, walking April down the aisle packed me away. My little "Frumpkin" had put away her dolls, silly songs, and love of the Muppets and grown into a beautiful woman, both inside and out. The walk down the aisle lasted mere seconds, but in those 30 steps I managed to see hundreds of images flash before my eyes. When I handed her off to Robert at the altar, I had a river of happy tears streaming down my cheeks. I walked over to our family's side and moved in beside Traci, who leaned over and gave me a peck on the cheek with feeling. She was crying as well.
We had arranged a waltz for our father-daughter dance, and I thought it went well. Then Robert and his mother, Isabelle, danced the mother-son dance to a foxtrot. After that, the music got more modern and for the most part, the floor was filled with 20- and 30-somethings. I was standing at the bar for about 10 minutes, drinking a single malt scotch, before making my move. Traci was on the dance floor with one of the 30-somethings in a slow-dance clinch when I walked over and asked him if he minded me cutting in. He seemed a little put off, but Traci lit up like a Christmas tree and reached for my hand, making the decision for the youngster.
"Don't you trust me around these kids?" Traci teased while looking at me sort of sideways. "Thanks to you, I think half the population knows I'm a cougar. That young man that you just shooed away had his manhood pressed up against my stomach and was hoping he was going home with the bride's mother."
"If that's what you want, I'll get him back here in a second," I responded. "But I thought that at least for a little while, you would enjoy talking and dancing with someone who doesn't think that Beyoncé is a living legend."
"Touché," she responded.
"Well, unless you pull out a knife and kill me right here on the dance floor, I think we behaved ourselves pretty well this weekend, don't you," I asked earnestly.
"I'd have to agree, but for a moment I thought the bride was going to have an anxiety attack when you came over to me on the dance floor," Traci giggled.
"Yeah, well, in the last several years we haven't shown a lot of maturity around each other," I admitted.
"But still, at least we waited for them to be out of the house before we imploded," she responded.
We danced a couple of slow songs, then as the music speeded up her previous dance partner came back and politely asked if he could turn the tables on me and cut in. I think Traci was a little surprised when I acquiesced.
Alli joined me at our table when I got back from the bar. She sat down next to me while watching her mother on the dance floor. Without taking her eyes from the floor, she spoke.
"Do you think I'm going to have to worry about men chasing her when she's in a nursing home?" Alli asked in a kidding tone.
I looked sideways at my daughter, not wanting her to see me checking her facial expression. Her tone may have been light, but her eyes told me she was far from kidding.
"But what about you, Dad? Mom tells me that you date from time to time, but replacing her is proving to be an impossible task."
"I'm good, actually better than good, Baby Girl," I responded. "Your mother doesn't know as much about my life now as she thinks she does, but all I will say is that I don't lack for female attention. And I didn't realize that I was trying to replace her. I'll figure that one out if I need to."
Just then Wendy Adams, an old family friend, came up to our table. Wendy and her husband Earl were friends with Traci and me from when the kids were little. Earl died a few years back from cancer, and I know that Wendy and Traci still kept in touch. I hadn't kept in touch as much because I was better friends with Earl.
Wendy was a couple of years younger than me at 53, but from the way her dress was fitting her, she had kept herself in pretty good shape.
I invited her to join Allison and me at the table, but she just smiled and asked Allison if she would excuse us while we hit the dance floor. Allison seemed a little surprised at first, but then graciously told us to get out there and shake it up.
Just as we headed for the floor, Allison grabbed my arm, and leaning in, whispered, "Nah, that kind of coincidence only happens in the movies, Dad."
We danced to a couple of songs, then we hit the bar and went and sat down in some comfortable chairs just outside of the hall. We caught up for a while, then Wendy took my hand, got a real serious look in her eyes and asked the $64,000 question.
"Are you still in love with her Mark? Because if you are, then I don't need to make a fool out of myself and ask you out to dinner."
I didn't see that one coming. I thought Wendy was pretty close to Traci, so I never considered even asking her out, despite the fact that she's always been "well put together." I always thought Earl was a lucky man to have her, and I have to admit I was somewhat surprised she wasn't snatched right up when the appropriate mourning time had passed.
"I will always love her to some extent, despite what she did to me ... it's like a cigarette habit I suppose, but I'm not in love with her, and don't love her down to my soul," I responded. "But you and her ... I don't want to cause any problems between you two."
I had forgotten one of Wendy's best qualities was her take-no-prisoners approach to life. She quickly reminded me.
"Mark, I'm not a teenager any more, and I've been alone now for eight years. There aren't a lot of men who get my interest up, so I'm not going to pass one up who's in the same room with me. Traci turned you loose. It's been what, three years since you divorce became official? And I know you've been dating. You're like the number one draft pick in a fantasy husband league, if we had one. So, no, I'm not going to lose a nano-second of sleep worrying about what Traci would think of you and me dating ... and other things."
She blushed as she said the last part. Suddenly I wanted very much to be the one she got back on the horse with, so to speak.
I handed her my cellphone and she put her number in. Then as I was taking my phone back, April and Robert came out of the hall looking for me. April knew who Wendy was and the two of them made some small talk before Wendy told me I needed to go back inside and play bride's father some more. I moved to her, took both of her hands in mine, leaned in and gave her a quick peck on the lips.
"To be continued," I said quietly as Wendy blushed.
We did all the usual wedding things, including cutting the cake, and Traci was practically glued to my side for the rest of the night. I think maybe April had told her about my chat with Wendy, and I was assuming maybe it was a little bit of jealousy on her part. I have to admit being a bit flattered, even if it was three years too late.
++++++++++
When April and Robert came back into the hall with Mark, April walked over to Traci and told her that they just interrupted Mark and Wendy Adams having what looked like a deep discussion. She said they kissed as they broke up their huddle. Standing near-by, Allison told the pair that she watched Wendy and Mark on the dance floor, and that Wendy looked like a love-struck teenager. Allison said she thought that was cute. By the look on Traci's face, she didn't think it was cute.
++++++++++
After making sure everything was taken care of at the end of night, it was just Traci and I left in the hotel lobby. I knew she came to the hall in a taxi, so I offered her a ride home. She accepted, provided I let her buy me a drink in the hotel bar. Considering this was best that Traci and I had gotten along in years, I accepted, and we walked down the hall and took a seat at a low bar table.
"The lady will have a Maker's over ice, and I'll just have a Staley neat," I told the waitress when she asked for our order.
"It's nice that you still remember, Markley," Traci said.
"You're still the only woman I've ever seen that knows how to drink bourbon properly," I responded.
"Are you going to fuck Wendy Adams?" she then blurted out, putting her hand to her cheek and blushing when she realized the words that came out of her mouth.
"I-I-I'm sorry. I didn't mean it to come out that way," she gushed. "I meant, are you going to date her? You've dated an awful lot of good-looking women these last few years. I don't think you've even missed me. Was it your plan to set me up to fail so you could sew some wild oats?"
I put my rye down and stared into her blue eyes. She was glaring back at me, and her eyes almost seemed luminescent.
The silence between us went on for about 15 seconds while I formulated my answer.
"That's a nice try, Traci, but I seemed to recall somebody sewing their wild oats while we were still married. To this day, you've never explained what caused you to disrespect me so much, but I would have been perfectly happy to have grown old with you ..."
"Would that offer still be on the table?" she interjected.
To say I was stunned would be a gross understatement. My mouth dropped open as I gaped at her.
"OK. OK. I made a mistake, a bad mistake, an incredibly stupid mistake." Traci spat out. "I was afraid I was getting old, and I got wrapped up in having great sex with a young stud to prove to myself I could still turn men on, like I used to. Only it really wasn't great sex from the actual physical act; it was the thrill of a new man, a young man lusting over me. Only I wasn't smart enough to see it then, and I when I began comparing them to you, well ... you lacked by comparison to what these kids could do. And the fact that you were just such a nice innocent guy while I was slutting around got me to thinking about you being nothing but a brainy geek.
"But it turns out I was wrong. After you shot me down, the thrill of the illicit was gone, and after a while, so was the thrill of the new man - or rather - men. It was still an ego boost to be wanted by a young guy half my age, but there was nothing happening emotionally. God damn it, Markley, I'd kill for a good cuddle after a good fuck!
"And we won't even talk about the poor quality of pussy eating!"
The waitress came back just as Traci was making that final exclamation. She stopped a few feet away, unsure of what to do, so I motioned for two more of the same.
"Have you thought about dating someone your own age, someone who's been around the block and has a clue, even if he can't hit the 'high notes' like these kids can? After all, Traci, despite how good you look, you're not 22 anymore either," I related.
"That's what I'm trying to do now, Mark," she stated flatly. "We had 30 good years together. Can you forgive my lapse in judgment and be mine once again? Please."
Traci had big tears in her eyes. Before all this shit started, I would have swept her into my arms and tried to make the world better for her. Even now, after everything that had gone down, a part of me still wanted to do just that. After all, to some extent, this was a victory!
No, three years ago it might have been a victory. Now it was just a desperate apology.
I shook my head slowly.
"First of all, we had about 29 good years together. I wouldn't exactly call that last year good. But this is real life, Traci. You don't get do-overs in real life. Come on, let's get you home."
Wendy Adams ended what had turned into a pretty good second bachelorhood for me. I waited a week before I called her after the wedding. We ate at a nice seafood restaurant a couple of towns over. She wore a form-fitting sweater dress that got more than a few looks from men all night long, but unlike Traci, she didn't seem to notice the attention. Her attention was focused solely on me.
After a great meal and great conversation, we went back to her house for after-dinner drinks and dessert. She poured both of us a glass of Cognac, that we casually downed in about five minutes. Then it was time for dessert. She stood up, took me by the hand, and led me to a bedroom upstairs. I noted it was not the master bedroom and didn't look like it had been used very often. I completely understood her not wanting to have sex in the bed she and Earl had shared.



Wendy didn't have to tell me to be gentle with her. I knew she probably hadn't had sex with more than a few guys since Earl's death - if any. I knew they were very much in love with each other.
I took it very gentle and slow, starting with soft kisses on her lips as I helped her out of her clothes. She then started to help me out of mine as I started kissing her bare shoulders, then her upper chest and finally her nipples. Her 36C boobs still had life in them and were standing out proudly against gravity, with her nipples just begging to be gently chewed on. So I obliged for a few minutes while she removed my clothes.
Her gentle moans became a small shriek when my fingers found her wet pussy. I rubbed around the outside, putting gently pressure on her lips, before laying her down on her back. She started to reach for my hard dick and for a second I thought about doing a 69, but then I decided to make this night all about her. I turned her lengthwise on the bed with her head near the headboard, and I got my face between her gorgeous thighs. At that point I felt her tapping on my head, so I looked up to see her hand holding a small bottle of lube. I got that, too. We weren't kids anymore, and despite the fact that she was wet, she knew she would need a little help. I took the bottle and rubbed a little on her from top to bottom with my right hand, then I took a small swig out of the bottle, put my face against her inner lips and let the lube ooze into her opening. As she sighed, I slowly licked her pussy from bottom to top with the flat of my tongue. She shrieked again, both hips came off the bed and she spasmed against my mouth for a good 30 seconds. I continued to lick her slowly all the way through the orgasm, only stopping when I felt it subside.
I lifted my head to look at Wendy's face. Her head was flat down on the pillow, but she turned her glassy eyes to meet mine and gave me a smile big enough to say everything that needed to be said. I dove in gleefully, alternating between soft and furious with each orgasm. After her fourth, I started to hum while I worked, knowing that the soft sound produced additional vibration. She headlocked me with her thighs for a long orgasm, and when I pulled back to catch a breath of air I softly sucked on her clit, at which point she tried to knock me out by pounding my face with her pussy. I kept up a frenetic pace for another minute and got two more hard orgasms and a lot of unintelligible sound out of her before she finally started tapping the bed with her hands.
When I finally looked up, she could barely breath out an "Enough!" I gave her pussy a final kiss, then I worked my way up her body, licking and gently biting as I went. She had several small aftershocks before I finally got to her face and we started kissing.
"Need you inside now!" she urgently whispered, and I took the hint, sliding in gently in two strokes as she sighed. I got one more good orgasm out of her, then she started to concentrate on me by gripping me with her pussy muscles. I held on for 15 minutes before I let loose a torrent of cum, and she kept up a steady "uh-uh-uh" the whole time I was shooting inside of her.
My arms were tired from supporting myself by this point, so I rolled off of her and we lay side-by-side, smiling at each other and breathing heavily. We kissed some more, then we just lay entwined until I heard her breathing go into a regular cycle. She looked like an angel, and I must have watched her sleep for a good 10 minutes.
In the last three years since the divorce went through, I had been enjoying an amazing sexual renaissance and had enjoyed women of many ages. There was something about this coupling, however, that felt ... different. Yes, I was sated on a sexual level, but there seemed to be an emotional attachment with Wendy. I was just starting to wonder if she felt it, too, when I drifted off into what turned out to be my best night of sleep in forever.
While it was no longer uncommon for me to wake up in a strange bed in the morning, everything about this morning felt different ... you know, almost like a lazy Sunday morning wake-up in the old days, with Traci downstairs cooking breakfast and the girls running around her feet, playing some sort of game. But there was no Traci and no laughing children ... just Wendy frying up some bacon - if my nose was correct - and a pot of coffee already on. I put on my T-shirt and Dockers - couldn't find my shirt - and staggered downstairs without a care in the world. I then found my shirt. Wendy was wearing it, and only my shirt, with the sleeves rolled about to her elbows and the buttons done up only about halfway. My shirt never looked better.
"Hey, Sleepyhead, hope you don't mind that I borrowed your shirt? It just kind of smelled like you, and I wanted to be near that for a while longer," she related.
"Well, then, how about the real thing?" I asked. "Can a starving man get a little attention?"
She slowly sidled over to me as I stretched my arms out wide and took her in a strong embrace. She smelled like "us" from the night before, and I couldn't imagine a better fragrance in the whole world.
"Mmmmmm." I growled.
"Mmmmmm," she growled back.
We ate and discussed plans for the day. It was Saturday, so we had all day to do whatever we wanted. We never discussed what I was going to do, or what she was going to do. We discussed what we were going to do. We had made a few plans before I got my most brilliant thought ever.
"This is going to sound totally stupid, but how about getting married today?" I asked.
"You're the one with the genius IQ," she responded. "Whatever you think is best."
It was just that easy. I knew the local justice of the peace had Saturday hours, so I called to see if 4 p.m. was available. It was, so that gave us a little over seven hours to get cleaned up and get a wedding party together. I needed a best man, and Wendy's 28-year-old son Aaron was more than happy to stand up for me once I explained that the bride was his mother. He said that he and his wife and 2-year-old daughter would make the hour's trip and meet us at the JP.
Wendy called her mother and asked her to be her maid of honor. She had her cellphone on speaker when she asked, and my soon-to-be mother-in-law, whom I had never met, dissolved into tears before choking out an affirmative. I then called both of my daughters and invited April and Robert and Allison and whomever she wanted as her plus-one.
"Think I should invite Mom as my guest?" she asked cheekily.
"Only if you really, really want to, but I honestly would prefer you didn't," I said. "She's had a pretty rough go of it recently, and I don't want to look like I'm shoving my good fortune in her face."
One of my best friends in town owned a barbecue restaurant in the city, so I quickly called him at home and asked if he had one of his side rooms open for the night. Everything was running my way as he said he did, so I booked the room for the night. We then both invited a few more people we thought we'd like to have celebrate with us, before I hit my favorite jewelry store for an engagement ring and a pair of wedding rings.
++++++++++
Traci was coming out of her favorite boutique with some packages in her hands when she almost literally ran into Wendy on the sidewalk. Although the two weren't quite as close as they were at one time, they still remained friends and had been so for about 25 years. They chatted amicably on the sidewalk for a few minutes before Traci spotted the two rings on Wendy's left hand.
"Oh my God, girl, those are absolutely stunning ..."
Wendy blushed deeply as the light went on in Traci's brain.
"You're ... you're ... you're married ... Markley? You?"
Traci wavered a bit and Wendy thought she might pass out. She took her friend's shoulder and helped steady her.
"I didn't know. I'm sorry," Traci quickly apologized.
"We really haven't let the cat out of the bag too much. It just kind of happened so quickly," Wendy blushed.
"Quickly? That certainly doesn't sound like the Markley I know," Traci rejoined.
"Did you ever just get the feeling that things were so right that you just had to do it?" Wendy continued. "I mean, who let's a man like this go?"
Wendy immediately put her hand to her lips as she let the last thought slip out unguarded.
"I didn't mean it that way, Traci, honest. It's just that ..."
"Yeah, I get it, Wendy, it's OK. Trust me, I know I'm an idiot. Learn from my mistake and never let that man get away."
++++++++++
"Surely there's got to be more than one good guy out there," Traci was whining to her therapist, Dr. Ellen McForrest. "They seemed to be everywhere when I was deciding to dump Markley, then, just like that, they were all gone."
"You're a smart woman, Mrs. Robertson. You had to realize that good single men in your age range are way outnumbered. But you weren't fishing in those waters. Did you honestly believe you could snag a talented up and comer and keep him, even if you are a walking wet dream. You had to know that sooner or later you might actually have to talk to him and make a life with him, instead of just having sex with him to your heart ... or vagina's ... contentment.
"God, doc. Real life really does suck sometimes."
Epilogue:
I'm standing on the back deck of the house Wendy and I bought together soon after we were married 10 years ago. For so many reasons, we felt we should have "our house." It's a smaller house, with just two bedrooms, but it has a big living room and a big family room so there's room when we have all three kids and their families over. We are grandparents six times over now.
I'm manning the grill as Wendy comes out of the house carrying a couple of Staleys over ice. She hands one to me as I give her a peck on the lips. I can't help marveling how she looks 20 years younger than her 63 years. She still takes good care of herself, although she's started to work on letting some gray creep into the sides of her light brown hair. But she can still turn some heads when she dresses up for one of our occasional nights on the town. Hey, we may be Senior Citizens, but were not dead yet.
As a matter of fact, we're still having our fun in the bedroom twice a week, and sometimes we have some fun in the shower. A little pill for me, some lube for her ... medical science has been a godsend.
While I loved Traci with all my heart when we were married, I just can't imagine not spending the rest of my life with Wendy. She has captured my heart in a way Traci never did. In a perverse sort of way, I have to be thankful that Traci cheated on me, because without that pain I never would have gotten this pleasure.
I run into Traci every few months. While she still looks good physically, she always looks sad and always apologizes. I always think it, but I'm way too polite to ever say the words out loud: thank you.
++++++++++
At 65, Traci's large breasts no longer rode up high on her chest, but with a good support bra she still cut an impressive figure. She had gained back her cottage cheese ass, she noted, but as she moved through the strip mall she noticed men appraising her with nods. As she was heading toward her car in the parking lot, she spotted Mark coming toward her. She made sure she was standing up tall as he approached.
"Hello, beautiful," he said with genuine affection as he leaned in to kiss her cheek.
Despite herself, Traci blushed at the compliment. The pair then made small talk for several minutes, mostly talking about their shared grandchildren, and then Mark said he had to get moving. He knew what was coming next.
"Mark, I really am sorry," Traci said.
As usual, Mark looked directly into Traci's eyes, hesitated, and smiled. He walked off.
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I sat in the back row of the church throughout the whole funeral service, having slipped in unseen as it was starting. I certainly had no desire to meet with the grieving family during visitation and tell them their deceased love one was a good man, especially since he wasn't.
In fact, he was a motherfucking son of a bitch whore-bait bastard, and I, for one, couldn't have been happier he was dead. I only hoped his last several hours on this earth were filled with pain, real physical pain, to match the emotional distress he inflicted on me just a few years ago.
The pastor quit droning on and the service finally ended. The casket was led through the sanctuary to the front door, where it was to be loaded into the waiting hearse. The family followed after, led by the grieving widow. She was crying again. I'm not sure why, but as she approached the last row, she looked over at me, like she was drawn to do so. As I had been all morning, I was smiling.
Upon first glance my way, the widow looked shocked, probably that anybody would be smiling at her during her husband's funeral. But then I saw the light of recognition come into her eyes, and the look of shock morphed into one of rage. I kept my gaze on her, not blinking, until she finally turned back to her path and walked out of the church.
Walking close behind her, her mother recognized me almost immediately, blushed deeply, and quickly looked straight ahead. At least someone in the family felt guilty for what happened.
Today was the first time I had seen either woman in more than five years. My anger hadn't abated one bit. I caught myself hoping that my ex-wife would die before me so I could attend her funeral, too.
Six-plus years ago, she and I made quite the dashing dynamic duo. We had been married for 10 wonderful years. She was a well-respected lawyer working for a top firm in our east coast city, and I was the hottest real estate developer in our part of the state, actually pulling in more dollars than the esteemed Traci Conroy.
And then the deceased -- quite alive at that time -- set about to ruin my life. Actually, I don't think he tried to ruin my life ... I was just collateral damage when he set out to win my wife back. He just didn't care if there was anybody in the way.
++++++++++
Traci and another young female attorney turned up at an art show for a group of upcoming painters. I was there representing the development company I then worked for, the Watford Group, which was sponsoring the show. I was 24, making good money, fit, and not half-bad looking, and I used all of that to my advantage as I was making a reputation as a ladies' man. That all came to a screeching halt when I laid eyes on Traci Truman. I felt the lightning bolt hit me in the head and go all the way to my feet. She was gorgeous: mid-back length blonde hair, cobalt blue eyes, angelic angular face with thick red lips, and the body of a goddess. While she was talking to her friend, she smiled in my direction, and I'm pretty sure my heart skipped a beat.
I picked up two glasses of Chablis and a shot of Don Julio tequila from the bar, went up to the pair, and introduced myself. I apologized for being a little brash, but they both accepted a glass of wine when I presented it. We made small talk for a few minutes, then started working our way around the show, looking at the art. I found out that Traci and Lenore Gold were roommates and friends, and both had a better grasp of the art world than I did. But I'm a quick study, and I think they were impressed that I was able to not only keep up, but add something to the conversation.
I had a great night in the company of both women, but I had my sights set on Traci from the start, and before we parted that night I asked for and received her digits. I played it cool, though, and didn't call for about a week to ask her out to dinner, but she played it cooler and turned me down. In fact, she turned me down six times before she finally accepted, and then, I think she accepted just to get me to stop asking. If she was expecting me to quit, she had a lesson to learn.
We had a great night out, or, at least, I thought we did. We went out to a great steakhouse and then hit a dance club. I'm not Savian Glover, but I can hold my own out on the floor, and I know I was better than her. But at the end of the night all I got was a polite handshake when I walked her to her apartment door, and she turned me down for a second date. Crushed? You bet.
I decided to play the space game, and I didn't call her for two more weeks. This time she accepted my invitation to a string quartet and a late dinner. I got a peck on the lips at the end of the night, and she accepted a date for the next weekend.
We continued this chaste, halting relationship for the next six months. I was head over heels in love with the Traci she had let me see, but I knew she was holding back for some reason. I was hoping that the reason she was holding back wasn't because she didn't feel the same spark as me, and was trying to be gentle. Apparently, she wasn't going to tell me, so I had to go for it.
I hadn't asked her out already for the next weekend, so on Wednesday of that week I called over to the law firm and left a message for her that we needed to talk. I got a call back within 10 minutes.
"Is there something wrong, Jimmy? You sounded so serious," she said.
"Trace baby, we really need to talk. Let's meet at my house tonight at 8."
"Uh, OK, Jimmy. Your house at 8."
Although we had been dating for more than six months, Traci had been over to my house less than a handful of times, and when she was there, she didn't seem comfortable. But I needed us to be in a quiet place with no distractions, because I had to know if this relationship was going somewhere.
Traci showed up on time in jeans and a sweatshirt, looking very nervous. I invited her in and asked her if she wanted something to drink, which she refused. I walked her to my sofa in the living room, sat her down and sat facing her about two feet away.
"I don't have to know everything, but I have to know enough about what you're hiding from me to know if we have a chance to continue on," I told her. "I love you more each time we're together, but I'm not sure you feel the same ..."
Traci burst into tears at that point, and I leaned in and wrapped my arms around her. She cried for a couple of minutes before she sat up and looked me in the eyes.
"Jim, the relationship before ours ended badly for me and quite frankly, I was gun-shy going into this," she said. "I guess it's time for me to move on from that, because you've shown me you're not the same kind of guy he was ... and honestly, I think I could fall in love with you."
I thought my heart was going to burst out of my body, and I'm pretty sure I heard angels singing in the distance. We retired to the bedroom where I ate her to a half-dozen orgasms before we made what I considered to be the most passionate love I had ever had. Trust me, I had fucked plenty of women to that point in my life and made love to quite a few more, but nothing I had ever experienced before approached the intensity of my love-making with Traci on that very first night. I knew at that time that I would marry this woman.
Three months later she took me home to meet her parents and the rest of the family, and that weekend I popped the question and handed her a diamond ring. She said yes without hesitation, and I was over the moon with happiness, which helped me overcome the feeling I got the whole weekend that something was not quite right. Traci's parents seemed nice enough but not overly warm toward me, which I just put off to just having met them. Her older sister, Leslie, on the other hand, really seemed to be in my corner, and she and her husband, Stephen, welcomed me with open arms.
Traci's parents lived in a slightly smaller city on the East Coast about a two-hour drive away, close enough that we could easily visit but not so close that we were on top of each other. With the wedding being held at Traci's home church, she and her mother spent plenty of time together planning, and it wasn't uncommon for Traci to head home for the entire weekend. I'd occasionally go with her for the weekend, but it usually felt like I was in the way, so I'd head over to Les and Steve's house about 15 minutes away to hang out with them and drink some of their beer.
With the exception of the death of my father-in-law, Mel, at 68 from a sudden heart attack about five years after we were married, things were great in our little world. Yeah, we had some problems here and there like every couple, but for the most part it was almost too good to be true. Yes, there were times our jobs got in the way of us spending much time with each other for a week or so, but Traci was rapidly becoming a go-to attorney in our city, and I was on top of the development pyramid. The only thing we seemed to lack was children, not that we didn't try, but I guess you can't be blessed with everything.
And then came her mother's 70th birthday open house. Traci and Les sneaked around and planned the whole shebang right under her mother's nose, and she was so surprised when she showed up at Leslie and Steve's for what she thought was going to be a quiet family dinner. When she entered the house there were 50 friends and relatives springing out to surprise her, and people came and went from the house all afternoon.
I was talking with Steve off to the side of the living room when I heard Traci give a small squeal by the front door. As I turned to see what that was about, I saw her jump into the arms of some guy about our age. He easily caught her and they hugged tight. I didn't think much of it as I figured it was probably some old family friend stopping in to wish Alva a happy birthday, but I noticed that when I caught Alva's eye looking over at me, she was blushing ... or so it seemed. I went to turn back to Steve to continue our conversation, but he had moved on, so I went over to the bar for another beer.
I'm not a jealous guy, but a couple of times when I looked over at Traci, she seemed to be in animated conversation with Mr. Old Family Friend. She kept touching his arm, and at one point he put a lanky arm around her shoulders. At that point, I started toward my wife, but just then Alva called me to come over and meet a third cousin or something. I never quite got over to Traci, and she and the guy disappeared from my sight after a while.
With everything going on, I hadn't seen Traci for about an hour, so I went and looked around. I found her and her friend -- still with his arm around her shoulders, talking to another couple I didn't know. Maybe it was just my imagination, but I think the conversation got a little quieter as I approached.
I came up from behind Traci and her friend, and without making a big deal of it, I removed his arm from around Traci's shoulder and just let it drop to his side. He started to move toward me slowly, but Traci deftly placed herself in between us, making it look almost natural.
"Jason Battendorf -- 'Bat' -- let me introduce you to my darling husband, Jim Conroy. Jim, Jason and I go back to about fourth grade, when his parents moved into the neighborhood. Jason, Jim and I have been married for 10 wonderful years."
As she said this, she wiggled her fingers so he could see her engagement and wedding rings.
While I wasn't happy with his attitude, I wasn't about to start anything at my mother-in-law's 70th birthday party. I gave him a solid handshake, a small smile, and then I walked back to the bar. As I turned away, I caught Traci giving him a raised eyebrow look.
Traci and I talked about the party on the ride home, but Jason Battendorf wasn't mentioned at all. I chalked up the earlier problem to me overreacting, and didn't bring it up on the ride home.
Two weeks after the party, Traci told me she was going to start spending some time at her mom's every few weeks, going over on a Saturday morning and staying until midday Sunday, in part because she missed her and she realized that Alva wouldn't be around forever. As I had lost both of my parents in my early 20s, I certainly understood her wanting to spend some time with her mother, and I didn't have any objections. Sometimes I would go with her, but more often than not, she drove over by herself. And, on those times when she would go by herself, more often than not we would have a rousing Friday night of sex to hold us both over for the rest of the weekend.
About six months later, Traci was over at her mother's when I got a call from Lisa at All About Flooring, looking for Traci. Traci was having new tile laid in the kitchen, and Lisa had some question for her. Since it wasn't my project, I didn't know enough about it to answer her.
"I called her cell several times and it immediately goes to voicemail, like she's turned it off," Lisa said.
"That's impossible. That phone is always on, unless she has everything covered completely, like when we go on vacation," I told Lisa. "I'll give her a call or track her down and have her get back to you."
Her phone was indeed turned off, I found when I tried her number, so I called Alva on her landline and asked to speak to Traci.
"Why aren't you calling her on her phone?" Alva asked me in a clipped tone.
"I tried, but her phone is turned off," I responded. "Can you get her for me?"
"She ... she's out of the house right now. She's ... gone for a walk," Alva stammered. "Let me take a message."
I knew Alva was trying to cover Traci's butt, but she wasn't very good at lying.
"Just have her call me when she gets in, will you?"
My spider senses were tingling badly.
"Mom," I said quietly before hanging up, "Tell me at least one truth here. Does she at least visit you when she comes to town?"
"For a few minutes, at least," Alva answered just as quietly.
Traci finally called me back about an hour later from her cellphone.
"Sorry to be out of touch, Dear, I had to charge my phone. I was out walking around Mom's neighborhood for a while, stretching my legs, when you called. What's up?"
I had to hand it to her. She was awfully cool, and not knowing that Alva's inability to lie virtually gave her up, she thought she could continue to play the game. My heart was breaking, but I kept it to myself and told her to call Lisa about the tile.
"OK, Hon. Will do. Thanks. Got to run."
When Traci ended the call I immediately dialed my sister-in-law.
"Spill. Now. Everything," I said harshly without even identifying myself. "Who the fuck is this Jason Battendorf to Traci?!"
I could hear the gasp, and then the giant sucking sound. I kept quiet, which seemed to drag out the silence even more.
"What's there to tell? You met him at my house at Mom's birthday party a few months ago. Traci and I go way back with him. His family moved into the neighborhood when he was about 9 ..."
"Now tell me what you and Traci don't want me to know!" I half-yelled into the phone.
"It's ancient history, Jim" Leslie started to protest.
"No, it's not. It looks like the end of my marriage!" I cried.
"Wait. What do you think is going on?" Leslie answered with real urgency in her voice.
"My wife has been spending several weekends a month in your fair city, under the guise of visiting your mother. But I'm very sure that she really hasn't been spending most of her time with Mom. Now who the hell is this guy?"
"He's the guy who just about ruined Traci. I thought she would have told you by now," Leslie started.
"She's told me very little about her past love life, and I didn't figure it was my place to ask. I haven't really told her about mine either."
"I think Traci fell in love with 'Bat' almost from the minute he moved in down the block from us. He was a year younger than me, and a year older than her, and I mean she practically followed him around like a puppy almost from the beginning. They dated all through high school, and our families were always close. I think everybody just assumed they would get married right after she graduated from college.
Since he was a year older, he was done with school a year earlier than her, plus she would have had to attend law school for a couple of years ... but right before her senior year in college Bat just disappeared for a few weeks. Both families were shocked and did everything they could to find him. But after about two weeks, he just showed back up -- no explanation -- with a wife in tow. Traci, above everyone, was just devastated. I think she must have cried for two straight weeks before going back to Cornell for her senior year.
"I don't think she dated anyone until you came along three years later.
"Jimmy, there must be some logical explanation to this. She loves you totally. And I can't ever see her going back to that sleaze-bag."
I thanked Leslie for her honesty. I also asked her not to say anything to Traci about this. Although the facts looked pretty bad, I didn't actually have proof of her infidelity, and I suppose there could be something I was missing. I knew I was pissing into the wind on that hope, but I had to give her the benefit of the doubt, however slim that doubt was.
Traci came waltzing into our house late Sunday afternoon just like she always did, seemingly without a care in the world. As had been her pattern, she just breezily said hello and headed upstairs to shower off "the road grime," as she called it. That used to make me chuckle, but since I was pretty sure it was the scent of sex and not road grime that she was washing off, she didn't get my usual response.
Being a top lawyer, Traci's pretty good at reading people, and I'm sure she could tell things were off between us. She immediately came over to me and gave me a passionate kiss when she came back downstairs (with freshly brushed teeth, I might add), but she kind of drifted over to the other side of the room and began to read the Sunday newspaper. Usually she was chatty for a while when she came downstairs, but today it seemed like there was a little less air in the room than usual. She mentioned calling Lisa about the kitchen tile, and apologized quickly for her phone being turned off when I tried to call.
Things remained quiet on the home front for the next week, with very little spoken between us. I'm sure Traci could see I was off my game a bit, but she never made a move to initiate anything that might alleviate the problem. I wasn't sure if she just thought I was that stupid, or she didn't want to initiate something that would lead to divorce.
I had called my attorney first thing the next Monday morning, and was having divorce papers drawn up. For 10 years, Traci was my soul mate, the light of my life. This was like having a knife plunged into my heart and twisted.
Traci didn't go "visit her mom" for the next three weeks, but apparently couldn't stay away for an entire month. She told me that she missed Mom "terribly," and made plans to go for this coming weekend. I grunted a response to her before texting my PI the address. We also made an appointment for him to see me in my office Monday morning.
I didn't have to call her for any reason this weekend, so things were pretty much back to what they had been when she got in on Sunday night. She first hit the shower and then came over to say hello with a very passionate kiss (again smelling of fresh toothpaste). She was back to being chatty, telling me about visiting Alva and some of the things that happened over the weekend. Now that I knew it was all a rehearsed story, I pretended to be interested and even asked some questions. I caught her off-guard with the questions, but being the good lawyer she is, she handled things fairly well.
Unfortunately for me, the meeting with the PI went exactly as I expected. Yes, she was fucking Jason Battendorf almost all weekend long, with about an hour's visit to Alva early on Saturday before she got to Jason's apartment. I don't want to know how, but the PI had somehow gotten into Jason's apartment and planted a series of hidden cameras with audio feed. He also a series of stills. I looked through just enough video to hear them sweet-talking like they were back in high school. Then I rifled through the photos, until I was completely gobsmacked by one that made me stop and tear up. It was a photo of the two of them naked in bed. Traci was holding his hard cock in her left hand, with her rings shining brightly, and he was smiling at her, but what stopped me was the look of pure adoration on her face and in her eyes. We'd been married for 10 years, and I had never seen her give me that look. A look that said she was his woman, and always had been.



Apparently, for those 10 years, I had merely been holding his place.
I must have sat there staring at that particular photo for two minutes, tears running down my cheeks, before my investigator roused me from my stupor.
"I'll let you digest these, Mr. Conroy. I'll show myself out," he said.
I've felt better after being punched in the gut. I staggered over to my private bathroom, leaned into the toilet and lost last night's supper ... and maybe lunch, too. It was an epic hurl. While I had expected what was coming, I was still not nearly prepared to handle it. My life as I thought I knew it ceased to exist.
But despite how devastated I was, it's hard to quit loving someone, no matter how mad and hurt I was. We had an anniversary coming up just a week away, and our tradition was to meet at our favorite Italian hotspot for a nice dinner after work on that Friday, followed by dancing and then a night of hot sex. While I figured the hot sex was out the door, maybe if I got her in a romantic, nostalgic setting we could have a heart to heart and just maybe fix what was wrong, or at least work on fixing it.
My marriage died March 30, 11 years and two days after it started. We had 7 p.m. reservations at Maricelli's the Friday night after the actual anniversary. I stopped at a local florist and got a dozen red roses, and got to the restaurant at 6:55. The hostess seated me and I bought a bottle of champagne. Seven o'clock came and went. I ordered an appetizer at 7:30. Eight o'clock came and went. I surrendered the table at 8:15, gave my waitress a nice tip and moved to a seat at the bar. At 9, I called her phone, which was turned off as it went straight to voicemail. At 10, I asked the bartender to call me a cab since I consumed too much alcohol to safely drive. I gave him a nice tip, too, and got into my cab for the longest ride home I ever endured. My house was dark when I got there.
I didn't hear a word from Traci all weekend. I didn't try calling her anymore. I just sat in the house and drank, draining a bottle of Monkey Shoulder scotch on Saturday and a bottle of Angel Envy rye on Sunday. At about 4 that afternoon, she rolled in, bag in hand, and quickly announced that she was going up to wash the road grime off.
I was off the sofa and almost on top of her before she could react. I was not surprised that her breath smelled of cum and she had the smell of sex all over her.
"Headed over to Mom's a little early this weekend?" I sneered at her while she started backpedaling. I know my breath smelled like rye and whatever I had dug out of the fridge to eat during the day.
She turned and started to walk into the living room to give herself some space. Then she spotted it, although I think she might have smelled it first. It was a box of food from Maricelli's that I had put down on her favorite low table across from the sofa. It was still closed, but had been sitting in that same spot for almost two days, and smelled pretty bad. Right next to that was the dying roses.
She looked aghast. The light of recognition came into her eyes.
"Mom had a problem I had to take care of ..." she started before I held both of my hands up to stop her. I have never come so close to hitting a woman before. Instead, I reached for the folder that was next to the roses, opened it and shot a variety of photos of her and Bat into the air.
"You lying, cheating whore!" I hissed. "He almost ruined you before, and now you let him ruin us! I loved you with everything I had, and I thought you loved me the same way, but I find out you loved him more. You threw us away for him, you stupid bitch!"
Traci looked scared and shocked. I had never spoken to her like that before. I think she was afraid I might hurt her.
"I-I-I do you love, Jimmy!" she finally shrieked. "I love both of you. I'm sorry. He was my first ..."
"And he's still first," I cut in. "Go to him. I won't stand in your way. In fact, I can't stand the sight of you! Pack another bag and get out of here. Come back when I'm not here and get whatever shit you want to keep. And here, give him this since it has no more meaning to me, you cunt."
With that, I slid my wedding ring off my finger and flipped it at her. She missed it, of course, and it wound up on the floor. She left it there, ran up to our bedroom and threw some stuff in a large suitcase. I glared at her as she descended the stairs.
"You've totally destroyed me, you bitch! I totally get that you worship the ground that prick walks on, because that is the way I loved you. Completely. Unrestrained. All in. But apparently that's not enough. You'll run back to that piece of shit, who gave you up once and married another. Did he even give you a sincere apology for that?"
She left the house in a jumble of tears. I didn't give a fuck.
The divorce went through in about nine months. We split everything pretty evenly because it was a no-fault state.
I let my lawyer handle everything, and only showed up at the official signing for the divorce. Probably out of guilt, she didn't ask for alimony, even though she certainly could have. Although she made great money as attorney, I was far outdistancing her, and I was already figuring on that since we live in a no-fault state. So that was a nice surprise.
++++++++++
I hadn't seen Traci in the four years since the funeral when she showed up at a bar I frequented. Actually, I didn't see her, one of my friends did, when the date she was with started getting handsy one Saturday night.
"Hey, isn't that your ex-wife with that big dick over there," my buddy Brad said.
I turned to see what he was looking at, and sure enough, some big bastard had his hand around Traci's upper arm, and they looked to be having words. I watched for about 30 seconds, and I could see by the look on her face that they were having some sort of disagreement, and despite how hard she was trying, she couldn't extricate herself from his grasp. He was a big bastard, too; I'm guessing 6-4, 225. I go 6-0, 180, and while I'm solid, I had only been in one fight in my entire life, and I lost that one. I was hoping that he would take the hint and things wouldn't get to that point.
Brad could see I wasn't looking forward to this, and he asked if I wanted help.
"Nah, there's no need for both of us to get noble and hurt, if it gets to that."
I walked over to their table, and asked if there was a problem. Traci looked at me with a deer in the headlights look, but big dick didn't even turn his head and just sneered at me.
"Not unless you're looking to get some ribs broken, little man."
"Look buddy," I said as politely as I could. "That's my ex-wife you've got your hands on, and I fucking hate the bitch more than anyone, but if I don't get to manhandle her, then nobody does, got it?"
"If she's your ex, then why do you even care?" he shot back.
"Because even a bitch doesn't deserve that shit. Now get your hands off, fuckwad!"
I paid careful attention as he removed his hand from Traci, and then swung hard at me. I sort of blocked the punch at my face and he wound up giving me a good shot to my shoulder.
"God damn it!" I growled as my anger grew. I realized I wasn't so much angry at him; I was angry at her, but he was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. I charged into him, headbutting his chin and knocking him against the table he had gotten up from. He dropped his head from the pain of my blow, and the last thing I remember I was raining blows at his face.
Ten minutes later an EMT was looking at my bloody and broken hand, telling me I would need to go to the emergency room to get it casted. The blood wasn't mine. Apparently, I'd gone into a fit of rage, started yelling "I hate you," and beaten the guy to a bloody pulp. An ambulance had taken him to a hospital. Fortunately I had witnesses that saw him strike me first, or I'd probably be headed to jail.
Before my buddies took me to the emergency room, I had to answer a bunch of questions from the two cops who showed up with the EMTs and the ambulance. After they were done, Traci was standing off by herself, waiting to talk to me. She approached skittishly.
"Did you really mean it when you said you hated me?" she asked softly. "I know you were yelling at Ernie, my date, but I knew you were talking to me. Do you really hate me that much; still, after all these years?"
I put my eyes down.
"Yes, I still hate you, but only because I loved you so much. The way you loved Bat -- completely, without reservation -- with all your heart and soul -- that was the way I loved you. But you deceived me and cheated on me and showed me that you were his ... and never mine. How could I not hate you?"
"But we had 10 good years together. Doesn't that count for anything?" she asked.
"You just don't get it. You had 10 good years with me while I held the spot for Bat. I might have thought I had 10 good years with you, but the way it turned out it was all a lie. I was second in your heart the whole time when I thought I was first. You stole 10 years of love from me."
I wound up having to see a pair of therapists over what my friends called "The Traci Incident." The first was for my anger issues. The two police officers at the scene told me they would give me just a written warning if I agreed to see a shrink, with no criminal charges filed. Dr. Seth Friedman turned out to be a nice enough guy, and I actually think in the long run he helped me to get a handle on both my anger and trust issues.
The second therapist was for rehabilitation on my hand. While I didn't need surgery, the two breaks took long enough to heal that my doctor figured physical therapy would be wise, and who was I to argue. So I started working with Lucy Yamaguchi, a therapist at the hospital, twice a week.
Lucy appeared to be a 20-something Asian-American who looked like she came off the Chinese gymnastics team -- 4-foot-10, 90 pounds, pixie haircut, no boobs. She couldn't have been further from my usual type, but that was OK with me because I really hadn't been looking for a partner since my divorce -- remember, those trust issues.
When you spend two hours a week with somebody, there's going to be some conversation, and ours started off with her asking me how I broke my hand so badly. Being a truthful kind of guy, I gave her the Reader's Digest version. She looked shocked, to say the least.
"And you say you don't even like this woman? I find that hard to believe," she opined bluntly. "Sounds like there's a lot more going on than you want to admit."
"My other therapist -- the one for my head -- says that, too," I admitted. "I've been working with a shrink on the anger and trust issues."
"Don't even talk to me about trust issues," she responded back. "Seems I've got those, too. My ex-husband couldn't be trusted to stay away from other women, which is why he's been my ex for six years. I won't put up with that from anybody."
We talked about a lot of things over the next six weeks as I rehabbed my hand. I found out she was actually 37, but with her unblemished alabaster skin, the little girl hairstyle, and the fact that she didn't have an ounce of fat on her body, she got carded every time she wanted to get a drink in a bar or restaurant. She was married to her ex for eight years before they split up, and like, Traci and I, she and her ex did not have children.
I found I really enjoyed her company, and after my last official rehab session ended, I asked her if we could continue to see each other socially. She hesitated for about a second, gave me an adorable pixie smile and said yes. I asked her out for the next weekend, and she accepted -- as long as I didn't take her to an Asian restaurant. I must have looked a little surprised at her comment, because she got a glint in her eye, made a clucking noise with her tongue and said, "Gotcha, hotshot!"
"Game on," I thought to myself.
Lucy and I dated for almost six months before the first time we got intimate -- and that only came about because she was frustrated with how slowly I was moving. She had made a smartass remark about something, and I leaned over toward her in a restaurant and gave her a playful peck on the lips, but as I started to pull back, she stood up, put her hands on the table, and leaned in to me, with her lips still attached to mine. We must have continued the kiss for another 10 seconds before we broke apart, and I'm pretty sure I looked like a deer in the headlights.
"OK, stud, is there something I'm missing here? Do I not do it for you? You're killing me here!" she said.
I sputtered. I stuttered.
"Honestly, and this is going to sound ridiculously stupid, but I feel sort of like a pervert. You look like you're barely 18, and I look all of my 45 years. I get all sorts of stupid looks when we go someplace, like I'm robbing the cradle and should be ashamed of myself."
"So now you've added shame to the anger and trust issues?" she retorted. "Man up, Jimmy. To quote that line from Meg Ryan in Top Gun, 'take me to bed or lose me forever!'"
I called over our waitress, handed her $150 for a bill that was around $85, and we left.
I did quite well for myself with the ladies before I met Traci, but not nearly as well since the divorce, again due to my issues. But with this adorable little pixie putting me on the clock, so to speak, I figured it was time to put up or shut up. I took her back to my house and had her naked by the time we got to the top of the stairs. She apparently really was a gymnast in a previous life, and when we first got in my door, she jumped up against me, locked her legs around my waist and that's how I walked up the stairs, removing her small items of clothing as we were ascending. She somehow shifted around enough that her panties and skirt were hanging by a foot as we got to the top.
That was just a warm-up for what was to follow. I'm a boob guy, I'll admit, and Lucy, I'm guessing, was an A-cup. She was probably wearing a bra just to keep her nipples covered. But with what happened below the waist, I never even gave much thought to her tits. The minute we got to the bedroom, she removed her legs from around me and quickly stripped me. She then jumped up into my arms, and almost without stopping, impaled herself in one move on my hard dick. It was a good thing that she was soaking wet at this point, or it could have been painful for both of us ... well, more painful. She was just a nick too aggressive and small, and when she came down hard on me, she rammed her cervix hard into my cock, and both of us got a little shock from that.
That only slowed her down for a couple of breaths, because 30 seconds later I was standing up holding her by her hips as she bounced her body up against me repeatedly, actually pounding me! It was fucking amazing, pardon the pun, and after about another half-minute I got into her rhythm. I don't think we went three minutes like this, though, before she suddenly stiffened, let loose a high-C shriek and started spasming like a women possessed. Twenty seconds of that set me off like a rocket, and at one point I was afraid I was going to rip right through her. That was the strongest I had cum in years, and almost the second I finished I collapsed backward on the bed with her still astride me. I leaned up and locked lips with her, giving her my most sensuous kiss as our bodies stayed locked tight. She then put her head down against my chest, and we laid there breathing heavy for a few minutes until I felt her pussy muscles start to grip my half-soft dick. Much to my surprise, I was hard again in about a minute, and she started to slowly move her hips.
I know I gave her the biggest smile I had because it felt like my face was going to break wide open from grinning. She grinned back as I slowly rolled her over and made passionate love to her.
We took a break for some sleep at that point, but how long we were out I have no clue. All I know is that when I awoke, she was on top of me cowgirl and I was rock hard. She slowly increased her pace as I woke up with all of these wonderful sensations coming from my cock. This joining was half making love, half fucking, and over the course of the next hour we changed positions three times -- all without me leaving her still-tight, still-wet pussy. The woman was an absolute Gumby.
The next time we woke up it was morning. I can't even begin to describe how sore this 45-year-old body was, but how good my 45-year-old soul felt. We kissed like longtime lovers, then got into the shower together. The redeeming warmth of the water brought my soreness level down, and in short order I was rubbing the soap into a lather from her shoulders down to her pussy, stopping occasionally to clean her pussy with my fingers. I then leaned down and took first one, then the other soapy hard nipple into my mouth, and before long she was stiffening, then shrieking out another orgasm. She tried to reciprocate on my dick, but I had to tell her that my soldier needed a break.
I fixed us breakfast after we got out of the shower. If I say so myself, I'm a pretty good cook, and I could tell she was impressed. We didn't talk much while we ate, just sort of smiled a lot at each other, like we were both in on the same joke and nobody else knew about it. There's some silences that need to be filled; this was good just the way it was.
And then I saw it. The look. The exact same look that Traci had given Bat all those years ago that told me that he was first in her heart, and I never would be. But this time it was Lucy giving that look, and it was directed at me. She had put a bite of food in her mouth and was quietly chewing, and just looked across the table at me with the most love I had ever seen in anybody's eyes looking back at me. I did the only thing I could do. I took her other hand in mine and asked her to be mine for the rest of our lives.
"Wait, what?" she responded after nearly gagging on her food. "I know last night was special for me, too, but isn't this rushing things a bit? What happened to your trust issues?"
"Last night was special for me, but that's not what this is based on. Let's just say you just passed the breakfast test with flying colors," I said.
"You're serious, aren't you?" she said as she looked me directly in the eyes.
"Never been more serious in my life," I asserted.
The waterworks began at that point as Lucy broke down into a blubbering mess.
"Oh my God I love you so much," is what I think I heard come out of her mouth as she came halfway across the table and started hugging me for all I was worth. She cried like a baby in my arms for a good five minutes. I have to admit I was overwhelmed.
When she finally stopped crying, she separated from me a bit, looked right into my eyes and said, "You're cooking breakfast every day!"
"Deal!" I replied right back.
She never did ask me what the breakfast test was, and I never did tell her. All I will say is that I got to see that look of adoration many times over the years, and every time I saw it I knew I made the right choice.
We waited two years after getting married to have our first child, a daughter, and then had a son two years later. Lucy stopped working as soon as we found out she was pregnant the first time. We certainly didn't need the money.
++++++++++
I was holding the door for Lucy at one of our city's fancier restaurants on a Saturday night out without the kids when a couple came up right behind us, so I motioned for them to go on in as well. The man looked to be about 10 years older than me, but the woman seemed to be about my age, 55. As they stepped past, I thought she looked familiar, but I know a lot of people so I didn't take a good look, until she stopped, right in front of me, and said, "Do you still hate me so much you can't even be civil to me in public?"



I knew the voice immediately, but I had to really take a good look to make sure, because it certainly didn't look like the Traci I last saw ... about 10 years ago. Her face had more lines than I remembered, and she looked to be about 25 pounds heavier. I tried not to look surprised, but I'm sure I didn't succeed.
"Traci, I'm sorry, I wasn't paying attention," I stammered. "I wasn't trying to snub you.
"As for hating you ... Well, it's been a long time. I know I've let at least some of that go."
By this time the four of us were inside the doors. I introduced Lucy to Traci, and was then introduced to John Bartholomew, Traci's date for the evening. Apparently, two husbands was Traci's limit so far, she said.
"Whatever you do tonight, John, don't put your hands on me in front of my ex. It didn't turn out so well for the last guy."
Traci said it in jest, but it was the truth.
"But it worked out real good for me, Traci. Guess who my rehab therapist was after I broke my hand on that guy who manhandled you in the restaurant that night."
I pointed to Lucy, who blushed modestly.
"So I guess I owe you more than I can repay. You gave me the greatest grief of my life, and then became the instrument that put me together with the love of my life. All in all, I'd have to say the scales balanced."
"At least for some of us, Jimmy. At least for some of us."
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I was honored to be asked to participate in "Wine and Old Lace." I've never done historical or romance before, so this was quite a challenge. I hope I've earned another ask sometime in the future.
It was just supposed to be a summer job, a way to put some money in Stevie Tanner's pocket to take to his freshman year of college in the fall. His best friend, Ronnie Bailey, had persuaded his uncle, who worked at a resort in the Catskills, to get Ronnie and him onto a crew for the summer. They would do gardening, lawn work and maintenance work during the day, and hang out and drink beer in their cabin at night.
The cabins were sparse and cramped, four guys to each with a pair of bunk beds, a television and a small bathroom, but the pay was better than anything they could find on Long Island, where they lived. And the money would come in handy for living expenses, Stevie at the University of Iowa in Ames, IA, Ronnie at the University of Vermont in Burlington, VT. Stevie was going to be a CPA, Ronnie was going to be a veterinarian.
It was tough physical work, but both boys were in good physical condition, high school athletes having just graduated. At night, they would mostly hang out in someone's room, eating pizza and drinking beer, and mostly stayed away from the paying customers, as Ronnie's uncle had instructed them. The entertainers -- dancers and singers -- didn't follow that rule much, but nobody seemed to mind them hanging around because for the most part they were pretty good looking kids, both the guys and girls. Occasionally, you'd see one of the entertainers pair off with a teenage child of one of the guests, and sometimes, you'd see one of them pair off with one of the guests -- a definite no-no, both were told, although sometimes it didn't seem the rule applied to the entertainers. Neither boy really paid too much attention to that in the first few weeks as they got into a routine.
Most people came up to the resort for a week's stay, coming in late Sunday and leaving the next Saturday morning. Some of the more well-heeled stayed for two weeks straight, and by the second week had at least learned some of the staffers' names -- at least the ones in the dining hall and the service rooms. Nobody worried about learning the names of the maintenance crew, the boys quickly learned.
One warm evening, the boys drifted over to one of the gazebos where a handful of men were playing cards. Several of the wives were standing in the general area talking back and forth, when one of the men, the one everyone kept calling "Figs," looked up from his hand, turned to his wife and told her she was giving him an ulcer hanging over his shoulder. His eyes scanned those gathered about, and falling on Stevie, called him over to the table.
"Hey, kid. Yeah, you with the hair ... c'mere. Escort my wife over to the dining hall, get her some ice cream, get some for yourself, and show her around the grounds. She's killing my luck hanging back there. I'm down $37 already."
He pulled a $20 bill out of a wad for two ice creams that were only going to cost maybe $1.50. He looked Stevie straight in the eyes, so remembering what he had been taught, the young man looked straight back at the older man. The older chuckled when Stevie took the bill and walked out of the gazebo trailing the man's wife.
"God-damned kid's a walking hairball. What do they call that, an Afro?" Figs commented as the two walked off.
"Figs" was in fact Charlie Bonafiglio, a fairly high-ranked member of the Lucchese crime family. He most often went by "Figs" or "Charlie Figs." Anyone not living under a rock in the New York area knew who Charlie Figs was. Stevie took the request seriously.
When the pair exited the gazebo, Stevie got his first good look at Mrs. Charlie Figs. She had auburn hair down to her shoulders, the bluest eyes he'd ever seen and was built like a 45-year-old Sophia Loren.
"Didn't your mother ever tell you it was not polite to stare at a lady?" she asked in a sarcastic tone.
"S-s-s-orry," Stevie stammered.
Stevie thoroughly enjoyed playing tour guide for Mrs. Bonafiglio -- "Call me Angela," she instructed him, and by the time the pair returned to the gazebo, she had her hand around his upper arm. While she didn't make a big deal of it, she removed her hand from Stevie's arm as they ascended the steps of the gazebo.
Stevie reached into his pocket and dug out Charlie Figs' change for the ice cream.
"That's yours, kid," Charlie said as he looked at the money Stevie was trying to hand to him. "Thanks for getting her out of my hair for a bit, and thanks for watching over her."
Stevie's eyes got big as he put the money back into his pocket. He had worked for two years at his father's butcher shop in Brooklyn and had never been tipped more than $1 before.
"Holy shit. An $18 tip just for showing her around," he thought to himself. "That's almost a day's pay."
The next day while he was mowing around the cottages, Stevie received word that Charlie Figs wanted to see him. Stevie asked his boss if he could take off for a few minutes to see Mr. Bonafiglio, and upon hearing Charlie Figs' name, the boss told Stevie to take all the time Mr. Bonafiglio needed.
Angela answered when Stevie knocked on the door of the Bonafiglios' cottage. She let Stevie in, then excused herself and left the cottage.
It was a hot and humid day, and Stevie was sweaty from mowing. His curly brown hair had reacted to the humidity and had tightened up into a wide, long Afro, and reached down to the top of his shoulders. Charlie's hair was cut short and he had a Brylcreem wave in the front. He didn't understand boys wearing hair long like a girl. He looked hard at Stevie.
"I can't figure you out, kid. You're either a light-skinned ni ... black kid ... or a dark-skinned ki ... Jewboy wannabe with a perm."
Stevie was silently glad that Charlie at least felt guilty enough not to use the coarser descriptions of his ethnicity. Not that he hadn't heard both words hurled at him before.
"Would it make a difference if I'm either ... or both?" Stevie asked in a clear, confident voice. "The only thing I will tell you is that I'm no wannabe. This ain't a perm. Gets tighter and shorter or looser and longer depending upon the weather. Always been like this.
"You wanted to see me?"
"Yeah, kid I did. I got something to ask you, and to quote you kids, it's pretty heavy. But whatever you answer, this conversation stays right here between us. If it ever gets out any further, one of us is going to suffer some broken ribs and a busted face, maybe something worse. You catch my drift?"
"Yes, sir."
"My wife and I have sort of an interesting relationship. From time to time, I let her ... have some dates with other men, if you catch my drift. It makes up for the occasional ... relationship I have with other women. But she only does it with my knowledge and approval ... and it's done very hush-hush. You understand ... the busted face thing, right."
Although he tried to remain expressionless, Stevie's eyes widened. The reaction wasn't lost on Charlie.
"So how it's going to work is you're going to meet her at the gazebo at 9 each night, and then go off for a walk. Just make sure you're out of the cottage by 11, because I should be heading over by then ... and I don't want to see you sneaking away.
"And you'd better clean up real good before you see my Angela.
"And one more thing, kid. You treat her like a lady, or they'll eventually be finding pieces of you all over these mountains. Got it?"
Stevie just nodded his head. His mouth was so dry he couldn't talk.
Charlie nodded back and dismissed Stevie with a backhand wave. Stevie didn't waste any time leaving the cottage.
Stevie was glad for the noise of the mower. His mind was going in 80 directions at once, and the sound seemed to help him focus.
"Holy shit! Charlie Figs' wife and me! Damn, I was hoping to at least live to see my twenties," the young man thought to himself. "What if I can't do a good enough job?"
Stevie had only had sex about a half-dozen times with three different girls, and while he thought he did OK, none of them was near as experienced as Mrs. Charlie Figs. And two of the times the sex had been rushed, in the backseat of his cramped 1960 Pontiac Tempest. He remembered what his father had told him when he gave Stevie the "birds and bees" talk. "Take your time. It's not a race. And always try to please your partner."
The afternoon passed quickly. Stevie met up with Ronnie at the maintenance shack, and they walked over to the dining hall to get their employees' meal. Ronnie asked about the evening's plans, but Stevie told him that he had to take a shower and do an errand for Charlie Figs.
"Think you can get another $18 tip out of him again?" Ronnie inquired.
"Don't I wish!" Stevie replied.
Stevie was at the gazebo five minutes early. He was fidgety and sweating as he caught Charlie's eye. Charlie nodded, and Angela, who was sitting in the chair a few feet behind Charlie, got up and walked over to the young man. She put her arm around his, and the pair slowly wound their way to the cottage rented by the Bonafiglios.
Most of the housing at the resort was just cabins, but there were a group of cottages for those that wanted a little more room and comfort. A few of the cottages, like the Bonafiglios', even had air conditioning.
Angela Bonafiglio was wearing a demure blue sundress, not like the rather risqué sundresses worn by many of the younger women and teenagers at the resort, which had thin straps and lower cut backs and showed off quite a bit of bare shoulders. But Angela was about 45 and the wife of an important man, so dressing like that was not an option for someone of her station.
The material of the dress was a little thin, and Stevie noted that Angela's nipples stiffened as they entered the air-conditioned cottage. When he looked up at Angela's face, she was watching him eye her 36C tits, and her lips twisted into a crooked smile.
"I'm assuming you've done this before, haven't you, kid?" Angela said as she continued to smile.
"Yes, ma'am, a few times," Stevie answered quietly.
"It's Angela, kid. None of that ma'am shit with me," she giggled.
"Yes, ma'am ... I mean Angela."
Angela slowly walked to the kitchen, and poured herself a shot of J&B scotch over three ice cubes. She held up the glass, shook it slightly, and looked at Stevie.
"Yes, ma'am ... er ... Angela, that would be nice."
Angela repeated the pouring.
Angela motioned for Stevie to sit on the sofa, and she sat down next to him, turned at an angle to him. He watched as her breasts jiggled under the top of her dress, and she again caught him looking.
"Are you a boob man, Stevie?" she asked directly.
Stevie flamed red and dropped his eyes to the drink in his hand.
"Stand up, kid. We've only got two hours, so let's get this show on the road."
They both stood up and Angela stepped into Stevie's space. She put her arms around him, with her hands on his back. She rubbed his back up and down, then leaned in for a soft kiss. Stevie kissed back, and then put his arms around Angela, with his hands resting on the top of her firm ass. For the briefest of seconds, he thought that Angela was probably about the same age as his mother, but that thought quickly disappeared as she leaned in for a more physical, longer kiss. Stevie could feel his cock coming to life, and so could Angela as it was pressed up against her stomach.
"Why don't you do the honors and unbutton me?" Angela said.
Ever the obedient child, Stevie did as he was told, looking for all the world like a kid at Christmas, Angela thought. Once she was naked, she started to return the favor, and when she got Stevie's underwear off, she found his 6 inches of man meat hard at attention. She leaned over and gave the head a soft kiss. The kid's knees buckled slightly.
Angela led the kid to the bedroom and pushed Stevie down on the bed. She straddled his hips and sank down on him cowgirl. He started to buck but Angela put her hands flat down on his chest and didn't move. He got the hint and stopped. Angela then slowly started to rock back and forth, grinding her clit up against his cock. Stevie remained almost motionless, letting Angela lead the way. In truth, he had never done cowgirl before and had his dick in that deep into a woman. Actually, he thought to himself, he had never fucked a woman before: the others had been mere girls.
Angela started breathing heavier. She leaned over and gave Stevie the most passionate kiss of his young life. As she leaned back, he took her boobs in his hands, then gently thumbed her nipples.
Angela moaned, then her eyes flickered, she stiffened, and started bucking wildly. Stevie felt her juices cascading down his pole and onto his stomach. He'd never made a woman, or a girl for that matter, orgasm before. He joined her moments later in the biggest orgasm of his life.
Angela didn't climb off as Stevie's pole started wilting. She laid still on his chest for a few seconds, then slowly started to use her pussy muscles to squeeze the young man's softening erection back to full hard. It only took about two minutes and Stevie was back hard as a rock. Angela smiled inwardly, thinking to herself, "This old lady's still got it!"
Angela rolled the two of them over to missionary without letting Stevie's cock leave her pussy. With "the easy one" out of the way, she knew the kid would be good for a long, slow fuck, and she dictated the pace from underneath. The pair would occasionally lean in for some sensual kissing while they were fucking, and Stevie was working up a good sweat on top. His long hair was now falling down in ringlets about Angela's face, tickling her and being a new sensation. She had never had sex with anyone before whose hair was about as long as hers.
After about 20 minutes, Angela kicked Stevie into a higher gear, and the added speed gave her what she was seeking, a second big orgasm. Angela's orgasm underneath him kicked Stevie off soon afterward, and the pair laid on the bed breathing heavily, each lost in their own thoughts.
Stevie left the Bonafiglios' at about 10:30, being very mindful of the time. He practically whistled all the way back to his cabin. Ronnie and two of the other maintenance workers were kicked back watching the 12-inch Hitachi black and white television.
"Well, you certainly seem chipper," Ronnie said as Stevie entered.
Stevie badly wanted to brag to his friends about his night with Angela, but he knew better than to say anything incriminating.
"Just keeping Mrs. Bonafiglio company and eating some ice cream while Charlie Figs played cards," he said blandly. If any of the others had seen the smile spread across Stevie's face, they might have had some questions.
Stevie again met up with Angela at the gazebo where the men were again playing cards the next night. Charlie actually stopped playing for a bit to acknowledge Stevie, which made the 18-year-old feel somewhat important. He and Angela then headed back to her cottage.
Once safely ensconced inside the cottage, Angela directed Stevie to again sit on the sofa while she poured each of them a scotch over ice. As she handed Stevie his drink, she noticed the young man fidgeting with nervous energy, and was pleased that she still had what it took to entice a young man.
"Last night was good, Stevie, but have you ever eaten pussy before?" Angela queried.
Stevie's mouth dropped open. He had read enough Playboys to know what Angela was referring to, but had never yet had the chance to try it with a girl ... or a woman.
"No, ma'am ... I mean, Angela. But if you tell me how, I can try my best!" Stevie blurted out.
"That's a good boy," Angela said in an almost motherly tone as she caught herself.
Angela had Stevie remove her clothes. She could see Stevie's erection growing. She then slowly stripped him. Sitting next to him on the sofa, Angela slowly spread her legs as Stevie watched. She gently took his face in her hands and guided it to her pussy. She could see Stevie take a small sniff and wrinkle his nose. Even though she had douched earlier in the day, she knew that the smell of pussy wasn't always the most pleasant.
"Stick out your tongue and run it along my opening," she said gently.
Stevie followed her order and was rewarded with a small squeal and a slight jump from Angela. The taste, he decided, was better than the smell, and he leaned back in for another lick, going in a little deeper. This time Angela gave out a throaty moan, and in that moment, Stevie was hooked. He started licking like he was devouring an ice cream cone, and Angela started writhing and moaning like a woman possessed. Her moans made his hard-on grow stronger and pushed him to keep up a frenzied pace. About a half-minute later, Angela could stand no more, tensed up her whole body, then started to thrust her pussy against Stevie's face full force, almost knocking him off the sofa as she shrieked. At that moment, her only lucid thought was that she was glad she had the air conditioning on and the windows and doors closed.
Thirty seconds later, Angela finally finished, and Stevie's face was awash in her juices.
"Wow!" was all he said. "Wow. Wow. Wow!"
Steve waited until Angela showed some sign of life before resuming his tonguing. Now that he had an idea of what worked, he experimented with a few other movements and spots. Angela seemed to be enjoying it all, and when Stevie finally found her swollen clitoris, Angela was pretty sure the world exploded into fireworks, puppy dogs, and rainbows as she went from a squeal to a shriek.
"Damn boy. You sure you never did this before? That was fantastic! Now slide up here and give me that cock."
Stevie indeed slid up on Angela and gave her his cock. She reached her head up and gave him a big, sensuous kiss on his lips, then slowly started to lick her juices off of his face. Stevie enjoyed her ministrations as he concentrated on keeping the pace which Angela set.
The Bonafiglios' two-week vacation went very quickly, Stevie thought to himself as he walked over to the nightly card game a few minutes before 9 on the final Friday that Charlie and Angela were to be there. Some of the families were busy with the talent show that was being done in the recreation hall, but Charlie and his card buddies were in their usual spots in the gazebo with their drinks and cards. Stevie caught Charlie's eye as he took Angela by the arm, and Figs gave him the usual nod.
As it had been from the first night on, the pair had another night of fantastic sex. When it was time for Stevie to leave, Angela took his face in her hands and told him he was a wonderful lover, and that any woman would be glad to have a husband as attentive in bed as Stevie.
"You don't have to take shit from any girl ever, Stevie. You're a wonderful guy and a wonderful lover, and any girl who can't see that is not worth you."
The pair embraced, and Stevie walked off. Somehow the rest of the summer went on.
Iowa City, Iowa, was about as far from Long Island as humanly possible, Stevie thought as he got off the airplane to start his freshman year in college. He and his father had previously been at the school for a visit in May, and at that time he was so impressed he signed up to attend, but in the cold light of a sweltering Iowa August, maybe it hadn't been the best decision of his life, Stevie thought to himself.
A cab took him to the dormitory, and when he arrived, another freshman, his roommate, was already there. Gary Butkus, an architecture major, came from the western part of Iowa, Council Bluffs. Since neither was going to school with a buddy, the school had decided to make the two freshmen roommates. Stevie came in lugging two big suitcases, which had pretty much all of his clothes and a few worldly possessions inside. Gary was sitting on his bed, fiddling with a clock-radio. He offered Stevie a cold can of Miller, and Stevie immediately knew that he and Gary would get along.



Freshman classes seemed easy to Stevie, who as the No. 7 graduate in a class of 630 students, was at Iowa on a half-scholarship. Math was Stevie's strong suit, and there weren't many math equations in high school that he couldn't figure out in his head. That always drove his high school teachers crazy, because on tests and homework assignments he would turn in his answers without accompanying "work."
"You have to always show your work, so if you miss a problem we can review with you where you made the mistake," the teachers would say. "You might still be able to get partial credit if you show your work."
"I don't want partial credit. If it's right, score it. If it's wrong, mark it wrong. I made the mistake; mark it wrong. I'll live with it," Stevie would complain back.
The social aspect of college was a little tougher for Stevie. With his darker skin and long, curly hair, the Iowans in the crowd didn't know what to make of him. They assumed since he had long hair, he was a hippy and was probably on drugs. Many of the other kids at the school were from the rich suburbs of Chicago, who pretty much looked down on anyone who didn't look like them and act like them.
Stevie and Gary bonded with the pair of roommates right across the hall from them. Rich Nowinsky was a tall, strapping kid from Philadelphia, who spent the first three days in Iowa City drunk on his ass because Iowa was an 18 state for drinking age, and Pennsylvania was a 19 state. Andy Mayhew, his roommate, was from downstate Illinois, and his father worked in a GM plant, so he had the blue-collar vibe working. The two sets of roommates bonded so well and were together so much that the other guys on the floor started calling them "El Quattro," Spanish for "The Four." Rich was the nominal leader of the group, so he got to be called, "Uno." Andy was "Dos," Gary was "Tres) and Stevie was "Cinquo." Since the group was called "El Quattro," none of its members could have that as their name, so they skipped that and went to five. All of the other floor members thought that was hysterical.
Stevie was solidly built if a little on the slight side, and his darker skin and deep brown eyes gave him somewhat of a swarthy look that many girls throughout his high school years had liked. The same held true for college, and Stevie could usually find a date when he wanted one. He was in no hurry to go exclusive with any girl. For their part, the college girls seemed a little more "worldly" than the girls had in high school, so getting them into his bed wasn't a problem. His roommate in particular noted that Stevie didn't seem to lack for pussy, and occasionally made sure that others knew as well.
"Is it the hair or the skintone?" Gary would sort of ask no one in particular when El Quattro was hanging out in one of their rooms. If there were others in the room, they would usually sit quietly until the banter among the four friends assured them it was all in jest.
Despite not being that outgoing, Stevie was fast gaining a reputation on campus as a good sex partner. Although his manhood was just an average six inches, his willingness to eat pussy and his talent at doing so made him almost a marked man. He remembered Angela's advice.
In high school on Long Island, Stevie had mostly dated white girls, simply because they were in the overwhelmingly majority of the female population. But he encountered mostly black girls when he helped out at his father's butcher shop in Brooklyn on Saturdays while in high school, and had dated several of them as well. Skin color wasn't much of an issue when it came to dating for Stevie, but he was perceptive enough to note that it was an issue to some people, particularly to some of the parents of the girls he dated. Stevie's father advised his son to be as respectful to a girl's parents as he would his own, and things would usually turn out for the better.
"It's not the color here that counts," Stevie remembered his father saying as he pointed to his face. "It's the color here," he said, pointing to his chest. "Everybody's heart is the same color."
Stevie and his father, Marty, could talk about almost anything while he was growing up. Marty made it a point to encourage Stevie to ask questions of him and his wife, Naomi, on any number of subjects. "The only stupid question," he would say, "is the one that didn't get asked. That's the one that gets you into trouble."
The discussion of race came up every now and then. New York City had 8 million people, and there was every race, creed, color, and religion on display on a daily basis. Marty never shied away from any question that was asked of him on the issue, except he didn't volunteer information on one issue -- and his child never asked: Stevie's exact race. Stevie's birth certificate said he was Caucasian and that both of his parents were Caucasian. But while Stevie's mother had a slight olive complexion reflecting her Sephardic Jewish heritage, his father had pale skin reflecting his Russian Jewish heritage. And while Marty was stocky by nature and only about 5-7, Stevie grew to a height of 6 feet and had more the build of a runner than a football player. When they were together, it was easy to tell they weren't biological father and son, and sometimes, particularly when Stevie was younger, some rude fool would opine just that, before Marty would stop the offender with a look and, sometimes, with a hand to the throat.
"Birth certificate says he's mine and I say he's mine. Good enough for me, so it's good enough for you," he'd say to the loudmouth.
Of course kids being kids, Stevie heard all the insults at one time or another, both because of race and because of religion. He rarely responded to them, and only had to use his fists a few times to keep the taunting to a minimum.
Stevie anticipated more trouble in Iowa than he faced in New York. After all, New York was a metropolis with people of all types, but Iowa was the sticks. Probably hadn't ever seen anyone who looked like Stevie that wasn't a scholarship athlete, and wouldn't know what a Jew was if Jesus Christ himself came back to earth.
It wasn't until spring of his freshman year that Stevie first ran into any measurable racism. The four friends were at spring dance on campus and were hanging out by a back wall of the rec center when Stevie spotted Amanda Fishbaugh on the dance floor with a guy. Stevie was in two classes with Amanda and thought she was beautiful: caramel-colored skin, about 5-3, with big boobs and an ass that was begging to be fondled in her skin-tight jeans. She appeared to be just friendly with the guy she was dancing with, and when the song ended Stevie made his move and asked Amanda if she would dance with him.
"Get the fuck away from me, wannabe," she yelled at him. "My daddy would beat my ass if he caught me even dancing with a white boy."
"Got a pink tongue," Stevie replied right back.
Amanda didn't expect that for an answer, and raised an eyebrow.
"So I've heard, white boy, and I'm told you know what to do with it, too. Are you offering?"
"Are you accepting? What would your daddy say?"
"I guess if you make me scream loud enough, I wouldn't even be able to hear him in my head, now would I?"
"Score another one for Angela Bonafiglio," Stevie thought to himself as she escorted the delectable Ms. Fishbaugh back to his dorm room.
"Guess I'm bunking in with you guys again," Gary said to Rich and Andy. "This guy is killing me."
Angela had told Stevie that the Bonafiglios would be back in the Catskills for two weeks the next year, so Stevie called the resort to get his summer job back. Although Ronnie wasn't coming back, his uncle was more than glad to get a good summer worker back, and he even gave Stevie a promotion to chief of one of the crews. That put Stevie up to $2.75 an hour, not bad money for a kid in 1970.
Angela noticed immediately that Stevie seemed a lot more confident this year, probably as a result of the experienced he gained with her last year followed by a year away at college. He had also filled out some and seemed to have more stamina in bed. For his part, Stevie knew that what he brought to the table this year was a lot better than last year, and he did his best to show Angela how much he appreciated her.
At one point in the proceedings on their first night back together in a year, Stevie went from sucking on Angela's nipples to climbing down to below her, where he lifted her ass with both hands and then slowly impaled the woman with his rock-hard dick. Five minutes later
Angela's body stiffened and then shuddered with a long, deep orgasm, which she accentuated with a guttural growl. Stevie kept pumping while she finished her orgasm, then he removed his cock and put his mouth into Angela's sex. She exploded for a second time about a minute later, grabbing Stevie's long, curly hair with both hands. Stevie found the hair-pulling a bit painful, but he realized that Angela had no idea in the world what she was doing. A minute later, she stopped almost mid-spasm, having passed out from sheer enjoyment. Stevie removed his face from her vagina and just watched as Angela slowly came out of her stupor.
"Holy shit, young man, where the hell did you learn that?" Angela shrieked in joy.
"You taught me some, but some of it is me just paying attention to what my partner wants," Stevie grinned. "We math geeks tend to spend a lot of time thinking about things. I do that for a lot more than just math."
Stevie's ability to slow down and think things through also came in handy when he was fucking Angela -- or making love to her. He seemingly could last as long as he needed to make Angela come multiple times on his cock.
"Between your dick and your tongue, the girl that gets you to put a ring on her finger will be the luckiest lady in the land," Angela said on their last session of the vacation.
Stevie just smiled at the compliment with Angela's juices dripping off of his face.
Primarily because of Angela, Stevie returned to the Catskills for the next two summers as well. While he was getting more than his share of pussy at Iowa during the college year, he regarded Angela as right up there with the best, and told her so before leaving her for the last time as her lover.
Angela blushed crimson, wondering if the kid was just being his usual polite self.
"I truly mean it, Angela," Stevie said, anticipating her look. "I can't see how Charlie could ever step out on a goddess like you. I know I wouldn't."
"As you've learned, kid, there's sex and love, and sometimes the two don't intersect. I know he loves me, and I love him. You know I don't love you, and you don't love me. But damn, kid, you do turn me inside out sexually, and if we had met in another lifetime, I'd never turn you loose."
++++++++++
The last school year was moving toward graduation for the friends when Stevie got a phone call that was to change his life forever. His mother called to tell him his father died of a heart attack in his butcher shop just an hour previous. Stevie told his mother he would be on a plane home the next day, then sat down on his bed and wept for the first time since he was 6 years old and some neighborhood toughs had called him several racial slurs. Finding Stevie crying in his room that night, Marty had told his son that giving in to the taunts of others was a weakness, and the ability to ignore stupidity was the mark of a truly strong man. He also taught Stevie a few self-defense moves that he had learned while growing up.
"Just because you're strong doesn't mean you shouldn't be ready to defend yourself," he admonished Stevie.
Stevie thought of nothing else but his father on the three-hour jet ride into LaGuardia Airport. Growing up, Stevie had thought his father was nearly invincible, with chiseled good looks and a solid 190 pounds packed on his 5-foot-7-inch frame. Thanks to years of carrying beef halves and whole hogs, Marty had the biceps of a champion weightlifter, and the shoulders and chest to go with that. Stevie was always on the thinner side with a lot less muscle, so not only was he colored differently than his father, he was even a different body type. Still, Stevie didn't realize there was something off with this picture until he was about 13, about the time many boys start playing school sports and start hitting the weight room. Still, he never mentioned his doubts to either parent.
With no other family in the area, Stevie's mom opted for a small funeral for Marty, and he was buried the next day in a traditional Jewish ceremony. Stevie himself covered almost the entire casket with dirt, not letting too many others throw more than a shovelful of dirt, as is tradition. The physical nature of the task kept Stevie's mind busy.
Stevie and his mother, Naomi, ate a small dinner that night, mostly sitting in silence at the kitchen table. Naomi studied her son fretfully, finally making a decision.
"How come you never asked your father or me if we were your real parents?" Naomi began. "You're not stupid, Stevie. You had to know something was not quite right. You had to know that you weren't your father's son."
"But that's just it, Mom. I was his real son," Stevie said. "I might not have been his biological son, but oh, yeah, I was his real son. And he was my real dad. And if I would have asked the question, I would have broken that man's heart. And I could never do that to him. He knew I knew. But it didn't matter to him, so it didn't matter to me either. He's the only father I ever needed."
Naomi was crying softly at this point. Stevie had tears in his eyes.
"Do you have any idea how tall that man was?" Naomi finally asked after a gap of about a minute.
"Five-7, maybe 5-7-1/2," Stevie finally answered.
"Not even close," Naomi answered as she stopped crying. "As far as I was concerned, that man wasn't an inch under 10 feet tall!
"I was three months pregnant when your father and I got married. We had been friends, but nothing more, since the eighth grade, and toward the end of our senior year in high school I started dating a black guy in secret. Several of my friends knew about it, but I didn't dare date him openly -- it was 1951 -- and that just wasn't done. My parents certainly didn't know. He wasn't Jewish, he wasn't white. And then when I got pregnant ... Almost all of my friends left me, my parents were devastated ... and then he left me, too, said I shouldn't have been stupid enough to get knocked up and he wasn't going to take care of it.
"I'm not sure how your father found out. But he came to me and told me he would stand up with me and marry me and take care of me and my child -- our child -- forever. He only asked that he be listed as the father on the birth certificate, and that we never talk about it until you had questions. Then we would tell you the truth. But you never asked. He knew your knew. You knew he knew, but you two were an unstoppable force.
"And that man loved both of us with every ounce of energy he had. And his love was infectious. I saw it in his face every time I looked at him. I even tried to give him children that were his biologically, but it was not be. You were destined to be his child -- his only child."
A phone call interrupted the two.
"Who could that be now?" Naomi wondered aloud as Stevie got up from the table and answered the phone hanging on the wall.
"Tanner's" Stevie said into the mouthpiece of the black phone.
While Naomi looked on, Stevie stood stock still, with only his facial muscles moving, as he listened intently to whoever was calling. She knew this couldn't be good.
"Yes, sir," Stevie finally answered, and quietly hung up the phone.
Stevie knew that his mother had nothing to do with his father's butcher shop. The store had closed for the funeral, but Stevie knew that the three workers his father employed had families to look after. He assumed his mother would close the store permanently and continue working for the local school system administration to help supplement what Marty's meager insurance policy would pay.
"Who was it, Stevie? What did they want?"
"I have a job interview tomorrow with one of Big Paul Castellano's guys. I'm pretty sure they are going to take over Dad's shop. How deep was he in, Mom?"
"We never really discussed specifics, dear, but I know he owed Ranbar Packing a good amount. Just give him the store and walk away, Stevie. You remember what your father always said about the Mafia.
"Yeah, don't fuck with those guys, Stevie," he'd always say. "And don't ever joke with those guys. They take a joke the wrong way and it's going to get ugly fast."
Stevie had met several of Big Paul's guys when he had worked summers for his father when he was in high school. Several times during those years, Marty took a couple of bags of meat to a house owned by Mike Marsico, and met for several hours. Although Stevie was invited to go inside the house with his father, Marty insisted his son stay in the car. Stevie always kept a book in the door pocket to read.
"I don't need them getting too familiar with you, and vice-versa," Marty would say.
Stevie drove over to his father's shop the next morning for his meeting. When he pulled up his car in front of the store in Bedford Stuyvesant, a familiar face was among the four to greet him. Charlie Bonafiglio greeted Stevie like an uncle, throwing a big arm over the young man and introducing him to Carl Cosentino, Big Tony Lupelli, and Sal Costa. The five went inside the store and locked the door behind them. While Marty had always warned Stevie that the Mafia could be vicious, they were usually good family men, so Stevie was hopeful that he was going to walk out of the meeting without getting hurt. That part was apparently Sal's forte, and for most of the meeting he was standing by the door while Stevie talked to the other three.
Cosentino was the numbers guy, because he got right down to it with Stevie. Marty was in $40K deep, and had put up his house as collateral for the debt. Stevie was shocked at the number and tried to keep his face as bland as possible, but his mathematical genius immediately started running numbers to try to figure a workable payoff. Lupelli then started talking about options, but Charlie put his hands up like he was signaling a stop. All talking ceased. He turned to Stevie.
"How about we do this, kid?" he said as he wrapped one of his big arms around Stevie's shoulders. "We take the store, you come to work for me for a few years and Mommy keeps the house, nobody touches nobody. I'll even pay you good so you can help pay off that big nut."
Cosentino and Lupelli started to protest before Charlie raised his hands again.
"The kid didn't have anything to do with it. He's good people. I'll talk to Big Paul personally and get this worked out. Besides, if I let Sally here rough the kid up, then I'm not getting any from Angela for a month. She likes the kid, too, and she'd be busting my chops for the rest of my life if the kid got hurt.
"We got a deal, kid?"
Stevie didn't realize it, but he had been holding his breath for about a minute. He finally took a big suck of air and nodded his head as Charlie, Cosentino, and Lupelli all had a good laugh. Charlie stuck his hand out and Stevie shook it, knowing that to both of them, that handshake was better than any contract.
"I have about six weeks to go before I graduate," Stevie said to Charlie. "I can join you then."
As everyone was heading to the door, Charlie took Stevie's arm and held him back, out of earshot of the other three. He then leaned in close and very quietly said, "And this doesn't include any time with Angela. That thing that you guys did in the summers is done. Got my drift?"
"Yes, sir, completely."
In truth, Stevie was hoping to work for one of the big accounting firms in the Midwest. He had interviewed at three, and thought his chances of getting a job offer at two were pretty good. But he wasn't about to turn down the opportunity to work for a Mob lieutenant, especially when it meant he wasn't going to have the shit kicked out of him ... or worse.



Like many Mafia lieutenants, Charlie Figs owned several small legit businesses. It was an easy way to move money around, particularly the illegal money. Technically, Stevie's job was to be a combination of accountant and money launderer, but as a newly-minted CPA with a high level of intelligence, Stevie knew that he could "clean" Charlie's money simply by playing within the rules. It might take a little more effort on his part, but Stevie figured it would one day come in handy for both Charlie and him.
++++++++++
Stevie was coming out of Santangelo's Deli when he literally ran into the future Mrs. Tanner. After getting his hot veal and peppers hero and a celery soda for lunch one sunny day, Stevie was going to walk to a near-by park and eat lunch. He wasn't watching the door as he pushed it open and stepped through, bumping into a pair of beautiful women who had stopped walking when the door opened. Stevie had just grazed the shorter of the two, and with the grace of the former athlete he was, he pulled up to a short stop and then jumped backward, apologizing as he did so.
"Damn hippy, get a haircut," said the taller of the two, who stood there with a benevolent smile as Stevie looked up.
Traci Rizzi was a year younger than Stevie but was two grades behind in school because Stevie had skipped sixth grade. The pair were an item for about a year from the fall of Stevie's junior year until the fall of his senior year. The break-up had hit Stevie hard, but that was eight years ago now. The few times they had seen each other since then they both made an effort to be civil to each other.
Traci had cut her long light brown hair to shoulder length and she had gained a few pounds, but otherwise she looked pretty good, Stevie thought to himself. Her light blue eyes twinkled as he looked at her, and she did that scrunchie-face thing she used to do with her nose when she would tease him, which made the few freckles on the bridge of her nose more noticeable. Stevie smiled back at the sight of her before remembering that the other woman was with her.
"I'm sorry ... miss ... I didn't mean to almost knock you over. I was anticipating getting to the famous Santangelo's veal and pepper hero."
"This is my friend, Jennifer Sorrentino. Jennifer, this is Stevie Tanner. Yes, that Stevie, the one I dated for about a year in high school."
For the first time, Stevie took a good look at the other woman. She had long dark brown hair and deep brown eyes. As it was a warm summer day, she was wearing a short dress, and Stevie took a long, slow look up what he came to think were the "greatest legs to ever stride the earth." She was only about 5-2, but she was wearing heels that had to be 4 inches, and those legs were olive and somewhat muscular and oh, so close to him.
"Jesus, Stevie, wipe the drool off your chin!" Traci exclaimed as Stevie came back to the real world with a sheepish look on his face.
Stevie went back inside the deli with the women and waited for them to order their food. Once they got served, the three headed over to the park. Stevie and Traci caught up while Jennifer was mostly silent and ate her meatball hero. Stevie tried not to be too obvious as he ogled Jennifer's legs.
Traci surprised Stevie when she told him she was still single. She thought the next guy she dated steady after Stevie was Mr. Right, but while they were in college Traci caught him cheating with her former best friend. She hadn't had a serious relationship since then. Stevie pretended to be sad for his former girlfriend, but deep in his heart he knew he wasn't because Traci had broken up with him to date that next guy, and he savored the break-up as a revenge of sorts.
He and Traci only had sex twice while they were dating, and Stevie didn't think that was very memorable -- for either one of them. But that was before Angela Bonafiglio taught Stevie some of the ways of the world, he thought to himself.
"Betcha I can make her scream now," went through Stevie's brain.
When the three had finished and it was time to go back to work, Traci insisted on writing her phone number on Stevie's hand so he could call her for a date. Stevie was somewhat surprised that Traci would want to date him again, since she all but told him he she preferred the more aggressive types like Mr. Right when she broke up with Stevie. Stevie thought about asking Jennifer to write her phone number on his other hand, but figured that would piss off Traci and perhaps lead to a scene that he didn't want to play out in front of Jennifer. He would bide his time on that one, he thought.
Stevie figured he would have one date with Traci and then move on to Jennifer, but Traci had other ideas -- especially after Stevie brought her off a half-dozen times with his fingers before one final time on his cock when they went back to Stevie's apartment after their date.
"Wow, that's not the Stevie I remember," Traci gushed as they were laying side by side on Stevie's bed.
Stevie was pretty pleased with himself as he lay in bed listening to Traci start to breath rhythmically before falling asleep.
"I betcha old John Dunning didn't get that much out of her in the four years they were together," Stevie thought.
It wasn't until their fifth date, however, that Stevie used the rest of the lessons taught by Angela. He started by licking a naked Traci from her collarbone to her boobs, then down her flat stomach. He stopped just above her clitoris and moved down to the end of the bed with his face in between Traci's now-twitching legs. He leaned in and softly blew on her puffy labia twice, watching the moisture flow as he did so. He then used the flat of his tongue to lick her slowly all along the entrance to her pussy before flicking her clit with his tongue once forward and once backward. At that moment, Traci's ragged breathing stopped and she abruptly squeezed Stevie's head between her thighs while she spasmed out an intense orgasm while shrieking unintelligibly. Despite not being able to get any oxygen as Traci had cut off his air supply, Stevie went into high speed lick mode and just continued until Traci finished her orgasm about 30 seconds later.
When she finally released her grip on his head with her thighs, Stevie lifted his head and was greeted with the sight of Traci passed out on the bed, and a look on her face that appeared to be a combination of bliss and surprise. Stevie stayed right where he was, breathing heavily, until Traci came to about a minute later. She looked down at him with glassy eyes, and half-mumbled, "Will you marry me?"
Stevie never did get around to asking Jennifer out on a date. A year later, he and Traci were married.
Things were also moving along nicely in Stevie's professional life. Things were going well so well in Charlie Figs' ventures that Stevie was having a tough time juggling everything within Charlie's legal enterprises of an olive oil important company and one for molasses, so he had started looking around for another venture for Charlie Figs. And one day while sitting in a fairly new Arby's restaurant in a town on Long Island, the answer was so clear that Stevie smacked his hand down on the table and yelled out "Yes!" to no one in particular. While the staff looked at Stevie like he had blown a gasket, Stevie took a pad out of his pocket and started furiously scribbling notes. He emptied his half-eaten tray into the garbage and practically jumped behind the wheel of his prized 1969 Mustang Mach 1.
Stevie walked into the offices of CAB Importing and immediately knocked on Charlie's door. He didn't wait for an answer and started to pull his notes out of his pocket while talking about his plan.
"Slow down, Dark Jew," Charlie said calling Stevie by the nickname that Charlie -- and only Charlie -- sometimes called him affectionately. "What the hell are you babbling about?"
In the course of the next two hours, Stevie laid out his plan for Charlie to start a construction company -- a completely legit construction company that would focus on building fast food restaurants and bank branches all over Long Island. The island, Stevie noted, was growing quickly out toward Montauk Point, and fast food restaurants were starting to pop up all over the place as a real meal choice, not just a trend. Somebody had to build these restaurants. As for the banks, well Stevie figured that not only would the population have to eat, but they'd also have to bank, and Stevie had noticed a trend with bank branches starting to pop up as well. Between the two, there would be a lot of work for a lot of firms -- particularly one who specialized in those two types of buildings. Jump in quickly, but build them high quality for a solid price. And with his ahem -- "connections" in the community, it would be highly unlikely that too many companies would want to challenge Charlie's -- and none of them would dare try any lowball tactics.
And with all the various moving parts of the construction trade, it would also be easier for Stevie to do his main job, he added.
"Kid, I don't know anything about construction. Several of the other guys already have companies ..."
"But none of those are completely legit ... or about as completely as you are going to make this one," Stevie interrupted. "And I've got two guys I can bring in who can run this for you.
They will both answer to me ... and I answer to you."
Stevie's "guys" came from his Iowa connections. His old college roommate, Gary Butkus, had been working for a firm doing design and architecture, and Stevie was sure that he'd come on board for a sizable raise over what he was currently being paid. The other guy was a construction superintendent for a firm in Iowa called Kirk Gross. When you wanted a bank built in northeastern Iowa, you called Kirk Gross; the man they relied upon for the best jobs was a stocky Norwegian immigrant named Dean Sahlstrom. He was a master builder and a natural leader of men, and his crew very often finished a job both under budget and ahead of schedule. Stevie had gotten to know Dean well in the year he dated Dean's daughter, Cheryl, at the University of Iowa.
Dean wasn't particularly fond of the younger man's long hair, but during several deep discussions with Stevie he found Stevie to be anything but the drug-crazed hippy he assumed, and had actually started thinking he might like this young man for a son-in-law. But then his daughter suddenly announced she was dumping Stevie for some rich kid from the Chicago suburbs, and Stevie no longer was part of the picture.
The breakup stung Stevie badly, but that was in the past, and Stevie knew he had to have Dean to make this work. For his part, the older man was pleased that Stevie had considered him that highly, and when Stevie made him an offer that was half over what he was currently being paid, the older man was on a plane to New York. And for an added bonus, he was bringing with him his top assistant.
++++++++++
Angela Bonafiglio's Christmas parties were almost legendary. She would cater them in to the big house she and Charlie owned in Roslyn, and her guest list not only included a lot of crew guys, but also a lot of people from the New York City social scene, including several politicians, actors, and singers. The food was top notch, a four-piece string group played in the home's expansive den, and people mingled merrily about with top-notch drinks in their hands. Stevie had been attending the parties since he first went to work for Charlie, and Traci had been with him for the last two.
An hour into the party, Stevie and Traci had drifted off into different parts of the house and were both mingling with the various guests. Stevie, having just gotten himself a plate of food, was headed toward a spot in the dining room when he spotted Traci in a small group of people that included Sal Costa in the home's parlor. Traci had her left hand wrapped around Sal's upper right arm from the inside, and while in conversation with the group, she would occasionally lean in to Sal and apparently whisper something in his ear. The two would then share a smile.
Stevie decided he didn't need to sit down to munch his food and stayed just outside the parlor watching this little scene play out. He knew that Sal's position in Charlie's organization was as muscle primarily, and that Charlie trusted him as much as he trusted Stevie. For his part, Stevie had as little to do with Sal as possible, considering him a necessary evil, but not one he wanted to get to know closely. At 6-2, 220 pounds, Sal was a pretty good physical specimen and usually thought he was the best looking man in the room ... and acted that way. He seemed to have no trouble finding women, and when he went out there was always a "9" or a "10" on his arm.
While Sal and Traci had met before since Sal and Stevie both worked for the same man, Stevie had never before noticed Traci even talking to him, let alone looking extremely comfortable laughing and joking with him in a group. He considered walking over to join the group when he saw Sal pull a pack of Kent's out of his jacket pocket, light one up and then casually place the cigarette up to Traci's lips. She closed her lips around the smoke without missing a beat as Sal got out a second cigarette and lit one for himself. The familiarity of the gesture wasn't lost on Stevie.
The familiarity of the brand also wasn't lost on Stevie. While Traci didn't smoke heavily, her preferred brand was Salem, yet Stevie remembered seeing several crushed out Kents in ash trays at his house from time to time. Some had Traci's lipstick on them, some didn't. Stevie always assumed the Kents without lipstick on them were from one of Traci's friends who didn't wear lipstick -- one of Traci's women friends. Stevie suddenly felt his stomach knot up. He put his plate of food down half uneaten.
Stevie kept his distance from his wife the rest of the night, but made sure she was just within his vision regardless of where she went. For the most part, she stuck with Sal like he was her husband, occasionally wandering away to get something to eat or drink or to talk for a minute or two with another friend. She never went looking for Stevie the rest of the night.
Traci happily chattered away on the car ride home as if nothing was different in her life. Stevie was almost completely silent, but Traci didn't seem to notice that. His mind was going in several directions at the same time as he made plans to find out if what he was seeing was just paranoia on his part or a real concern.
Stevie could have used any number of Charlie's associates to track Traci, but for something this personal and delicate, he used a highly-rated agency run by a former police officer. The agency didn't waste any time, and in two weeks the agent assigned to Traci told Stevie in a meeting at his construction company office that she had met with Sal Costa on consecutive Wednesday afternoons at Stevie's house. Stevie had let the agent plant a couple of spy cameras in the house and some "bugs," so he was able to get some grainy shots of the couple having sex in the master bedroom, along with audio of the event. From the look of the photos and the sound of the bugs, it was clear in Stevie's mind that the two were very familiar with each other, meaning that the affair had been ongoing for some time.
"It looks like Mr. Costa takes a long lunch on Wednesdays," the investigator noted.
"What a schmuck I am!" Stevie said to the investigator. "I never even had a clue. We have sex three, four times a week, and I would have bet the mortgage that her life revolved around me. We were even talking about having kids in the next few years!"
All the investigator could do was apologize for being the messenger. He thanked Stevie for handing him a check and then beat a hasty retreat from the room.
Once the investigator was gone, Stevie allowed the rage that was building to wash over him.
"Son of a bitch! Stupid motherfucking son of a bitch! How could you have been so fucking blind?" Stevie yelled to himself.
The yelling alerted Gary, who was in the next office, and he came running into Stevie's office with his fists balled and ready for whomever Stevie was getting ready to fight with. When he didn't see anybody else in the room, he turned with a concerned look at his friend, never having seen the usually collected Stevie this out of control.
"What's going on, Stevie? Who needs their ass kicked?"
Despite being 6-1, Gary was 145 pounds dripping wet, and probably couldn't beat Stevie's mother in a fistfight, Stevie had often thought to himself. Despite that, when it came to a friend, Gary would be the second man into a fight to have Stevie's back, with Rich Nowinsky from back in his college days always first. That kind of loyalty brought a smile to Stevie's face, and then as he thought further about the old days and Rich, the smile gradually became a smirk, and the mad blush that had covered Stevie's face and neck quickly faded.
"You know what, Gary? You're a fucking genius!" Stevie cried out in triumph as he looked at his wary friend.
"We need to take a short road trip to Iowa City one of these coming weekends. Get the old gang together."
Gary had seen that look on Stevie's face before. Stevie was working on something in his mind, something big. Gary knew he'd tell him soon enough. He turned and went back to his own office, shaking his head.
Stevie knew he couldn't get direct revenge on Sal Costa because Sal was an integral part of Charlie's crew, and crew members were not supposed to fight. But crew members also weren't supposed to fuck with another crew member's wife either, Stevie thought.
Stevie called over to Stuart Klein, a good friend who also happened to be a divorce attorney, and got an appointment for the next afternoon. After hanging up the phone, he put his head down on his desk and cried for the first time since his father died.
Once he was done feeling sorry for himself, Stevie also set up an appointment with his physician to be tested for venereal diseases. Sal had a history of sleeping around, and had picked up a bug at least twice since Steve went to work for Charlie Figs. Stevie was embarrassed to have to tell Dr. Crain's nurse what he needed, but he realized it was time to put away his pride and deal with necessity. He also knew he had to stay away from his wife sexually for a couple of weeks.
Stevie directed his attorney to have papers drawn on the grounds of infidelity. He told the lawyer to offer her one-third of the marital assets, and she could keep the house if she could make the mortgage payments. He offered to pay her alimony for five years.
"Fuck the cheating bitch!" Stevie told his attorney, "And fuck that bastard, too!"
Stevie promised the attorney a handsome bonus if the papers could be ready to be served by the next Wednesday's fuckfest. He explained the plan to the attorney, who looked at Stevie and shuddered.
"Man, you've been working for the crew way too long," he said.
While Stevie and Gary Butkus watched through binoculars from down the street on the next Wednesday, Sal Costa pulled his brand new '81 Ford Thunderbird into Stevie's driveway. He got out of the car, went to the front door and walked in simply by turning the doorknob. Apparently, both he and Traci felt pretty confident that Stevie was being a good worker bee, and wouldn't see the car in his driveway, and she felt confident enough to leave the door unlocked as well.
Stevie looked sideways at Gary staring at the house through his binoculars, his mouth slightly gaped open in what Stevie guessed was shock.
"Arrogant bastard, isn't he? And who the fuck buys a brand new T-Bird in shit stain brown?" Stevie inquired.
That apparently broke Gary out of his reverie. He grinned back at Stevie.




"How much of a head start were you thinking of giving Romeo and Juliet?" he asked.
"I figure about half an hour should be right," Stevie replied.
The third member of this little party, process server Gilbert Harrison, sat quietly in the back seat of Stevie's Ford LTD listening to the two men in the front.
At the 30-minute mark, the three men headed by foot over to Stevie's house. Stevie went to the front door and turned the handle. It was still unlocked. The trio walked in silently. The house was quiet as Stevie started ascending the stairs to the master bedroom -- where he and Traci had sworn eternal love to each other dozens of times while they were making sensuous love -- or having a rip-roaring fuck session. Stevie noted how the house felt so different right now.
Halfway up the stairs, Stevie heard the noises: flesh slapping flesh, Traci making small moaning noises, Sal grunting in response. They hadn't even closed the bedroom door, Stevie thought to himself as he stood in the doorway and watched for a moment. Laying on top with his back to the door, Sal couldn't see Stevie pull out his Sig Sauer P220, and Traci, lying underneath, couldn't see Stevie either. But they both heard the roar of the gun as Stevie fired one bullet through the framed wedding photograph of Stevie and Traci that hung right above their bed. Both occupants reflexively ducked for cover and stopped their movements, although Sal hadn't dismounted.
"Damned drywallers are going to be all over my ass when I ask them to fix that for me," Stevie calmly said to the pair as they turned to see Stevie in the doorway.
Traci gave a loud shriek and tried to hide further under Sal, whose look of fear was turning to smugness as he realized it was Stevie in the doorway.
"I'd wipe that smirk off your face damned quick if you don't want the next bullet to be in your head," Stevie yelled at Sal. "I've been carrying a gun since I was a kid working for my dad in Bed-Stuy, and I know how to use it!"
Sal's face lost the smirk and became blank. Traci figured that was her cue to be stupid.
"It's not what it looks like, Stevie," Traci cried out.
Stevie pointed the gun at his wife. She immediately shut up.
"Gary, could you come in here for a second," Stevie called out behind him.
Traci tried to shrivel up smaller when Gary entered the room.
"What does this look like to you, Gary?" Stevie asked his friend.
"It looks like two scumbags fucking around on your bed, Stevie," Gary answered.
"Then apparently it's exactly what it looks like, Traci," Stevie said.
Stevie looked behind him again.
"Mr. Harrison, if you would."
The process server entered the room, walked over to the bed and handed Traci the manila envelope.
"Mrs. Tanner, you've been served."
The pair had disentangled at this point. Sal started to rise from the side of the bed.
"Uh, uh, Sally. You reach for your piece and I'll blow both of your kneecaps to hell."
Gary went over to Sal's clothes and got the .38 that Sal always carried.
"You'd better thank Charlie Figs that you're still alive," Stevie said as the process server and Gary left the room. Still with his gun drawn, Stevie went into his closet, pulled out a suitcase and loaded it with some clothes and essentials.
Charlie was in his office at the construction company when Stevie and Gary got back. As usual, the door was open, so Stevie walked in and laid Sal's .38 on Charlie's desk.
"Why are you carrying Sal's gun?" a surprised Charlie inquired.
"Because I took it from him so he wouldn't shoot me after I caught him fucking Traci in my house today, Charlie. I had my own drawn on him at the time, but he got the Charlie Figs' discount and I didn't blow his fucking brains out!" Stevie started to shout. "He was fucking her in my bed, that piece of shit! Tell that piece of shit I hope he has a nice life with the slut, because since he broke it, he bought it!"
Just as Stevie reached his own office, his office phone rang.
"Stevie, don't hang up, it's me," Traci said in a jumble of words. "Look, I know I screwed up, but can't we talk about this? It was just sex, really. He doesn't mean anything to me. I love you, and I don't want a divorce!"
"Wow, the old 'it was just sex' excuse. I would have thought that if you really loved me, the least you could have done was come up with something better than a lame excuse. Get a lawyer, and have him call Stu Klein.
"In our bed, Traci? Really?"
Traci was still talking when Stevie hung up the phone.
Unlike some people who become less productive under emotional pressure, Stevie actually was able to focus better. He had recently read the Martin Gosch and Richard Hammer book, "The Last Testament of Lucky Luciano," which detailed the former Mafia kingpin's monetary struggles in his last years, and he wondered if Charlie Figs wouldn't have the same difficulties in his later years. Stevie thought he could do better for his friend and boss.
In the seven months it took for his divorce to go through, Stevie studied up on the various investment strategies espoused by the day's top moneymakers. He settled on the model used by the financial services firm Edward D. Jones, with a conservative invest and hold strategy, and then set out to teach himself about investing and what to look for in firms. He differed from the Jones method of using funds, however, and invested directly into companies. After his first couple of investments paid off in good returns, Stevie went to Charlie Figs, showed him the success he had, and offered to invest for Charlie Figs, with a small percentage coming off the top.
"I guess if I trusted you to treat my wife good all those years ago, I can trust you with my money now," Charlie said.
Six months after his divorce was finalized, Stevie and Gary took a three-day weekend trip to Des Moines, IA, where they me up with the other half of El Quattro, Rich and Andy. The weekend was planned several months in advance, as was the private meeting in Andy's office between Stevie and Rich on Friday afternoon. Andy was a junior partner in a law firm in Des Moines, and minutes after the four friends met in Andy's office, he and Gary took a lunch break at a restaurant near the firm, leaving Stevie and Rich to talk alone. Andy had already checked to make sure there were no bugs in his office, but Rich, a field agent for the FBI, did his own check before the two friends began to talk quietly.
Whenever Rich had visited Stevie and Gary, he claimed to be a businessman from Philadelphia. In reality, he had been working as a field agent for the FBI since shortly after he graduated from Iowa, but for practical purposes it was decided that no one else but Gary among Stevie's work and personal friends needed to know about that. It probably wouldn't have looked too good for either man if Rich's true employment was known, but Rich and Stevie had long ago decided that their occupations were not going to stand in the way of their friendship.
"I need a small favor, Rich," Stevie began. "I need the bureau to pull Sal Costa in for some questions about Lufthansa."
Rich raised an eyebrow. The Lufthansa heist over three years ago at John F. Kennedy International Airport in New York had netted the thieves almost $6 million in cash and jewelry, making it the largest cash robbery committed on American soil. The FBI had not made any significant headway on the case, even though agents were sure that Lucchese crime family associate Jimmy Burke was reputed to be the mastermind. But none of the money showed up anywhere, although several bodies of supposed "players" had shown up.
"Is this what I think it is, Stevie?" Rich said. "Isn't Costa the jerkwad who Traci was fucking?"
"Fucking her right in my own bed, Rich. I never mentioned that before, did I? And I'm sure Gary wouldn't have mentioned it either when you two talked. I'm not going to ask Jimmy Burke for any favors ... but I won't lose a minute's sleep if nature and/or Jimmy's paranoia takes its natural course. We good?"
Rich was quiet for about 30 seconds, and his eyes searched the ceiling for a bit before he finally returned Stevie's gaze.
"Sometimes the herd has to be thinned," he responded.
The two friends shook hands, then left the office and headed to the restaurant to join Andy and Gary.
Two weeks later, a pair of FBI field agents from New York arrested Sal Costa at the house he shared with his new wife, the former Traci Tanner, on suspicion that he was involved in the Lufthansa heist. As he was being led out of his house, he told Traci to call Charlie Figs. Traci did as she was told, and a lawyer was at FBI headquarters soon after Sal got there.
The FBI was getting nowhere with Sal because, in truth, he didn't have anything to do with the heist, but in questioning him he admitted to occasionally hanging out with one Henry Hill, a known associate of Jimmy Burke and someone who had shown up on police radars soon after the heist. Henry and Sal had occasionally caroused the bars together, a fact that several bartenders in the city soon corroborated.
Sal was turned loose several hours later, and FBI agents began to check out his alibi for that night and some of the nightspots he was known to hit. Charlie Figs was not amused with the attention being paid to one of his guys.
"God damn it, Sally! How many times did I warn you to stay away from that cocksucker Hill. He's a weasly fucker, and I knew sooner or later the cops were going to be fucking with him," Charlie told Sal in a late-night meeting at his olive oil company. Charlie never met with Sal at the construction company because Stevie insisted that Sal hanging around wasn't good for business ... and this was well before Sal and Traci became an item.
A month later when Sal didn't show up for work one morning, Charlie Figs sent a couple of guys over to his house. There they found a bound, gagged, and blindfolded Traci, but no sign of Sal. His decomposing body turned up two weeks later in a ditch along the Wantagh Parkway. Stevie showed absolutely no emotion when Charlie Figs told his crew, Figs noted to himself. Charlie also noted that Stevie didn't show up for the viewing nor the funeral.
++++++++++
Stevie had gone out fishing for fluke off a party boat at the Captree Boat Basin and got back in at 2. He had gotten his share of fish on the trip, and decided to hit his favorite diner, Mario's, for a late lunch before going home. He usually stopped at Mario's a couple of times a week for breakfast before work and was familiar with most of the staff there, but since he hardly went in on the weekend, there were a few faces around the diner he didn't recognize as he took a seat at the counter. One of those faces belonged to a girl of about 10 with darker skin and a mop of brown curls who was wearing an apron and approached him with a pot of coffee and an empty cup in her hand.
"Coffee mister?" she asked.
"Sure, sweetie," Stevie answered.
The diner's owner, Mario Sorrentino, was walking past just then, and as a semi-regular, Stevie knew Mario enjoyed bantering with his customers.
"Hey, cheapskate, you think you can hire them at half-salary because they're half-sized?" Stevie inquired of Mario, who looked to be somewhere in his mid-50s.
"A man's got to cut costs where he can with cheap customers like you," he blustered back to Stevie.
Both men and several of the customers in the area who heard the exchange chuckled.
"Seriously, though, Stevie, this is my granddaughter, Annalise. She's nine. She comes with her mother on Saturdays when I need the help.
Although he tried not to show it on his face, Stevie was surprised that the munchkin was Mario's granddaughter. Her skin tone just about matched Stevie's, and the two had similar type hair. Mario always struck Stevie as an old-school type of person, and while Mario had never shown any prejudice to him, having a mixed race family didn't seem to fit with what he knew of Mario, who was awfully proud of roots that went back many generations to Sicily in Italy.
Just then a woman he guessed to be Mario's daughter came up to the counter to take Stevie's order. As Stevie turned back to the waitress, he caught a glimpse of her legs in the shortish waitress uniform Mario's staff wore.
"The greatest legs to ever stride the earth," Stevie thought to himself as he lifted his eyes from her legs to her face. He sort of recognized the face and took another look at the legs before the light bulb of recognition came upon him.
"You're one of Traci's friends. I met you a few years back, didn't I?" Stevie stammered out.
"Oh yeah, I remember that now. That was when you two got back together. I'm Jennifer Sorrentino," the dark-haired beauty with big brown eyes said. "Actually, the day we met you, she was supposed to introduce you to me, but she got so carried away with you that she never turned you over to me, and then when she wrote her number on your hand, I knew I wasn't going to get a chance. And then you two started going out again, and got married ..."
"...And now divorced about a year," I interjected.
"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," Jennifer said, but not really looking too sorry, Stevie thought. "We kind of drifted apart a bit, she with her life and me with mine."
"And that's part of your life," Stevie said as glanced at Annalise. "Any more parts running around here?"
"No, it's just Annalise and me. Has been since she was born. I made a stupid mistake, and baby daddy wasn't hanging around to help me out."
"Hey, I'm not paying you to socialize. Take a quick trip around to see if anybody needs anything," Mario called over.
Promising Stevie to be back, Jennifer left to take care of customers. Stevie turned to Mario, who was now standing by the register, and in fluent Italian asked Mario why he didn't tell him he had a beautiful daughter.
"Because none of you bums are good enough for her," Mario replied back in Italian.
"But I'm the vice president of the most successful construction company on Long Island," Stevie responded back, keeping the conversation in Italian. "Can't I at least take her out on a date?"
"One date, if she even gives you the time of day," Mario harrumphed.
"What were you two muttering about in Italian?" Jennifer asked as she gave Stevie's coffee a warmover.
"Handsome single guy here asked Grandpa if he could take you out," Annalise interjected from a few feet away.
Jennifer blushed deeply, then got a surprised look on her face.
"Who taught you Italian?" she asked Annalise.
"Grandpa did. Said it's always good to know things about your heritage."
"Don't tell me he taught you, too," Jennifer said to Stevie.
"No, I picked it up at work. A lot of the guys who work with me are of Italian decent, and they learned it at home growing up. I figured I'd better learn some if I didn't want those Bozos talking behind my back. I've also picked up some Spanish along the way, and from home I learned a little Yiddish."
"Are you really a black Jew, like Sammy Davis, Jr.?" Annalise asked wide-eyed.
"Except he converted to Judaism. I was born Jewish," Stevie answered. "and I guess to be totally accurate, I'm only half-black."
"So am I," Annalise said happily.
"Actually, you two look more alike than you and your mother," said another semi-regular, Mike, as he was passing by on the way to the cash register.
Jennifer blushed again, then went off to tend to some more customers.
Stevie never did order lunch, but when he left the diner a half-hour later he did have Jennifer's phone number written down on his hand, and an acceptance for a date the next Friday night.
Stevie had asked Jennifer out to Borrelli's a good Italian restaurant in East Meadow. When he showed up at her door on Friday night, Annalise answered and let him in. As he stepped inside the small house, a goddess in a "little black dress" strode into the room. Stevie was instantly overwhelmed, eyeing Jennifer from head to toe, particularly stopping for a long look at her magnificent, olive-skinned legs.
"Now I really remember you!" Jennifer exclaimed. "I remember you staring at my legs and Traci being pissed off."
Jennifer and Stevie had a good time and ate a great meal. Jennifer agreed to let Stevie take her and Annalise to a Yankees game the next Saturday. When he left her at the door, Stevie hesitated, trying to decide if he would seek out a good-night kiss. Jennifer could see the wheels spinning in Stevie's head, so she made the decision for him, leaning in and giving him a soft but loving kiss on the lips. Stevie left a happy man.
Stevie hit Mario's for breakfast on Tuesday morning. He expected Mario to at least be his usual wise-ass self, maybe give Stevie some shit for dating his daughter, but the older man was almost cold to Stevie throughout his time in the diner. As he was paying his bill and leaving, Mario came over and asked if he could meet with Stevie in his office. Stevie felt like he was 15 years old again as he followed Mario to his small office in the back.
"Look, Stevie, I know you and I like you, and everybody says you're a good guy, but I feel it's only right to warn you: you and Jennifer are adults, and understand life ebbs and flows. My granddaughter is a little girl, however, and doesn't understand life's subtleties. So if you break that little girl's heart, Stevie, I swear to you by all that is holy that I will make you pay -- even if you work for a bigshot like Charlie Bonafiglio. You got that ..."
Mario started to choke up, and Stevie was wondering what he was going to do if Mario started to cry.
"It hasn't been easy for her, being the only bi-racial kid in her class. Sometimes another kid will get mouthy, usually reflecting the stupidity of his or her parents ... but Annalise is still just a little girl. So she's very sensitive, and doesn't have a lot of close friends. She hangs out a lot with Marianne and I ..."
"Mario, if there's anyone in the world who gets it, it's me. At least I was lucky enough to have my father."
Mario took a deep breath, then exhaled.
"Hey, I've got work to do, get out of here, you hippy. And have a good time. You do know the kid's a Mets fan, right?"
"Damn, I wish I'd have known that before I asked them out. Jennifer didn't tell me her daughter had a defective baseball gene ... just like her old man!"
"Fuck you!" Mario threw at Stevie in Italian. "Get the fuck out of my office."
Stevie thought both girls looked wonderful when he picked them up late Saturday morning for the trip to Yankee Stadium. Jennifer was wearing Daisy Duke shorts to show off what she knew was her best asset, those incredible toned legs, although her 36C boobs and tight ass certainly were nothing to sneeze at. Annalise had on what appeared to be a brand new Mets cap, probably a gift from Mario. That would look really great in the construction company's box seats on the first base side of the field near the home dugout, Stevie thought to himself as he chuckled.
The Yankees beat the Orioles, 4-3, getting two runs in the bottom of the ninth. As the second Yankee touched home for the winning run, an excited Jennifer leaned over and planted a kiss full on Stevie's mouth. As the kiss ended, he looked down to see Annalise give him a happy thumbs-up. He wondered if that was for the thrilling win or for the thrilling kiss.
By the time the game ended, Stevie had bought both girls new Yankee caps. Annalise wore hers perched on top of her Mets cap. Stevie sat in between the two girls for the game, teaching Annalise how to score.
Jennifer worked for a school corporation. She still helped her father on some Saturdays, and usually took Annalise with her on those days. Mario liked the fact that a third generation was learning the business from the ground up.
Stevie took out both Jennifer and Annalise on the next two Saturday nights. On the second night, the three spent an evening at Adventurer's Inn, a small amusement park in Farmingdale. Jennifer got to see Stevie's childish side, especially when they rode the bumper cars. She noted that her normally reserved daughter didn't seem to be holding anything back with Stevie, as she had with most of the other men she had dated when they were around the child.



"Penny for your thoughts, Beautiful," Stevie said when he looked up from what he was doing and caught her staring at Annalise and him.
For his part, Stevie was surprised at how easily the child accepted him. He thought his coloring -- very much the same as Annalise's -- must be a comfort to the child.
When the trio got back to Jennifer's small house, Jennifer invited Stevie in for coffee and cake. At 10, she sent Annalise to bed.
"I would say that now that the adults are alone ... but I saw you this evening at the park and I'm not sure you're really an adult," Jennifer giggled. "But seriously, Stevie, if you want to have something going with me, you've got to deal directly with me, not try to get at me through my daughter."
Stevie looked up with both shock and pain on his face. Now that he thought about it, he was spending a lot of his time with Annalise.
"Whoa. Is that what you think? That I'd suck up to you by being nice to your kid? What if I was to tell you that I'm actually sucking up to the kid by being nice to her old, broken down mother. That kid's mom has to be what, 32 years old ... and God, for those wrinkles. I figure if I play my cards just right, I might someday get to hang out with the neatest 9-year-old I've ever met. That kids' grandparents must be amazing people how they've raised such a great kid!"
Jennifer was blushing deeply now, looking half-angry, half-surprised herself. Stevie knew she wasn't feeling very proud of herself at the moment, and decided to let the moment linger by not saying anything.
"All right, I'm sorry I mistook your intentions with Annalise," Jennifer finally gushed. "You are a different one, Mr. Tanner. I'll give you that."
"Actually, Miss Sorrentino, I am something of an enigma. Most people see me as some kind of biracial hippy who's looking for his next joint, when in reality I'm a math whiz with a sports addiction who also happens to be a really, really nice guy. Seriously, little kids and animals absolutely love me, and who should know better?"
Stevie then gave Jennifer his best cheesy grin. Jennifer walked over from the chair she had been sitting on to the sofa on which Stevie sat. She gave a little nudge with her hip to the arm he had draped across his leg. Stevie moved the arm and Jennifer made herself at home sitting sideways on his lap. Stevie knew she could feel his hard dick through his shorts.
Five minutes later the pair was in Jennifer's bed, trying hard to keep their moaning and laughter down to avoid waking Annalise. That plan was barely working when Stevie laid the flat of his tongue on Jennifer's opening and gave a long, slow lick upward. Jennifer gave a piercing shriek, then tried to impale herself with Stevie's face. Stevie took a big drag of air into his lungs just before Jennifer's pussy came smashing in and she locked her wonderful legs around his head, face fucking him powerfully and yelling gibberish at the same time. Stevie continued to drive forward, and the two practically melded together until Jennifer finally stopped writhing in pleasure.
With Jennifer apparently passed out or dazed, Stevie had a chance to listen to see if they had woken Annalise. He didn't hear anything, so he just laid with his head across her right thigh until she gained some semblance of composure.
"Oh my God, Stevie! What was that? Did we wake Annalise?" Jennifer rapid-fired at him.
"Oh, did I forget to mention that I'm also pretty good with my tongue?" Stevie asked mischievously. "And, no, despite the fact that you probably woke up half the neighborhood, somehow your daughter is still asleep, I think. Actually, I'm too embarrassed to go into her room and check."
Jennifer got up, put on a robe, and went to check on the child. She was smiling warmly as she came back. Stevie was halfway dressed.
"Relax, she's out cold," Jennifer said.
Stevie continued dressing as Jennifer looked at him with concern.
"What just happened here? Did I do something wrong?" Jennifer queried haltingly.
"Nope. You did everything just right, even to the part where you got up and checked on Annalise. I hope her security always comes first in your mind," Stevie answered.
"Then why aren't you staying?"
"Because the mood is gone -- the magic, and once the spell has been broken, there's no sense trying to get it back. I've seen this before ... yes, I can make you orgasm for half the night and it will feel good physically, but it won't even be in the ballpark with what we just had, both physically and mentally. So let's just leave this experience on its high plain, and sometime in the future I promise to do this again ... and much more," Stevie related.
"But I didn't even get you ..."
"It's OK, Babe. If I have my way, there's going to be plenty more chances for a long, long time."
Stevie gave Jennifer a soft kiss on the lips. He let himself out of the house.
The very next weekend Jennifer got her parents to babysit Annalise for all of Saturday night, and Stevie rewarded her with the best night to sex she'd ever had. Stevie counted 17 orgasms over the three hours they played. At one point, Stevie was gently inhaling her clit with his tongue when Jennifer went from a low growl to a sharp shriek, followed by a lot of out of control spasming. Stevie quickly looked up, then saw Jennifer's eyes roll back into her head, and she came to an abrupt halt -- passed out completely. Stevie chuckled to himself, because this wasn't the first time he had ever made a partner pass out. He listened carefully to hear she was breathing, then he laid with his head on her thigh until she woke up groggy.
"Welcome back, Beautiful," Stevie said.
"Seriously, Stevie? Seriously?" was all she could mumble.
Stevie was completely hooked by both Jennifer and Annalise by the time Christmas rolled around, but one incident in particular sealed the deal in his mind. Annalise was in her school's Christmas play, with both Jennifer and Stevie in attendance. After the play, as the parents were greeting the children and eating Christmas cookies and drinking milk in the school cafeteria, Annalise was talking to several other little girls, when one of them asked Annalise who Stevie was. Stevie was close enough to hear the exchange, although at that moment he knew Annalise couldn't see him.
"That's my dad," she said casually. "At least I'm hoping he'll take the job."
A lump formed in Stevie's throat and he was surprised when a tear rolled down his left cheek.
"Dad," Stevie whispered to himself. "Dad. Dad. Daddy. D-a-a-a-d-d-d. Oh yeah. Dad."
Christmas Eve was spent at Mario and Marianne's house. Christmas morning was spent at Stevie's. Jennifer and Annalise had decorated the house for Stevie, because he was Jewish, and the only time the house had ever been decorated was when Traci had done it while the two were married. Stevie left the girls instructions that he wanted the house festive, and had given them a good budget.
The morning was spent with much happiness and laughter as everyone opened their gifts slowly so the others could see. When everyone had finished opening their presents, Stevie asked everyone to remain in the living room while he went into his bedroom and came out with one final wrapped gift for Annalise. The child grabbed it and smiling brightly, tore into the gold and red wrapping paper. It turned out to be a bright Christmas-type sweater, with the words "Daddy's girl" written in script across the front.
The child at first looked shocked, then started to openly weep as she threw herself across the room and into Stevie's waiting arms.
"I knew you were the one the first time I saw you in the diner," she cried.
"Wait. We have to make this official first," Stevie said as he pulled something out from behind his back. He handed a ring box to Jennifer. "You'd make me the happiest man on the planet if you would be my wife and let me be Annalise's father."
Annalise inherited two more grandmothers and a grandfather when Jennifer said yes. Stevie's mother, of course, was a given, but he hadn't realized until plans were being made that he was the closest thing Charlie and Angela had to a son, and they were about as thrilled over the upcoming wedding as his mother. Of course Stevie made sure that they were given a special place in the wedding, and neither Jennifer nor Annalise objected.
Stevie noticed, however, that in all of this euphoria, one thing seemed a little off between Jennifer and himself, and after letting it sit for a couple of weeks, he decided he needed to find out what was going on. Stevie wanted no secrets and nothing held back going into this union.
One Sunday afternoon when Annalise was outside of the house playing with some of the kids in Stevie's neighborhood, Stevie asked the question that no man really ever wants to ask his woman.
"Do we need to talk?" he said huskily as his throat seemed to dry up in an instant. "Something's been bothering you for a bit, and nothing is ever going to get resolved if we don't communicate with each other. Nothing gets left on the table, Babe, nothing. And I mean that forever. Nothing ever gets left on the table between us."
Jennifer blushed deeply, and Stevie sensed his world could unravel in a heartbeat. Jennifer stammered, started, stopped.
"This might seem totally stupid to you," she said, "but I sense that there's something between you and Angela. Sometimes when she watches you, she gets a look in her eyes that more than a mother figure should have, and sometimes when she talks to you she puts her hands on you in kind of a familiar way. I haven't said anything to anybody else yet, but I have to know, did you two ever have something going, and am I going to have to watch over you for the rest of my life?"
Stevie looked up in shock. He thought he and Angela had done a great job of leaving their past together in the past.
"A gentleman doesn't talk about such things under normal circumstances, but I guess these aren't normal circumstances," Stevie answered. "Yes, with Charlie's knowledge and permission, Angela and I engaged in a physical affair for two weeks for each of the four years I worked at the resort in the Catskills, back in the summers when I was in college. It was strictly a physical relationship, and none of us has ever brought it up again. It ended completely after my last summer there, as was the plan. Not a living soul outside of this room knows a thing about it, and I just violated my agreement by telling you, so unless you want to have a short, quick marriage to a dead man walking, this never gets brought up again. Got it?"
"That probably explains some of your skill in the bedroom, doesn't it? She was a good teacher, wasn't she?" Jennifer kidded with a little sing-song to her voice.
"I'd like to think she was an excellent teacher and I tried to be an excellent student. But that's as far as this conversation ever goes. DO NOT SEND HER ANY KIND OF A THANK YOU!"
"Even Gary doesn't know about this. I'm serious, Jennifer."
"Well then considering how much I owe that woman, I won't do anything that might get either of you in trouble."
++++++++++
A few weeks later, Stevie got the phone call he was expecting. Jimmy Burke invited Stevie to a midday walk in Central Park. The pair had a few things to discuss, Jimmy said. It had been almost a year since Sal Costa was found murdered. The police still had no idea who was involved. But Stevie knew Jimmy was smart enough to collect on what was at least partially a huge favor, albeit one that had never been asked.
Although the two men had never met, they greeted each other like old friends with a big hug. It was a sign of respect for both of them.
"I like the way you do things," Jimmy told the younger man. "You set that up really sweet, and let me make the decision. You knew I probably wasn't going to trust that mope, Costa, to get his nose into my business, but if nothing happened it was still no harm, no foul. But Charlie Figs had nothing but good things to say about you, so ..."
Stevie looked sideways at the older man. This man was probably every bit the IQ equal of Stevie, he thought.
"Thank you," was all he said, sticking out his hand for a firm handshake.
"Now let's discuss some personal business," Burke said. "Like I said, Figs says you're aces, and he's been telling me about your investment company, so to speak. Well, I've got a friend in Canada who owes me some money, and I think I'd like you to handle that for me. He'll send you a certified check each month, and you do what you do, minus your 'commission' of course. Just set me up like you've got yourself and everybody else set up ... nice and legit, so Uncle Sam can get his cut and everything will always be good."
By this time, Stevie was managing money for about three dozen associates, in addition to his other duties.
"How about we dispense with the 'commission'? Call it a wash for 'other considerations?'"
Jimmy stuck out his big paw. Stevie put his hand firmly into Jimmy's.
As it turned out, Jimmy's friend from Canada, Izzy Rodriguez, sent a certified check for $34,321 to Stevie at the construction company every month. Although first puzzled by the odd amount, Stevie set things up right for Jimmy, and those checks continued to come in until Jimmy Burke died in prison in 1996.
++++++++++
The Tanner household grew by one on March 2, 1987, with the birth of Mickey Charles Tanner. Babies are named after dead relatives by Jewish tradition, and Stevie always knew that someday he would honor his father. But since the baby wasn't Jewish, Stevie felt he could also honor the other person in his life that he had turned to for advice and wisdom on many occasions after his father died -- Charlie Bonafiglio. Charlie cried when Stevie told him the baby was going to be named partially after him.
Annalise looked pensive when Stevie dropped her off at his in-laws on the way to taking Jennifer to the hospital to give birth to the baby. Just before he knocked on the door, the child, now 12 and starting to bud into young womanhood, looked deeply into Stevie's eyes and spoke.
"I'll understand if you don't have as much time for me with a baby around -- your real child -- as you used to have. It's OK, Dad, I get it," she said.
"No, Baby, you apparently don't get it," Stevie answered as he swept her into a big hug. "You are every bit my real child as your brother's going to be. I will rearrange my time a bit, but you are always going to be 'Daddy's girl,' whether or not you want to be ... and I'm guessing in just a few years, you might be regretting this conversation."
Annalise blushed, knowing full well that Stevie was talking about her getting a boyfriend some day.
"Oh, Daddy!" she said as she hugged Stevie back hard. "You'd better get going. You don't want to have the baby in the car."
++++++++++
"The greatest legs to ever stride the earth," Stevie said as Jennifer came into the kitchen after getting back from her Saturday morning exercise class.
Jennifer was wearing a workout outfit that was maybe just a touch too tight, with the shorts being a touch too short as well, Stevie thought to himself.
"God, those legs are still fantastic. I'll be she turns the heads of those 20-something guys," Stevie thought to himself.
A year younger than Stevie, Jennifer was now 58. She and Stevie were just a few months shy of hitting their 25th anniversary, and Stevie had to admit she was still a gorgeous woman. And because of that, Stevie made sure he was a regular in the gym, too. Not that he was overly worried, but Stevie didn't see the need to give Jennifer any reasons to look elsewhere. And he still bore some scars from his first marriage, the way she still bore scars from the relationship that gave her Annalise.
Jennifer smiled at Stevie and reached into the refrigerator for a cold bottle of water. She took a sip after twisting the cap off and looked sideways at Stevie, who was reading the morning newspaper.
"You wouldn't mind if I did a little girls' night out thing with several of the girls from the gym, would you?" she asked Stevie.
Stevie was a little nonplussed by the request. Since the kids had left home, the weekends were for doing things together, particularly the evenings. The pair usually went out to a restaurant and sometimes a show or a movie, or just entertained at home. But since this was the first time she had made this request, Stevie acquiesced, and tried not to show he was hurt.
Jennifer got home at about 10 in the evening to find Stevie watching a movie in his recliner. He watched her carefully but couldn't discern that anything out of the ordinary had occurred, except for the fact the felt guilty for even thinking that something might happen. When Jennifer came up to him for a quick hello kiss, Stevie took a deep breath before giving his wife a gentle peck on the lips. She didn't smell from another man's cologne or cigarettes, he noted to himself.
Two weeks later Jennifer again asked to do a girls' night out, and this time Stevie let on that he was a little annoyed by what he thought was a lack of consideration. Jennifer noted the consternation on his face as he told her she could go.
Jennifer came home at about 11 this time, but Stevie wasn't in his chair. He had gone out to one of his favorite quiet spots, The Aurora, and was downing shots of rye with Gary.
"I'm not sure, but I think I've got a problem, Gar," Stevie told Gary soon after they met at the bar. "I think she might be running around on me, but I haven't caught her with any foreign smells on her or anything like that. But all of a sudden she's doing 'girls' nights out'. I don't like this."
"Why don't you talk to her first, before you do anything," Gary said. "Maybe there's something going on that you two can talk through. You have been married a long time, you know."
"I was kind of hoping you'd say that. I was hoping that there wasn't something going on that Melody might have known about and mentioned to you."
Melody and Gary had been married for 30 years, and they talked about everything. So if she had mentioned something to Gary, Stevie was sure his longtime friend would have said something to him.
Stevie went home at about midnight. Jennifer was already in bed asleep when Stevie got there. This night marked the second Saturday night in the last three that they didn't have sex, a gap that had not happened in about two years, Stevie noted. Although were pair were in their late 50s, they had been having a sexual renaissance of sorts for the last couple of years since they became empty-nesters. An everyday pill for Stevie and some lube for Jennifer, and they could be good for at least an hour of bed-rocking sex at least twice a week. But now it had been over a week, and the only time in recent years that had happened was when one or both of the kids had been home with their families.
A subcontractor not showing up ready to work on Wednesday morning had Gary in a snit, and in the process of calming Gary, Stevie knocked over his full mug of coffee, putting 16 ounces of java on the cherry wood desk and a nice blotch on his dress pants. Once Gary was calm, Stevie jumped in his car for the 15-minute ride home to change into a dry pair of pants.
Stevie didn't recognize the car in his driveway this time, but the feeling of déjà vu was nonetheless strong. Jennifer should have been at her job in the local hospital's administrative services, not home in the middle of the day. He had seen this movie before, and it didn't have a happy ending. Stevie started to breathe heavy as he got out of the car, pulled his pistol and entered through the garage door. He didn't hear anything as he walked through the kitchen, then he heard voices coming from the living room.
Jennifer's visitor screamed when she saw Stevie with his pistol out as he entered the living room. Up until that point, Stevie thought the visitor was a man.



"What the hell are you doing here?" Jennifer yelled. "Six months worth of planning down the drain!"
Then it clicked for Jennifer.
"You bastard! You thought I was pulling a Traci on you, didn't you?"
"I-I-I," Stevie stammered, unable to say more.
"Get out! Get out! How dare you!"
Stevie was crimson, still trying to form words, but he headed up to the bedroom to get a dry pair of pants. He hit the ground running once he got down the stairs, and got back in his car and headed back to work.
Stevie headed straight into Gary's office when he got back to work.
"She's planning a goddamned surprise anniversary party for me!" he shouted to Gary. "I saw a strange car in the driveway, thought I caught her in the act like I did Traci, even pulled my goddamned gun. And it turned out to be the caterer. Thought the woman was going to come unglued.
"Then Jen accused me of not trusting her because of Traci and threw me out!"
"All because of a goddamned anniversary party!"
"Calm down, Hairball," Gary said, calling his friend by his longtime nickname for him. "I'm sure once she realizes what went down, she'll be OK, but I'm not sure that caterer woman will ever work for you again. She probably shit a brick right there on your sofa, man!"
The visual of what Gary said made Stevie break into a smile, and he plopped into a chair in front of Gary's desk. Gary went to the mini bar that was in his closet and poured Stevie a shot of Old Granddad. Stevie took the shot appreciatively and sipped the amber liquid.
"I'll call Mel and see if she is gutsy enough to get in the middle of this for you," Gary said.
Stevie was pretty worthless the rest of the day at work, and at about 4 in the afternoon he told Gary he was going over to the Cozy Tavern to drown his sorrow and get something to eat before heading home to get some clothes and things so he could find a motel to stay in for the night. A little after 5, Gary showed up and ordered a Jack on the rocks.
"Mel says Jen's madder than a wet hen," Gary said using one of his favorite Iowa sayings. "She's pretty sure you were spying on her, trying to catch her with another man. Says there can't be much love there if there is no trust."
"Ah, holy shit, Gar. How could my life go from just about perfect to shit in one day, just because I spilled some coffee on myself?"
Stevie knew he needed heavy-duty help. When he got settled in at a near-by motel, he called Jennifer's mother, Marianne. Marianne had always been very good to Stevie in all the years, and Stevie knew that Jennifer would listen to Marianne no matter how mad she was at him.
Stevie knew that Jennifer would have called her mother almost first thing after she threw Stevie out of the house. He knew that Marianne was probably going to be hostile at first, but she would at least listen to his side of the story.
Marianne answered the telephone on the first ring. Stevie thought she might have been sitting in the kitchen just waiting for it to ring.
"Wow, Stevie, would you have shot her if it had been a man sitting on the sofa with her?" Marianne asked when Stevie timidly said hello.
"It's not like that Mom. I went home to get some clean pants because I spilled coffee on myself ... and when I got there, there was a strange car parked in my driveway. I've never told you this before, but that's exactly how it happened with Traci all those years ago. So what was I supposed to think. My heart was breaking ... I wasn't thinking straight. I pulled my gun, expecting the scene to be the same.
"And you can't blame me for even thinking that. Did she tell you she's been going out on Saturday nights with the girls and getting home who knows when. Put two and two together and you see what I'm thinking, don't you?"
"Oh my God," Marianne blurted out. "I forgot she said she was checking out food for the party on Saturday nights with some of her friends. Ooh, that probably didn't sit well with you in the first place ..."
"No, it didn't ... and she was being very secretive ... so now you see?"
"Son, you get yourself over here right now. I'll call my addle-brained child and she'll meet you here. We'll get this worked out right now, before one of you does something you'll both regret."
Mario met Stevie at the door when he got there. Despite the advancing years, Mario still had a good head of gray hair, and his wit was still sharp.
"Well, I'm glad you didn't shoot her, but my damn fool daughter sure left herself open to be drilled," he told Stevie as he handed him a shot of Old Overholt and led him into the family room.
Jennifer got to her parents house a few minutes later, and looked nervous as Marianne led her into the den.
Stevie raised his hands in a surrender of sorts, and a tearful Jennifer ran halfway across the room before launching herself into Stevie's strong arms.
"I'm so sorry for everything," she cried into his neck. "I never expected you home in a million years this morning and never even gave a consideration as to what the situation looked like to you. And then you put that together with my going out on Saturday nights dressed up and everything ... hell, I probably would have shot me under those circumstances!"
"Well, then I'm glad I'm the one with the gun and not you," Stevie responded back.
Jennifer explained to Stevie about the anniversary party and taste-testing foods with the girls at those Saturday night get-togethers. It had never dawned on her that Stevie might get the wrong impression if he put two and two together.
"That had to look like it was happening to you all over again. I'm so sorry. I should have known better than to try and put one over on you, even if it was for a good cause," Jennifer said.
Jennifer's face then took on a stricken look.
"But you have to play along. Everyone knows it's a surprise anniversary party and has been working real hard not to say anything to you. So you've got to be totally surprised when this goes down, Mister. I better see an Academy-award winning performance, or everyone's going to be crushed."
"Color me unbelievably surprised," Steve said. "But tell me one thing. Do any of the El Quattros know about this?"
"Those blabbermouths? Are you kidding? If we would have told any of them you would have known in five minutes flat. You guys are so loyal to each other and so tight it's sickening."
"I had to ask. Gary didn't seem to know a thing about this, and he surely wouldn't have been able to hold out on me."
"Mel couldn't risk telling him then, but he knows now that you do. She's sworn him to secrecy for everybody else, under penalty of no sex for the next six months. She knows her man and what works."
Stevie did everything but faint when he and Jennifer walked in to the Galaxie Lounge and was greeted with shouts of "Happy anniversary!" Jennifer later admitted to him that she almost fell for the act it was so good.
Jennifer wore a floor-length dress with a high side split revealing a lot of left leg. When she walked out of their bedroom after getting dressed, Stevie looked his wife up and down, and broke into a leering grin.
"The greatest legs to ever stride the earth," he said out loud as she approached.
"I thought you might like this," Jennifer said.
The band Jennifer hired for the evening played a lot of oldies, and Stevie and Jen were on the dance floor a lot. Stevie had learned to dance while dating between his two marriages, noting that there was nothing more pathetic than sitting at the bar drinking while the good-looking women were dancing. So Stevie had taken a few lessons. All Jennifer ever knew was that her handsome husband on the dance floor made her the envy of many a woman at any event that had dancing.
Jennifer told Stevie that she needed a break when the band went into "I Think We're Alone Now," by Tommy James and the Shondells, but Stevie reached out and grabbed his wife by the wrist. As other couples danced all around them, Stevie reached into his pocket and pulled out a small leather bag with a drawstring and handed it to Jennifer. Jennifer slowly opened the bag to find a 2-inch solid gold heart on a brocade gold chain, with Stevie's name etched across the front in script, preceded and followed by what she would later learn were a pair of flawless one-carat diamonds. Jennifer stood mesmerized, so Stevie leaned in, took the pendant and put the chain over her head and around her neck.
"You've always had my heart. I just wanted to give you this as a reminder."
They kissed like they were the only ones on the dance floor.
Gary and Melody danced by at that point, and Melody saw the pendant around Jennifer's neck.
"Nice touch, Hairball," she said to Stevie.
++++++++++
Death of a relative or close friend very often makes one reflective, and Stevie was no exception. Six months before, he had given the eulogy at Charlie Bonafiglio's funeral, now he was going to do the same at Angela Bonafiglio's. As he sat at his desk in the president's office at CAB Construction, Stevie, now 60, thought back on what he considered to be a great life and a rewarding career, and how much a part of that the Bonafiglios were. What made Charlie Figs choose him that night to accompany Angela to buy ice cream? He never had the nerve to ask Charlie. But that singular moment was the starting point for almost everything else that happened in Stevie's life. Stevie chuckled to himself at the absurdity of it all. It would make a great story to tell someday, but he knew he never could. Besides, nobody would ever believe it. It was just supposed to have been a summer job ...
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I was two shots of Jack Daniels into what was starting out to be an epically bad weekend, and it wasn't even 3 in the afternoon on a Friday.
I'm a reporter for a small newspaper in the Midwest, and because I had worked several late nights in a row, my boss had given me comp time off for Friday afternoon. So after running a few errands, I headed home for what I hoped was going to be a good nap in my favorite La-Z-Boy. But as I pulled up to my house, I saw there were two cars in my driveway, one belonging to my wife of seven years, Traci, and the other I didn't recognize.
I thought it was odd that Traci was home in the middle of the day. She was an actuary for a mid-sized insurance company and usually worked 8 to 5. And then, of course, there was the second vehicle ...
But still, having what I thought was an amazing marriage and trusting the love of my life completely, I didn't jump to any foregone conclusions as I unlocked my front door ... and my world went to complete shit! There were the unmistakable sounds of two people going at it hot and heavy coming from our bedroom upstairs. The door was obviously open -- because they obviously weren't expecting company, and I could here moaning, yelling, and flesh slapping. Fuck!
I took the carpeted stairs two at a time, and when I got near the bedroom I could hear them much more clearly.
"This what you want? This what that little-dicked twit of a husband not giving you?" railed some guy I had never heard before to my wife, who was groaning louder as she was obviously getting pounded.
When I got to the door of my bedroom, I could see my gorgeous wife on her back beneath some guy who looked like he played linebacker for the Packers giving her a tremendous fucking, with her legs wrapped around his lower back.
"Give ... it ... to ... me ... Derek! Give ... it... to ... me!"
And from what little I could see, he was giving a lot to her. Despite what he had said, my dick is solid average at six inches, but I guessed he was probably a good nine or 10 inches, and thicker around as well. Traci had never indicated to me previously that she felt unfilled, but what I was seeing and hearing told me I wasn't measuring up for her. I was suddenly feeling extremely nauseous, probably because my world was crumbling right in front of my eyes.
"Playing through! Don't mind me!" I finally yelled as I walked into the room, opened my closet door, took out my gym bag and started putting a couple of changes of clothes in it.
Derek barely broke stride until Traci realized I was there and stopped fucking him.
"Oh, shit! Simon, I'm so sorry you had to see this!" she yelled from underneath the monster. "We were going to tell you, not have you find out like this."
"Exactly when would that have been then, Trace?" I responded. "On our 10th anniversary?
"From the looks of things, this is hardly a one-off. Surely you could have found the time to tell me before this if you really cared."
Although he had stopped pumping my wife, Derek was still embedded inside her pussy, and she was trying to look around him as we spoke.
"Never mind, Traci. I'll just grab a few things and be out of your hair. I'll come by for whatever else I want and need in the coming days. I'll have my lawyer draw up papers.
"By the way, who the fuck is this Neanderthal plugging you?"
"That's kind of funny," she giggled. "Derek is my attorney. He works for one of the big firms downtown."
"Perfect," I said.
I didn't bother to even close the front door when I left the house. I put my stuff in my Ford F-150 and headed straight for my favorite watering hole. Not exactly an auspicious start to the weekend.
Most bars are pretty empty on a weekday afternoon, and the Rusty Fork was no exception. Even my favorite bartender, Noel, didn't begin his shift until 4. So I just sat in my spot thinking. I suppose I should have seen this coming. The last time we went out to one of my wife's work events, her co-workers barely disguised their disdain for me, and I felt toward the end of the evening that she was starting to agree with their assessment of my job and my ability to support her in the style to which she'd like to become accustomed. Traci made no qualms about talking about how her job paid twice as much as mine.
We had a terse discussion about her behavior on the ride home that night, and she pushed it off on her being somewhat tipsy. I wasn't happy with that explanation, but as someone who doesn't hold grudges, we were OK a few days later ... or at least I thought we were.
So here I sit at the bar. I know I should probably be out making sure to move half of our money over to an account in my name only, but right now I could give a shit. My credit card is in my name only, which means I can spend the rest of the night getting shit-faced before sleeping it off in my truck. I'll find a hotel or an apartment to rent tomorrow.
Traci and I met at a major Midwestern university. We dated for our junior and senior years before I asked her to marry me. We knew that unless I could get on at a major newspaper in a major city, she was probably always going to out-earn me, but we both agreed that everything we made was ours, not that there would be a hers and mine. And that's what I thought we had until recently. I don't know how much of her attitude is because of her co-workers, but apparently she has lost her respect for me completely, and as for her love ... well ... today showed me exactly where I stood.
Noel greeted me when he came on at 4, and was mildly surprised at how early I was there. I gave him the Reader's Digest version of my earlier afternoon, and handed him my pick-up keys with instructions to pour me into the vehicle's cab when I was done, but not to give me my keys back until I woke up tomorrow.
"That's harsh, dude, finding out that way," he said to me while we talked.
At about 9 p.m. I wasn't feeling any pain, let alone my extremities, when a state trooper showed up in the bar. He ambled over to Noel behind the bar and asked him if "a Mr. Simon Tillerson was on the premises." Noel, of course, pointed over at me.
The trooper then ambled over to me (he was very good at this ambling thing, I thought in my fogged brain) and said he had some news he regretted he had to tell me. My wife and "a Mr. Derek Biggs" were killed on the road about three hours ago when a semi blew a light in town and drove over the top of Mr. Biggs' BMW convertible. Authorities had been trying to find me for three hours before one of my acquaintances told them about my favorite bar.
"Fuck me!" I yelled. "Drinks are on me! There is a God in heaven!"
A cheer went up for my announcement.
Trooper Reginald Masters looked like he'd seen a ghost. I don't think he was expecting glee from the new widower.
"Mr. Tillerson, I get that you must be in shock, but ..."
"Not shock, buddy, ecstasy!" I wailed in my drunken state. "The reason I'm so fucked up is because I caught the two of them fucking in my bed this afternoon. I was going to leave the bitch! Fuck her dead body! This couldn't get any better!"
The trooper still looked appalled. I couldn't care less.
"Normally we like for the next of kin to identify the body, just to be completely sure it truly is that person who is dead, but I don't think Mr. Tillerson is going to be of any help tonight," Masters said to Noel. "Could you make sure he that someone leaves him the message to go over to the morgue tomorrow?"
Noel nodded affirmatively. I may have been drunk as a skunk, but I completely understood what was going on and what Masters had told me. And even though I knew that I would miss my wife when I sobered up, she had cheated on me and was going to replace me ... so right at that moment my anger at Traci outranked any love I still had for her.
I woke up stiff and sore in the cab of my pick-up the next morning. I probably looked like shit, too, but I staggered back into the bar to pick up my keys and drive to a hotel. Then I remembered what the trooper had told me the previous night, so I drove home to my empty house instead, thinking about Traci and the nine years we had together, the last seven as man and wife. I was more sad than anything that it ended the way it did between us. I can't say I was really grieving, because even though I was no longer drunk, I still was happy that she and the asswipe got what I thought they deserved.
I went home, jumped in the shower, cleaned up and headed over to the morgue to identify the body. Traci's body looked battered. I guess having a semi go over the top of you in a convertible will do that. I asked to see the other body as well. Derek looked similar to Traci. I hoped at least in his case death was slower to come.
When I got back home, I knew I had to make at least three phone calls -- one to my parents, one to her parents, and one to her sister, Anya. I knew somewhere deep down inside I was sorry to see her die, but at that moment every thought of her came with the visual of her urging her paramour to give it to her, and I really couldn't muster any sorrow in my heart for her. So I decided I would do my job ... report the facts, and keep my lack of emotion out of the equation if I could.
At least I did feel bad for Ron and Cindy Jacobs, Traci's parents, for losing their daughter. I loved Ron and Cindy almost as much as I loved my folks, and I certainly didn't want to see them hurt. From that respect, this was not going to be easy.
I called my parents first and gave them the news. My mom, easily the more emotional of the two, burst into tears immediately. My father, on the extension, started asking for more specifics, so I told him about Traci being in the car with Derek Biggs at the time of the accident.
"Who's Derek Biggs?" he asked directly. I knew the question was coming, but still I hesitated before answering, which probably told him volumes.
"An attorney friend of Traci's," I answered.
My father is a very smart man, and very perceptive. He didn't miss a beat.
"So why was she in the car with an attorney friend of hers at a time when she should have been home with you?"
"Because she wasn't with me anymore, Dad, that's why. I caught her and Derek having sex in our bed earlier in the day, and I'm guessing it wasn't their first rodeo together. So I threw some clothes in a bag and left. I don't know why they were in the car at about 6. I'm assuming they were going out to eat, considering the time."
"Well, shit, son, I'm sorry to hear that."
By this point, my mother had composed herself some and gotten back on the line. She heard enough to know what we were talking about.
"Are you sure she was having sex with another man, Simon? I mean this is not the sort of thing you want to be telling people if you're not sure ..."
I interrupted and was not very diplomatic.
"Mom, I caught them in the act. I've had sex just a few times in all these years to know what I was looking at."
"Have you talked to Ron and Cindy yet, Simon? If not, what are you going to tell them?" my dad asked.
"As little as possible, Dad, unless they start giving me the third degree like you're doing. I won't lie, if that's what you're asking."
"This could get ugly, then, son. Remember, they are your in-laws. Show them the respect they deserve."
"Yes, sir," I responded solemnly.
The phone call to Traci's parents went eerily similar to the one I had with my folks. While her mother fell to pieces, my father-in-law immediately picked up on the fact that she was in the car with another man at the time of her death, when she was usually with me at that time of day.
"Is there something you're not telling us, Simon?" I heard Ron say as Cindy bawled in the background. "At 6 on a Friday night, Traci should have been with her husband, but she was in a car with another man. This equation's not adding up son."
"All right! All right!" I half-yelled, half-croaked into the phone. "Traci was running around on me! I caught her in bed hours earlier with the guy she died with, and I gathered some things and I left! I guess they figured at that point they had nothing to hide anymore, and were going out somewhere together."
"Y-y-you caught them together? In bed? In your house?"
Ron sounded incredulous. He was having a tough time believing the daughter he was just told was dead was also cheating on her husband, and died in the car with her lover.
"Yes, Ron, yes! And right now I'm so mad at her I'm actually happy the two of them died! The bitch and her lover got what they deserved."
I knew I shouldn't have said that last part to her father, however true it was. He started to yell at me on the phone until I interjected quietly but forcefully.
"He was ridiculing me, Ron, while he was fucking your daughter, and she was going along with it. She demanded he give her his big dick! Yes, your daughter ... and my wife.
"I guess this saves me the trouble of divorcing her. She won't be buried in my family's plots, and I most certainly won't want to be by her side when my time comes. So just tell me the name of the funeral home your family uses, and I'll make sure the body is taken there. I'll handle all of that part of it, and the financial side. You and Cindy work out the rest, like the viewing. Obviously, I won't be there."
"You can't just pretend she didn't matter in your life, son," Ron said in his best calming voice. "You two were together for almost a decade. You can't tell me all that can be erased."
"It can and it has, Dad," I responded. "We were done the minute I saw her with Derek Biggs in our bedroom. Why should her death change the way I feel?"
"Surely someday -- with some time -- you'll feel different about this, and wished you had said a proper good-bye," Ron said in almost a whisper.
"Don't think so," I said just as quietly.
The funeral service was done in Ron and Cindy's home church -- the same church where Traci and I made our vows before God and both families that we would "love, honor, and cherish each other." The irony wasn't lost on me. I thought about attending for maybe 10 seconds before the anger started to well up inside of me. Did you ever want to choke the shit out of a dead person? That's where I was. My attending the funeral might have made Traci's parents feel better, but would only have served to make me more angry, and believe me, I had more than my share's worth.
About an hour after I figured the service would be over, I got a call from Traci's sister, Anya. I knew this wasn't going to pleasant, but I suppose she need to vent, especially if her parents hadn't told her the complete story.
"Traci was right. You are a piece of shit. You're a small man, with small dreams, and you have a small dick. You write small stories for a small newspaper and have a small future. I always wondered what took her so long to start cheating on you!"
"Well, pleasant day to you, too, Anya" I replied in greeting. "So, I'm guessing you knew all along. So then why if I was such a bad guy would you have even wanted me there?"
"Because you embarrassed my parents, you piece of shit! How can you even answer the question as to why Traci's husband wasn't at the funeral? My parents practically died of embarrassment when they had to tell the reverend why you weren't coming. You are a piece of shit and I hope you die, too!"
"Now, you're catching on, Anya!" I yelled into the phone. "That's exactly what I thought about your sister and her lover after I caught them, and you know what? I got lucky. They did die. So now why don't you just fuck off and leave me alone."
I thought that went well.
I got a realtor and put the house up for sale immediately. I moved my stuff into the spare bedroom and I sold off -- for dirt cheap -- all of our bedroom furniture, including the sheets and pillowcases. I was never going to touch any of that stuff again. As for the rest of Traci's stuff, I took her jewelry -- most of which I had given her -- and sold it to a local jeweler, and gave the money to a church food pantry. Her clothes and everything else I boxed up and took to her parents, telling them they could keep or dispose of the stuff at their leisure. Those boxes included our wedding album and the usual small photos you normally have of each other. I had enough photos of Traci in my head, with the very last one of her and Derek Biggs in our marital bed that was never going to be able to be forgotten. Ron and I made small talk as he helped me unload by pick-up.
When the last box had been unloaded, I looked at Ron and Cindy and they looked back at me. We moved in for a tight family hug. I'm pretty sure we were all crying.
"See ya guys," I whispered as my voice failed me.
All of this was done in the first two weeks after Traci's death.
Somewhere in the middle of all this, I got a phone call from Cruz-Miller Insurance. Traci and I always had life insurance, so I knew why there were calling. It just wasn't a priority in my life until I got everything squared away. With everything on the obvious side now done, it was time to return the call to them.
Traci being the insurance professional had handled all of our insurance purchases. We always discussed everything, but since that was her field of expertise, I let her make the final decisions there. One of those decisions was a $1 million life policy on each of us, with a double indemnity clause for an accidental death prior to age 45. That meant a $2 million payout was coming my way. But then the insurance agent said something else that almost made me choke on the coffee I was drinking. Seems that since the driver of the truck caused the accident, his firm would be on the hook for some sort of payout for wrongful death, unless I wanted to go to court and try to sue them for everything I could get. They would pay for both Traci and Derek. She advised me that I should accept nothing less than another $2 million, although she figured $3 million to $4 million would actually be right in this situation. After the lawyer would take his cut, I stood to have about $5 million in the bank.
I actually wound up with $4.75 million in the bank after the lawyer took his cut. I really didn't care at that point as I was completely numb. The trucking company settled with Derek Biggs' widow as well, and the signing for both was to be at the same time and place. I had never met his widow until the signing, and while I thought Traci was a beautiful woman, Derek's widow was at least as beautiful, so I wondered why he would risk his marriage for an affair. I guessed that maybe he was so sure of not getting caught he didn't see any risk to the affair.
After we had signed the paperwork with the company, Ellie Biggs invited me out for a cup of coffee. Seems she had one question in all of this that never got answered by anybody, and she was hoping that I could provide that information.
"My husband didn't have a friend named Traci Tillerson that I was aware of, and after checking, his firm told me she was not a client. Yet they were in the car together when they died. Nobody in Derek's office knows who this woman is, or if they do, they are not telling me. What was your wife to my husband, Mr. Tillerson."
I took a big gulp of coffee. Damn. I hated to be the bearer of more bad news to this extremely good-looking woman.
I dropped my eyes to the table in the Starbucks we were at.
"Oh, that bad," she said on cue. "Please, Mr. Tillerson. I deserve to know the truth."
So I told her the whole story from my side. She looked appalled. I suddenly felt sick to my stomach.
"Thank you for your honesty," she said as she got up from the table and left the coffee shop.
Although I was now wealthy by most people's standards, my life sucked. I had no desire to date. I had moved into a shitty one-bedroom apartment just to have a roof over my head. I had few friends, and didn't really care. I worked at the newspaper, rode my bike a lot and lifted weights several times a week. I just existed.



My father, bless his soul, finally convinced me to go to a therapist. His diagnosis -- trust issues. He encouraged me to get out into the public more and try to have a semblance of a life. That was a waste of an hour. I never made another appointment.
So I'm sitting in my place watching baseball and just thinking -- this time replaying over the conversation with Anya that occurred after Traci's funeral six months earlier. She said that I wrote small stories for a small newspaper ... and she was right. I had taken the job because it was the only newspaper opening near Traci's job, and since she made more money than me, I sacrificed my plans of someday moving to a larger paper until Traci decided we should move, then I would look again. But now I wasn't tied to the community; in fact, I probably didn't ever have to work another day in my life. I was free to come and go as I pleased, and write whatever the hell I wanted, and didn't care if anyone ever read it. The next day, I went in and gave my boss, Ernie, my two weeks notice.
Sitting in my apartment that night, I looked at my "library," so to speak. It was a collection of about 30 books, 28 of them non-fiction. One of the two fictions was "Moby Dick" by Herman Melville. That got me thinking, which some say is dangerous for me. One of my academic strengths in school, according to all the crazy tests you take, was abstract thinking. Before the days of hyperlinks on the Internet, I used to do that all the time in my mind. Take a thought, mull it over, twist it around slightly, and go in yet another direction. It worked for me, but it didn't make it easy for my friends to follow my thinking when we would get into deep discussions about things. And they learned never to ask "what if" when I was around.
Ten minutes later, it occurred to me that Traci was always going to be my white whale ... and I had to hunt her. But I would do it with the written word.
And that's how it started. I sat down at the computer and composed my first fiction story since eighth grade. The Derek Biggs character was killed off, and the Traci character got severely punished by life. It took me two full days to write it, edit it, and polish it, but for the first time in half a year I felt energized. I still couldn't punish Traci in real life, but I could in my head in this story.
I went on to write 17 more short stories over the next two months, changing things up but keeping a couple of constants: the Derek character always was killed off, and the Traci character always got her comeuppance. Damn, that felt good when I would complete one, set it aside, and then read the finished product.
And then I happened back to Moby Dick. It was an actual book, with a cover and bound pages.
"I can do that," I thought to myself.
Yes, I could ... and I did. Six months later I had my first novel, a historical romance, of all things. Of course, the Derek character got killed off, quite viciously I might add, and the Traci character was again humbled. I thought it was pretty good, and apparently a publisher did, too. The deal I got wasn't so great, but at least I didn't have to pay to have it self-published.
I'm not sure how things got done, but somebody else besides me liked the book, and the publishing company actually did two more runs. The company wanted a second book, and doubled the money, so, what the hell, I did another. This one was a murder mystery, and yep, the Derek character was the victim, and the Traci character got caught and jailed. Again, I was feeling much better with life after completing the book, and the strong sales didn't hurt my feelings either. In my mind, it was like a lot of people were agreeing with my feelings about Traci and Derek.
I had a second publishing company come after me after the success of the second book, and they offered me a three-book deal at again double the money. Considering I was already a rich man, although nobody knew it, I didn't need the money, so I gave the first company the right of first refusal to match the deal. They quickly agreed, so I stayed with them and gave them three more books over the next 18 months. Each book used the same basic story line, although I did change the scenarios, and in the third one I even tried some humor. All three were hits, but most importantly to me, I kept feeling better about myself with each book finished. I knew I was never going to be able to get any of my questions about what she did and why she did it answered, so this was as close to any satisfaction I was going to get. Like the old song says, "love the one you're with."
I signed another three-book deal with my publisher, again with my price doubling, and this time they had some bigger news. Seems that one of the movie studios was looking to make at least two of the books into feature films, for some incredibly nice pocket change. They even wanted my help with a screenplay. What the hell, sure, I said.
While I had never been a big fan of Oprah Winfrey, her endorsement of a book usually sent the author into the stratosphere of success, and when she chose my sixth book for one of her books of the month, I got to experience that first-hand. It was amazing, and not only was I now a successful author, but I was now being recognized in public. Obviously there was a downside to that, but I guess that's sort of the price of success. In general, most people are very polite and nice, but every now and then you get a jerk who wants to prove that he or she is not impressed by you. That's OK, because I'm not impressed with me either, but I don't need to take shit from anybody else. I can do rude as well as anybody.
So I was sitting in my favorite bar -- the same one I was in when the state trooper told me Traci was dead -- just enjoying a Friday evening with my good buddy Jack Daniels. Now worth north of $10 million, I still enjoyed the simpler things in life: a good drink, working out, riding my road bike, fucking a good-looking woman every now and then. I still lived in the same crappy apartment, and really hadn't been searching for lasting female companionship. I think a few of the regulars at the bar knew about my writing success, but for the most part everyone there pretty much left me alone -- you know, some playful shit-slinging every now and then, but nobody really said anything about reading my stuff. Of course, I was pretty sure that about half of them couldn't read, so that took them off my potential fan club list.
Noel, my favorite bartender, knew about my success, and we would occasionally talk about it or something I was working on, but he was a good dude and apparently kept his mouth shut about me. Of course, the fact that I tipped him $20 every time I was in the place probably contributed something to that.
I was watching the television screen closest to me, listening to the background music, and in general not paying attention to life when two women were suddenly alongside me at the bar. They were both attractive, I guessed in their mid-30s like I was, and were dressed in jeans and regular tops. They weren't trying to impress anybody, obviously, but there was something about the one farthest from me that seemed familiar. I knew why as soon as she started talking to me.
"You don't remember me, do you, Mr. Tillerson?" she asked as her friend leaned back on her stool so we had a clear line of sight of each other.
Truthfully, I didn't at first, then it clicked. I was looking at Ellie Biggs, Derek Biggs' widow. I had only met her the one time, at the settlement signing when the trucking company paid us for killing our cheating spouses, and at that time I confirmed for her that yes, her shithead husband was cheating on her with my wife.
"I most certainly do remember you, Mrs. Biggs. It took me a minute, however. How have you been? You certainly look great, if you don't mind me saying so."
Ellie blushed and looked at her friend. Then she looked me straight in the eyes.
"I am much better than the last time you saw me, and honestly, I have you to thank for that -- at least from an emotional standpoint. You see, Derek's death left me about $2 million richer, but I was a total mess when he was killed. And then on top of that I found out he was cheating on me. I was both sad and angry ... particularly angry that I would never get to tell that cheating prick what I thought about him.
"Then one day Rachel here brought me your first book. She had seen your name on the cover and remembered it from my account of our meeting. At first I started skimming it, realizing you were writing about our worthless spouses ... and you just kept drawing me in. When Derek's character was killed off, I can't describe the feeling of relief I had. Then when Traci got hers, I felt vindicated, for lack of a better word. That was the best I had felt since that horrible day. Since then, I've read every single book you've written. This may sound stupid, but they make me feel better about myself. And I usually giggle like a schoolgirl when Derek and Traci get theirs."
"That's kind of how I feel when I finish writing one," I related. "I'm glad I could help you as well. Considering how well they've sold, I'm guessing there must be a lot of people who can relate to what we've been through.
"I honestly never considered writing for a career. Hell, I hadn't written fiction since eighth grade. And maybe since I really didn't have to write, since I had my settlement money and a lot of insurance money, maybe that helped things flow out of me. I guess I'll do it as long as it feels good."
The three of us shifted over to a table, and I bought a couple of snack trays to munch on. We talked until midnight, when the ladies said they needed to get going. I told them I honestly couldn't remember having a nicer night in quite some time, and asked if we could do it again in the future.
"How about next Friday night, but we start off with a real dinner first ... on me?" I asked. They both accepted.
I met them at my favorite Italian restaurant the next Friday night, and we again had a good time. Both women were pretty, Ellie had long blonde hair and blue eyes and a curvaceous figure, while Rachel had long black hair and was built more like a volleyball player with long, toned legs, a solid butt and maybe B-sized boobs. Ellie had on a lower cut blouse that nicely showed off her C-cup boobs, while Rachel had on a short, clingy skirt that nice showed off her best assets. Truthfully, I felt slightly awkward having the two best-looking women sitting at my table. Oh shit, what a lie ... I absolutely loved having the two best-looking women in the restaurant sitting at my table.
We enjoyed an excellent meal and good conversation as I got to know the pair, but as the restaurant had a filled waiting room, I didn't want to keep anyone waiting, so I suggested we leave the table and get an after-dinner drink at a club about 10 minutes away. Rachel begged off at that point, and I agreed to drive Ellie home after the drink.
The bar at Stella's was only half-filled, so it was easy for Ellie and I to converse. The first thing I asked her was if she or Rachel was the winner: did the winner get me, or did the loser?
Apparently she didn't give me enough credit for knowing how the female mind worked, because she blushed a deep red.
"I-I was the winner, I hope," she stammered quietly.
"Actually, I think I'm the winner, but I was the winner when you both sat down with me. I think every single guy in the restaurant wanted to beat the crap out of me for hogging the prettiest two women," I said.
Ellie blushed deeply again.
"Can I tell you something, and you promise you won't get mad at me?" she looked at me seriously as she scrunched up her nose.
I nodded cautiously, not sure where this was going.
"I absolutely hated your guts when I left the lawyer's office after we signed the settlement papers. I knew that you had nothing to do with Derek cheating on me with Traci, but in my mind the fact that you knew and I didn't put you one-up on me, and I didn't take it very well with everything else going down. I kind of felt like you were holding out on me as well."
"I got that vibe ... and I totally understood it. Besides, the two of us getting together after our cheating spouses get killed ... oh come on ... that's ridiculous. That kind of stuff only happens on the Hallmark channel. So I let you walk away without even saying good bye."
"So a year later Rachel hands me this book," Ellie went on, "and it's obvious you were pouring your heart out in the pages, and it was obvious that it was about the affair between our spouses. And it was like someone opened the curtains and let the sunlight in when they got theirs. You completely got it. I had been seeing a shrink for almost a year, and he noticed the change in my attitude right away. So I gave him the book to read, and at my next session he said, and I quote here, 'pardon my French, but this guy's a fucking genius.'"
"Well, if I'm some kind of a 'fucking genius,' then why am I living in a hole in the wall with more than $10 million in the bank?"
Ellie looked stunned.
"I knew you had your settlement money and the big insurance policy, but I didn't realize you were doing that well for yourself. Why are you living like that?"
"Because when you are by yourself and afraid to trust anyone, money doesn't mean a whole lot," I answered. "Basically, I'm a simple man with no big vices. I don't have to work -- if you want to call my writing work. I don't have anybody to share my life -- and my money -- with."
Saying it out loud for the first time, I realized just how pathetic I was. I was basically living my life in a fantasy book world where I made Traci and Derek pay for their cheating ways every six months or so. Yes, it was fun, but in reality I wasn't really living, I was merely existing.
I don't know how long I sat at the table staring at nothing, hearing nothing, feeling nothing, until suddenly I felt electricity coming from my lips. Rather the electricity was coming from Ellie's lips, which were plastered up against mine, with her tongue soon finding its way into my mouth. I returned her kiss like a man in a desert finding a sip of water. We stayed joined at the lips for probably 30 seconds, and when she pulled away she told me I needed to pay the tab and take her back to my apartment.
I did so like a man awakening from a dream.
In the four-plus years since Traci died, I have fucked several women, but I hadn't made love to a woman since my wife died. I knew from talking with Ellie that she'd had a few men since Derek, but not a lot either, so I took it real slow and gentle. The kisses were deep and meaningful. We ran our hands over each other's bodies slowly, truly feeling with our fingertips. I mean, Stevie Wonder would have been proud of us. Then when it came time for the main act, I ran my very hard cock up and down her wet slit to make sure I was completely lubricated as I slid in. We then made love almost in slow motion. I was feeling every inch of her pussy walls with my cock, especially when she squeezed her PC muscles. It was almost like an out of body experience for me, until she finally tensed up and then let her passion loose in a massive orgasm that took me over the edge with her.
I lost all sense of time and space for a second there, and when I regained my senses I was gently laying on top of Ellie, mostly supporting myself with my arms, which were beginning to quiver from the strain, I rolled us gently to our sides so we were facing each other as she slowly opened her eyes while still gasping for breath.
"Wow," she mouthed at me with no sound coming forth.
We lay looking at each other silently, playing a little kissy-face like teenagers. Finally she spoke.
"I completely understand what you have told me, and all I can say to you is if you let me in and trust me, I will prove worthy of your trust every day for the rest of our lives."
"If that's a proposal, I accept."
No, we didn't get married after one great night in the sack, but that night was the beginning of the rest of our lives together. We tied the knot about a year later, once we were both sure we had put our personal issues behind us. We moved into a big new house we had built in the country, which featured five bedrooms -- one for us and one each for the four children we planned to have. We built a guest suite as well, so we could have frequent visitors.
And I learned how to write about other things in addition to the Traci and Derek revenge stories. Once I started dating Ellie, we both found I didn't need to continue to punish the pair in words, but since it sold well and was still fun to do, I still wrote one or two a year, much to the delight of my publisher's accountants. The Karma Train had been good to me, so I was glad to add a few passengers along for the ride.
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I found out pretty early in life that God invested the female of the species with magical powers, and that in the end the male of the species was just along for the ride.
I was 11 years old and was going to the mall with my best friend, Mikey Veraczocchio, and his mother. The mall parking lot was packed, and cars seemed to be heading every which way without any pattern as drivers looked for open spots in which to park. After Mrs. V parked the car, Mikey and I got out and started heading for the nearest door, when Mrs. V called out "Boys!"
Being the obedient children we were, we stopped immediately.
"Give me your hands, boys. Neither one of you is getting killed in this parking lot today," she said.
We both looked at her like she had lost her mind. We were 11 years old. We didn't need to hold a parent's hand like some freaking 5 year old. What if one of our friends saw that? Life as we knew it would have been over.
Mrs. V (the name was pronounced Vo-chic-key-o; leave it to the Polish people to screw up a name) stood there like a statue. We both slowly walked back to her and each took a hand. The most amazing thing of my life then happened. What I would have sworn was an electric current ran from Mrs. V's hand into mine and a feeling came over me that was unlike any other I'd experienced. There was a warmth and excitement that was overwhelming, all from the touch of her hand. Nothing else in the world existed for me in the 90 seconds or so it took us to get to the mall doors except for the current running from Mrs. V's hand into my body. It was wonderful.
"C'mon Zane, let's go," Mikey said to me as we got the door.
I broke from my reverie, or whatever it was, and gave Mrs. V a grateful smile. She smiled back, and I wondered if she knew that she had just changed my life.
"Don't get too far ahead of me, boys," she said as I let go and joined Mikey.
Even at 11, I knew Mrs. V was a beautiful woman. She was easily the prettiest of all my friends' moms, and she easily had more curves than those other women, too. Curves had become very important to my friends and I in the last year, even if most of the girls our age didn't have any.
Nobody's mom was ever talked about being beautiful, except for Mikey's mom. I know it embarrassed him, so I didn't do it. He'd been my best friend since his family moved down the block from my family when we were both 4.
Apparently, there is much more to marriage then just good looks, because about a year later, Mikey's father divorced Mrs. V. All the adults in the neighborhood did a lot of whispering about what was happening. Some of the other moms seemed pleased. I overheard one woman complain that if Mrs. V couldn't hold onto her husband with those looks, what chance did any of them have?
Having spent a lot of time over at Mikey's house and being his best friend, I knew things weren't right between his parents for some time before his dad filed for divorce. Mikey had told me that he thought his father, a high-ranking officer in a local bank, had a good-looking younger woman as his girlfriend, and that his mom found out and they began to fight. We spent a lot more time at my house after that.
Mikey and Mrs. V got to stay in their house, though, after the divorce was official, so at least I kept my best friend. For her part, Mrs. V tried to act like nothing was different when I was there, but I could tell she was sad a lot of the time. She also had to get a job, and went to work in the local high school as one of the front office secretaries.
As we grew older, the other guys took more notice of Mikey's mother, and honestly, there was a lot to notice. She had long, wavy dark brown hair, deep pools of dark brown eyes and full lips to go along with olive skin. She was a classic Italian beauty, and it certainly didn't hurt that she had the body of a goddess. She might have packed an extra 10 pounds on her 5-4 frame, but on her it looked very good.
With his father not at home, Mikey picked up a lot of the chores around the house that Mr. V would normally have done. Since I was over a lot, I would usually help out. Isn't that what friends are for? Mrs. V always made sure to thank me for the help. She would give me a smile with those perfect white teeth and suddenly I would lose track of the time. But I always made sure to keep my distance and be respectful. She was my best friend's mother, and besides, if my father ever found out I wasn't being respectful, he would have shoved his right foot so far up my ass I wouldn't be able to walk for a week.
Both of my parents were pleased that I helped out at the Veraczocchios. They had been pretty good friends with both Traci and Tony, and were saddened to see Tony leave, especially since he was leaving for another woman.
"Apparently when you become a VP, you think you have to get that trophy wife," my father said to my mother over dinner one night.
"Most people would have thought Traci was the trophy wife," my mother replied back. "Just goes to show you. You ever do that to me, I won't divorce you. I'll cut your dick off and stuff it down your throat," she said matter-of-factly without even glancing my way despite the fact that Mom almost never talked like that in front of me.
My father looked at me quietly and raised both of his eyebrows, then gave his head a tiny shake. I took Mom as serious as a heart attack, and I'm pretty sure he did, too.
Things got a little tougher on Mikey when the kids in our grade got up to the high school. Although Mrs. V always dressed very nicely for her job as a front office secretary, she just couldn't hide that body enough to keep the bigmouths shut. And they gave it to Mike relentlessly.
"Shit, did you see that sweater Mrs. V had on today? Those puppies were jiggling and shaking every time she walked," said a fellow classmate to another in the cafeteria as Mike walked by with a tray of food.
"Knock it off, dickhead," I said as I came up behind Mikey, "or you'll be wearing this plate of shitty food."
Neither Mikey nor I was very big, but I know Mikey had promised Mrs. V he wouldn't get into any fights at school because of her. I didn't make any such promises, and I was ready to go to battle for my friend.
"Tough guy, Lambert, aren't you," said the tormentor. He started to say something else, but before he could get the words out of his mouth I had dumped a full tray of food on his head, then used the empty tray to slap him upside the right side of his face. He spluttered and went down in a heap. A lunchroom aide called a nurse for him, and security for me. I was taken down to Assistant Principal William Shires' office, where the gruff bastard meted out discipline punishment.
After some talking with the aide, I was ushered into Shires' inner sanctum, and he promptly read me the riot act. But unlike so many who get nervous when being yelled at, I was able to keep my calm, mostly because I knew my dad would have my back when I told him I was defending Mikey. Shires blustered for about two full minutes, and when he saw that I wasn't cringing, he started to get red in the face.
"I guess I'll have to call your father, son, and see if he can reach you."
I probably shouldn't have pulled out my cellphone and hit Dad's number, but it just felt right at the time.
"This had better be good, Zane!" he said. "I'm right in the middle of trying to find an errant shipment."
Dad was a higher-up in a local transport company that ran traffic into about 10 states. He really didn't like to be disturbed at work over mundane things, so I only called for the big stuff. I figured we were there now.
"Assistant Principal Shires would like a word with you, Dad," I said as I handed Shires my phone.
The look on Shires' face was priceless as he started to stammer out his report to my father. I heard my father's raised voice through the phone before the line went quiet. I assumed my father was on his way here by the shocked look on the vice principal's face. He handed me back my phone and pointed to a bench on the far side of his office. I went and sat down.
My father didn't even bother to knock on Shires' door. He just marched in like he owned the place and walked over to me, ignoring the moron sitting at his desk. He asked me for my version of the events, and sort of gave a gruff laugh when I got to the part about cold-cocking the asshole with my tray.
"I can't have that in my school, Mr. Lambert," Shires huffed.
"No, what you can't have in your school is a bunch of disrespectful little bastards picking on another kid just because his mother is a beautiful woman. Some might consider your condoning of that to be sexual harassment, and from my understanding that's a big-money lawsuit waiting to happen. Now that woman works just around the bend in this very building, and I think you need to go over there and apologize to her for your attitude and what some could consider the bullying of her son.
"Did I make myself clear or would you like to me use smaller words?"
Shires slowly got up from his desk and walked out to the main office, where Mrs. V and a roomful of people were now intently watching the action.
He stopped in front of Mrs. V's desk, kneeled down on one knee in front of her and gave one of the most sincere apologies I'd ever heard to that point in my life. My father turned to me and just nodded. I gathered my stuff and we left for the day.
We had driven about halfway home in silence when my father finally spoke.
"You do understand I can't bail your ass out of these situations all the time, don't you?" he asked imperiously. "You're going to have to figure out how to get things done without violence. You got that?"
My father looked absolutely grim as he spoke. All I could do was mumble an apology.
"Damn kid. You get that violent streak from your mother, you know."
He broke into a huge grin at that point, and I know I let out an audible sigh of relief.
"I could never say this in front of that dickhead, Shires, but I'm damn proud of the way you stuck up for Mikey ... and Mrs. V. I will always cover your ass when you're helping out a friend.
"Thanks, Dad. I knew you'd be there for me. But boy, Mom is going to chew both of us up."
"You let me do the talking, Zane, and you'll only be grounded for a week. And I'll only be grounded for a week, too," he said with a grin.
Mrs. V and Mikey showed up at the house after dinner. Mrs. V was carrying a tray of home-baked cookies.
"I guess Mike and I have a couple of heroes to thank," she said to my mom as they entered the house.
Mom actually blushed more than Dad and I.
"Well hopefully in the future Zane will use his words, not his lunch tray, to make his point," Mom said.
"But it was really cool, Mrs. Lambert," Mike spluttered. "Zane was like a superhero or something. Victor Johnson went down like a sack of potatoes, covered with lasagna. Word is, he also got suspended."
"That's nice, Mikey, but I want less superhero from Zane from now on," Mom responded.
"Yes, ma'am," Mike said quietly.
Fortunately for everyone involved, the kids in school picked up on what happened, and if they still made comments about Mikey's mom, they didn't do it when either of us was around.
My parents put a built-in pool in our backyard during the summer between my sophomore and junior years in high school. Mikey and me and our friends enjoyed it tremendously, and sometimes, even my parents and their friends got to use it - although never at the same time as we kids. From my standpoint, that was fine, because for the most part, what teenager wants to hang around with their parents. But one hot August Saturday night, my parents held a pool party for their friends, which included several neighbors. I was still in the house getting ready to go out with the guys when several neighbors starting showing up. Mrs. V was one of those invited, and she showed up wearing a tame, dark blue one-piece suit, with a white cover-up over the top. The cover-up did its job perfectly as far as covering Mrs. V's suit, but didn't cover much beyond that. Mrs. V's tanned muscular thighs were showing nicely, and as the cover-up moved as she moved, occasionally her tight ass came into view. Although I had been in the pool with girls and women wearing bikinis and showing a lot more skin, there was something different about Mrs. V, and I started getting hard in my jean shorts. Suddenly even getting a good breath was difficult, and for a brief second I thought I was having a heart attack at 15.
"Are you OK, Zane, you look a little feverish," my mother said as I was passing through the kitchen.
"I'm fine Mom," I quickly mumbled, making sure my back was to her so she couldn't see my excitement. "Remember, I'm staying over at Mikey's tonight."
I quickly left, heading for Mikey's house while my pulse rate and blood pressure returned to normal.
Being a red-blooded American male teenager, my hormones raged throughout high school and I did my fair share of dating. I was probably average to decent-looking by the responses I got from most girls, and I had grown to 6-1, 175 by the time I was a senior in high school. I had managed to have sex a few times, and while it felt incredibly good, I was always left with the feeling that I could do more for the girl I was with. I had learned the importance of making sure my partner had a good time, and most, but not all, had an orgasm when we had sex.
The Mikey and Zane show broke up when we left for different colleges. Mikey wanted to be a journalist and went to the University of Missouri in Columbia, MO. I wanted to be an IT geek and went to Michigan State in East Lansing, MI.
Michigan State wasn't the place for me. It just never felt right. I mean, I had some fun ... and had a few conquests, but I decided to come home and go to a small school only about an hour away. I stayed on campus during the week, but I came home about every other weekend. I was in the local grocery store picking up a few things for Mom on one of those weekends when I ran into Mrs. V. She was wearing a short light jacket as it was fall, but she had on a pair of faded jeans that were definitely not "mom jeans." We talked for a bit and I had to make a conscious effort to keep my eyes off her crotch, and the conversation ended with her inviting me over for a meal so we could catch up.
"You know, you're practically my second son, and I've really missed not having you guys around here all the time," she said. "It gets kind of lonely at times."
I looked her directly in the eyes at that point and had an epiphany that would change my life forever. Her eyes were starting to tear up, and she looked so sad ... and beautiful ... and sexy.
I was lost at that point. What could I do? I practically had a beautiful woman crying in my arms in the local grocery store. I accepted the invitation for two weeks later.
Two weeks later Mrs. V cooked us a great meal of lasagna, garlic bread, and salad. We ate, talked, and remembered many of the fun times Mikey and I had growing up. We talked about Mikey a bit, how we both missed him, and she again noted her loneliness. I saw that sad look on her face and it was all I could do to not get up from my seat and give her a hug.
We then got to talking about my life and what was happening in it. She sounded almost like my mom when she asked me if I had met any nice girls in college. I told her I had dated some at Michigan State but hadn't yet dated anyone at the local school.
"You and Mikey, I'm sure neither one of you has to work very hard at finding willing partners," she said.
"I don't know about Mike, but I'm definitely in no rush to find a steady. I think I'll take my time and see if I can't ruin the divorce statistics by finding a girl and staying married to her for the rest of my life - like my parents."
When I looked up, Mrs. V had a wistful look on her face. I should have chosen my words more carefully, considering that she was divorced.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. V, I ..."
"It's OK, Zane. I know I'm divorced. I was also hoping to find the right person and go the distance. It's a good goal for you to have, Zane.
"And by the way, don't you think you're old enough now to call me Traci. I know I'm still Mikey's mom, but can't we be friends, too? Can't we just talk to each other like regular people?
"Sure we can Mrs. ... I mean Traci. I'd like that very much," I replied.
"And Zane, you can even talk to me about girls. I promise I will never tell your mother anything about our personal conversations, so if you just need to talk, or have some questions answered from the female point of view ..."
She looked up at me shyly. Once again I got lost in those beautiful eyes.
"Actually, I do have a lot of questions, Traci. You people ... girls ... women ... are just so damn complicated sometimes."
I didn't realize how easy it was to talk Traci. I'd never had this kind of a friendship with a girl ... or a woman ... before. We talked about everything - except sex. That still would have been weird; after all, she still was Mikey's mother. She was slowly becoming my second-best friend, next to Mikey, and I often found myself missing her company when I was at school. Our relationship had even gotten to the point where her physical beauty wasn't part of the equation anymore. Not that I was getting gay or anything, but for the most part I wasn't looking at the outside as much as I was becoming enamored with what was on the inside, if that makes any sense.
It apparently made sense to one other person than myself, because my mother in her very subtle mom way asked me about the relationship one day, out of the blue. It caught me by surprise, and all I could do was stammer, which probably told her more than my words could have. The damn CIA probably doesn't have interrogators as good as my mother.
"You do realize that Mrs. V is my age, don't you, Zane? Why don't you spend a little more time at home chasing around girls your own age?"
I looked at her completely blank. She had me and she knew it. All I could do was shake my head, turn and walk away.
Mom wasn't ready to leave it at that, though. Two weeks later, after spending a few hours over at Traci's on a Friday night, Mom asked me if I had a good visit. I answered yes, not putting any significance to the question.
"Did Mrs. V say anything about her date last Saturday night? I fixed her up with one of my co-workers, a single guy named John, and they went to dinner and then dancing. I haven't seen her since to ask about how things went."
I know my face about hit the floor before I was able to get a grip on myself and put on a blank expression. Alarm bells starting sounding in my brain.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. My own damned mother is setting her up? And she never said a word. This definitely puts a different spin on things.
I didn't go over to Traci's at all on Saturday, nor on Sunday before I left back for school. I was totally pissed off at Traci, although I couldn't put my finger on why. We were just friends, I reasoned, and both Traci and I had other friends beside each other. And why would I be bothered that she went on a date? After all, she was a beautiful single woman ...
Whoa. Wait. What? She was a beautiful single woman, and we were becoming closer friends. And I was pissed that she went on a date. She's my mother's age, for God sake! Why am I getting so nuts about this?
I knew where this discussion with myself was going, and it was moving toward a brick wall at an uncontrollable speed. I had the answer in front of me, but couldn't put the pieces together. Maybe I didn't want to. It seemed so strange, and yet ...



For the first time in several months I didn't call Traci during the week to talk. I also didn't go home the next time I normally would have. I was pissed off. I was confused.
My phone ringing jarred me from my reverie. It was Sunday morning. I normally would have stopped by Traci's to say goodbye as I was leaving to head back to school, but since I didn't go home ...
I answered on the third ring, knowing who was on the other end of the line.
"Hey, I missed you," Traci said quietly when I picked up. "We haven't talked for two weeks ... and I think I know why."
"Listen, Trace, you don't have to explain anything to me," I said. "We're just friends. I get it. You've got a life outside of our friendship, and so do I."
"Well, yes, we each do, but there's something you need to know, and I can't do this over the phone. Could you come home this weekend? Please?"
Traci sounded about as defeated as I felt. But of course I couldn't turn her down. I told her I would stop by on Friday.
I went to classes and did whatever it was I had to during the next week, but my mind was definitely elsewhere - although I wasn't exactly sure where. I dreaded my meeting with Traci on Friday.
I got home Friday about 4, said hello to my mom and went to my room. I definitely didn't want to talk to my mother, who somehow seemed to be in the middle of this whole mess with Traci. I ate dinner with my folks mostly in silence. I was pretty sure they both knew something was up and were giving me space.
About 7 I walked over to Traci's. I didn't get my usual cheerful greeting and peck on the cheek. She looked pensive and nervous. I glanced down at her tight ass in her jeans as I followed her to the kitchen, where Traci poured two cups of coffee. I never drank coffee before I started visiting with Traci last fall, but it was just one of the things that I now did because of her.
As we faced each other at the table, she took a sip of the brown liquid for courage. I noticed, as I always did, how good her lips looked ...
"Zane," Traci said and then hesitated. She knew me well. I had gone off into my own little world watching her lips take that sip.
"I went out on a date your mother fixed me up with two weeks ago. I didn't tell you, and I'm sorry," Traci started.
"I think your mother was afraid that something's starting between us, and I'm sure she wanted to make sure that wasn't happening, so she set me up with some handsome single guy from her office. I knew what she was doing, and why, so I felt obligated to go on the date. She said I must be lonely since the divorce and with Mikey away at school, so she said a date with someone in my age range would be good for my sanity.
"He was a nice guy, and handsome, too, and I did have a nice time. We ate and talked, and then he took me home. Nothing happened, and I didn't want anything to happen.
"But I didn't tell you when you came home last week. I felt almost guilty and ashamed that I went on a date and didn't tell you. And then when you didn't come around, I knew that your mother must have said something, and I figured you were pissed. And ... damn it ...I don't want you to be pissed. I want you ..."
Her look of anguish was killing me. I rose from my chair, took a half-step to her, pulled her to her feet, and mashed my lips against hers. Her lips were soft and hot. Mine were hotter. Her lips parted slightly, and almost reflexively my tongue found hers in her mouth.
"Mmmm ... mmm," she moaned into my mouth. I moaned back in assent. I was now in unchartered waters. My head was swimming. I had been with several girls in my young adulthood until this point, but I had never liplocked any woman this gorgeous before ... and who was my best friend's mother.
We separated a bit, tentatively. Then I took both of her hands in mine. Her hands were soft, sweaty.
"I was pissed, Traci, and I'm sorry. And I couldn't even put into words why I was. I mean, over these last few months we've become very good friends ... but we've never really talked about us ... if there is an us. I know you have your own life and I have mine, but I guess, sort of, I thought somehow we were becoming something. I didn't have a clue how to go about talking to you about us ... I mean, you're Mikey's mother, for God's sake. I ... I ..."
I reached for her again and gave her the most passionate kiss I've ever given any girl in my life. I felt like I was trying to impart my feelings for her through my lips, mouth, and tongue. I held her strongly in my arms, and felt her body quivering up against mine as I tasted her passion. She was mine, I could feel it, and suddenly I wanted to scream out loud in joy.
Instead, we separated quietly and sat back down. Although we had done a lot of talking in the past, and told each other a lot, this was going to require a lot more discussion.
"I think we need to be low-key about this at first, Zane," Traci told me. "Until we can get things figured out, we don't need to invite trouble from others, and have tongues wagging."
"That means I need to start with Mom," I said. "What she did about fixing you up was uncool ..."
"You need to be gentle on her, Zane," Traci interrupted. "She was being a good mother, looking out for her son. I might have done the same thing if it was Mike.
"Think about how it looks to her. It probably looks like some divorcee 20 years older than her son has designs on him ..."
"Or maybe her 20 year old son has designs on some hot 40-year-old," I interrupted, smiling.
"Exactly. That would be a scary situation for a mother. A woman her own age being involved with her son."
"Oh, shit. I've got to be the one to tell Mikey," I said as it dawned on me. "He'll probably accuse me of being a pervert who just wants to have sex with his mom, like all the other guys."
"All the other guys?" Traci asked somewhat surprised as she arched her right eyebrow.
I blushed deeply, not knowing what to say. I figured I would try the truth.
"You've got to know you're hot, Traci," I said as she nodded. "Well, high school boys can be rude, crude, and obnoxious. Several throughout the years expressed the thought of having sex with Mike's mother. That's why I got in trouble that one time, because somebody said something like that to Mikey, and he promised you he wouldn't fight. So I fought for him."
"I remember that," she answered. "That sort of thing happen a lot?"
"Not out loud; not after I beat that Bozo with the tray, and then he got in trouble because of saying it.
"But now I'm afraid Mikey might think I was one of those guys after all. He might think I was only his friend to get to you!"
"He knows it wasn't like that, Zane, but the question still remains, 'how will you handle it when someone makes that remark?' if it happens as much as you say it does. You can't go packing a school lunch tray and hit everyone who says something upside the head."
"Well, I guess I'm going to have to do some growing up ... and maybe get a carry permit for a loaded lunch tray," I chuckled.
"I guess maybe we're both going to have to do some growing up," Traci noted.
"Some things we're just going to have to figure out on the fly," I said as I stood up, pulled her up to me and laid another kiss on those full, luscious lips.
"Mm-hmm," she agreed through the kiss.
We moved to the living room and planted ourselves on her sofa. We pretty much stayed lip-to-lip for about another half hour. We both pretty much kept our hands to ourselves. It kind of felt like we were both 13 and trying to figure things out in Joe Amaro's basement. Oh, wait, that wouldn't be right, because Traci would have been 33, married and divorced, with Mikey being a teenager. This is going to take some work.
We were both red-faced and panting when I pulled away. I had to come down before going home to speak with my parents - my mother in particular.
My parents were in the family room watching TV when I walked in. I asked them if they minded turning off the set so we could talk. My mother's face turned very red and I saw my father give her the raised eyebrows.
"Look, I think you both know what I'm going to tell you, but I'm going to say it anyhow to make sure there truly is nothing left unsaid," I began as they both squirmed a little in their seats.
"I love Traci; at least I'm pretty sure I do. And I think she has similar feelings for me. I know this whole thing is kind of weird - trust me, I know - but we both want to give this a chance and see where this leads. It could go nowhere. It could go everywhere. But I, for one, don't want to look back 30 years from now and wonder if I missed the love of my life because we were afraid to try due to the age difference. It could be too big a hurdle to overcome, but I don't think so. It's right when I'm with her; I'm lost when she's not around."
"But Z, she's my age," Mom said in a shaky voice. "You wouldn't go out with Patty Albright would you?"
Patty Albright was a bad example. She was 250 pounds and had a bad complexion. I looked hard at my mother.
"Well, OK, Traci is prettier than that - much prettier - but you get where I'm going. She thinks like me. She talks like me. Won't it be weird when you're together in public? Think here, Zane. This is just a young man's hormones having a crush on an older woman."
And there it was. According to my mother ... and probably everybody else, this was about sex.
"Although it's none of your damn business, we've never even had sex!" I said, my voice raising in volume. "I had never even kissed that woman until tonight.
"This is about us connecting on a deeper level. I-I-I can't explain it. I don't think I totally understand it. All I can tell you is she gets me ... and she makes me feel like I can accomplish anything. I've dated plenty before, and yes, I've had sex several times before, but none of those girls have ever reached inside me the way Traci has. I think this is love ... or I'm going fucking crazy."
Both my parents jumped a bit when I dropped the F-bomb. I've always tried not to use that word in their presence.
My father had been quiet to this point, but now it was his turn to speak.
"Son, love is a hard thing to get a grip on sometimes. And I'm not sure that after 22 years of marriage that I can explain it any better than you just did. But from what I'm hearing, you both think this is right, and if you two are willing to take the chance, I'm more than willing to support you both. But remember, if this thing doesn't work out, you make sure you do the right thing by that woman. She's been nothing but good to you for all the time we've known her. If you don't, you'll have to deal with me."
"Yes, sir," I said as respectfully as I could.
"Mom?"
Mom came over to me, hugged me hard and started crying. I held onto her for about 30 seconds, then Dad took her and she cried some more into his chest.
"She's with me on this, Zane."
"You are going to tell Mikey about this before you two become an item, aren't you?" he added. "You know the way people talk, Z. Don't let him find out from anybody else but you. And don't be surprised if it's a tough get. You're asking a lot from a guy who's been your best friend forever. I've known Mikey for a lot of years and always tried to be sort of like a spare father to him, especially after Gary split, and we both know he's not going to take this well ... at least at first."
"Maybe I'll take a trip up to see him next weekend and tell him then, face to face."
"Sounds like a good idea, son."
"I'll be right back, Dad. I know Traci's waiting to hear from me."
Traci was standing at her front door waiting on me, looking like a lost little girl. I wondered if she had been waiting there the whole 30 minutes I was gone. She looked at me with pleading eyes.
"My parents said they are willing to support us, although I know my mom's going to have some trouble with this," I told Traci. "Dad kind of led the way on this. And he warned me that if this doesn't work out, I better treat you right or he'd kick my ass.
"But he said we needed to tell Mikey about this before this gets out to anyone else, and I agree. I can't blindside my best friend by being a stupid jerk. And if he can't wrap his head around this ... well, I guess then we can't be. As much as I want you, I can't just ram it down Mikey's throat. We've been through too much together ..."
Traci's big brown eyes were brimming with tears, but she was nodding her head in agreement.
"I'm glad he's got a friend as considerate as you, Zane," she whispered to me.
"I'm going to give him a call tomorrow and see if I can't go up there next weekend. I've got to do this face to face, man to man," I said.
We then talked about our usual nothing and everything for about another 30 minutes while wrapped in each other's arms. My heart was racing the whole time. Was this love, or does this happen right before a supposedly healthy 20-year-old drops over from a surprise heart attack?
Columbia, MO, certainly was pretty on a fine spring day when I drove up to meet Mikey. He was waiting for me on the stoop of his apartment, which he shared with two other guys. We hugged like the brothers we practically were.
I would be sleeping on the floor of his bedroom - if he didn't throw me out after hearing what I had to say - and I put my gym bag down in the corner he pointed to.
"Beer?" he asked as he reached into his mini-fridge and tossed me one without waiting for the answer. He took one for himself and sat down on his bed, giving me the only chair in the room.
"So what's going on, Z? You sounded serious as a heart attack on the phone last week," he said. "You sick? Somebody dying?"
Although I was hoping for some time to work into this, I should have known Mike would be direct. There was never any bullshit between us.
"I'm not sure how to say this, Bud, so I'll just say it straight out: I think I'm in love with your mother!" I practically declared.
"You dumb bastard! Of course you're in love with my mother. What straight male who's seen the woman isn't in love with her?" he declared back with a shit-eating grin. "I know my mother's a babe. You think I'm a total idiot?"
"No, Mikey, you're not following," I responded. "I really think I'm in love with her - not in lust with her - and she's pretty sure she feels the same way about me. We've spent every other weekend together for the last several months just talking and getting to know each other, and I really think she's the one, Mike."
Mike's face twisted up as much as I've ever seen before, then I saw heat in his eyes.
"You've been fucking my mother for the last several months?! You fucking piece of shit ..."
"No, I haven't been fucking your mother, you tool! I never even kissed her before last weekend! That's why I'm here!"
"You want my permission to fuck my mother? How about I stick my foot up your ass, fuckhead!"
We had both risen from our spots and were glaring at each other maliciously. I have never seen that look on Mikey's face before.
"Back the bus up here a sec, Bro. Did you say that she loves you, too? And you two haven't had sex ... yet?
"What the fuck, pansy boy? The Z I know would have been all over any woman he thought he loved."
"I couldn't do that to you, Mikey," I said. "Before I made any move on your mom, I wanted to be straight up with you, and if you had any problem, I wouldn't go there. Give me the word and I'll back off completely."
"And have Mom kill me? Are you fucking nuts?"
I spent the next 10 minutes laying it all out for Mike. He sat there in stunned silence for about 30 seconds after I finished.
"Man, this is really weirding me out," he finally said. "My best friend and my mom? My two favorite people getting together?
"But then again, it sort of makes sense, too. You are the one person in the world I can trust not to hurt my mother, and to look out for her. But I'm not calling you Dad if you two get married ...
"God, won't that be totally weird, though, going out with a woman who's one of your mom's friends. Who you going to take out next, Patty Albright?"
"Damn, would all you fuckers stop with the Patty Albright references. Mom said the same thing."
"Well, you know, Patty Albright is one fine chunk of a woman."
"Aaarrrggghhh!!" I responded.
We spent the rest of the day just hanging out, occasionally talking about Traci and I dating. That night we hit one of the college hotspots, at Mike's insistence. There were a bunch of really cute University of Missouri girls there. Mikey was totally in his element, laughing and flirting and dancing several times during the evening. I mostly just hung with Mikey or watched him on the dance floor.
"OK, dude, now you're just being a fucking pussy," Mikey said to me about 10:00. "Look at all the primo flesh here, dude. And that blonde has done everything but sit on your lap."
He looked at my face and knew I wasn't having a good time.
"You're serious, aren't you? Oh man, you're hooked. Well, at least I know that you won't be cheating on Mom, unlike Dad. Just don't become a pussy-whipped wimp, OK? Hey, since you're not going to be using that blonde, do you mind trading me seats? Oh, by the way, do you mind staying out of the room for a few hours tonight?"
Ah, the joys of college. I watched TV in the guys' living room for a few hours while Mike entertained the blonde. I finally got a chance to go to sleep on the floor in his room at about 2 a.m. It's what you do for your buddies.
Mike and Traci were still going to have to talk, but I felt very much relieved as I drove back to school Sunday afternoon. I called Traci while I was driving and gave her my take on the weekend. I told her that I was coming home again next weekend and that I would take her out for our first official date. She had her game in mom-mode when she told me that I didn't need to be spending what little money I had on her, and that she could easily cook a great dinner for us at her house.
"Yeah, you could, but I think we really need to go out, Trace. Know what I mean?"
I heard silence for about 10 seconds, then she apparently realized she was in the wrong mode.
"If you don't mind, could we go somewhere and dance? I think I need to feel a man's arms wrapped around me."
"Good idea," I answered. "I've got a pair of arms just waiting to do some wrapping."
I didn't stop in to see Traci on Friday night when I got home, and Saturday morning at about 9 I got a text asking where I was. I told her I was home. Then my phone rang.
"So I've turned into chopped liver?" Traci asked sarcastically.
"I'm trying to be mature here, Traci. I don't want to smother you like a freakin' kid would."
"You've been over here virtually all of the time every other week for like seven months. Don't you think I might have said something earlier. Maybe I'm just the clingy type who likes a man around all the time. How about you stop overthinking this and get your ass over here."
I clicked off the phone and ran out of the house, catching a quizzical look from my parents as I ran past the kitchen where they were drinking coffee. I covered the distance to Traci's house and was on her doorstep in about a minute. When she answered the door, I stepped inside quickly and planted a deep kiss on those full lips, letting my tongue do a little exploring when she gave me the chance.
"That was certainly worth the wait," she said when we unlocked.
We ate lunch together and I helped her with some chores around the house before leaving mid-afternoon to get cleaned up for our date. I showered and shaved and put on a good pair of Dockers and real shoes. I stopped in the family room to let my parents know I was leaving, and they both stood up. Dad reached into his pocket and handed me a $100 bill, "just to help out with the evening," and Mom gave me a big hug and told me to be respectful. I think I saw a little bit of moisture in both their eyes.



Traci was wearing a nice pair of black slacks and a black, button-down sweater, with several of the top buttons undone. The sweater was just tight enough to show off her wonderful boobs, and it was unbuttoned just enough to show off a hint of cleavage. She left her long brown hair down around her shoulders. If I wasn't the luckiest fucker in the world ...
I had reservations at a nice seafood place because seafood rests easier when you're dancing than a lot of other meals. Nobody really looked at us differently because of the age difference, and I had to assume it was because most people probably thought we were a mother and son going out to dinner. But if they watched us during the meal, they had to see in our eyes that we were hardly mother and son. A couple of times I reached across the table and took a hand in mine, and each time I did it I saw her blush.
"Is this OK, or should I let go?" I said after the second time. "Am I making you uncomfortable?"
"God no," she replied. "It's just been so long since I had anyone make those sweet little gestures, or look at me like I was dipped in chocolate sauce. Gary was never very demonstrative, and toward the end we barely made eye contact."
"New person, new rules. You don't compare me to Gary, and I won't compare you to Patty Albright."
"Huh? You've dated Patty Albright, too? I'm confused."
"Never mind. Poor joke that I'll explain to you someday," I said. "I won't compare you to anybody else I've ever dated, and you do the same for me. Live in the moment, don't make comparisons with past history."
The most popular club for dancing in the area played a lot of hip-hop and Taylor Swift. I assumed Traci could dance at least halfway decent - why else did she want to go dancing - but I didn't like the style of music and couldn't really dance to it, so I took her to a club known for classic rock. As soon as we walked in, it occurred to me that she thought I chose the club because the music was more to her era. She looked at me sideways. I smiled back.
"I really can't dance to most of the newer stuff," I said. "Honest."
We spent about an hour on the dance floor. I particularly enjoyed the slower songs and ballads as I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close enough to feel her breasts rub against my chest. The woman exuded sensuality, and several times I got lost in the feeling of her up against me.
When we came off the dance floor I found a table near the back. I left to get us a couple of soft drinks at the bar. While I was waiting, I watched a guy I'm guessing to be in his 30s walk up to Traci. They talked briefly, and he looked dejected walking away, so I guess he asked her to dance. I've had other dates get asked to dance before by other guys, but I've got to admit this made me more nervous. What if she suddenly had the thought that I was too young for her.
When I got back to the table, Traci filled me in on her visitor. Seems he didn't think we were a couple, and thought he would make a move. She noted he seemed very surprised when she told him I was her boyfriend. Boyfriend - yeah, I guess I was now her boyfriend. I took her hand and squeezed it. She squeezed mine back.
Just then another potential dance partner came up to the table. He looked at us holding hands and then asked me if I minded if he danced with my girl - if it was OK with her. I turned him down without a second thought. Traci raised her eyebrows at me.
"I can't blame you for that, dude," the man said quietly. "I wouldn't give her up to anybody ... ever."
We went back to Traci's house after dancing and necked like teens for about an hour. Her full lips and mouth tasted like the nectar of gods, and at one point I stopped for a second, pulled back, and just stared at this beautiful woman.
"What?" she asked demurely.
"If this is a dream, please don't wake me ... ever," I responded.
And then it happened. A few minutes later as I was nuzzling her neck, I felt a hand rub the crotch of my pants. I immediately stiffened like I'd gone into shock, because in a way I had. Traci was putting the moves on me!
I'm pretty sure I had a deer in the headlights look on my face, because Traci immediately stopped rubbing and got a guilty look on her own face.
"I-I-I ..." she started to stammer. "I thought the time was right for this. I'm sorry if I was wrong."
"Oh, God, don't be sorry," I replied. "I just had a moment of guilt, of fear. After all, you're Mikey's mom ... and your beautiful ... and I've probably pictured this moment a hundred times in the last few months.
"I just want you to be sure this is what you want. I don't want to pressure you into doing anything you're not comfortable with. We've got all the time in the world to get this done. I never want to hurt you."
"OK, enough with the disclaimer, Zane," she said. "You are a desirable man. You make me feel special. I want this ... I want you."
While I wasn't a virgin at this point, I had never had sex with a woman before ... the other seven were girls. As I slowly ran my hands over her body and carefully removed her clothes, I discovered that girls and women were almost two different species. I knew this was going to be different - and special.
I'm pretty sure I sucked in all the air in the room when I got Traci's black bra off. Her breasts were simply magnificent, large with silver dollar-sized areolas and good-sized erect pink nipples. She smiled at me before I buried my face in between those beautiful orbs, then slowly sucked one nipple and the other. By this point she was moaning, and I reached for the thin waistband of her black panties.
When I got her panties off, I could see she was already wet, but I still ran my fingers over her inner lips before dipping first one, then two fingers inside. I felt for the slightly rough patch inside of her, and when I grazed it gently she stiffened, gave a low moan, and then spasmed lightly in what I assumed was her first orgasm. It was my turn to smile.
I knew Traci was married for about 12 years, but I didn't know how much experience she'd had before that because we never talked about our past sexual experiences. So I wasn't real sure of her preferences at that moment. Maybe sensing what I was thinking, she stretched out on her back on the sofa we were on, and I carefully climbed on top. She helped guide me inside her very warm, very moist pussy, and once inside I stretched out on top of her and gave her a deep kiss as we started.
I was afraid I would come too quickly due to the intensity of the feelings I was experiencing, both emotionally and physically, especially when she started to moan and pick up the pace. I let her set the speed and just tried to keep up as she seemed to get more worked up by the second. About five minutes later she gave a small, unintelligible shriek as her body went into spasm again, and I kept up my rhythm while she writhed under me for about 30 seconds. I watched her face intently to make sure I wasn't hurting her, and I slowed down as she started to come out of her daze.
When she finally seemed to be fully back, I stopped, pulled out and helped her off the sofa. She looked puzzled until I laid down on my back and then positioned her over my hard cock. She hesitated at first, but then caught on and slowly impaled herself. As she did this, I played with her wonderful tits bouncing inches from my face.
It took about two minutes before she finally let herself all the way down on my dick. I was lightly touching her cervix, until she started to rock back and forth and up and down, and I was crashing into her insides with more force. I knew I was fully embedded at that point, and the look on her face was a combination of both pain and pleasure. I let her set the pace completely, and after another five minutes she gave another small scream and her juices flooded down my cock and balls and soaked the sofa. I continued to play with her boobs as she came. She looked like a goddess.
Just as she was ending her orgasm, mine began, and I bucked wildly underneath her. I had my hands on her waist, though, and gently lifted her a bit each time I thrust up so as not to hurt both of us with the force.
Once I stopped spurting, Traci laid the top half of her body on mine, with my slowly softening organ still inside. We laid there, both breathing heavily, for about five minutes, before she finally spoke.
"I guess I'm going to have get these cushions professionally cleaned," was all she said.
After I slid out of her, Traci stretched out on the sofa half alongside of me and half on top. We napped that way for a couple of hours. I woke up when I felt something wet and warm engulfing my hard cock.
"Hey, sleepyhead," she said as she took my cock out of her mouth. "You looked like you needed some attention, but I'm a little sore right now, if you know what I mean. It's been a long time since I've done that with anyone, and Miss Kitty needs to get back into shape.
"That was really great, Zane. I've only done cowgirl a few times before. Gary was pretty much a missionary guy, with some doggy thrown in for variety. I hope you have the patience to teach an old dog some new tricks."
"Don't you ever again refer to yourself as an 'old dog' when I'm around," I said with more than a little irritation in my voice. You are a beautiful woman in the prime of your life, and I hope to show you that every day.
"As far as tricks, well, I do have a few more up my sleeve, but it's not like I've been a raging sex maniac or something since I hit puberty. Maybe we could learn some new stuff together."
She nodded her head yes as she went back to slurping on my dick. Having come powerfully just a few hours ago, I knew I'd be able to last a while, and Traci worked incredibly hard to bring about my second orgasm of the night, which she swallowed completely.
It was about 2 a.m. when I walked back into my parents' house. For some strange reason, both of my parents were still up, watching a late movie. I know I blushed deeply when I saw them sitting there in the family room, and Mom blushed as well. Dad had a huge smirk on his face, but said nothing. I said good night and practically bounced up the stairs to my room. As I was about to close my door, I heard Dad say to Mom, "You're just going to have to get used to it." I chuckled to myself.
The next weekend was going to be the last time we would be alone at Traci's house for a few months as Mikey would be home for the summer, and neither one of us would have the guts to do anything in the house with Mikey home. I knew we would hook up somewhere during the summer, but since I couldn't count on it I wanted to make sure things were extra special for Traci. We stayed in this time as she cooked us homemade lasagna. We then started on the sofa, but this time after a few minutes Traci said we needed to retire to the bedroom.
Traci was wearing a frilly white bra and panties under her clothes, and looked absolutely delectable when I got her stripped down to that point. I kept her dressed for a while and we kissed while I fondled all of her delightful parts. When I could feel her panties start to moisten, I stripped her completely and then laid her down on her back. Starting at her ankles, I then kissed my way up her body to her lips, skipping her pussy for effect. I had learned that nuzzling her neck was a major turn-on for her, so after doing that, I then moved down to her breasts and started sucking on each of her nipples. I then started rubbing her slit with my fingers before inserting two fingers inside. I found her G-spot and gently rubbed, then ran my thumb over her engorged clit. Bingo!
Her low moaning turned to yells, then to screams. A minute later she stiffened and then started shaking like she was having her own personal earthquake. After 30 seconds, she started to come back around, but then I ran my thumb and index finger up the sides of her clit, and she started bouncing up and down uncontrollably.
I started licking and sucking her left breast while I continued to play with her pussy, and four screaming orgasms later her body told me it was getting tired. It was then that I shifted gears, slid down the bed, and put my face to her delectable pussy.
As I noted earlier, I didn't have a lot of sex partners to that point, but one of them really liked to be eaten and had taught me this incredible woman-pleasing skill. It was time to show Traci that I learned my lesson well.
I started by first running the flat of my tongue over her opening, which elicited a shriek and a vertical jump of about four inches off the bed, while laying on her back no less! I then licked most of the length of her pussy with an upstroke, then followed by licking down with the bottom of my tongue. Three licks later, she was ramming her pussy into my face while I alternated licking and sucking ... and getting a few random breaths in there as well. She was screaming like a wild woman, bucking into me and trying to break my nose, but I never let up as I continued to dominate her sex. I then pointed my tongue and stuck it as far inside as I could before reaching up and sucking her clitoris into my mouth.
"Aaaaarrrrgggghhhh!!" or something like that came shrieking out of her mouth before she clamped her thighs around my head and dug her heels into my upper back. It was the greatest triumph of my life, and I might have enjoyed it a bit more except she had cut off my air supply completely and I started to choke for air. I finally was able to pull my head back enough out of her pussy to grab some precious oxygen, then I dove back in to again claim my prize. At one point I think she squirted, because I felt a rush of warm liquid running down my face, getting into my eyes, and sliding down my chin.
Damn, I felt like the fucking king of the world!
I ended the orgasm fest when I felt her starting to tire again. By this time, the only position she could handle was missionary, so that's what we did until I shot my load inside of her. She repeatedly apologized for not having better stamina, but I shooshed her by letting her know that I realized I had pushed her too far for too long for her to be able to do anything more.
"Relax, Trace," I said quietly. "This was all about you. I wanted it to be. This was me giving you everything I had, leaving nothing on the table. I would go to the ends of the earth to make you as happy as you make me."
Too mushy. In her overstimulated, fatigued state, Traci started to sob like a baby. I held her tight to me. In five minutes, she was out cold asleep.
At first it was weird for all three of us when Mikey came home, but we all were chill about it and eventually found our groove, so to speak. Mom and Dad even relaxed a bit more and Traci and my mother actually started spending more time together. Neither ever said a word to me about their conversations when they were together, and I wasn't sure I wanted to know anyway. And, Mikey, God bless him, went to "visit some friends" from college for a couple of weekends, giving Traci and I some alone time.
When school started back up I upped my class load so I could graduate a semester early. I knew I had to get top grades if I wanted to get a more than a decent job. I couldn't expect Traci to marry me if I was earning peanuts. Yeah, I guess I was being pretty cheeky thinking marriage. But when I was with Traci, everything seemed so right. But marriage had never come up in the conversation yet. I mean, yeah, we were dating and going out in public, but marriage to a kid like me, that would be a huge step to a woman like Traci. I was pretty sure I had the guts to ask Traci to marry me, but did I have the right to ask her ... to put her in that position? And if she did turn me down, would I be able to handle the rejection?
I was going home every weekend and spending most of my waking hours with Traci. And then during the week I was in class most of the time, but when I wasn't I was thinking about Traci and our future together. I was pretty sure I was getting an ulcer as I started to chew Tums like breath mints.
And then it hit me one day while I was in the student union on a break from classes: how difficult it must be for Traci. Here's this beautiful 40-year-old dating a 20-year-old kid. She's got to be taking shit from her friends and co-workers, and if they're not saying anything, you know they're at least thinking that she's a slut and is just using me as a sex toy. While my friends who know think I'm a stud for dating a hot cougar, her friends probably look at her like she's some sort of slut. At that point, I was pretty sure I knew what I had to do.
Traci knew something was wrong when I walked into her place on Friday night after getting home from school. If I looked anywhere near as bad as I felt, I looked like shit warmed up.
"Talk to me, Z," she said as she wrapped her arms around me in a greeting. "You look like death, and I've got a feeling this concerns the two of us."
I briefly wondered if it was a mother's intuition working or the fact that we had gotten so close. But whatever it was, she was on the mark. "If you love something, let it go ..." was running through my mind.
"I'm sorry, Traci," I began. "I've been incredibly selfish, and I never looked at this from your standpoint. Our relationship has probably cost you some friendships, and, although I hope not, some self-esteem. I know I think I'm in love with you, but I'm just a kid, and what do I know. I know a woman like you could never be in love with me ... I'm sorry."
I turned and walked away in silence ... at least I think it was silence. The sound of my heart breaking was muffling all the other noise in my life at that moment.
I trudged back over to my parents' house. I don't even know if I said hello as I walked up the stairs to my room. I sat and stared at the wall for I don't know how long before I heard a soft knock on my door. Dad would have about knocked the door down, so I knew it must be Mom.
"Zane, sweetie? Can I come in?' she asked tentatively.
"Yeah, Mom. It's open."
"Zane, I need you to talk to me; tell me what's going on," she said softly. "I just left Traci's and she's in tears. Says something happened, but she doesn't know what. Says you won't talk to her."
"I feel like I'm going crazy, Mom. I love her. I want to marry her. But I'm just a kid, Mom. Why would a woman like that marry me, when she can have almost anyone she wants. And she wouldn't have to put up with people thinking she's some sort of cougar slut?"
"Do you think of her as a cougar slut, Zane? Is that what this is about?"
"I don't, Mom, but I know how you feel about the situation, and if someone as nice as you thinks like you do ... well ..."
"Zane, I owe both you and Traci an apology. I did think it was a bad situation ... for both of you. And I did look down my nose at Traci for 'dating' a kid. But then your father pointed out that we raised you to be a certain kind of man, and it was that certain kind of man that Traci was attracted to. So we had obviously done a good job. And we knew that you wouldn't hurt her or try to take advantage of her, and we knew the same thing about her. Yes, it's still awkward a bit, and I guess it always will be to a point ... but if you truly love her and she truly loves you, than what everybody else thinks is just horseshit!
"Now get your ass back over there and talk to that woman!"
I about fell off of my bed when Mom cursed. She says about three nasty words a year, so that really got my attention. I jumped off the bed and did as she commanded.
Traci was sitting at her kitchen table nursing a glass of wine when I entered the room. It was obvious she had been crying. I walked over to her, lifted her empty hand and stood her to me.



"I owe you an apology for trying to think for you before. I know our relationship has probably come at a price for you, and I'm sorry for that, too. But ...damn it, Traci, you're holding the key to my heart and soul in your hands. Would you be willing to spend eternity with me?"
I was looking at her eyelids as I talked to her because she had put her eyes down. Her big brown eyes locked with mine as I finished my question, then her lips locked with mine in a sizzling kiss. I took that as a yes.
We came up for air for a brief second, then locked up again. We repeated the action several more times in the next few minutes.
"Come on," I said, grabbing her hand and practically pulling her out the door. We walked over to my house, and as we entered the door I let out a big whoop.
"She said yes!!"
My parents reached us about 15 seconds later. Mom hugged Traci and Dad shook my hand like there was no tomorrow, then they switched and Dad hugged Traci and Mom hugged me. Then I planted one on Traci for the first time in front of my parents, and when we broke the kiss instead of seeing embarrassment on Traci's face, I saw a look that matched exactly what I was feeling.
"Oh, wait a sec," Mom said as she quickly left the room and headed upstairs to the master bedroom.
We all heard rustling noises, then Mom came downstairs carrying a small box.
"You need an engagement ring, Zane, and I just happen to have one handy."
Grandma Pressler's engagement ring was an heirloom marquis-cut 1-carat diamond. Grandma Pressler was Mom's grandmother, and the ring had been in the family for two generations before it was given to Mom when Grandma died. Traci and I both looked up at my mother with shocked expressions on our faces.
"Don't just stand there gawking, Zane. Put the ring on the pretty lady's finger," Dad commanded.
Ever the obedient child, I put the ring on the pretty lady's finger. Then the waterworks began for both Traci and Mom.
"Thank you, Mom," I whispered in her ear as I hugged and kissed her.
It was a small wedding done just after I graduated after fall semester a year later. Traci and Mom planned the whole thing and had a blast, and I think that experience helped them bond as more than just friends. We invited only close family and friends, and since everyone at the wedding knew the story, there was only the barest amount of awkwardness. Traci's brother, Vince, gave her away because Mikey was already busy being my best man. With some help from my Dad, I was able to afford a small honeymoon trip to New York City, where we went to several museums and art galleries and took in a Broadway show. Then we came home to Traci's house. As my first post-college job was in the same city, it didn't make any sense for us to move out of a perfectly good house, although we did buy a completely new bedroom set.
Mikey got married two years later to a beautiful woman named Heather, who just happened to be 10 years older than him. He credited the success Traci and I have had for expanding his horizons when it came to looking for women to date. Like many people, Mikey said he used to only look for women who seemed to be about his age, but using Traci and me as a barometer, he said he opened up his search to include all women. The fact that Heather was 10 years his senior was as much luck as anything.
I'm sure Mikey told Heather about us, but she still looked surprised when she met us for the first time. She admitted that she had been worrying if the age difference between her and Mike would be a problem, but seeing us allayed a lot of her fears.
"Apparently there's no rule written in stone for the age of a soul-mate," Traci told her.
Heather's parents were obviously nervous about the age discrepancy, too, and meeting us a few months before the wedding gave them new insight into the match as well, she admitted.
Although the pair lived in Missouri, the wedding was held in Heather's home church in South Bend. Heather's parents were fairly well off, and it was a large church wedding as Heather was their only child. Both parents admitted they weren't sure they were ever going to see Heather get married, but now that it was happening they were hopeful of being grandparents someday. I told them both my parents and Traci's mother were still hopeful of that as well.
"Really, dear?" Heather's mother asked Traci in a shocked tone. "Wouldn't that be a little tough on that gorgeous body of yours?"
Traci just walked right through the veiled insult like it didn't even happen.
"Zane and I have been talking about having a child since we got married," she said. "We didn't want Mikey going through life without a sibling."
Heather's parents kind of froze at Traci's comment, then when they looked over at our smiling faces realized Traci was just poking back at them.
"But seriously, I love Zane more than anything, and I want to be the mother of a child created by us. Love has nothing to do with a calendar, I can tell you that. And I know my son. He won't be looking at your daughter's age. All he sees when he looks at her is the love in her heart. You're getting a good man for a son-in-law."
Mikey's wedding was also the first time I got to see his father since I started dating and then married Traci. Mr. V, as I still called him, wasn't exactly thrilled with the idea that his ex-wife had married the kid who spent a lot of time at his house as a youngster. I decided to play it cool after we greeted each other cordially at first and mostly stayed away from him and his second Mrs. V, but about halfway through the reception I overheard him talking with some old family friends and calling Traci a pervert for hooking up with a teenager. I was talking with some other family friends just a few feet away, so I was pretty sure he was making a point to me. So after excusing myself from my conversation, I walked over to where he was standing, gripped his right hand in a very hard handshake and clapped him on his left shoulder perhaps a bit harder than was usual.
"Gary, so good to see you again," I said in front of the small group he was with. "How is life with the woman you left Traci for, you philandering pig?"
I had apparently spilled some of his drink on his suit jacket, and as he started to respond I viced down on his right hand and squeezed his left shoulder while moving him backwards and away from the group.
"Hey! Ow! You little son ..."
"Now listen up, you stupid bastard," I said almost in a stage whisper as I interrupted. "I'll break your damned hand right here, right now unless you shut the fuck up. It's only because I love your son like a brother that I don't kick the shit out of you right here.
"You were the asswipe that traded in Traci for some cheap sex. Never forget that. So I never again want to hear any shit again about her, or the next time I won't be near as polite. We clear on that? Now go on over to the bar and get a new drink, and when you return all I expect to hear out of your mouth for the rest of the night is what a great son and new daughter-in-law you have."
My father among others saw the confrontation and was headed my way. I turned Mr. V loose and he half-staggered over to the bar.
My father gave me a crooked smile as he walked up to me to see if I needed help.
"I was afraid something was going to happen tonight. I thought you handled that really well," he said.
"Buyer's remorse on his part," was all I said.
Two months after the wedding, Traci me gave the good news that I was going to be a father when I walked through the door after work. I'm not too proud to admit I cried on the spot. We hugged hard for about 30 seconds, then I whisked her off her feet and up the stairs to our bedroom, gently laying her on the bed.
"Ah, back to the scene of the crime, so to speak," she said with a big grin.
We made love for half the night. For the other half, we sat and talked about some of the changes we would have to make and some of the things we would need to purchase. She called in sick to work in the morning, while I dragged my ass through work for the first half of the day. Just before lunch, my boss noticed that I was tired and asked if I was feeling OK. That's all it took. I told him my good fortune and then ordered in several deluxe pizzas for our unit. The rest of the day I accepted congratulations and was floating on air. Who needs sleep?
Traci invited my parents over to dinner, and while we were waiting on it to finish cooking, I broke out my bottle of single malt that I save for special occasions and poured one for Dad and myself. I poured Mom a glass of a nice red wine I had, then I made a production out of handing Traci a glass of water. Mom was starting to protest for Traci when Traci quietly said, "Thank you, Dad." Mom's eyes about bugged out of her head as Traci looked at her and nodded. Do you know the sound that women make when they are excited together in a group and that pitch gets up there so high that even dogs start to whine. Yeah, that's what I'm talking about.
After a great supper, we Skyped with Mike and Heather and told them the news. Mikey had to sit down as she started to blubber like a 5-year-old.
"Nobody in school better mess with my brother or sister, or I'll come down there and beat them up like a good older brother should," Mikey said through tears.
While not everyone probably knew that Traci was married to someone 20 years her junior, everyone could see that a mid-40s woman was pregnant, and while she never said much to me about it, I'm sure she probably took some grief over it from some people. The only problem she admitted to me was that it was tough to buy maternity clothes that didn't look like they were made for a 20-something. At my urging, Traci was dressing a little younger than her 45 years - she definitely had the body for it - but we were both aware that she would look ridiculous trying to dress like a 20-something. But when it came to maternity clothes, there wasn't much choice - until my mom came to the rescue. Mom was an excellent seamstress and through the years she had made several items of clothing for herself. She and Traci got together and came up with some designs, and before anyone knew it, the two had a fledging business, Mature Mommy Maternity Wear. After running the numbers, Dad and I went to the bank for a small business loan and turned the basement of our home into a workshop for the women.
While Mom and Traci had been neighbors and friends for years, their relationship deepened when Mom finally wrapped her head around me marrying Traci. It certainly wasn't the traditional in-law thing, but both women seemed to be bonded by their love for me. And, with us being neighbors, we actually hung out with my parents quite a bit. So I got to know them as friends as well as parents, and my dad noted that Mom actually seemed to be thinking younger due to hanging out with Traci so much. He said that with a big grin on his face that told me more than I really wanted to know.
Julie Christine Lambert entered the world at seven pounds, two ounces, and 20 inches. Of course I was in the delivery room and I even got to catch my daughter. My parents and Traci's mother, Elizabeth, were outside in the waiting room when I made the announcement. Mikey cried again when I texted him the photo of his baby sister, who fortunately took after her beautiful mother.
I was doing well enough at my job that we decided Traci could take off work until Julie went to school, at which point Traci could decide if she wanted to go back or not. So while she was the primary childcare giver, I made sure I didn't get cheated and changed my fair share of diapers when I was home. And Traci also had the burgeoning maternity wear business to watch over.
My parents went absolutely nuts over the baby, and trust me, we never lacked for a babysitter if we wanted to take in dinner and a movie. Traci worked very hard to regain her pre-baby figure, and while I never pushed her to do so, I was indeed a happy man when she did. My mother even went to the gym several times with Traci, and she and my dad wound up joining. A lot of good things were happening, and my mother constantly chirped about babies bringing luck.
That's not to say that things were perfect in my life, or that Traci and I didn't have our moments. It's just that when you can see how fortunate you are, you appreciate things more and wring more good out of every moment.
I watched Traci carefully when we would do parent stuff such as dance classes for Julie or attending school plays, stuff like that. It was obvious to everyone that she was noticeably older than all of the other mothers, but it didn't seem to make a difference in her interactions with them. Although she tried to stay in the background sometimes, most of the other mothers deferred to her, rightly assuming that she wasn't new at this game. But as she explained to me one night, sometimes she stepped back to allow another mother to lead - to be able to gain that valuable experience that Traci had already picked up while raising Mike.
And speaking of Mike, big brother and Heather made the one-hour trip over quite often so he could be a big part of Julie's life while growing up. Watching him play with my daughter, you just knew that his turn as a father would come soon, and on their second anniversary they announced they would be having twins in about seven months. Traci was over the moon happy.
While I was happy, it seemed bizarre to be a grandfather at 28. Life works in mysterious ways.
I think having a child turned out good for Traci in several ways. I think if we hadn't had a child, her life would have been boring and staid - go to work and come home. But things are different when kids are around, particularly for the parent who is the primary childcare provider. Traci had to stay "younger" - if you will - to communicate with Julie, and to keep up with all the running around that being a parent entails. And when a person is younger in spirit, I think they are also younger physically, and after watching Traci, I'd have to consider her a dynamo. She could even keep up with the language and the social world. I've got to admit, I barely know who is current on the radio, while Traci seems to know all the groups and half of the songs. And the woman can text like a 15-year-old.
Even with the age difference, I never really was concerned about Traci being faithful to me. I know how badly Gary hurt her when he cheated, but even more important, I just felt that secure in my connection to her. Not that there weren't moments that made me anxious. As anyone who is married to a goddess can attest, you always still watch when another man smiles at your wife, or flirts with her a bit. And the first time it got somewhat serious for me came about at my Christmas party one year.
It happened after we were married about 10 years. One of my corporate bosses was a guy named Herb Steele. Herb was about Traci's age, and practically had the word "boss" written on his forehead. He looked to be in excellent physical condition, had a nice tan, was good-looking in a manly way and swaggered rather than walked. He would flirt shamelessly with all the women when he was visiting our office, and was usually seen leaving at the end of the day with one of our female employees on his arm. Naturally, none of us in upper management liked the guy.
But he was at a full vice president's position with corporate, so unless he did something really egregious, he was someone of which we had to be wary.
He and several other VPs were in town for the annual Christmas party, to be thrown at one of the more posh hotels in town. Greg Hawkins, VP in charge of our division, had warned us all to be on our best behavior. Our division was a good profit center for the company, but Greg was the guy who was going to take heat if any of the bigwigs got a burr up his or her ass.
As usual, Traci looked beautiful that night in a dark blue, low-cut gown she bought specifically for the formal occasion. She has a great body and she doesn't have a problem showing some of the assets, within reason, and I'm good with that. All of the hometown guys I work with know our story by now and have seen my gorgeous wife several times over the years, but Herb hadn't met her before that night and practically came unglued when I introduced him to her at the party. I mean the guy wasn't even subtle as he practically drooled while looking her up and down like a horny teenager, and I made a mental note to keep my eyes on Traci whenever she wasn't with me.
As usual, the meal served was fabulous, and after dessert and after dinner drinks, the live band took the floor. Traci loves to dance, me not so much, but for her I'd do anything, so we got up on the floor. After a half-dozen dances, we went back to our table to take a break, but I knew she wanted to dance more.
Almost as if he materialized out of thin air, Herb was standing at our table, asking Traci if she wanted to dance. Although I desperately wanted to say something snide, I knew I couldn't, so I looked at him as blandly as I could and interrupted.
"I'm not sure where you grew up, Mr. Steele," but around here it's not considered good form to ask a woman to dance with her husband sitting right there. Usually you ask the husband if he will let you have permission ..."
"This beautiful mature creature is your wife?' he responded quickly. "I assumed you were just a youngster with good taste who beat me to the punch. You certainly don't look like you belong together."
Making good use of the psychology class I took in college, I stood up to level the playing field, so to speak. Then I held my left hand up and wiggled my ring finger.
"Mine," I said as I pointed to Traci. "Now how about you move along."
I could see his top lip curl up into a sneer, but he was smart enough to take my advice and moved on.
Traci looked nervous, realizing what was going on.
"Don't lose your job trying to impress me with this macho-shit you guys do," she said. "I'm a big girl, and I can handle myself professionally in public."
"It's not you I'm worried about. I'm not sure I can handle myself, Babe."
She pursed her lips at me, then gave me her trademark pouty smile. She knew I was putty in her hands. We got up to dance some more.
We walked off the floor about 30 minutes later in a light sweat. I hit the bar for a scotch for me and a red wine for her. Just as I set the drinks down, Greg walked over with another VP and said we needed to talk a little business and would I step out into the hallway with him and the other guy. Traci said she would be OK with it so I left.
When I got back to the table 15 minutes later, Traci was on the dance floor with Ron, one of my co-workers, but as the song was ending, I saw Herb approach the pair and say something to Ron. They then switched partners, with Ron taking Herb's dance partner and Herb stepping in front of Traci.
The music was a little fast paced so they danced apart but facing each other and looked to be having a good time as I sat at my table sipping my Glenmorangie and water. When the next song was a ballad, Herb held out his hand, took Traci's in his and then moved in close. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary for the first 30 seconds or so, but then I watched Traci do a little skip while it looked like Herb's hand made contact with her ass. He looked to be smiling while he leaned in and started talking to her.
When I got to the pair, Herb had a handful of Traci's ass in his right hand, and he was softly saying something to her. I grabbed his right wrist hard with my right hand, removed his hand from Traci's ass and twisted inward and upward. He tried to step away from me at that moment, but instead bumped into Traci as I pushed his arm about as high as I could make it go behind his back without breaking it.



"Whoa, whoa whoa, young man!" he sort of yelped. Do you know who I am?"
"Sure do, asshole," I replied. "You're the guy about to get the shit kicked out of him for fondling my wife's ass."
"And you're the guy about to be standing in the unemployment line," he yelled back at me.
Greg showed up just in the nick of time to save me from a trip to jail, probably, but the die was cast. Herb glowered at me as he told Greg that I no longer had a job with the company.
Traci started apologizing as we left the hotel. I looked deeply into her brown eyes.
"I've only got one question for you, Trace. Did you initiate any of that, or encourage it in any way."
She turned the deepest red I've ever seen her get, and if looks could kill I would have died on the spot."
"How dare you! You know I'd never ..."
"Then that's all there is to say about it," I said as I cut her off. "You are a beautiful woman, and don't have to apologize for that. You also can't apologize for some people thinking that all beautiful woman are sex toys, and they can do with them what they want.
"I guess I need to update my resume a bit."
"I'm sorry ..." she started to say before she looked at my face.
"Updating your resume sounds like a good idea."
Monday morning I called over to the office and got Greg on the phone.
"Set up a conference call for me with the 'Big Guy' at human resources on Wednesday morning. I don't care what it takes to get him to conference with me ... including using the fact that I will be suing this firm if he doesn't. I want you to be in the room with me, and Jenny from HR can stay as well.
"Oh shit, Zane. You're not really going to do what I think you are?" he said over the phone, suddenly sounding sick.
"Greg, for almost half my life people have been telling me not to do things, but I've found if you do things for the right reasons with a clear heart, things usually turn out right. Just set it up, OK?"
"I will, but promise me you won't burn my bridge with the company, too. I'm 55 and was hoping to retire with full pension in five years."
"I promise you, you won't get hurt as long as you tell the truth."
"Thanks, I think. Be here at 9."
I showed up at 8:55. Greg showed up about a minute later, looking like he was bout to get sick. We moved into the HR conference room, where Jenny had a coffee pot and three cups of coffee already poured.
Arlo Monahan was known around the company as a tough but fair man who wasn't afraid to listen to a good idea from anybody, even a maintenance tech. I was counting on that reputation being well-earned. I knew he'd already heard Herb Steele's side of the story, and considering Herb's position with the firm, mine had to be better for me to get my job back ... if I really wanted it.
After the pleasantries were done, I told my side of the story to Mr. Monahan, who hardly made a sound through the phone as I talked. After I finished, there was silence for about five seconds, then I heard some papers being shuffled.
"So to make sure I understand this perfectly, you're telling me Herb Steele had a handful of your wife's ass while they were dancing, without her permission, and it wasn't just a casual brush by, as he's claiming? But you are admitting to getting physical with him over the incident, is that correct, too?"
"Yes, sir." I responded.
"Well son, then I see I need to take care of one more problem, and have Mr. Steele join you on the unemployment line, if you have witnesses to his hand being on your wife's ass. Sexual harassment in this company is cause for immediate dismissal."
"Exactly sir. I've read our company employment manual cover to cover, and so should have Mr. Steele. I don't want to quibble here, sir, but if sexual harassment is cause for immediate dismissal, and Mr. Steele knew that, or at least should have, then the minute he harassed my wife he should have considered himself fired. Therefore, what I did after that was not done to a company employee, but rather to a civilian who was touching my wife inappropriately, and even in a courtroom I'd have a good chance of being found not guilty since I didn't inflict lasting injury. You just have to make his termination effective from when he groped my wife, using company policy as your basis for that judgment.
"As for witnesses to the groping, there is at least one in this room, and I know I can find more."
"Mr. Hawkins?" came the question through the phone speaker.
"Yes, sir, I saw the inappropriate gesture, as did others."
"Well, in that case, then, Mr. Lambert, you have my most sincere apology for what an employee of our company did, and I will understand completely if you want to take legal action. We would hope, however, that our decisive action in this matter once we found out about it will gain us some credibility with you."
We all heard the grumbling from the speaker as Mr. Monahan apparently shifted his position in his chair.
"As Mr. Hawkins will tell you, Mr. Monahan, I'm not an unreasonable man. How about we just add on two more weeks to my annual vacation time every year, so I can spend more time with my beautiful wife."
"Consider it a done deal, Mr. Lambert. You drive a hard bargain, and the board will be most pleased with you're being reasonable."
Monahan clicked off, and I thought Greg was going to die from shock.
"That's it. No lawsuit. Nothing," he said incredulously. He looked at Jenny and she shrugged her shoulders in disbelief as well.
"Hey, I want to make sure that I get strong consideration for your job in five years," I responded with a big grin on my face.
"I'll just bet you do," Greg responded, turning to Jenny. "That, my dear, is how a pro plays the game. You just might want to hitch your wagon to this guy for the future."
Five years later, I was sitting in Greg's former office. Jenny from HR was no longer in HR. She was my right-hand man, so to speak.
I had enlisted my mother's help for the surprise 25th anniversary party I threw for Traci, and we completely gobsmacked my still-beautiful wife. Traci knew I had booked an Alaskan cruise for about two months after our actual anniversary, and thought we were just going to a favorite restaurant with my parents for a quiet celebration on the actual night. The four of us actually got halfway to the restaurant, which was about two hours away, when I found I had forgotten my wallet and credit cards. Playing his role to the hilt, Dad said he would pick up dinner, but I told him not to worry, I would just call the restaurant and move the reservation back a week, and if they didn't mind we could stop by the house and I would get my money and we would just go to a little place close to home.
"If you girls don't mind being a bit overdressed for tacos or something," I said while watching Traci out of the corner of my eye.
"Really Zane? Tacos? Now I know you're kidding," Traci said as she breathed a sigh of relief.
I berated myself under my breath something fierce for a while, then drove most of the way home in silence, continuing to feign anger. It wasn't until we got to our block that Traci realized she had been set up as there were cars parked up and down the street. Mikey, Heather, and our three grandchildren greeted us as we pulled into the open spot in the driveway, followed closely by Julie and her boyfriend, some blond-haired surfer type she had met right after she graduated magna cum laude from the Indiana University Kelley School of Business.
The tears started before I even got the car stopped - my tears - followed soon by Traci's, then Mom and Dad started blubbering. I think the moment struck all of us: what was improbable all those years ago turned into a pretty good love story. It was most definitely a time to celebrate.
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I was honored to be asked to participate in "Highway Song." I hope you enjoy my effort.
"Fuck yeah!" I screamed into my cell phone as I headed west on I-70 about two hours short of Columbus, OH, on a beautiful, sunny July Sunday.
I had to scream into the phone: I was cruising down the road at 70 miles per hour with both windows down and the sunroof open. The car sounded like a wind machine, although the engine was purring and it was driving as beautifully as a car costing many more dollars.
It was a 1996 Ford Probe, one of the greatest cars for the money Detroit has ever produced, and it was mine -- a retirement gift from my wife that I had just picked up in Washington DC the day before.
"This is fucking amazing!" I yelled to my wife, Traci. "This might be the greatest gift anyone has ever given me!"
"I'm glad you like it and are having fun. Just don't have too much fun and wind up with a big speeding ticket. I'm not paying for those," she said cheerfully.
"Not a problem, Babe! I'm only 10 over the speed limit, and the road is pretty wide open! I think I'm golden!"
"OK, then, I will see you tomorrow evening," she said before ringing off.
I tossed my phone on the empty passenger seat, and then screamed at no one in particular.
"Woooooo-hoooooo!!!!!"
I had been on the road for about five hours, and the game plan was to stop at Columbus, grab supper and then spend the night. I already had a reservation for a hotel. At 63, I didn't figure I would be up to doing a 12-hour drive in one day, the way I would have at 35, and maybe even 45. If Traci was with me, we would have split the driving and probably done in it one day, but for this one special trip, I was on my own.
I had been a "Probe guy" from the moment I test-drove one back in 1988. Most dealerships in my area had gotten one as an introductory model to kick off its launch as the newest Ford for the 1989 model year. I loved the look as soon as I saw it, but I waited a week to go into the near-by Ford dealership to take a test drive. It was love at first drive. Mazda made the original Probe engine, and it was both quick and fast, got great mileage and had really touchy, race-car type handling. Move the steering wheel a nick, and the car moved a foot on the road. It was amazing!
I had driven the original one I bought for 11 years, then went another 11 with the second one. I bought the second one in 1997, the last model year, and went almost 220,000 miles before some idiot drove into me and wrecked it. I tried buying a few off eBay and places like that, but couldn't get it done. So for the last two years I moped about driving what I called "just another car."
I retired last week after working 40 years in the insurance business as one of those faceless, nameless people in a cubicle. It was mostly mind-numbing work but it paid well, as was shown by the fact I was retiring a couple of years ahead of turning 65.
They had a little ceremony for me at the office, to which my wife was invited. Several of my co-workers gave me small going-away gifts, then my wife stepped forward and dangled a car key in front of my face: it was one of my old Probe keys, and she had attached a note to it. Seems she and my son-in-law in Washington, DC, had been looking for a Probe for me, and found one in very clean shape with only 100,000 miles on it just outside of the capital.
The deal for the weekend was that I flew into DC and spent a day and half with the kids and grandkids, then after lunch on Sunday I was going to drive about seven hours to Columbus, spend the night, and then drive the rest of the way after breakfast on Monday, getting home early afternoon.
At first I wondered why Traci had booked a hotel for Sunday because I thought she was coming with me and we'd drive straight through, but she told me this trip I was solo so I could get all the driving and become acquainted with my new toy: a black GT Turbo. Ford had switched to making the Probe engines in 1990, and the only way they could get to car to move as good as the Mazda engine was to put a turbocharged V6 in it. And it did scream, but it no longer was near as good on mileage as the Mazda 4-cylinder.
Much of the first part of the drive was in the mountains of West Virginia, which is always a lot of fun but can be dangerous. You've got two or three lanes of traffic, a 70 MPH speed limit which everybody ignores, large semis, curves, and everybody jumping in and out of lanes. It can look like pure craziness, and it's not for the faint of heart. I know from having two previous Probes that this car can do everything I ask, and for me the mountains are crazy fun. But after that it's pretty much straight highway, which is kind of boring since I really can't open it up like I'd like. Most of the time the speed limit is 60 or 65, which means I'd be doing 70 or 75, but even then, you have to be careful for the cops, particularly in Ohio.
I pulled into a gas station soon after I talked to Traci, and after gassing I stopped in the convenience store to get a pop. The kid working the counter looked at me, then looked at the car.
"That's sure beautiful, mister. That's a Probe, right?"
I was impressed with the kid's knowledge. He wasn't even born when they stopped making the car.
"Yes, it is," I answered proudly, standing up completely to my 5-11 and a shade height. "Retirement gift I picked up in DC yesterday. Heading back to Illinois."
Wow, she sure is nice."
I nodded at the youngster and swaggered -- yes, swaggered -- back to my car. Just for his sake, I held on the clutch for a bit, then dropped it into gear and chirped the tires, not necessarily an easy thing to do with a front-wheel drive car.
I replayed the weekend in my head as I drove. Spent quality time with my daughter and her husband and my only grandchild. Now that I'm retired, I vowed in my head to see that little guy a lot more in person. Seeing him on Facetime was nice, but live in person is so much better.
I passed a car full of what appeared to be teenage girls. They honked the horn at me in greeting as I sped by, my long gray hair flying in the breeze. I took a quick look as I went by, and the one sitting behind the driver's seat kind of reminded me of my Traci at that age: long blonde hair, big boobs, and, I think, blue eyes. I might have been a little distracted by her breasts to get a real good look at her eye color.
Ah, my Traci, the founder of this feast, so to speak. Not quite what she was when I first met her at 19, but still a damn fine-looking woman for 63. Yes, she might be 20 pounds over her fighting weight, and I'm sure the blonde hair comes more from a bottle than occurs naturally, but she still turns heads of our contemporaries, and some a bit younger. I thought about seeing her out last fall at a museum opening, being a little more daring by going braless in a somewhat lowcut pink sweater, with her nipples saluting for most of the day. I know she was somewhat uncomfortable being dressed that way in public, but I know she did it because she knows I absolutely love that look. And to show my appreciation, I licked her almost literally into a coma that night in bed. She's still incredibly responsive although I now have to use lube on her to keep from making her sore, but she bucked and screamed her way through a dozen orgasms before she finally tapped out.
I met Traci as a sophomore at Indiana State. She had moved into the dorm I had live in for two years. I was outside playing Frisbee with some guys on my floor when she and her parents pulled up to move her in. I took one look at her and was gone, as evidenced by one of the guys bouncing a throw off the side of my head while I stood gawking. I stopped playing at that point, went over to her and her family and asked if they needed any help. Her dad took one look at my long, curly hair, sort of sneered, and gave me a polite "no thanks." I took the hint and walked away.
One week later I saw her in the dorm and introduced myself. I could tell she was less than enthusiastic about meeting me, so I quickly extricated myself from the situation and left.
Two weeks later I saw her walking hand-in-hand with a guy who lived two floors up from me in the dorm. He looked like a geek with a short bristly mustache. Obviously I wasn't her type. I didn't lose any sleep over it.
I'd see her around the dorm from time to time and make polite small-talk. Since she wasn't in my circle of friends, I had no real reason to talk to her. She wasn't interested, and I wasn't going to waste a minute of my time chasing her. I wasn't a Romeo by anybody's standards, but I did OK with the girls and didn't need to put up with anybody's attitude.
Two years later she turned up at a party some friends were throwing before classes started. Mr. Bristly Mustache had graduated, and she was by herself. I figured I could give it one more shot, and if I got rejection or attitude I'd move on. No harm, no foul.
Traci was a business major in an age where not a lot of women were. Most of the business majors on my floor thought she was a pushy bitch, although they couldn't quite explain why that thought that since she didn't talk much. Knowing some of those guys, I figured they were just intimidated by her intelligence and her unwillingness to stay with the status quo in the business world.
I wasn't expecting a lot when I went over to her, but apparently being alone in a roomful of people was not her strong suit, because she looked more than a little edgy when I approached. You would have thought I threw a drowning person an anvil when I asked how she was doing.
"Do you always drink two beers at a time," she sniped at me, looking at the cups I was holding in each hand. I was about to give her a smart-ass answer back, when for some reason, I decided to hold back.
"Pretty much, yeah," I answered. "I'm pretty much ambidextrous, so I don't like to play favorites."
She shook her head slightly and I started to turn away, but before I could step away from this Angel of Death she put her left hand on my right forearm to stop me, and stepped into my personal space. I looked down at her hand in complete surprise. At just 5-1, I towered over her. She got up on her tiptoes, took a handful of curls hanging down on each shoulder and pulled my face down to hers before giving me a soft, sensual little kiss on my lips.
When she stepped back and got down off of her toes, I just stared into those soft blue eyes. I then leaned into her, wrapped by forearms around her and gave her back a soft, sensuous kiss -- all without spilling a drop of beer. We left the party together, and spent the next two hours talking -- just talking -- in a dimly lit corner of the dorm lounge. We've been together ever since, getting married soon after graduating. Her parents weren't thrilled with her choice, but I absolutely didn't give a fuck what they thought.
We both got good jobs after graduating, and things were good. Sex was varied and plentiful, although we did slow down to almost every night from the twice every day we were doing at school. I had learned how to please a woman in multiple ways, and Traci certainly didn't lack for attention. The woman just had to give me a smile, a certain look, a hair flip, and I would be doing my damndest to make sure that she was going to orgasm multiple times. I most always was successful.
Allison came along three years after we were married. She was the light in both of our eyes, and there were times when we fought to see which one of us was going to hold her. And it got even worse when we visited either of the grandparents' houses. I'm pretty sure the kid's feet didn't touch the ground for the first two years of her life at either grandparents' homes.
I smiled at the memory of those years, and when I looked up I was passing the first off-ramp for Columbus. Fuck it. I wanted to keep driving, and I wanted to get home to my Traci. I could afford to blow off the room rental. I pulled over to the side of the highway and called the hotel to release my room. I thought about calling Traci, too, but decided instead to surprise her by getting home sometime in the middle of the night and crawling into bed with her. There's nothing better than surprised to see you sex in the middle of the night.
Two hours past Columbus I hit one of the rest stop restaurants. While there, I called Traci, telling her I was just calling from my hotel room to see how she was doing. She obviously had put her phone down and had to run to get it, because when she picked up she seemed a little out of breath.
"Hey, save some of that breath for me for tomorrow," I said as she picked up.
"Of course, Sweetie," she answered. "You know I can't wait to get your hard dick stuffed inside of me."
That was all it took for her to get me hard. We talked for a few more minutes, then I told her I would see her tomorrow afternoon.
"Mmmm," was all she said.
I quickly finished my dinner and headed back out on the road after getting another tank of gas. I had closed the windows and the sunroof when nightfall came, so I no longer had the rush of the wind in my ears. The Probe was performing brilliantly. I again smiled when I thought of my wife and my son-in-law really pulling one over on me. Thirty-nine wonderful years -- where had that time gone?
I pulled into Normal around 1:30 a.m., and got to my house about 1:45. I had parked my Ford Taurus on the street, so I could pull my new toy inside the garage. I had the garage remote with me and started slowly up the driveway to find ... somebody else's car in my garage spot, right next to my wife's car.
For a quick second there I thought I was having a heart attack as I felt shooting pains going down my limbs and I started to sweat profusely. I was then able to take a deep breath in and out, and the pains went away. Unfortunately, the other car didn't, and it was all I could do to get a second clear thought to run through my brain.
The last thing I remember for a few minutes was shutting the Probe off. I just sat there in shock and looked at the other car, some kind of a Mercedes. Finally, I went into the garage, opened the car's passenger door and found the registration in the glove box. The car was registered to Ralph Pruitt, who up until six months ago when she retired was Traci's boss for the last 10 years. Shitfuck.
My first thought at this point was to sneak into the house, grab my Sig Sauer 9mm and kill both of them. Then I thought about just wounding them. Eventually I came to the conclusion that going to jail for hurting or killing them wasn't a wise move.
I quietly entered the house. It was almost eerily quiet as I crept up the stairs to the master bedroom. The door was locked as usual, so I very quietly unlocked it and entered, and there, in my very own bed, slept Traci and Ralph Pruitt, with my wife cuddled in to his right shoulder and his right arm curled around her, very similar to how Traci and I often slept, especially after a night of good sex. The familiarity of the position told me that this wasn't a one-off for them.
I've got to give a commercial here for the iPhone 11 night mode feature. The two shots I took of them in the very low light of the room turned out beautifully.
After putting away my phone, I quietly grabbed enough clothing for several days from my drawers and closet. I found a piece of luggage in the hall closet and threw my stuff in there. I also went back for my gun, then I left. Coming back through the garage, I unfolded my knife and put big gashes into all four of his tires and all four of Traci's. I got into my Probe, drove to a spot down the street and watched.
Being retired, Traci didn't have to get up early, but Ralph not only had to go to work, he had to be out of my house early enough not to be seen by my neighbors. I wasn't surprised then when the garage door went up at 5:07 a.m. I also wasn't surprised when Ralph's car didn't roll out of the garage. Since all four tires were flat, the car was sitting fairly level, and unless he was specifically looking for something on the floor, Ralph wouldn't have seen the cut tires. His car sensors, however, would have alerted him immediately upon his starting up.
I couldn't see what was happening in the garage from where I was parked, but at about 8:30 a truck from Fred's Tire Barn showed up, carrying eight new tires. I sarcastically wondered if Ralph paid for Traci's tires or made her pay. I also wondered if the pair was going to be stupid enough to call the police. Although they had no way of knowing that I did the damage, calling the cops still would have meant a lot of questions, and supposedly I was due home in the early afternoon.
After Ralph finally left at about 10, I suppose Traci went into scramble mode to get the bed linens changed and the house completely de-Ralphed. I left and hit the road on the way to Omaha, NB, figuring it was time to visit a longtime friend who lived there.
Traci finally called when I didn't show up at 3.
"Yeah," I answered curtly, holding the phone to my ear. Being an older car, the Probe didn't have Bluetooth and couldn't do hands-free. I made a mental note to get that corrected in the near future.
"Where are you? You're supposed to be home," she said in a tentative voice.
"I'm in the middle of Iowa on I-80, cruising along on the way to Spence's," I replied blandly.
"What the hell are you doing in Iowa? I know you're having fun driving, but are you more in love with that car than me?"
"At this moment, yes," I answered truthfully. I hung up, pulled over to the side of the road and then texted her a photo of herself and Ralph sleeping in our bed.
I didn't get a return phone call or text. I pulled back on the highway and put my right foot into it.
Spencer and Marianne put up with my churlishness for three days after I filled them in on what had transpired. It was good to be among old friends in my time of need. I didn't say too much for the visit after my initial outpouring, but with old friends you don't necessarily have to use words to express love and support. As I was getting ready to leave, Marianne gave me a big hug, and quietly whispered into my ear that she and Spence always had room for me, no matter what happened.
This trip home didn't have the thrill of my last drive. I don't think I ever got the Probe over the speed limit as I needed the usual six-plus hours of normal drive time to grieve and think. I was grieving for my marriage, because at this point I was pretty sure that we weren't going to be together for a 40th celebration.
I guess I had all the usual questions running through my head: what had I done wrong; was I not satisfying Traci sexually; was this guy so much bigger and better than me; and what was life going to look like without Traci by my side after all these years. Yeah, I even briefly thought about forgiving her and staying married -- if she even wanted that, but I quickly dismissed that idea. I knew in my heart I'd never be able to get the sight of the two of them sleeping together in our bed out of my head. And if you can't forget, than you really haven't forgiven. I'd eventually twist myself into a knot and go through the rest of my life a bitter, old man ... as opposed to divorcing her and going through life as ... a bitter, old man.
"Aaarrrggghhh!!!" I yelled to myself.
Traci's Lincoln was alone in the garage this time when I sent the door up by remote. I grabbed my bags out of the trunk and walked inside to see Traci sitting curled up on the family room sofa, a glass of red wine on the table by her left hand. No time like the present, so I opened the fridge, grabbed a Corona and plopped down into my recliner. We looked each other directly in the eyes. I could see tears starting to well up.
I put my right hand up, palm out, making a stopping motion. She looked distressed and sat up a little straighter, but didn't start crying.



"Please don't," I started. "You know I hate when you do that 'poor me' crying shit, and in this case, if there's anyone who should be crying, it should be me. How could you do this ... to us, to me! Thirty-nine years gone ... poof! ... in a puff of smoke.
"I'm pretty sure that some of it was real, maybe the first 10 or 20 years. When exactly did you fall out of love with me?"
"I've never fallen out of love with you, Andy," she replied softly. "I love you more than anything right now, but I've hurt you beyond belief ... and I don't know what I can do to make that pain go away."
"You might think you still love me, and maybe you still do somewhat, but it's not with the same intensity it once was ... or you never could have done this to me. Never.
"So tell me, how long has this been going on, and don't insult me by telling me this was a one-off. The way you two were sleeping together tells me that this has happened more than just a few times ... Are there others? Have you slept with any of our friends?"
Her facial expression shifted from scared to angry when I asked my last question. I wondered if I came close to the truth.
"How dare you ask if I've slept with any of our friends like I'm some kind of a slut ..."
"Looks like the shoe fits, Babe," I interrupted.
She harrumphed at that and shut up. She eyed me warily, almost as if she was afraid I was going to hit her. She knows me way better than that, and if she was truly thinking logically she knows I would never strike her, despite what emotion my face was showing.
"It's only been the one ..."
She got halfway there, and then figured I knew too much and would probably catch her in the lie. When in deep, sometimes the truth is the only path to take.
"He's been the only one," she corrected herself. "It's been going on for quite a while, maybe five or six years."
I felt dizzy. I know my eyebrows shot up when she gave the timeframe.
"Once ... sometimes twice a week once we got going good, and usually for several nights when you were out of town on a business trip."
She said it so matter-of-factly, with no emotion, just like she was answering a question about math or history. Once or twice a week, plus trips, for five or six years. Goddamn, I am one Grade A fucking idiot, or the most trusting guy on the planet.

"It's not like you made it hard to do," she continued. "You trusted me completely, so all I had to do was give you a reasonable excuse to account for my time."
"Well, pardon me for completely trusting my wife of more than 30 years!" I snarked, tipping back my head and pouring the remaining beer in the bottle down my throat.
I got up to get another beer and noticed her glass was empty, too.
"Another," I said.
"Yes, please," she answered spritely.
I got a new beer for me and a wine refill for her and sat back down, leaning forward in my chair.
"Why didn't you just tell me you were unhappy. I could have made changes. At the very least we could have at least divorced somewhat amicably," I said.
"But I'm not unhappy, and I don't want a divorce," she said in that bland tone. "I already told you, 'I love you,' and I really meant that. I want us to grow old together."
I'm sure my face told her I was more than a little confused.
"Listen, Alice. This isn't Wonderland. You don't get to cheat on me with a lover for years, then have me whisk you off to Foreverland on my white horse. Real life, at least in my world, doesn't work that way."
"And that's why we're having this conversation, Andrew," she said, calling me by my formal name, the name only she uses when she's annoyed or pissed off at me.
"You're a smart guy, and there's no reason we can't come to some sort of a solution to this, even if it means I have to give up Ralph. I'm serious, Andy. I love you, and only you. What Ralph and I have is purely physical. I guess to use the cliché, you can say it is just sex ... very good sex, I have to admit ... but still just sex. What you and I have goes so much deeper. Why would you want to end it at this point?"
I sat there flabbergasted, gobsmacked, and several more adverbs that escaped me at the moment. Could she really be this detached to watch she's been doing? Who stole my wife's soul when I wasn't looking?
"Wait just a fucking minute here," I rasped. "In your mind, you actually think there's a chance I would let you keep fucking Ralph?"
"You make it sound so cheap when you say it like that, Andy!" she responded angrily.
"That's because it is so cheap!" I responded right back.
"What happened to the sweet woman I married 39 years ago, who vowed to be faithful to me 'til death do us part?'
"Traci, you've been cheating on me ... CHEATING ON ME ... for five or six years, and you don't see it as a big problem? Really? What happened to you? What's going on, Babe?"
She took a sip of her wine, and I looked at her hard. My God, I had been blessed. She's 63, doesn't look a day over 53, has the body of a 43-year-old, and the sex drive of a 33-year-old. And therein lay the problem, I was about to find out.
"Remember a few years after I finished menopause several years back, when you noticed that I seemed to have gained back a lot of my ... sexual sensitivity ... and I started having more intense orgasms?"
I nodded. We both were amazed at her "rejuvenation," if you will, and have been enjoying it tremendously. Her doctor even had a term for it, which of course I couldn't remember, but said that about 10 percent of women experience this late in life. Of course as their husbands are hitting their sexual slide, nothing often comes of this, but when Traci started experiencing it, I went to my doctor and get some pharmaceutical help so I could keep up and we could both enjoy these years. And our sex life has been pretty damn good considering we aren't kids anymore.
"Well around this time Ralph had really been laying on it thick, saying that I was glowing and had a new vitality. By this point we had been working together for about four years, and had become pretty close friends. We even started to flirt back and forth, nothing serious to start, but it felt really good to know that a man could find me attractive and want to flirt with me at that age."
"Wait a minute," I said. "I've always told you that you were an extremely sexy woman, and I've almost always been after you trying to get you into bed. Didn't that count for anything?"
"You're my husband. You're supposed to say those things," she noted. "This was a different man, a friend, who seemed to have an interest in me, and truthfully ... it was heady ... and very stimulating. It was probably a good thing I need lube to really get juicy these days, or else I might have been leaving wet spots where I sat when Ralph started talking to me like that.
"A couple of months later, you had to take a short business trip to Houston, I think, over a weekend, and I'm not sure why exactly, but I invited Ralph over to dinner on that Saturday night. One thing led to another, and I took him upstairs and we had sex for the first time. It was wonderful and very exciting. I knew in my head that some of the excitement was because it was wrong and he was new and different for me, but it was still a special experience. Later we had sex a second time -- we actually made love that time -- and then we slept for several hours before he went home.
"When he came here, we always pulled his car in the garage, and he always left early in the morning so he wouldn't be seen by the neighbors. We always tried to be respectful."
I snorted at that.
"Respectful to who -- the neighbors? Because it certainly wasn't trying to be respectful to me. Man's over here fucking my wife in my bed, and you're telling me you're trying to be respectful."
She shifted uncomfortably in her spot and took another sip of her wine.
"I have to admit I was surprised that I didn't wake up feeling guilty for what I had done. I didn't really feel guilty until you came home that night. I kind of avoided you for a few days there, wondering if you could see the guilt on my skin, like a layer of dirt. But since you didn't know, and in reality I hadn't taken anything of yours and given it to him, I stopped even feeling guilty. So going back for a second time, then a third, etc. was almost easy. I just had to make sure not to do anything stupid to hurt you."
"But you did take something of mine and gave it to him," I noted. "Although ultimately it's your body to do with as you please, you gave him the fidelity you vowed was only mine. I took our vows completely serious more than 39 years ago, never thinking there was an expiration date on them. I guess it must have been in the fine print somewhere."
"You're really making way too much of this, Andy. Have you thought this out? What would either of us gain if we split up? Life in a Senior apartment somewhere ... alone. What sense does that make. I love you, Andy, and even though you're pissed at me right now, I know you love me, too. If you don't want me to see Ralph anymore, I can abide by that."
I could feel my blood pressure rising with my anger. I think we're talking about whether we're going to stay together, and she thinks we're talking about whether I will put up with her keeping Ralph as her lover. Unfuckingbelievable!
"No, I don't want you to see Ralph anymore, at least for the little bit left that we're still married!" I yelled at her. "After we divorce, you can go back to seeing him all the time for all I care."
"Divorce ... not going to happen, Andy," she blithely said.
I got up from my chair, threw some clean clothes into my suitcase, grabbed off some personal stuff and left. I got into the Probe and drove to a nearby cheap motel to spend the next few days. I was completely baffled by Traci's attitude. How do you not know someone after being married to them for 39 years?
Bright and early the next morning, I called William "Willie" Joseph, a longtime friend and attorney, and set an appointment to see him over lunch, my treat of course. We went to an Italian restaurant, and over a veal and pepper hero I told him my sad story. Willie and I went back to our college days at Indiana State, and he's known Traci since the two of us started dating. We'd even socialized with him and his wife, Ada, on a few occasions.
"You sure she's not suffering from some kind of early onset dementia? This doesn't sound like the Traci I know at all," he opined.
"Exactly," was my only response.
I know some people would consider me a wimp, but I told Willie to split everything as evenly as possible. She had put up with me for 39 years, so there was no reason for me to become an overnight asshole. I told Willie to give her the house, which was paid for, and give me that much more in cash. I was never going to be able to live in that house again without picturing the two of them in our bed.
"Are you really sure you two can't patch this up, man? You guys have been married forever. You've grown old together."
I could see this was hurting him almost as much as it was hurting me.
"The usual two weeks OK on the paperwork, Andy?" he asked offhandedly.
"Actually, Willie, I was hoping for a favor on that, and I'll pay extra for that favor. Can you get her served by Friday?
"Wh-wh-what? If you're not hating on her, why get it done that fast? You haven't even been to the bank yet or done any of the other stuff I told you that you need to get done."
"You just can't believe her attitude, Willie. She's actually hopeful I'll change my mind and let her keep fucking this Ralph guy."
"Whoa," he responded. "That is fucked up. Friday fast enough?"
"That should show her I'm damn serious, Willie."
I got the expected phone calls and texts from Traci over the next few days. I didn't return either, but the tone of the voicemails and texts was about how much she missed me, she was sorry she hurt me, that I was just being stubborn and childish. I noticed there wasn't an apology for what she had done ... to me and us.
Tuesday night I called my daughter, Allison, and son-in-law, Ron and gave them the news about the divorce and the exact reason why. They seemed as surprised as I was to learn of the affair, which at least told my paranoid brain that this wasn't some kind of a conspiracy against me. There were more than a few tears shed, and after about 10 minutes Allison asked me if there was any chance for a reconciliation.
"You guys have been married forever. You're both retired. Now is the time to be relaxing together by the fireplace with a drink in your hands," she noted.
"That was my game plan, Baby, but apparently your mother has other plans. She is under the impression that as soon as I get over my mad, we'll be good. But this was hardly just a one-night stand, a fling, an accident. They have been lovers for more than five years, and in fact have even had several trysts in our own bed! In fact, that's how I found them."
I quickly texted the photo of the lovebirds asleep to my daughter's phone. I heard the text sound on her phone, then I heard the sharp intake of breath from both her and Ron.
"I'll never be able to get that site out of my head. I know in time the memory will fade, but it will take longer for the pain ..."
"But 39 years, Dad," she whined.
"Ron, if it was you and Allison in this situation, would you even consider forgiving her, after a five or six-year affair?"
It got quiet on the other end of the phone. I know my daughter, she was probably staring daggers at Ron trying to get him to say something conciliatory, but I know Ron is a man of convictions.
"No, Dad, I wouldn't forgive her, and I wouldn't rule out physical violence either," he finally responded.
"Ron!" Allison yelled.
"I told him the truth, Allie!" Ron responded. "You ever do that to me and I'll kill you, at least figuratively!"
Willie called Friday about noon to say that Traci had been served. His process server reported to him that Traci looked shocked, then devastated. I showed up at the house about 2 to get some more things. Traci was sitting at the kitchen table, a glass of wine in her hand and a half-filled bottle beside her.
"You spiteful bastard!" she hissed at me when I walked past the kitchen on the way to the stairs. "Four damn days. You got a line on a room at a nursing home and want to get moved in quickly?
"I already told you, Andy, there will be no divorce. You're going to take this like a man, we're going to get past this, and we're going to finish our lives together. I love you. This doesn't change anything."
"That's not being a man, Traci. That's being an accepting cuckold, and that's not going to happen. You broke our vows, repeatedly, and because we're old you just expect me to forgive and forget. Ain't forgiving. Ain't forgetting. Ain't happening.
"Traci, I have no doubt that you still love me to some extent, but it's not an all-encompassing love anymore ... at least it hasn't been since you let Ralph into your life. I was all in on you. There was no playtoy, no Plan B. Nothing. It was just you and me. Now there's you and me and Ralph and whoever might come after Ralph ..."
She was softly crying now. A big part of me wanted to give her a big hug and tell her everything was going to be all right. I still loved her. We've been married 39 years. You don't just stop loving someone like turning off a light. But the part of me with the broken heart was resisting the temptation to say all sorts of nasty things. I headed up the stairs.
Traci fought the divorce, and her attorney got the judge to go along with 12 counseling sessions. Willie told me the best thing I could do was cooperate and keep my mouth shut, because pissing off the judge would just slow the process.
We both showed up about five minutes early to our first session. Traci tried to engage me in conversation as we sat in Dr. Ruth Swearingham's waiting room. I was having no part of that and answered in as few words as possible.
Finally Dr. Swearingham ("never call me Dr. Ruth") came out of her office and ushered us inside. We were offered something to drink, which we both declined, before the doc explained the rules of decorum: there was to be no shouting, no name-calling, no swearing, and no interrupting. Breaking the rules once earned you a warning; breaking the rules a second time would be reported to the judge as insubordination, with "appropriate measures" taken. I was wondering what those measures would be when Dr. Swearingham noted that it might be a good idea if I listened to what others were saying when I wasn't speaking. OK, hint taken.
Since I was the "offended party," I got to tell my side of the story first. For the most part, Traci sat and fidgeted quietly, and a couple of times the doc held up her hand as Traci started to interrupt. Then Traci told her story, which was pretty close but not exactly the story she had told me. A main difference is that she made it seem like she found a new companion to confide in because I was working extreme hours. When I got my chance to respond, I told the counselor that I was only gone from home for a couple of days each month, so I didn't consider Traci's assertion of loneliness to be valid. Dr. Swearingham nodded her head at me and wrote something in her notebook.
"So what exactly would you gain from a divorce?" Dr. Swearingham asked me. "Are you looking for a win here, Mr. English?"
"No, Doc I'm not looking for a win here," I said in a tired tone. "I don't think there is a win here for me ... only loss. I'm just trying to minimize my loss here. I've lost the person that I considered the center of my universe for the last 39-plus years. Everything revolved around her. But that's gone now, and will never be replaced. I'm probably going to die a lonely old man because the person that I put above all others didn't love me enough not to have an affair for more than five years."
"That seems pretty dramatic, Mr. English. You don't seem the type of person to overstate things. Why now?"
"You're right, Doc. Normally I'm pretty low-key. But this is not a normal situation for me. I don't think I'm overstating it when I say that she broke my heart ... and my world.
"A few weeks ago, I'm thinking I'm on top of the world. I just retired, got a car I absolutely loved as a gift from the women who loves me, and we were getting ready to travel around the country just experiencing things like museums, zoos, anything that looked interesting. Me and the women I loved and the woman who loved me back.
"Then I find out that the woman I love doesn't love me back quite the same way ..."
There was 30 seconds of total silence in the room. I could hear the wall clocking ticking away. Finally, Dr. Swearingham asked Traci for her side of the story.
"First, I'd like to say that I love you with all my heart, Andy. I don't love you any less than I ever did. This is not about love. This is just sex. I told you that, and I mean it."
Traci told her story pretty much verbatim the way she told it to me, which made me wonder if it wasn't rehearsed. I tried not to look as disinterested as I felt. I did perk up when she started adding details after the fact.
"The first time Ralph and I had sex was the night after you left for Houston. If you remember, we had a rousing send-off that night in bed, and you really had me wound up. I must have had a dozen orgasms from all of your various forms of play.
So Saturday after you left I was still kind of pumped up, and you weren't around, and I guess I just wanted some company, so I invited Ralph over. And he kind of took it that since I invited him over and you were gone ... so he was flirting with me more than usual, and I was still pumped up, and it just felt right -- just friends -- and we started to kiss, and then I knew that we were going to go upstairs and have sex.



"And it was truly wonderful. He wasn't better than you, and only a little bigger, but he was the first different man that I had sex with since we started going steady 42 years ago. And because I knew it was wrong, that only added to the mix ... and ... afterwards he was a complete gentleman. We did it more forcefully than you and I do, and I enjoyed it. Then a few hours later we did it slow and gentle ... we made love ... and that was wonderful, too. But it was too close friends enjoying each other's bodies. I didn't love him and he didn't love me, but yes, we did have some sort of a connection. And then we cuddled up, like you and I do ..."
"Did!" I interrupted.
"Mr. English!" scolded Dr. Swearingham.
"We're friends, good friends, and I didn't feel guilty like I thought I was going to.
"So when you didn't notice ... I thought that as long as I didn't take anything away from you we could continue to see each other ... as friends and lovers. And if you didn't come home early, you still wouldn't know and would still love me with all of your heart, and we wouldn't be here right now.
"I didn't take anything from you. Can't we just pretend Sunday night never happened and go back to what we had. Is this just about your ego?"
"And there it is!" I exploded. "It's all about me and my fragile ego. Never mind that you've been cheating on me for more than five years!"
"Well, that's close to the end of our time for today anyway, Mr. English," Dr. Swearingham said. "But I will have to report that you weren't exactly cooperative today."
"I didn't shoot her today, did I?" I asked in my best sarcastic tone.
"Sarcasm is not your friend in here, Mr. English," the counselor added.
I was pretty pissed when I left the counselor's office. Traci tried to engage me in conversation as we got to the parking lot, but I needed to be alone ... with a responsive machine around me. I got into my Probe, found some highway and drove east to the Indiana border. A couple of hours later, I hit a rest stop, put some gas in the beast, put my right foot down and drove home. This is what my life had turned into. The only positive stimulation I was getting was from behind the wheel of a 16-year-old piece of metal.
We each had a solo session with the counselor before our next session as a couple. I have no idea what she and Traci talked about because I didn't ask and she probably wouldn't have said, but I was baffled where Dr. Swearingham seemed to be heading with me. I got the feeling she was trying very hard to soften me up into forgiving Traci, and at the same time she kept driving home the point that if I didn't I would spend my old age ... alone.
"That's where I am right now, Doc. Even when she's in the room with me ... I'm alone. I used to look at us as 'we', with me being half of that. But she's cut me adrift. There's no 'we' anymore. It's her and me ... separate entities.
"Somewhere she's lost us and she's the only one that counts. It's all about her. Then she's got me ... and she's got Ralph. I can't live with that scenario," I said.
"But she says she loves only you," Dr. Swearingham noted. "The thing with Ralph was not about love. It's just physical, she says."
"Really, Doc? 'Et tu, Brute?' You're supposed to be a trained therapist and counselor. You can't see through what's going on?"
"Well, Mr. English, why don't you enlighten me with what you think is going on, so I can figure out exactly how you see this," she said.
"Can I speak plain since it's just us, or do I have to talk nice. I'm willing to give you me, if you let me give you me unfiltered."
"By all means, Mr. English, the floor is yours."
"To start with, I do believe Traci loves me, just not as much as she used to, otherwise she could never even have considered jumping into bed with another man. And call me old-fashioned, but I don't go for any of this 'it's just sex bullshit.' She does have some feelings for this guy. She admits to being 'very close friends,' which I think translates into some feelings for him. Again, I don't believe if your totally committed, you have feelings for someone else."
I was watching the doc's eyes as I was talking, so she tried to keep her face as neutral as possible. Still, I saw her flinch a couple of times.
"Tell me, Doc, when your wife has sex with another man in your own bed, how much respect is that showing you?
"And if we're talking about love and respect, how about the fact that she's been sleeping with this guy for more than five years? Once or twice ... even a few times could be a lust-crazed fling. Five years? Does she think I'm a fucking idiot? Even if it is 'just sex,' how do I ignore or forgive five years worth of her fucking around on me? FIVE YEARS!
"But everybody seems hung up on the fact that because we're old, I should forgive her and move on. What a shame it would be for both of us to be alone in our final years. I'm already alone! She left me when she chose to fuck him. It doesn't make one bit of difference to me if I live by myself in an apartment or in a different room in our house. I'M ALONE!
"And one more thing, Doc. She's told me she's sorry she hurt me, and she's definitely sorry I found out, but she's never told me she's sorry she did it. She enjoyed the attention of another man and jumped into bed with him, and she's not even sorry. Did she ever tell you she was sorry?"
I had gotten out of my chair and was pacing while I finished my soliloquy of sorts. I fell back into my chair when I was done. I was suddenly exhausted.
"Those are all good points, Mr. English. We will have to address them when all three of us next meet."
"Yeah, right," I said offhandedly.
I got up from my chair and left.
I like to think I'm a fairly sharp guy, but this whole episode proved to me that I am way too trusting for my own good. I never saw the ambush coming the next week when Traci and I met with Dr. Swearingham.
"So this week I want to talk about ways to resolve this stand-off," Dr. Swearingham began as my head began to swim. "Traci, we'll do ladies first."
"Dr. Swearingham, you know I don't want a divorce. I think Andy and I can work through this and eventually get back to where we were, and ride off into the sunset together. I know I hurt him, and I just now realized that while I apologized for hurting him, I never expressed remorse for cheating on him, and I think that's hurt him as well. Andy, please ... please ... I'm sorry for what I did. Let's not end it like this after all these years. You're a better man that that."
I took a sideways look at the doc as Traci was apologizing. She definitely had a smirk on her face which left the minute I turned my head in her direction.
The silence was deafening in my head. It was a good thing my parents taught me to never hit a girl, or I would have slapped both of them ... hard.
"The fact that you were fucking him for more than five years tells me you're not sorry," I said as Dr. Swearingham started to protest my language. "Sorry I fucked him once or twice, maybe. Sorry I was a drunken idiot and forget my vows like a slut maybe. But not I've been fucking this guy for more than five years and now I'm finally sorry. Doesn't work for me."
Traci looked more than dismayed at my answer. The doc looked shocked, and was scribbling furiously. I was probably going to get a "time-out" for my attitude, but the beast was unleashed.
"We've been apart for what, two months now," I asked Traci without expecting and waiting for an answer. "How many times have you fucked him since I left?"
Traci's face flamed bright red. Her lips were moving, but no sound was coming out of her mouth. The doc's face was bright red as well. I wasn't sure if that was because she was embarrassed by the non-answer, or the fact that I was perceptive enough to ask the question. For a brief moment I was actually proud of myself.
"At least have you been sorry enough not to have done it anymore in what used to be our bed?"
Traci didn't answer as she suddenly became interested in the texture of the carpet.
I stood up and looked the doc square in the face. She squirmed in her chair.
"I'm not smart enough to know if what you did today is some sort of ethical violation, but I'm betting it was not exactly kosher. I'm thinking I'm done with these sessions, and you're going to inform the judge that you don't think additional counseling will make a difference. Am I clear?"
She sat there with her mouth wide open as I stood up to leave.
"So that's it!" Traci yelled at me. "Thirty-nine years thrown away just like that? I never took you for a mean, spiteful man. I guess I was holding you up on too high a pedestal!"
"And I never took you for a common, lying slut. Imagine that. My mistake," I said quietly as I left.
It had been six years or so since I had been back in Normal when I pulled into the parking lot of the funeral home. Calling wouldn't begin for another hour, but my daughter had asked me to come early so we could meet alone in private before other people started showing up. She and my son-in-law, Ron, had the unenviable task of doing the planning, as requested by my ex-wife. They had gotten into Normal two days ago from DC.
Allison had asked me if I wanted to help with the arrangements, or if I wanted to say anything at the service or the meal after the funeral. Despite what happened, Traci and I were happily married for more than 30 years, Allison pointed out, and I probably knew her better than anyone. While that might have been true, I hadn't spoken more than a few dozen sentences to her in the eight years since the divorce ... on one of the few occasions when she had been at the kids' house visiting and I happened to call, and she picked up the phone. I hadn't had a real conversation with her since the last meeting with Dr. Swearingham. There was nothing left to say, I felt.
Allison spotted my car pulling up and was out the front door of the funeral home in a flash, with Ron and my grandson trailing behind. It had been a few months since I had last been to their house, but anytime we met Allison always came running with a big hug for me. She didn't disappoint this time either, practically jumping into my arms like a 15-year-old, instead of the 47-year-old she was in reality. I took a step back when she landed on me, not being quite as spry at 71 as I would have liked.
I hugged her back hard, then kissed her cheek and set her back on the ground.
"Allie, meet Kay, my travelling companion," I said as I introduced the attractive woman who was just two years older than my daughter and had gotten out of the passenger side of the car. "Kay was gracious enough to make the 15-hour trek up I-55 with me. We stopped about a half-hour ago to get presentable after being in the car for six hours today up until that point.
My daughter and son-in-law looked at me with shock on their faces.
"You drove eight hours yesterday? At your age?" Allison questioned.
"And he wouldn't let me drive a mile of it," Kay said. "You know your dad as well as anyone, I suppose, so you know that he doesn't let anyone drive his Probe."
"I actually drove it before he did," Ron said, "when I checked it our for Mom ... before she bought it for him ..."
Realizing what he said, Ron's voice just sort of faded off. I knew he felt bad, so I jumped in to make it less awkward.
"Turns out it was the last gift she ever bought me ... and if she hadn't bought if for me I never would have caught her cheating on me. So it was both a blessing and a curse, at least for me. I guess she always looked at it as a curse."
"She maintained up until the end that she loved you, Daddy," Allison said. "But she was bitter that you 'threw her away,' as she put it. I just don't have any clue as to what she was thinking.
"She continued her relationship with the guy for three more years, until he got transferred to Colorado. He didn't ask her to go with him. She was bitter at him, too; blamed him for you two splitting, I think. To the day she died, I don't think it ever occurred to her that she was the instrument that caused this downfall."
I didn't stand with Allison and Ron and the kids at the front of the funeral home for calling. I didn't feel it was my place. What we had together once was a long time ago. Kay and I sat in the back row for the service. The pastor did a very nice job memorializing Traci. There were quite a few tears shed, but none by me. I had done all of my crying for Traci a long time ago.
We headed back to Traci's house -- our old house together -- after we finally left the funeral home. I had seen a lot of old friends that I hadn't seen in years, and they all expressed condolences to me. Kay stayed by my side the entire time, sometimes holding my hand when it looked to her like I might need a little bolstering.
Allison let us in to the house and it was like going into a time warp. It looked exactly the way I remembered it. I don't think Traci had changed anything.
Allison saw the look of surprise that I'm sure was on my face.
"She didn't change a thing after you left, just in case you changed your mind and came back. In fact, she never even changed the locks, hoping someday you'd come back. If you still had your key, I'm sure it would still work," Allison noted.
"Nah, the only key I've still got from those days is for the Probe," I said as I fished the trophy out of my pocket and held it up for all to see.
Allison made coffee and since I knew where everything was, I got out the cups and saucers for the six of us.
While she and I were maneuvering in the kitchen, she leaned in close to me and said in a stage whisper, "You know some people thought you bringing a younger date to Mom's funeral was rude and tacky. I've got to admit, I didn't tell them they were wrong."
I raised my eyebrows and nodded as Allison poured. Everyone sat down at the kitchen table with their cups of coffee. I held the floor.
"As I told you before, Kay is my travelling companion. She is not a date. She has been a friend for several years in Houston, and knowing that I had a long and potentially stressful drive ahead of me, she volunteered to make the drive with me," I explained.
"But ... at the expense of giving too much information, particularly in front of the grandkid, I guess it would be more accurate to call her a 'friend with benefits.' One of several friends of that persuasion."
The grandson snickered. Allison and Ron looked at each other with more than a little surprise on their faces.
"Kay is the president of the Quattro Queens Bridge Club, of which I am an ex-officio member. I met Kay first, about eight years ago, and we became really good friends ... and playmates of a sort. But Kay is a very sharing woman, and gradually introduced me to several of her closest single friends, the other three members of the bridge club. The ladies range in age from 52 to 60, and when one of them needs an escort for an evening ... or just some mail companionship, shall we say, well, they just call and I help out.
I know I was started to blush from embarrassment, and at that point Kay picked up the narrative.
"At our ages, good single guys like your father are hard to come by, so the four of us -- actually the five of us -- came to this agreement. It would just be among ourselves, so we were guaranteed to be disease-free, and there was to be no jealousy. Also, there was to be no more than just two playing at a time. We don't want to kill your dad off."
Allie and Ron still look befuddled.
"Your dad is in remarkable shape for his age, love, and well, nowadays they make little blue pills to help with things. And really, a man's tongue never wears out, does it?"
The light bulb of recognition practically lit up above Allison and Ron. The grandson thought this whole discussion was hysterical.
"Everybody, myself included, figured I was going to be a lonely, bitter man for the rest of my life," I added. "All things considered, I guess things turned out pretty good for this old man."
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It was a beautiful late fall day in Indiana, with the sun a bright auburn as it started its descent in the sky. Traci wanted to enjoy another sunset while sitting in the glider near the edge of the pond Jason had built about a quarter-mile from the house.
At 72 and suffering from Alzheimer's, Traci was extremely frail, yet she insisted upon walking the trail to the glider, of course holding on to Jason's arm very tightly. He let her pick her spot first on the glider and helped her sit, then he sat to her left.
It was crisp, maybe 32 degrees, and like she had done so often in the past 12 years, Traci snuggled into Jason's ribs, with her face against his chest, as he swung his right arm around her shoulders. The pair sat together silently for about five minutes before she looked up at him and said - in the voice that told him she was 18 again or thereabouts, "I love you, Jason."
He looked down on her smiling face, hugged her tighter to his body, and replied as usual, "You're not so bad yourself, Kid."
She snuggled in a nick tighter. "Mmmmm hhhhh..."
++++++++++
Growing up, Jason couldn't remember a time when Traci wasn't a part of his life. Their families lived two houses apart, and she was just two weeks younger than him. They were best friends from the time they were about 3, and remained that way through the "icky" years of farts and cooties. Traci gave Jason his first real kiss, and after waiting until they were both 18, they gave their virginities to each other.
Their parents were as happy with their children being close as they were: where you found one, the other was sure to be close by. Jason, an only child, was an older brother to Traci's sister, Katie, four years her junior. They were regular dinner guests at each other's homes. Through the years, others had tried to steal away one or the other as their own, but none was ever successful. From the time the two were 12, their mothers had joked that they were making wedding arrangements.
It might have gone on to be a great fairy tale come true for all except for college. Traci wanted to be a teacher, and was quickly accepted at the University of Southern Indiana in the southwest corner of Indiana. Jason wanted to earn a degree in engineering, and got accepted to Purdue University. Since neither was allowed by their parents to take their cars to college for their freshman years, the almost four hours of driving distance between them might as well have been the length of the country.
"This will be good for them. A little separation will let them see the world from a new vantage point," was the consensus from the parents.
Jason, however, wasn't convinced the parents were right. Traci was a beautiful girl, blonde hair, blue-eyed with a curvaceous cheerleader body. He knew his brethren; they were going to be all over Traci. He brought up the subject almost every day for the last two weeks before they both had to leave for school. Traci downplayed Jason's worries, however, right up until they night before both left for school.
The pair was eating dinner at Traci's house with her family when Traci spoke up.
"I don't think we should be exclusive to each other while we're away at college," she told him. "We need to get the full college experience, and I don't think we can do that if we're holding back because of each other."
Jason stopped chewing his food immediately and looked like he was going to throw up.
"Jase, are you OK buddy? You look like someone just shot your dog," spoke up Katie.
"Oh, come on, don't be a drama queen, for God's sake," said Traci's father, Allan. "You two will survive."
Jason sat stock still, while Traci continued.
"We'll be together like always when we're home, but when we're away at college, we'll both be free to date whoever we want. You'd get to go out with a different girl each weekend, if that's what you want. And what girl wouldn't want you? As long as you don't get carried away ..."
She purposely left the last part unfinished in front of her parents.
Jason was 6-1, 185 pounds of athletic muscle, with light brown, wavy hair and cool blue eyes. If not for being together with Traci, he might have been their high school's heartthrob. He was a star receiver in football and also earned letters in basketball and baseball. Many a girl in the Fort Wayne area would have been in the bidding for his attentions.
With everybody at the table staring at him, Jason finally found his voice, telling all concerned he was not on board with this plan.
"Whose genius idea was this?" he sarcastically asked.
"There's no need to go there, Son," replied Allan. "Why don't you just calm down and we'll see how this plays out."
Jason knew that with her father on her side, he was defeated. He didn't say another word for the remainder of the evening, and instead of the big good bye kiss Traci was anticipating when he left, Jason gave her a chaste peck on the lips and told her he would call her when he got to Purdue.
"It will be OK, Jason. You'll see. We'll be as good as we always were," Traci said as he left the Branches' home.
Jason's parents were watching TV in the family room when he got home. They could tell something was wrong the minute their son walked in the room. He huffed down on the sofa.
"The world end and somebody not tell us?" Jason's father joked, trying to lighten the mood.
"At least my world," Jason responded back. He then relayed the conversation he just had with Traci.
"A relationship is as much about trust and respect as it is about love, Son," Jason's father replied. If she trusts and respects you as much as you trust and respect her, this won't be a problem. Don't get crazy anticipating the worst."
"I do trust her, Dad. I just don't trust anybody else, and I won't be there to watch over her."
"If you love something, let it go, Jason," his mother started, repeating the old saying.
But Jason was having none of that. He jumped off the sofa and headed upstairs to his bedroom while his mother was finishing the thought.
Jason and Traci texted almost every day and talked several times a week in the first few weeks of college. Both dropped off after that, but Jason understood that as his college life became busier. He hadn't dated anyone on campus, though, and hoped in his heart the same was true for Traci. As both had the same five days off for Thanksgiving, he guessed he would find out soon enough.
Jason got back to his house about noon on Wednesday, and after checking in with his mother, made a beeline to Traci's house. He knocked on the door and walked in, as was the kids' habit at this point, only to find, Rose, Traci's mom, alone in the kitchen.
"She's not home yet, Jason. She had a couple of things to do before she left campus. I'll send her over when she gets in," Rose said.
Jason looked crestfallen as he walked the 50 yards back to his house. Traci never said anything about staying late on Wednesday.
Traci never made it over to the Arnolds' house on Wednesday. Jason waited until 9 on Thanksgiving morning to go back to the Branches'.
The Branches were in their family room when Jason walked in. He got the usual greeting from Traci's parents, but Traci didn't jump up and head over to him as he expected. In fact, at first glance she seemed to flush, took a quick look at her mother and looked down. Then she apparently remembered she should rise and greet Jason as the "boyfriend" he was, at least when Traci was home.
She pecked him gently on the lips, still never looking Jason directly in the eyes.
"Sorry about not making it over yesterday. I didn't get in until 11 last night."
Traci's parents peppered Jason with questions about life at Purdue. Traci didn't say much about USI, or anything for that matter, he noticed. Even when they held hands on the sofa for a bit, Traci seemed to be a little off, and Jason noticed there didn't seem to be the usual bit of electricity he always felt when they held hands. When he left a couple of hours later to go back to his house, Jason knew Traci was no longer his. For the rest of the few days off, the pair didn't even try to sneak away someplace private for sex, as they had been doing on a fairly regular basis before they left for college.
The text and calls picked back up when they got back to school, and Traci seemed more like her usual self during the Christmas break. Jason gave her a gold pendant that spelled "Love," and she insisted he put it on her immediately after giving him a kiss that was about as passionate as they were going to get in front of her parents. Later, at Jason's house, when Jason's parents went out to see a movie, the two went up to Jason's room and made love, as they had done several times since giving their virginities to each other. About halfway through the session, Traci disengaged and told Jason to lie back on the bed. He did so hesitantly, but when Traci climbed on top and sank down cowgirl, the sensations running to Jason's hard dick made him almost forget that this was something she apparently learned at college. Prior to going off to school, the pair had made love missionary and doggy only. The session quickly changed from lovemaking to fucking as Traci's arousal multiplied and she rode Jason to two orgasms, and when Jason finally came it was the strongest orgasm of his young life.
Flush from the moment, Jason was driven by lust, but as his dick softened he became acutely aware that Traci's pussy wasn't quite as tight as it had been. He made a mental note to himself that either she had been having a lot of sex with a lot of guys, or just a lot of sex with someone with a big dick. Neither thought made him happy.
As it takes women longer to cool down than men, Traci was still too wrapped up in her orgasms to notice the quizzical look she was getting from Jason. She was pretty sure he suspected that she was having sex while at USI, but since in her mind she wasn't being too brazen about it, she wasn't worried about repercussions coming from it. After all, that was part the deal that he agreed to, wasn't it?
Traci did note that Jason seemed to hold back just a little when they got home in the summer. For his part, Jason knew that things were never going to be the same for the couple. Upon reflection, he knew that if he dated other girls, they were going to have some history, too. It's just that their history would have been made prior to dating Jason, not making it while being away from him at college.
Summer came and went and both children took their cars to school for their sophomore years. But if Jason thought he was going to be spending more time with Traci, he got several unpleasant surprises. Most times when he asked her if he could drive up to see her she was busy with school work or some event, and as for her driving down to see him, four hours was an awful long drive for her, she noted. He ended up taking one trip to USI each semester, and the time spent together seemed forced - not to mention there was no sex on either trip.
After going without dating for his entire freshman year while away at school, Jason reluctantly decided that he needed to stop waiting on Traci and get on with life as she was doing. As Traci had predicted, he had little trouble finding willing dates ... and willing sex partners. After a while, he even stopped feeling guilty about going out with other girls.
Summer vacation saw Jason spending more time away from the Branch house. His absence was noted by Allan and Rose one night at the supper table.
"Jason's been working construction this summer," Traci offered. "Says he's dead when he gets home at night and has just been staying in."
"Well, I sure miss him!" Katie declared.
Rose and Allan shot looks at each other across the table. Traci seemed oblivious.
The pair was able to get together for sex several times during the summer. Most of those times it was Traci introducing Jason to what she assumed were new positions for him: Jason never gave her any indication otherwise, and the pair would have a rousing session of hard fucking. Then there was the night Jason turned Traci's world upside down by introducing her to oral sex. The pair was in Jason's bedroom as his parents had gone out for the evening, and were getting each other aroused with several passionate kisses. Jason then slowly stripped Traci out of her clothes, and after pulling her panties off, he made his way back up the bed to her bare breasts, where he started licking and sucking. After a few minutes of that, he licked his way down to her pussy, which was already leaking. He crawled to the bottom of the bed and put his head between her moist thighs, flicking gently at her pussy lips with his tongue. Traci gave a slight squeal, and then started to buck as Jason slowly started licking inside her opening. Lights flashed and her stomach knotted before a pleasurable burst erupted inside of her lower stomach and into her vagina.
Traci had no idea that she had just squirted on Jason's face, and the warm liquid running down his cheeks and mouth encouraged him into a full-on oral assault. He nibbled on her labia, licked slowly, then rapidly on her opening, then moved himself up to tease her clit with his mouth and tongue. After her fourth shrieking orgasm, Traci told Jason he needed to stop because she was too sensitive. At that point, he mounted her, put her legs up against his chest and fucked her as hard as he ever had. She had one final orgasm during the vaginal sex, then Jason came with a roar of his own, filling his condom full of seed.
"Somebody has learned some impressive new skills. I told you this would work out good for both of us," Traci said quietly as the pair laid together and cuddled.
Traci's head was buried in Jason's chest as she said this, so she never saw the look of disappointment on Jason's face.
About a month before both were to be back at their respective schools, Traci announced to Jason at the supper table at the Arnolds that she was going to be rooming with several friends in an off-campus apartment this coming year. Jason was surprised by the announcement, because Traci had never mentioned anything about it before that moment.
"How many people are going to be rooming with you, Dear," asked Jason's mother innocently.
"Two. Traci replied. "Friends from the dorm. We figured it was time for us to expand our horizons some and be on our own."
"Are your parents good with this, Trace? Do they know these other kids?" Jason asked.
"Oh yeah, Mom and Dad have met them several times in the past."
The last statement didn't go past Jason unchecked. He noted to himself that he had hardly ever seen Traci during the school year due to her busy schedule, and wondered how the Branches were able to be there "several times."
Traci left for USI two days before Jason was heading back to Purdue. He had stopped over at the Branches to say goodbye to Traci's parents and Katie. As the four were talking at the kitchen table, Rose noted that Traci had forgotten a milk crate full of record albums that was sitting in the hallway near the front door. Jason noted that he would be glad to take the albums over to Traci, then swing up to West Lafayette.
"That's a long ride just to give her some records. I'm sure she's got a radio down then, and she'll just have to listen to that, Son," Allan replied.
"Not a problem, Mr. B. Just give me her new address. I can find anything. It will give me a chance to check the place out."
Rose and Allan thanked Jason as they handed the albums to Jason along with Traci's address. He left the Branches' home a couple of hours later and went home.
Since he had a long drive ahead of him, Jason left for Traci's and then Purdue a day earlier than he had originally planned. Five hours later, he pulled up in front of Traci's apartment and rang the bell. When Traci answered the door, she looked as shocked as Jason expected her to look since he had not called to tell her he was coming ... except there was no smile and no joyful greeting when she saw Jason at the door holding her albums. Jason looked confused as Traci was wearing a robe at 3 in the afternoon, apparently having just gotten out of the shower.
Traci was stammering at the door as a tall, dark-haired guy wearing only a towel around his waist walked by in the background.
"Who's that at the door, Babe?" he questioned.
"No ... fucking ... body," Jason said with fire his eyes. He threw the crate on the ground at his feet, turned on his heel and walked off.
Traci just stood at the door, with her mouth opening but no sound coming out. Her companion came up behind her and rubbed his front along her backside, then readjusted his towel. Seeing the crate on the stoop, he opened the door, leaned over and picked it up.
"Shit! I'm a dead woman!" Traci hissed. "We don't have to worry about my parents or Jason finding out about us living together anymore."
Jason didn't remember much of the drive to West Lafayette. He cried for much of the first hour, then went into memory mode as he played back many of his life's scenes with Traci in them in his mind.
"Hey, your girlfriend has called here like six times now," Jason's roommate said when he got to his dorm room. "She sounded pretty desperate. Trouble in paradise, Romeo?"
Jason gave his roomie a sad look, then spilled on what he had seen just a few hours ago.
"Sorry man. What are you going to do?" his roommate asked.
"There's a party at the Delta house tonight. Thought I'd drink about 12 of their beers and see if that doesn't put me in a better frame of mind."
"I meant about the girlfriend," his roommate responded.
"Oh, her. Toast, bud. Toast. It took all my self-control not to use that crate as a lethal weapon. But neither of them is worth it.
"Let me call my parents and tell them I'm here safe, then we'll grab some food and brews if you're up to being my wingman."
"You know I've always got your back, man."
After getting dinner and drinking beer at the Delta house, Jason finally returned a call to his former girlfriend.
"I was getting worried about you," Traci answered as she picked up. "I was afraid you were going to do something stupid. Look, we need to talk ..."
"No, we don't need to talk," Jason interrupted, slightly slurring his words. "Talk is what we should have done before today. I saw everything I needed to see several hours ago. And I'm guessing that your parents didn't know about this either, or they wouldn't have let me drive down. At least from them I got some honesty and respect."
"Jason, look, we can still be together when we're home. This doesn't change anything,"
Traci started.
"The fuck it doesn't," Jason yelled into the mouthpiece of the phone. "You're obviously his girl now. I don't need seconds from you. You didn't show me one ounce of respect after all we'd been through, you bitch. Have a nice life."
The phone call from the Branches came two hours later.
"I'm sorry, Son," said Allan Branch. "We certainly thought we raised her better than that. I guess you were right, although I'm sure that's hardly any solace to you now.
"Don't close the door, Jason. I'm sure she'll come back to you once she gets her head on straight."
"Mr. Branch, I know you didn't know about this, so I don't hold anything against you guys and Katie, but as far as I'm concerned, I don't ever want her back. There's not enough love left in my heart to forgive what I saw today, and I'd never be able to trust her again. That's not the life I want for myself."
After another hour, Jason's parents called.
"Jase, I just got off the phone with Allan Branch, and I'd have to say that he's close behind you in outrage and shock over what Traci did. Don't hold it against the whole family, Son," Jason's father said.
"I won't, Dad," Jason replied. "But I don't want anything to do with that girl again. Nothing's ever going to be the same again, Dad."



Larry Arnold didn't hear from his son for two weeks. Then came the notification from Purdue that Jason had withdrawn from the university, along with a refund of money already paid for the year. His calls to his son went unanswered. Two days later, Jason finally called home.
"Hey, Dad, what's up?" the 20-year-old said when his father picked up.
"You sound pretty good for a guy's who lost his girlfriend and withdrew from school. By the way, the refund got here. When we you going to tell us? Maybe next year?"
"Kinda sounds like a country-western song, doesn't it." Jason jibed. "Been busy. Getting most of my stuff packed up and sent home. Won't be needing it for a while. I joined the navy. I start basic in two weeks."
"Are you fucking kidding me, Jase? This isn't funny, Son."
"Not trying to be funny, Dad. My life is a do-over. Got a good deal from the navy. They'll pay for my last two years of school and I get to choose what I want to specialize in. But I might try to make the SEALs first."
"If this is what you really want, than your mother and I are behind you 100 percent. Be the best SEAL ever, Son. Just remember to come home and see us when you get some leave."
++++++++++
The three Navy SEALs at the bar were no strangers to being ogled by women. Something about dress whites really seemed to attract women's attention. The trio had just come from the wedding of a teammate, and had stopped at the hotel bar to continue their personal party. It was early on a Saturday night, and the several groups of women around the bar were watching the three intently. Since the three had leave until the next Monday, they each had more than a day and a half to find a companion in the nation's capital before flying back to California.
Traci Gibbons and two co-workers from the law firm of Highland-Nowak stood at a high table just off to the left and slightly behind the SEALs. There was something familiar about the tall one, she thought, but until he turned around completely to check out the entire bar she didn't realize why. His hair had gotten darker in the seven years since she had last seen him, and judging by his uniform, he had put on about 20 pounds of muscle. He also had a scar running about three inches along his left jawline, which gave him kind of a rakish look, she thought. All in all, he looked very different from the man-child she had last seen up close as he was pivoting away from her doorway in Evansville.
Almost as if she was a moth being drawn to a flame, Traci moved to the sailor, waiting until she was just about on top of him to speak his name.
"Jason? Jason? I can't believe you're here. Oh, my god, Jason. What's it been, seven, eight years?"
As a SEAL, Jason was keenly aware of the woman moving toward him, but hadn't given her a good look until she spoke his name. Recognition flashed across his face immediately, if not exactly happiness, his SEAL brethren noted.
Traci opened her arms for a hug and moved into Jason's space. Discretion being the better part of valor, Jason hugged her back.
As she stepped back from the hug, a quick but studious glance told him that Traci had grown from a beautiful 20-year-old into a gorgeous 28-year-old. She had gained about 15 pounds since he last saw her, with about 10 of those pounds being in her well-rounded boobs. It was still a very nice package, he thought to himself.
"How have you been, Traci?" he finally said. "You're looking good."
"Wow, that's all I get after all this time? Girls," she called over to the two women at the table, "this guy and I were practically joined at the hip when we were kids. He was my first, and if you would have asked our parents, he was also going to be my last."
"This is that Traci?" said the SEAL to Jason's right. Before he could go on, Jason held up a palm to both of his friends.
"That's enough, thank you," he said as he gave both a sharp glance.
Traci's friends had left their table and moved over to join the group at the bar. The taller of the pair, an auburn-haired beauty with green eyes, looked hard at Jason, then back to Traci.
"You mean you had this one and threw him back? Catch and release?" she asked.
"He was before Frankie," Traci said to her friends. "We have known each other since we were about 3."
"How are your folks, Trace? How about Katie?" I probably haven't seen them since the last time I went back home, about three years ago," Jason said.
"Everybody's good, Jase," Traci said. "How about your folks? I don't get home very often anymore either."
"Both good, too. So you guys live here?"
Traci told Jason about her being a paralegal, having gone back to school for a bit after her marriage to Frankie fell apart after three years.
"Frankie, huh? Never knew his name. Never asked. Never cared enough," Jason said blandly.
The tall redhead that had questioned Traci earlier then stepped in between the pair pointedly.
"Thanks for the history lesson, girlfriend. Now take the hint and go away. I need to make a new best friend."
Jason smiled crookedly at Traci and started to talk with the ginger, who introduced herself as Candy. Traci was a bit put out that Jason was able to dismiss her so easily, but she figured it was just a matter of time before she got the chance to talk to him again. The chance never came, however, and two hours later Jason headed out with Candy hanging on his arm, telling the women he would get Candy home safely. Traci and her other friend, Melissa, stayed at the bar with Jason's two SEAL friends.
"So you knew Traci before her ex?" Candy asked as they entered Jason's room.
"Yes. I thought we were going to be married someday. So did our parents. And then along came ... uh, Frankie, I guess. End of first romance," Jason said.
"So, since there's no ring on your finger I'm guessing you haven't replaced her in your heart? Can I put in my entry?"
The redhead sealed her lips to Jason's for a good 30 seconds. He then picked her up like a feather and carried her to the bed.
Four orgasms later for her, Candy was curled into Jason's body as her breathing slowed. She took a quick look at her knight in shining armor, smiling as she saw her juices still dripping from his chin. She dropped off to sleep as Jason listened to her breathing, thinking.
Becoming a SEAL was the toughest thing Jason had done to that point in his life. It had taken all of his mental toughness to earn his spot. He used the experience to overcome the pain of losing Traci. When he saw her in the bar, he felt sadness, not anger. Jason hadn't replaced Traci in his heart not because he still loved her, but rather because he hadn't found anyone that could replace the love he had lost. Knowing what true love was, he wasn't about to settle for anything less. He thought he had found it once, only to find that the girl he thought might become his wife wasn't ready to settle down.
But then again, maybe settling down wouldn't be right for him, Jason thought. Without a wife, he could do the job he loved without reservation, without worrying what would happen to his family if he was injured or killed. Those possibilities were always there as a SEAL. Jason often wondered how the family guys did the job - or how their families slept at night.
Jason was very good at his job. In his eight years as a SEAL, he had seen action in 15 countries. He had learned three other languages, and gotten a look at several differing cultures. Sure, most of his memories could never be shared with others due to clearance, but he had no doubt that at the end of the day he squeezed more into his life than the average ham-and-egger, going from their TV to their office and back, watching their kids play Little League, and playing a round of golf on the weekends.
Regardless, Jason always had his teammates, and they had him. Falling in love wasn't a high priority. He could always find good pussy if he needed the release. He moved his head down a bit and kissed the top of Candy's head as she slept. The tall woman certainly was primo tail, he thought to himself.
++++++++++
From the standpoint of the weather, Virginia certainly wasn't California, but with spring rapidly approaching, plants were starting to bud out and the grass was turning green, so Jason's spirits were improving daily. Jason, a second lieutenant, had been reassigned to a different SEAL team in the fall due to the death of the team's second in command, and with the reassignment came the move from California to Little Creek, VA. It took a bit for Jason to get used to winter again, although Virginia's winter still wasn't as harsh as the winters he experienced growing up in Indiana.
The day had seen the team working on a training exercise. That completed, Jason and his roommate, Master Chief Earl Haley, were headed to a McDonald's for a quick supper when they spotted an SUV pulled over to the side of the road with its flashers on. There looked to be several children in the car with a woman driver, so the pair of SEALs decided this time they could be heroes simply by getting their hands dirty. They pulled in behind the disabled vehicle, and Jason got out of his pick-up and went to the driver's side door.
The sun was coming from behind Jason when he knocked on the window, so the driver couldn't get a clear look at his face as she dropped the window, but as soon as the window got low enough, Jason knew who he was looking at. Her hair was a shade or two darker than he remembered, but those big blue eyes still had the fire he had loved and remembered.
"How can I help you, Traci?" he boomed in his best baritone.
Traci looked shocked, and quickly raised her left hand to shield her eyes from the sun.
"Jase? Jason Arnold? Is that really you?"
"In the flesh, so to speak," he replied as all talking in the car suddenly ceased.
"Oh my god, look at you, you big handsome hunk of a SEAL!"
Jason stepped back, Traci opened her car door, stepped out and jumped into Jason's arms, wrapping her own arms around him.
"Kids, kids! Get out of the car. I've got someone I want you to meet."
By this point Earl had gotten out of Jason's pick-up and had approached as well. In the little time he had known Jason, the lieutenant had not talked much about family and friends, so he gave Jason a raised-eyebrow look. Jason shrugged in return as Traci's three children piled out of the car.
"Kids, this is my oldest friend in the whole world, Jason Arnold," Traci gushed to her clan. "I've known him since we were about 3."
Jason guessed the three children to range in age of 15 down to 10. The oldest and youngest were both girls, with the son in the middle.
Jason acknowledged the youngsters and introduced Earl. The children immediately began asking the soldiers questions.
"Tell you what. Let me see what I can do about the car, then how about we head over to McDonald's and it will be my treat, if that's OK with Earl."
Earl nodded sheepishly. He was notoriously tight with a buck, and would have no problem tolerating three kids if he could get a free meal.
The problem was a small one and Jason and Earl soon had the car running. Traci and her family followed the soldiers over to the McDonald's down the street.
After getting their food, the group took one of the larger tables. Traci sat directly across from Jason, from where she could study his face, and his upper body. She quickly noticed that his short hair was flecked with gray, and at 45 he no longer had that youthful look he had the last time she saw him ... about 17 years ago. She chuckled to herself when she remembered that she wasn't exactly a spring chicken either.
She watched him as he was talking to her children. She noticed a few scars on his well-muscled forearms, and the fact that his uniform fit him like it had been made specifically for his body. If there was any fat on him, she couldn't see it. Why had she let him slip away, she asked herself.
She was trying to think of a good answer to that question when she noticed the table had gotten quiet. Leslie, her oldest, had asked her a question, which Traci in her musing had apparently missed.
"Earth to Mom, earth to Mom," Leslie said.
"I'm sorry, Dear, what were you saying?"
"I asked you if you had ever dated Lt. Arnold," Leslie repeated, with more than a hint of teenage annoyance in her voice.
"Uhhh ... yes, Dear, we did date for a while," Traci answered uncomfortably. "We dated some in high school."
"Well, what happened?" piped up Nancy, the youngest.
Even Jason was looking at Traci at this point, as if she was going to reveal some sort of secret. She looked over at him briefly before starting to stammer an answer, but Jason had the good grace to jump in and make the save.
"We just agreed that our friendship was too important to us to lose, so we broke it off," he said in a calm, measured voice.
Traci's eyes flicked up to see him smiling benevolently at her. She took a deep breath and let it out quietly.
Jason had noticed that Traci was not wearing any rings on her left hand. He briefly entertained the thought of asking why, but then figured he didn't need to go there. It would only be natural for her to tell him in the course of conversation.
"Are you married, Lt. Arnold?" Leslie asked seriously.
"Nope. Never found the right woman," Jason answered with an ease that made Traci stiffen.
"How about you, Master Chief?"
"Getting more serious with my girlfriend every day," Earl replied. "Maybe later this year I might buy a ring and pop the question."
Jason scrunched his face into a look that said he wasn't believing the master chief. Traci smiled as she remembered that look.
"How about you, Traci? Where to from here," he asked gently.
"I um ... got divorced from the kids' father about a year ago," she answered quietly. "We were married for 14 years before I caught him cheating with a co-worker. It's been the kids and I since."
It had gotten quiet again at the table. The children seemed to be lost in their own thoughts.
"I'm sorry, Traci. I truly am," Jason said quietly.
"So you live out this way, now?" Traci said more upbeat, trying to lighten the mood.
"Yeah, I got transferred over about six months ago. You live here, too?"
"About 10 minutes from here. Archie, that's my ex-husband, got transferred here soon after we got married, and I've been here ever since."
"You still working as paralegal?"
"I went back to it after the divorce," Traci answered. "Archie makes great money, and treated me right in the divorce, but financially I still needed to get a job. And mentally ..."
"Yeah ... I get that," Jason interjected as Traci winced slightly.
Jason switched the topic to the kids, figuring he could get them involved in the conversation. He found out that Leslie was 13, Chris was 11 and Nancy was 10.
"Chris, here, is my athlete. We were just getting back from soccer practice when the car started having problems."
"You guys play sports?" Chris asked the two SEALs.
"I was all-state in track," Earl beamed. "I can still haul ass. These guys can't even get close to me when we do any running."
"Jason was an all-conference wide receiver in football and was pretty good in basketball and baseball, too," Traci answered before Jason could speak up. "I spent many a cold Midwestern Friday night cheering for him on the sidelines in a cheerleader's outfit."
"And she was quite the cheerleader," Jason followed up.
"Sounds like you two really need to catch up by yourselves some evening. I'll watch these two goons for Mom if you want to take her out some night, Lt. Arnold," Leslie volunteered with a mischievous smile on her face.
Traci started to stammer something, but Jason cut her off.
"I think that's just what we need to do. That's a great idea, Leslie," he said as he smiled at the teen.
Traci's face went from shocked to pleased as Jason spoke. Considering the way Jason made it a point not to speak to Traci after the break-up and then in Washington, D.C., years earlier when they met, she certainly wasn't expecting that. She recovered quickly, though, and got a business card out of her purse, wrote her cell number on the back and handed it to Jason.
Leslie gave her mother an approving smile as Jason put the card in his pocket.
Earl waited a few minutes before he broached the topic of Traci on the drive home.
"Well, LT, you going to explain that, or just pretend it didn't happen?" Earl said in his most sarcastic tone.
"Master Chief better get that smirk off his face before I punch it off," Jason said with a laugh in his voice.
Jason told his friend the now ancient story. Earl listened quietly, and let out a stream of air from his mouth when Jason finished. By this time, the men had reached their apartment, and as they got out of the pick-up, Earl looked Jason directly in the eye.
"Do you still love her? Even a little bit? Because that woman has three kids, and she doesn't need to get involved with a Frogman if said Frogman can't make the total commitment," he said.
"Most of my love fell away that day in Evansville, IN, at the door," Jason responded. "Boot camp and SEAL training took most of the rest, and what little was left evaporated over the years. So, no, I won't be getting involved with her in that way, and I'll make sure she knows that if the conversation or mood even veers that way when I take her out.
"But they look like a nice little family, and I wouldn't mind seeing my old friend and her kids from time to time."
"Just keep those kids in mind with what you're doing, too. Better to leave them alone completely than have them be collateral damage if you're planning on getting some revenge," Earl said.
"When did you get so smart, Dr. Phil?" Jason chuckled.
Jason didn't tell Earl that revenge was just about the farthest thing from his mind. From the little bit he knew of Traci's life after he left it, karma got his revenge for him in the form of two divorces. But they had seemed like a nice family ... a family he didn't have and probably would never. If the circumstances had turned out different, those might have been his kids, Jason thought to himself.
Jason waited a week to call Traci for a night out. They set the "date" for the following Friday night. Guessing that Italian was still her favorite food after all these years, Jason made a reservation at one of the nicer places in town.
Jason wore the only suit he owned for the evening, noting to himself it wasn't like he needed more formal attire very often. He supposed he could have worn his dress uniform for the evening, but he really only liked to wear that to official navy events.
Leslie greeted Jason at the door when he arrived at Traci's house. She looked him up and down before giving a low whistle.
"You SEALs clean up nice," she said.
The other two children were seated in the living room as Jason walked in.
"Mom's a little slow at getting ready," Chris said with a grin on his face.
"I guess some things don't change, then," Jason replied back.
Traci appeared then in what would have to be called the "mom version of the LBD." The dress was tight enough to show that she still had good curves, even with the extra 15 pounds or so she
had gained since Jason had last seen her, but came down to about two inches above her knees, and there was no cleavage on display. Still, her appearance made Jason's heart jump a bit.
"Do you like?" Traci asked him directly.
"Yes, ma'am," Jason answered as his navy training took over.
"Ma'am? Who says that anymore?" Leslie ridiculed in a friendly voice.
"SEALs do," Jason noted.
Traci waited in the passenger seat of the pick-up for Jason to come around to her side and give her a hand getting down from her seat in the parking lot at the restaurant. A true gentleman, Traci thought, he gave her his forearm to lean on as she got down. She noted that Jason's arm was still packed with muscle, and she noticed a familiar tingling in the middle of her body.



The pair had a very pleasant evening catching up. Jason seemed particularly interested in the children, Traci noted. Although she was curious, she didn't have the courage to ask if Jason had ever married or had kids. A pang of guilt settled in her stomach.
While she enjoyed the evening out, Traci noted that Jason seemed friendly but dispassionate. She had hoped that maybe a little of the love he once had for her remained, and that this could be the start of a way back for them.
Jason, too, enjoyed the evening and the memories. Only once during the evening did the memory of Traci at the door in Evansville pop up in his mind. He quickly pushed that aside.
Traci couldn't help but notice Jason still had the body he first displayed in Washington, DC, those many years ago. The SEALs had been good for him in that regard, she thought.
Jason didn't ask Traci to return to his apartment for a nightcap as she had hoped. He took her back to her house, where Traci invited him in. Although she knew her children would be waiting for the two, she wasn't ready for the evening to end so quickly.
"Well, you two are home much earlier than I expected," declared Leslie.
"Yes, we are," Traci answered quickly. "White or red, Jason dear?"
Both Leslie and Jason noted the term of endearment Traci had used. They grinned nervously at each other before Jason answered, "Red please."
Traci noted Jason had an easy manner around her children. She hadn't expected that considering he'd been in the military that long. He answered their questions easily, and then seemed to pick up on their vibes and asked good questions in return. She was hoping she and Jason could talk more in private, but she got so caught up in her children's reaction to Jason that she ran out of time. At about 10:45, after he had told yet another story from when he and Traci were about 10, Jason said he had to go because he was working the next day at "ten hundred hours."
"This was really great, Trace," he said. "How about next time we do this we take the kids out with us? They do know how to use a knife and a fork, right?"
The kids raised a minor ruckus razzing Jason as he put his jacket back on and headed for the door. After saying good-bye to the children, he put his right arm halfway around Traci's waist and pulled her to him for a quick peck on the lips. Startled by the action, Traci was only able to stammer a weak good night. When she closed the door and turned back into the house, she had three children staring at her red face.
Jason called about a week later to set up another outing, this time for the whole family. The group would go bowling, then decide where to go out to eat. Traci eagerly accepted, although she still would have preferred it had just been she and Jason alone.
The outing went well, both adults thought. Jason was a good bowler as a kid and was still good at the sport. He coached Traci's kids with the ease of a man used to being followed, but he still had enough sense to realize that this was a game, and not real life. At one point while she was watching, Traci grew wistful.
"These should have been his kids. This should be his family," she thought to herself. "I really fucked up big time."
"Penny for your thoughts, Babe," Jason said when he spotted Traci staring at the four of them.
"I'm sorry, Jase. I was just trying to remember the last time we were bowling. That's all."
"Oh, that's easy: about a hundred years ago," Jason bantered back.
"Hey, wait a minute. We're not that old!" Traci commented back.
Two weeks later Jason called and asked about taking the family out again. Traci asked if it could be an adults only night. Jason agreed to dinner and drinks at his favorite steakhouse in that part of Virginia.
Traci hadn't felt butterflies in her stomach before a date in a long time, probably not since she began dating Archie about 16 years ago. She was hoping the night was going to be the start of a new beginning for her and Jason ... a way back. But while she felt the electricity, she couldn't read Jason. He was a long way away from that kid in Indiana ... or was he?
The date started with drinks at the bar and small talk before the pair was ushered to their table. Much of the talk then turned to Traci's children.
"They're great kids, Trace, really they are. You've done a great job of raising them," Jason said. "You ... and them ... what a great package. How could your ex give that up for some extracurricular sex. The man is obviously a moron."
"Where are we going here, Jason? I've got to know," Traci said while she looked down at the table. "I'm so wet right now I might embarrass myself when I stand up. Is there a chance for us? I mean, I know we can never go back to 'Trace & Jase' again, but can't we start anew. I think I'm beginning to fall in love with you again ..."
Traci lifted her eyes to see Jason giving her a sad look. She stopped herself, then looked back down at the table.
"Traci, this last six weeks or so have been great. It's been wonderful to reconnect, and get back a little of what we had lost. And your kids are wonderful ... if you hadn't done what you did they could be mine ... but we can't undo what's been done. I don't have those same kinds of feelings that I had for you as a kid. It took a while, but I don't love you - haven't loved you in a quarter of a century. That part of my life is now just a memory. I was so mad at you. I grieved over you. But then I took my life in a different direction and everything turned out good ... except I never found anybody with whom to spend my life. Since I know what I had once, I won't accept anything less ...
"I treasure the rekindling of our friendship, Trace, but I don't love you and doubt I ever will again. Can't we just accept that and be friends?"
"At least can you accept my apology for how it ended?" Traci asked. "I was stupid and selfish, and that was no way to end it with the person I also considered my best friend. I got carried away with the sex with different guys, and Frankie was bigger and better than the others, so when he asked me to live with him ... well, I was thinking with the brain between my legs ... and I threw away probably the best thing I ever had.
"I waited 25 years to have the guts to say that. I am truly sorry, Jase."
"Thank you for that, Traci. I know how hard that must have been for you. But I wasn't looking for an apology anymore. When I stopped loving you, I was able to forgive you. I'm not sure I would have been able to forgive you if I still loved you. But I am truly glad to have my friend back in my life ... and her great kids."
"I guess if that's all you have to offer me, I will gladly take your friendship," Traci responded. "I probably don't deserve your love."
Jason saw Traci and her children about twice a month. The kids really responded to Jason, maybe even better than they did to her ex, who only seemed to take the kids when he really had to, Traci noted. To an outsider looking in, she and Jason and the kids probably looked like the average American family. But it was never to be, she mused to herself.
++++++++++
Jason was on a deployment two years later in the Middle East when the first bullet found him, shattering his left knee. He gave a terrible growl and started falling forward when the second bullet hit him in the upper left chest near his shoulder. Had he not have been falling forward, the second bullet would have struck him right near his heart, probably ending his life. As it worked out, the injuries ended his career as an operator; he could still be in the navy it he wanted to do a desk job.
Traci got the phone call from Jason's mother, who was informed of the injuries by the navy once Jason was safely in an American hospital. Jason had told his mother that he and Traci had become good friends and saw each other occasionally, so she should call Traci if anything ever happened to him. Traci thanked Jason's mother, hung up the phone, and sobbed before going into the kitchen to tell her children. The four shed several tears for their friend that night, both for his having been injured badly and also because he was still alive.
Jason came back to the United States two weeks later with his left arm in a sling and his knee in a cast. The knee would have to be replaced once Jason got a little stronger.
"Hey, you," Jason said when he called Traci from the hospital. "Tell the kids I'm sorry but bowling is out this weekend," he joked lightly.
Traci involuntarily inhaled when she heard Jason's voice. She started to sob over the phone, making incomprehensible noises as she tried to speak. Getting herself under control, she answered, "Tell them yourself, you coward. OK to take a couple of bullets; not OK to tell three teens that he's ruined their plans."
"OK, OK, I'll tell them myself. How soon can you guys be here?"
Jason was sitting up in his bed when Traci and the children arrived 20 minutes later. The girls kissed Jason gently on the cheek and Chris gave a gentle high-five to his right hand. Traci stood by the bottom of Jason's bed fighting back tears. When the children had finished, she walked up to Jason and gave him a gentle peck on the lips. Jason didn't pull back. As the tears fell down her cheeks, Traci gently curled into his right shoulder, the same way she did so many years ago when she needed comfort from him. Jason put his arm around her waist and let her cry.
The children stood quietly by as the scene played out for about a minute. Then youth trumped the moment.
"So did they give you the bullets they dug out of your body?" Chris asked with enthusiasm.
Jason removed his hand from around Traci.
"As a matter of fact, they did, Chris. I asked the docs for them because I knew you'd want to see them."
Jason reached over to a table and picked up a small jar containing two bullets. He handed the jar to Chris, who looked duly impressed.
Traci and the kids were regular visitors to the hospital during Jason's stay there. Most of the nursing staff assumed they were a family - a happy family.
As soon as Jason was healed and rehabbed enough from the chest injury, the doctors replaced his left knee. Three weeks after that, the Navy determined that Jason could begin earning his keep while rehabbing the knee. He got transfer orders back to Coronado, CA. Traci and the children took the news hard. Jason, too, was disappointed, but he accepted the news for what it was - part of the life he had chosen.
Two weeks before Jason was scheduled to depart, Leslie called him and asked if she could meet with him privately. When he said yes, the 16-year-old asked him not to tell her mother about the meeting. Jason agreed, somewhat confused.
The pair met one afternoon after school at a Starbucks. Jason bought them both salted caramel lattes and joined Leslie at the table she had picked out. As he placed her drink in front of her, Jason couldn't help notice how much Leslie resembled her mother at that age. He smiled at the memory.
Leslie was not smiling. She had something to say, and the look on here face vacillated between anger and sadness, Jason thought.
"Look, Jason, I probably have no right to say this, but I'm going to anyway," she started. "None of us want you to leave, but this is probably going to crush Mom. This is the happiest she's been in years.
"I know you men are often clueless, so that's what I'm assuming you are. Otherwise I'd just have to think you're cruel and heartless, and I can't believe that. If you can't tell, Mom's totally head over heels in love with you. I know you two decided long ago that you didn't want to ruin a good friendship by being involved, but neither of you are 25 any more. She loves you, Jason, and so do we. Can't you do something to get yourself un-transferred, or make some plans for the future?"
Her words came out quietly and in a rush. Jason sat stock still, with a look that Leslie couldn't read.
"Hooooo," Jason sighed. He suddenly felt sick to his stomach.
"Leslie, I love you kids almost like family ... and if things had turned out different we might even have been one. And while I love your mother like a best friend ... I don't love her like that. I'm not in love with her like I once was ... and never will be again ...
"But why not, Jason?" Leslie interjected, a look of extreme pain on her face. "Isn't it supposed to be best when lovers are also friends?"
"Yes, it is, Leslie, b-b-but ... you really need to talk to your mother about this. It's not my place. I'm sorry."
Leslie started to sob quietly at the table. Jason got up from his seat, reached over to the girl where she sat, lifted her gently to her feet, and hugged her in what he hoped was a fatherly way.
"I really am sorry."
Traci noticed Leslie was much quieter than usual at the supper table that night. After supper, Traci approached her oldest.
"Something you want to talk about, Les?" Traci inquired.
Mother and daughter went off to Leslie's room and Leslie closed the door behind them.
"What could you have done to the sweetest guy in the whole world to make him never want to love you anymore?" she hissed in question to her mother.
Traci's face lost all color. She knew it was time to tell her secret to her daughter.
"Oh my God, Mom!" wailed her daughter when Traci finished her spiel. "What a terrible thing to do to a guy who loved you that much. I thought he was just totally clueless about how you felt about him, so I went and spoke to him today; tried to get him to change his transfer orders. He told me that all you two could ever be was good friends because he could never love you again. He wouldn't tell me why; said I had to ask you.
"You threw that man's heart in the trash, Mom, and barely gave it a second thought. For what, some smooth talker who was better in bed ... at least more experienced? What a whore! What a slut!"
Traci looked at the disgust on her daughter's face and dropped her eyes to the floor. She had nothing left to tell. She couldn't even admit to her daughter that the sex really wasn't better after a few months with a new partner. Once she had gotten over the newer stuff, it turned out not to be any better, just different, but by that time Jason was long gone. So she stayed with Frankie, wound up marrying him and then three years later got a divorce when Frankie told her he found someone else on whom to work his magic.
Traci quietly got up from her spot on the bed and walked out of the room wordlessly.
++++++++++
Jason slowly adjusted to life behind a desk. The southern California weather agreed with Jason, and with a rigorous physical therapy program his body returned to the conditioning he had before being shot. His hair was graying down the sides as he approached 50, but he still cut an impressive figure. Dating was not a problem, nor was the amount of sex he was having. What was a problem, however, was not having a family around, even if Traci's family technically wasn't his. They still kept in touch by Skype every week, though, and Jason took leave when Leslie graduated from high school two years later.
The family had saved Jason a spot in the auditorium so he could sit with them. Leslie had specifically asked Jason to wear his dress uniform, and Jason figured out why when he saw Traci's second ex and his new wife seated with the family. Archie Ingram was about two inches and 20 pounds of muscle smaller than Jason, and even in a good suit he was nowhere near as dashing as Jason. Jason guessed that Leslie wanted to make a point on her mother's behalf, and Jason, now a lieutenant commander, was up to the challenge. Chris introduced the two men, and Traci noticed that the smug look on Archie's face that was there since he introduced his beautiful, younger wife, had suddenly disappeared. Traci also spotted the look on the face of the new Mrs. Ingram. Traci didn't notice that the temperature of the room suddenly get much warmer, but Amanda Ingram flushed as if the temp went up appreciably.
Just then Leslie, who was getting ready with the others in the gym, entered the auditorium to take a peek at the crowd and spotted Jason. She practically ran to him and threw herself into his arms, giving him her best "dad" hug. Jason instinctively gave her a strong, appropriate squeeze back, and the scene wasn't lost on Archie. Leslie leaned in to Jason and whispered into his ear, "Thank you, for so many reasons."
Jason had reservations for five at one of the best restaurants in Virginia Beach after the graduation, but he figured he could wrangle two more places at his table if he used his rank when he called, so he invited Archie and Amanda to join them for dinner. Archie seemed uncomfortable, but Amanda spoke up quickly and accepted.
Dinner went off without a hitch. Jason noted that on the few times Traci seemed nervous, she reached for his hand, and he obligingly took hers. The children, he thought, spent more time talking to him than their own father. He came away from the dinner unimpressed with Archie, and wondered how Traci ever chose him in the first place.
After the dinner ended and Archie and Amanda left, Jason drove back to Traci's house with Leslie as his passenger. Leslie thanked him for coming, and thanked him for being such a good friend to her mother, despite what had happened in the past.
"Thanks for showing Dad that Mom's not a loser. I knew she would be intimidated by 'Wife No. 2,' but I think having you here really helped Mom's confidence. And besides, we all wanted you here," Leslie said.
++++++++++
Jason hit his 30-year mark and retired from the navy as a commander. He went to work for a defense contracting firm based out of Washington DC. Since he didn't have a family of his own, Jason often took on assignments that had him travelling the globe for months at a time. But he always found two weeks every summer for a vacation with Traci's family. He and the family would fly someplace together, or he would have them fly to meet him in whatever city he was then in. Traci and the children were always impressed that Jason seemed to know many of the local customs of every place they stayed, and seemed to know a lot of the restaurant and café owners as well. He always seemed to get a great table, and he always seemed to be able to speak the language of whatever country they were in.
"What did you want to be when you were growing up," Nancy asked one night at a restaurant in Jerusalem, Israel.
Jason studied Nancy's face for a second, noticing how much the now 16-year-old resembled her mother at that age. He glanced over at Leslie, who looked like a slightly older version of Nancy. He smiled to himself as he remembered when the only dreams he had were to build fancy new buildings as a structural engineer, marry his sweetheart and soul mate, Traci, and raise a family. How his entire life changed in the blink of an eye. Subconsciously, he tapped his heart and rubbed his artificial knee.
"I just wanted to live a simple life and enjoy my family," he answered. "Then life got complicated, but I was lucky enough to travel the world, make new friends all over the globe and find you guys to make a sort of a family."
The family-type vacations stopped when Nancy, the last of children, graduated from college and got her first real-life job. Still for the next few years, Jason found time to get away for a couple of long weekends with Traci, all very platonic.
Jason retired for good a few days after his 60th birthday, and moved back to Fort Wayne. Traci, too, moved back to Fort Wayne, renting an apartment about 20 minutes from Jason's house. The two were frequent visitors at each other's abodes for about six months.
"Trace, this is really stupid, you living in that small apartment, when I've got three empty rooms. Besides, you're over here most of the time. Why don't you just move in with me?"



Traci blinked back tears. She looked like a deer in the headlights, Jason thought.
"What about the kids? What will they think?" she asked timidly.
"I suppose they'll think we're having earth-shattering sex," Jason said with a crooked grin. "Look, Traci, we're consenting adults, we're best friends. Who says best friends can't be best friends with benefits, unless you think that I'm being too forward?"
"No, no. Best friends can have sex," Traci quickly answered. "But you might have to be gentle with this old woman for a while. It's been quite a while since I've actually played the game with another human being. I decided that if I couldn't have you, I didn't need to have sex with a poor replacement. Quite honestly, it took a while, but I found out they've all been poor replacements."
Jason looked at Traci for a long minute.
"I'm not talking love, Traci. I've always been honest with you. Just some sex between two best friends."
"Can we make love sometimes? Can we fuck like minks sometimes?" she said coquettishly.
"Whatever you want to do, Traci."
After Traci moved in, family Christmas was always celebrated at Jason's house. Traci's children had no problem with their mother living with Jason. As a matter of fact, all three children had a room of their own to stay in, once Traci moved her stuff out of one of the guest bedrooms and into Jason's master suite.
Traci wasn't naïve enough not to realize that on those occasions when the pair made love, Jason always seemed to be a little off his game. She knew she would have to get used to Jason giving her his body, but never his soul. Not even in their wildest moments of sexual rapture did Jason ever utter the words that would have been music to Traci's ears, "I love you."
Of course at 60 the sex didn't have the same physicality it had when they were both 20, but both had taken care of themselves well and still had the desire to have sex at least twice a week. Vaginal lubricant was a necessity now for Traci, but she could still get wired up pretty good when Jason used his hands and mouth on her before sliding his cock inside her pussy. She would usually come multiple times from the stimulation, and in her old age had gotten much louder and more expressive, Jason noted to himself.
The two were lying in each other's arms gradually coming down from what Traci considered a great session when the thought hit her, followed by the guilt. She looked up at Jason shyly, then very softly spoke.
"Tell me I didn't completely sour you on love for your whole life. Tell me I'm not the reason you never married," she whispered.
Jason looked deeply into Traci's eyes and saw a deep look of regret.
"Truth," she whispered.
Jason looked up at the ceiling in the darkened room for a few seconds, then took several deep breaths.
"Traci, I've faced bullets, I've faced death. I've lost friends in battle. Your betrayal was still the most defining moment of my life. But I forgave you. I've told you that.
"I've had plenty of women since we broke up, but only one other woman to whom I've ever said those magic words. It was about 10 years after I joined the Navy. We'd been a couple for about a year when I asked her to marry me. But she told me she couldn't, because she couldn't take the uncertainty of not knowing if I was coming back from a mission. Not every woman can handle being a SEAL's wife. I accepted that, and we moved on. We've remained friends since, and I get a Christmas card from her every year."
Apparently Leslie had told Chris and Nancy about Jason's history with Traci, because none of the children ever pushed Jason on marrying their mother. But even without the piece of paper, Jason was most definitely family to Traci's children, and became Grandpa J when they started having kids of their own.
Jason was out back mowing the yard and Traci was out doing some shopping when the cellphone in his pocket rang. He got concerned when he saw it was the Fort Wayne Police Department on the line.
"Jason Arnold speaking. How can I help you today?" he answered.
"Mr. Arnold, we have a Traci Ingram here at the station with us right now. She seems very disoriented, and has been this way since Glenbrook Mall personnel found her wandering around aimlessly in their parking lot. Fortunately, her cell phone has you listed as her emergency contact," a young officer explained to Jason. "We think it would be best if you could pick her up and take her home ... or maybe to a doctor."
Jason answered affirmatively and headed off the police department. He had noticed recently that on occasion Traci had seemed a little distant, but this was definitely a lot more than that. He just had assumed that at 67, Traci was just showing some signs of old age.
Traci seemed worried as Jason approached the desk at the police department, but she brightened right up on seeing his face. She immediately started apologizing to both Jason and the desk sergeant, but Jason assured her everything was fine and he would drive her home as soon as he took care of some paperwork.
"Mr. Arnold, this is not how she was acting just a few minutes ago. She seems perfectly fine now," said the sergeant, whose name badge read Gillespie. "But I'm telling you there's something wrong. If it was my wife, I'd get her to a doctor today."
Jason didn't bother correcting the sergeant. He filled out some paperwork, thanked the woman and collected Traci, who seemed puzzled as to why she was in the police station in the first place.
"I don't recall driving over here," she said as Jason walked her to his truck. "Where's my car?"
"Your car's back at the mall. Maybe we'll get it tomorrow," Jason replied.
The doctor's diagnosis was grim. Traci had the start of Alzheimer's. The doctor told Traci and Jason just about everything he knew that could slow the progression of the disease, but he was truthful and told both that nothing could stop it. He advised the pair to make plans for palliative care sometime down the road. Traci was devastated by the news.
Traci's children were also devastated by the news when Traci and Jason told them when everybody was at Jason's the next Christmas. A lot of plans and what-ifs were thrown around the dinner table late one night. Jason sat quietly while mother and children talked.
"She'll continue to stay here with me for as long I can deal with her physical handicaps," Jason finally stated quietly but forcefully.
"We can't ask you to do that," Chris responded while the others nodded.
"You didn't ask. I offered. I was taught to never leave a fallen comrade behind. I will get this done. Friends don't bail when things get rough.
"Traci, you're my best friend, and have been for much of my life. Trust me, I won't let you down."
"I love you, Jason Arnold. I was stupid once and forgot that for a lot of years. But these last several years have been among the best of my life. I know you can't reciprocate that love, but I trust that your love for me as your friend will be enough to carry us through. Thank you, my love ... and my friend."
++++++++++
Traci had steadily declined in the last five years. The confusion came more often, as did Traci's wanderings back in her memory. She would become 18 or so for hours at a time, back to when her love for Jason was probably at its strongest, before they both went away to college. She would profess her love for Jason in a softer voice at those times, the way she had all those years ago. Jason quietly endured the stings to his heart, knowing she was remembering happier times.
"I love you, Jason Arnold," Traci would say.
"You're not so bad yourself," Jason would answer.
Traci never pushed for an "I love you" back, Jason noted. It was almost as if her current self and her younger self had worked out an arrangement concerning him.
Despite Jason's best efforts at trying to keep Traci strong physically, Alzheimer's eventually won that fight, too, and Traci had grown frail. Still, Jason would take her out on walks in their neighborhood whenever the weather would cooperate. They would walk about their yard, looking at flowers and the trees that Jason had planted at Traci's request.
Traci's children all lived within several hours' drive of Jason's house. They each stopped by every few weeks to check on their mother and Jason. Traci didn't always remember them or their children, leaving Jason the task of trying to soften the blow to them.
"You're an amazing man, Jason," Leslie said after one such visit. "You know we all love you."
"And I love every single one of you back," he said as he wrapped Leslie in a tight hug.
++++++++++
Traci's journey home ended in a cemetery about 15 minutes outside of Fort Wayne. Jason picked a small cemetery on a rise above an expansive farm field below. With the wind whipping and the temperature in the 20s, Traci's children wondered why Jason had brought their mother here to be buried. They didn't know that the spot was picked at Traci's request. When Jason and she had looked for burial spots the previous summer, they had come to the cemetery, and Traci fell in love with the view of the cemetery overlooking the green of the growing corn on a sun-drenched morning. The gravesite was in the bright morning sunlight, but in the afternoon they would be in the shade of a near-by oak tree.
Ten years later the children had their answer when Jason died in the summer. At Jason's request, the funeral was held in the afternoon. The family stood in the shade of the tree and looked out across a beautiful field of growing corn. Glancing down from that sight were two graves, side by side, with the headstones having been erected long ago, with one just waiting until that day for its owner to arrive:
Traci Ingram
His best friend
Jason Arnold
Her best friend
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As usual, the Calcaterra family was seated in the third row center for the 9 a.m. Sunday morning service at St. Ignatius Catholic Church. Rev. Thomas Flaherty was five minutes into what would be a 75-minute service when Traci Delvecchio walked into the church, walked all the way up to the third row, squeezed past five other people and sat down in the lone empty seat in the row next to her nephew, "Little Dan" Calcaterra.
Five spots over to her left, her brother-in-law, "Big Dan" Calcaterra, shot her a look of irritation combined with disdain. Big Dan considered himself to be a pillar of the church and took his sister-in-law's tardiness as an embarrassment to the family. He next looked over to his wife, Darlene, with a stern expression on his somber face and shook his head. Darlene, his wife of 22 years, raised her eyebrows and squeezed his right hand with her left before giving him a sly smile. Big Dan blew out a breath from his mouth and smiled tight-lipped back at his wife.
Traci was the youngest of the three Delvecchio girls. She was so much younger, in fact, that she was closer in age to Dan and Darlene's three children than she was to Darlene, the oldest of the three Delvecchio girls. Darlene, like Dan, was 42 years old, while Traci was just 24. The Calcaterra children, Abby, Little Dan, and Phillip, were 16, 14, and 10, respectively.
Perhaps because of their closeness in age, the three Calcaterra children idolized Traci. She was smart, sassy and beautiful, and each wanted to be noticed by their aunt when she was around. This didn't exactly please Big Dan, who thought Traci was nothing more than a spoiled wild child who was often able to get her way because her parents — Dan's in-laws — were just too old to assert their will on her. He and Darlene often debated whether Traci was a bad influence on their kids, particularly their daughter Abby, who left to her own devices was usually quiet and somewhat timid. After a few hours with Traci, however, Dan was sure the girl was on the road to perdition as she often questioned her parents and their methods of raising her and her two siblings.
Dan felt his wife was too lenient with Traci, looking at her as more a ne'er-do-well than a petulant brat. Darlene would often have a small smile on her face as she watched Traci interacting with her kids, while Dan's insides would be roiling with doubt.
He looked down the row again.
'My God, that dress has to be six inches above her knees. What self-respecting woman goes to church dressed like that!' he thought to himself.
Little Dan also looked at his aunt and thought she was the prettiest woman he knew. She reached for his right hand with her left and gave it a squeeze, and Dan looked at her and gave her a shy smile in return.
When the service was over, Big Dan went over to talk with several of the other church leaders in attendance, while his family and Traci waited outside the church in the bright spring sunshine. There was a lot of activity as the 9 a.m. crowd left and the 10:30 a.m. crowd was moving in. Traci was holding court with the Calcaterra children, while Darlene stood just off to the side with a small smile on her face. When Big Dan returned, the group headed off to Darlene's parents' house for Sunday dinner, with Abby getting to accompany Traci in her hot new 1972 Ford Mustang. On the way to the car, Abby noticed several of the younger men of the church hungrily eyeing Traci, who didn't seem to notice either the looks or the leers. Several of the young men were quite handsome, the 16-year-old noted to herself.
While they drove to her grandparents' house, Abby, too, couldn't help but admire Traci's beauty. She hoped that at least a portion of Traci's physical attributes were hereditary, although she was realistic enough to know that at 16, the boob fairy wasn't going to stop in the middle of the night and turn her into Traci's equal. Still, she admired the way the older woman held herself, never seeming to rely on her looks to get what she wanted.
Big Dan watched grim-faced as Traci and Abby got out of Traci's car. He was never comfortable with what Traci — a guy magnet — Dan admitted to himself, might say to his innocent 16-year-old daughter. A God-fearing man, Dan wasn't comfortable with the direction being taken by the women of the 1970s, who seemed perfectly happy to live in the moment with no thought to what might happen in the future. Thank God he had married a sensible woman like Darlene, he thought to himself.
It was a typical Sunday afternoon at the Delvecchios'. Darlene's sister, Joan, and her husband, Larry, brought their three kids over, and one of Delores Delvecchio's sisters joined the fray, making it 14 people around the big Duncan Phyfe dining table for the sit-down pasta meal. At 61, Delores Delvecchio was still a good-looking woman, and reveled in moments like this where she could play the matriarch. Frank Delvecchio more than once looked over at his wife of 43 years with the pride of a king at home in his castle.
*****
Dan Calcaterra — his college buddies would never know about the "Little Dan" nickname, was checking out the babes on the beach at Fort Lauderdale during spring break his junior year in college. He and three buddies had driven from East Lansing down to the party haven to drink and hopefully score some women. He had an armload of snacks he was bringing to his group of buddies when he ran into a familiar face.
"Hey, 'Little Dan,' what's shakin'?" asked a bikini-clad and somewhat inebriated Traci as she walked up to him.
It had been several years since Dan had seen Traci in a bikini, and never one this skimpy before. Her large breasts looked firm and tanned, and the bottom part of the bikini couldn't have risen too much higher than the top of her pubic mound. Dan realized he was staring just a fraction too late.
"Well it sure is nice to be appreciated," Traci said as she planted a kiss on his cheek. "But tell me one thing: is that a bottle opener in your pocket or are you just glad to see your aunt?"
Dan nervously shot a look to his crotch and, sure enough, he was very obviously hard. He blushed deeply before stammering out a reply.
"It... it... it's just Dan here, Aunt Traci. Don't go arming these guys with that 'Little Dan' shit or I'll never here the end of it."
"Well, okay, then Dan, but it's just Traci as well. No 'aunt' shit here. Got it? Now give your aunt a kiss and say hello."
Dan stepped to her and kissed her cheek. Traci wrapped her arms around Dan and his armload of food, making sure to graze his forearms with her boobs. Dan sighed at the touch, unable to help himself.
"So where are you going with the food?" she inquired.
Dan used his chin to point at the group of three guys and two girls.
"Looks like there's room for me," she pointed out.
All three of Dan's friends perked up when Traci showed up with Dan. Selk, Dan's roommate, jumped up for an immediate introduction.
"Down boy," Traci said to the arising Nordic-looking stud. "I'm already taken by Dan."
With that she looked over at Dan and gave him a quick wink that no one else could see. Dan gave her a slight smile in response, indicating that he understood.
Traci, now 31 and an accountant at a firm in New York, traditionally came to Florida for spring break every year to get a little rowdy and blow off steam, she told the group. She and a friend made the trip this year, and both were out at the beach partying, intending to meet up for dinner about 6six. Dan knew Traci went out on a lot of dates — after all, she was a beautiful vivacious woman — but last he knew she still wasn't ready to settle down. He looked at her quizzically.
"I'm here with Ronnie. You remember her, don't you?" she said to Dan.
Instant recognition came to Dan's face. Ronnie — short for Veronica — was a gorgeous 5-foot-7 Greek goddess with long dark brown hair to her waist and deep dark brown eyes. She and Traci had been roommates for several years, and she had been at several of the Sunday dinners.
Almost imperceptibly, Traci looked at Dan's crotch after mentioning Ronnie. She had caught Dan ogling her friend on more than one occasion.
"When she drifts over this way, we'll grab her to even things up at four guys and four girls, but she can't have you. You're mine."
Those last two words practically dripped out of her mouth with sex appeal. The three other guys in the group all flashed disappointed looks at Dan, who looked more shocked than anything. After all, even though no one in the group knew it, Traci was his aunt, and yet here she was, obviously flirting with him.
Traci practically stuck herself to Dan for the next hour, making sure to rub up against him when she could and leaning on him and into him while the group talked and snacked. By the time Ronnie drifted over, Traci knew everyone's name and did the intros, starting with Dan. Traci gave Ronnie a quick wink as she introduced Dan, whom she had met several times before, but instead of introducing him as her nephew, Traci introduced Dan as "you remember my very good friend Dan, don't you?" She then ran her hand absentmindedly down along the front of Dan's cut-offs, and Ronnie noticed the boy's eyes were glazing over. The others, seemingly mesmerized by Ronnie's beauty, had no clue about the interaction between the friends.
Traci knew she was playing with fire flirting with her nephew, but after all, he was cute, and by flirting with him she kept the other guys at bay. Plus, she had to admit to herself that it was titillating to control Dan, sexually. He was having a tough time keeping his erection down in front of the crowd, and started to exhibit signs that his arousal was getting the better of him. Dan had the gaze of a stoner, and Traci smiled to herself, knowing that it was her he was high on.
A few minutes later, Traci whispered into Dan's ear and the pair got up and went into the water to cool off. They walked into the water shoulder deep before Traci put her arms around Dan's neck and pulled him in for a mouth to mouth kiss that made his dick jump to attention. At first, Dan was shocked, but as his dick started to respond, he started to return the kiss. Traci then rubbed his hard-on through his shorts as Dan's tongue started to slide into her mouth.
"Mmm ..." Traci cooed. "I like this."
With that she squeezed Dan's dick hard under the water. Dan's knees buckled for a second before he got his balance.
"Maybe I should be calling you 'not so Little Dan,'" Traci purred in his ear.
Dan had a brief moment of clarity that left when Traci put her lips back on his.
"Oh, shit," he groaned into Traci's mouth as she started to both squeeze and jack his dick through his shorts. Dan knew it was wrong, but what do you say to your beautiful, big-boobed aunt as she brings you off under the small waves coming into the beach.
"Aaaahhh ... rrrrrrr ... rrrr ..." Dan hissed as he started coming in his shorts.
A couple of women in the water near-by both looked at him with raised eyebrows, apparently having figured out what Traci was doing. Traci was standing with her free arm around Dan's waist, grinning like the proverbial cat that ate the canary, as Dan's body finally stopped spasming in the water. She looked over at the two women watching and gave them a sweet smile as Dan leaned forward and tried to find solid footing. He didn't look in the direction of the women watching, but his red face told all three he was aware of their presence.
When a more natural color finally returned to Dan's face, Traci asked him if his friends wanted to join her and Ronnie for dinner and dancing. Dan just nodded.
Back on dry land, Traci invited the group to dinner and dancing, noting that she would pick up the dinner portion of the evening. With that incentive, everyone said they were in, and scheduled a time to meet up at the hotel where Ronnie and Traci were staying. The four boys went back to their hotel to clean up and change for the evening.
"How come you never told me about Traci, Bud," Selk asked Dan as they traveled back to the hotel. "She's fucking hot ... and smart ... and hot ... and beautiful ... and a walking wet dream. And Ronnie's a god-damned goddess as well."
Dan's mind went into overdrive to come up with a plausible excuse for knowing Traci, without having to give up the fact she was his aunt. He decided to go with the lie closest to the truth.
"Our families have known each other since I was a baby," Dan said. "In fact, Traci babysat me when I was a kid."
"Could she babysit me tonight, Bud?" asked Bobby Hamilton as he drove the rental car back to the boys' hotel.
Trying to play it cool, Dan looked at Bobby with mock anger.
"Are you out of your ever-loving mind? Why would I trade her off?" Dan responded. "Maybe if you're lucky, you can get a dance out of her ... but just one."
Both Traci and Ronnie showed up at the restaurant dressed to draw attention, making the other two women feel like the ugly stepsisters. The four men were talking with the other two women — Debbie and Laura — from this afternoon, when Traci and Ronnie strolled up. Traci was wearing a tight short yellow sundress — obviously braless — while Ronnie was wearing a black crop top and a tight, short black skirt.
"Oh, come on, give the rest of us a chance," Laura said in dismay.
"We 30-somethings have to fight dirty against you teenage beauties," Ronnie responded, as all four women laughed.
Traci slid her way over to Dan, whose eyes gave her the third-degree as she neared.
"You OK? It looks like your pants might be a little too tight for you to breathe properly," Traci whispered as she leaned in to plant a kiss on Dan's lips.
"Jesus, Au ...woman." Dan choked out when their lips moved apart. "Why are you doing this to me?"
"Because I can, and it's fun," Traci whispered back as she rubbed the front of Dan's pants. "Tell me you're not liking this, and I can stop."
Traci's green eyes practically danced as she looked at her nephew. Dan took a big swallow, and looked down at his shoes.
"Good answer," Traci hissed back.
Traci spent the next two days practically glued to Dan. If the roles had been reversed, Dan might have been accused of molesting Traci, but he felt himself practically powerless to stop Traci, who spent a lot of time with her tongue in Dan's mouth and her hands grazing his crotch. His friends naturally were jealous of his good fortune, but kept their razzing light, while the other women seemed to be amused by the play.
Always a confident woman, Traci felt empowered by the effect she had on her nephew, and she admitted to Ronnie in private that being Dan's aunt added a delicious taste of the forbidden fruit to the game.
"I know it's wrong ... and my sister would probably have a heart attack if she knew ... but he's awfully cute, and funny. And I absolutely own him," she related. "I can see that he knows it's wrong, too. He gets that look in his eyes like he's going to refuse me, and like two seconds later he can't help himself. I'm like a drug and he's an addict. He gets so into me that nothing else matters ... and that is a huge turn-on!"
Dan and his buddies were flying back to school on Sunday, so after a beach day on Saturday afternoon and some bar-hopping Saturday night, Traci told Dan she wanted to head back to her hotel room for a little private time with her nephew. Despite what had been happening between the two of them for the last several days, Dan didn't think anything wilder was going to happen than some more teasing — after all, Traci was still his aunt. And he had to admit, he did enjoy the teasing.
Dan carried in a six-pack of Budweiser and Traci said she was going to use the bathroom when they got back to the room. He turned on the television, popped a beer and put his feet on the low table in front of the sofa. Traci joined him on the sofa a minute later, but instead of the jeans and T-shirt she had been wearing, she was now wearing a tight, white tank top that barely came down to her belly-button, and a small pair of white bikini panties that seemed to be painted on. Her long brown hair hung loose to just about the same spot as Dan's eye gaze, nipple-level.
"Holy shit, Traci," Dan whispered when Traci plopped down on the sofa next to him, causing her large firm breasts to bounce before settling.
Traci reached over to the small table and grabbed the can of beer Dan was drinking from, put it to her lips and took long pull. Dan reached for the rest of the six-pack, getting himself a new beer and popping the top. He continued to pretend to be watching whatever was on the screen while Traci slowly oozed from the spot she was sitting on to right up against Dan's right side. The long fingernails on her left hand then started casually drumming on Dan's crotch.
"What does a girl have to do to get a little attention around here?" she cooed.
"Oh shit, Traci," Dan croaked. "We can't be doing this. You're Mom's sister, for crying out loud."
"Yeah, but nobody here knows that except you, me and Ronnie. She's not here, but even if she was, she's not going to tell anybody. And I'm certainly not going to tell anybody. That just leaves ... you."
Traci then leaned in and gently chewed on Dan's bottom lip. Dan moaned softly, turned his head to his aunt and gave her a deep passionate kiss as his heart started to beat wildly in his chest.
"That's better," Traci purred as she straddled Dan's lap and faced him a mere three inches away. "Now show Aunt Traci why she's your favorite relative."
Five minutes later both were naked on the sofa, and the tip of Dan's hard dick was slick as Traci held the appendage in her hand and licked it like a lollipop. Dan's hands were gently rubbing Traci's large breasts, her nipples distended with her arousal. She gently pulled Dan upright and straddled him once more, this time with his cock sliding easily into the warmest wettest pussy he had encountered in his young life. She slowly sank down until the tip of Dan's cock bumped her cervix, and then held still for a moment. When she looked over at Dan, his eyes were open but not seeing. She slowly started to rock herself on his member.
Although Traci knew Dan was not a virgin, she figured she easily was the more experienced of the two of them, and as such, it was up to her to instruct Dan a bit — not only for his pleasure, but for hers as well. She found Dan a willing student, and after a couple of subtle shifts, they were moving at a nice pace and Traci was feeling her first orgasm building. Ten minutes later, Traci was pistoning up and down on Dan's cock when she suddenly stiffened and started making unintelligible noises, culminating in a small shriek. Dan had grabbed both of her hips to keep the two of them connected, and continued to pump slowly while Traci finished her orgasm. When she was done, she rested her head on Dan's shoulder as he came to a stop.
"Goddamn, that was good, Danny-Boy!" she exclaimed in a stage-whisper.
Dan sat her back and looked at his aunt. She was sweaty, her hair was tousled and what little eye make-up she had on was running. He thought he had never seen a more beautiful woman, and he was buried as deep inside of her as he could get. He started to stroke in and out again, watching her big tits as they bounced in rhythm with their motion, and it wasn't long before he came so strongly that he felt like he was going to split Traci in two. As he surged forward, he caught a glimpse of Traci riding his cock with her back arched and her eyes closed tight, and he figured it must have been as good for her as it was for him. He figured correctly as a split-second later Traci came a second time, giving him a glazed over look as she moaned and yelled to completion.



When Traci finished her orgasm, she leaned forward into Dan, breasts to chest. As she nuzzled into his neck, she caught a glimpse of his face and saw he was grinning like a kid at Christmas. While no slut, Traci had been with a number of men before, and thought she had never quite seen that look. She smiled inwardly. She could really fall for this guy, if only ...
For his part, Dan was pretty sure the earth revolved around his aunt ... his aunt ...
"Oh, holy shit, I just fucked my aunt. Goddamn, she's wonderful," Dan thought to himself. "What the fuck do I do now?"
Almost as if she was reading his mind, Traci disentangled herself from Dan, stood up, and took him by the hand to the bedroom. This time, they made slow, passionate love, with both coming once more. The physical intensity was less, but the emotional level was through the roof, both thought.
An hour later, Dan was lying half on top of Traci, alternating between licking her left and right nipples. Traci loved having her big tits and pert nipples played with, and started moaning softly. After a few more minutes, Dan gently lowered himself down Traci's body to her very wet, sloppy pussy, and started licking and probing with his tongue. A man eating her pussy after sex was a new sensation for Traci, who was rapidly getting turned on by the act, as well as the feelings coming from her sex. Less than a minute later, she showed her appreciation for Dan's efforts by spasming like a frog getting hit with an electric current, and she shoved her pussy hard into Dan's mouth. A quick study, Dan intensified his oral assault and was rewarded with Traci shrieking and squirting all over his face and onto the sheets. Dan lapped up as much as he could, finally coming up for air like a man whose oxygen tank had run out.
"Whooowheee! Goddamn that was fucking great! You are a fucking goddess!"
Traci was too spent to do much more than smile at Dan with glazed-over, unfocused eyes.
The pair then napped for a while, nestled in each other's arms. When Traci awoke, she found her nephew studying her face with a smile on his lips.
"Do you always just stare at your sleeping partners?" she asked playfully.
"Do you always look so beautiful when you sleep?" Dan responded.
Dan got up and got dressed. Traci watched him from the bed. When he finished, he walked over to Traci and gave her a passionate kiss.
"Best spring break ever, Traci. Thanks."
"You do know you're now my favorite nephew, right?" Traci asked.
"I'd better be," he chuckled as he closed the door on the way out.
As usual, Traci was five minutes late to church on the first Sunday "Little Dan" was home on his summer break. The others in the row made room for her to pass, and she settled in next to her oldest nephew. "Big Dan" raised an eyebrow and looked at his wife, who just shrugged her shoulders.
"Little Dan" didn't see any of this interplay go on between his parents because he was too busy watching Traci shinny down the aisle in her short skirt and three-inch heels. When she got to the open spot, she made a small production out of sitting down "like a lady," then she cocked her head in "Little Dan's" direction and gave him a sly smile. She was pretty sure she saw his cock jump in his dress pants as she sat down next to him. She reached her left hand over to his right and discreetly interlaced their fingers. She was definitely sure she saw his cock twitch that time.
Sunday dinner went pretty much how it always did at the Delvecchios', except the younger Dan made sure he stayed away from Traci. Traci glanced over at him several times with questions in her eyes, and Dan gave her small nods several times.
Dan showed up at Traci's office on Monday a few minutes before noon. When Traci was informed that a Dan Calcaterra was in the office to see her, she assumed it was her brother-in-law, and started worrying that maybe she and younger Dan had been too blatant. When she saw it was her nephew, she broke into a big smile, walked swiftly to him and mashed her large boobs into his ribs with a big hug. He apologized for coming over without calling first, and then asked if she had time for lunch.
"Always, for my favorite nephew," she said as the office secretary looked on.
The pair left hand-in-hand, and the secretary noted that the two looked more like lovers than just aunt and nephew.
Dan drove Traci to a small diner in his 6-year-old Ford Pinto. Since the car was low to the ground, he got a pretty good look at Traci's legs as he helped her out. The look wasn't lost on Traci.
"Was that chivalry, or did you just want to look up my skirt?" she asked in a sing-song voice.
Dan smiled, then led her inside.
After they were seated and served waters, Dan sat staring at Traci for about 10 seconds before clearing his throat to speak. He moved his lips, but no sound came out. He cleared his throat a second time, and this time was able to get sound to come out of his mouth.
"I know it's wrong ... and I should probably just chalk it up to a one-time experience, but I can't. Did what we have going in Florida mean anything to you? I mean the sex was great, but did any of that really mean anything to you ... or was it just some fun and games. I mean ... I'm at a complete loss, Traci."
Traci looked deeply into her nephew's eyes. She saw embarrassment, lust, anguish and something else. Just then, the waitress came back to take their orders, and she thought Dan was about to have a heart attack at 21. Dan looked flushed and put his gaze down to the table. Traci finally ordered burgers and Cokes for both of them, and the waitress left. Dan looked back up into Traci's eyes ... and saw his aunt smiling brightly back at him.
"I felt it, too, Danny, and I've been trying to put my finger on what exactly it was," she answered. "I shouldn't have seduced you. I know that was wrong, but it felt so right. I've been looking for Mr. Right since I graduated from college, but the one place I didn't think to look was right across the table.
"Are you my Mr. Right, Dan? Would you even consider that? I mean could we even consider that? I'd just bet your father would rain down fire and brimstone on us ... although your mother ... my sister would probably think this was OK. The woman is practically a saint, like a second mother to me when I was growing up."
"So how do we do this, Trace? We can't be seen anywhere in public looking too chummy, or the scandal will kill both of us, if my father doesn't get to us first. I swear I love the guy, but is there a bigger goody-two-shoes in all the world? And this ... this would be off the charts if he ever found out."
"But he is a handsome guy, Dan, and it's like father, like son, there. And your mother has always said he's the best when it comes to making her happy. I've always envied her for finding that good man."
"Oh, he's a great father, don't get me wrong, but his holier-than-thou attitude just kills me. We definitely don't want to give him any hints," Dan said.
"How about we try to be very cool in public, but you stop over and visit Aunt Traci at her apartment several times a week. I know Ronnie won't mind, and she'd never rat us out to anybody."
Dan worked as a bank teller in the summer and played league softball with several of his high school buddies twice a week. Two, sometimes three times a week, he would stop over at Traci's for what would turn into a late night of great sex. On the weekends, the pair would usually go out for dinner and dancing, trying to act just like regular friends, which had the disadvantage of Dan having to give up Traci to some other guys for dancing occasionally so it wouldn't look like they were exclusive. Dan didn't take that well, but he understood the necessity of playing the game. For her part, Traci never stepped over the line, in Dan's opinion, but every now and then she had to remove some guy's hand from her ass before Dan had to get off of his seat and remind him verbally.
Still, several of Traci's friends did note that she seemed rather possessive of her nephew — and he of her. That almost brought things out in the open one Saturday night at a popular dance club when a former boyfriend of Traci's didn't heed her warning to back off.
Traci had spotted the former boyfriend within minutes after she and Dan walked in and found a table, and as he approached the table she told Dan that she at least needed to be polite and give him a dance. Jerry Nahrquist was a big bastard, Dan thought to himself, but as long as he behaved himself there wouldn't be a problem. The big guy apparently already had too much to drink, even though it was only 8 p.m. Dan watched Traci push his arms away twice in the space of a minute, and he could tell by her face that she wasn't enjoying herself.
At 6-feet-1, 175, Dan was solid, but Jerry was at least 6-feet-4, 225 pounds, most of which appeared to be muscle. Sometimes, discretion isn't the best part of valor, Dan thought to himself.
Dan woke up in the ambulance on the way to the hospital. He had a helluva headache and his vision was slightly blurred. The EMT attending to him saw that his eyes were open, so she started checking for signs of a concussion.
"Wait. Wait a second." Dan said. "What happened to the lady I was with at the club? That big goon didn't leave with her, did he?"
"That guy is in the other ambulance," the EMT responded. "You banged him up pretty good before he broke your nose and knocked you out, but your lady friend got him real good in the face with her stiletto heel, then she dropped him with a kick to the nads, from what I'm told.
"I think she's following the ambulance in her car. Pretty as an angel, and packs a mean kick."
Traci met up with Dan after he was examined in the emergency room. The doctor had stitched up a small head laceration, taped his nose but didn't have to reset it, and put a splint on the right ring finger he had broken on Jerry Nahrquist's chin. They were going to admit him overnight to keep tabs on him since he was knocked out for a few minutes.
"Better call Mom and Dad. They'll be worried if I don't show up at home sometime tonight. Wait, what are you going to tell them?" Dan queried.
"I'm going to tell them that my brave nephew saved me from some handsy goon in the dance club. You happen to be at the same club as me and spotted this guy trying to take advantage of me. Pretty much the truth, isn't it?"
She gave Dan a big smile and although his vision was still a little blurry, he could see it.
"That was incredibly brave of you, Dan, and incredibly stupid. Jerry could have stomped you worse than he did."
"Nobody fucks with my girl ... my aunt ... whatever. We really do need to figure this out," Dan noted.
*****
"You don't think Little Dan and my sister are getting too close, do you Dan?" said Darlene one Sunday afternoon when they were at the Delvecchios for Sunday dinner. She had been watching the pair throughout the afternoon, noticing that they seemed more like a couple than a couple of relatives.
"I don't know if they're too close, but have you noticed that she doesn't seem as wild, doesn't talk near as much about going out drinking, flirting, and dancing, as she used to? If that's because of our Dan, than I've got to give him a clap on the shoulder. I never thought she'd ever settle down," said Big Dan.
"Yeah, but he is a handsome kid, Dan. Takes after his father. Probably charming and delightful, too, just like his old man. You do remember you were pretty good at charming the girls in your younger days."
Big Dan's ears turned bright red. He took a quick look around to see if anyone heard Darlene's comment.
"You really are adorable when you blush, Dear," Darlene whispered to him.
"I'll be home in a little bit guys. I'm must going to take Tr ... Aunt Traci home," Dan said to his parents before he and Traci left the Delvecchios'.
"I've got to admit, they do make a good-looking couple," Darlene said in Big Dan's ear. "It's a good thing he's going back to school next week."
"Actually, they kind of remind me of us," Big Dan said quietly.
Traci and Dan wasted absolutely no time getting naked when they got back to Traci's apartment. After determining Ronnie wasn't home, the two left a trail of clothes from the living room to Traci's bedroom, kissing much of the way there. Outwardly, Traci had dressed conservatively for the dinner at her parents, but underneath her skirt and blouse she had on a frilly white half-bra and matching bikini panties.
"R-r-r-r-o-o-w-w-w-r-r!" Dan verbalized before he removed the items.
As they got into the bedroom, she jumped up into his arms and gracefully wrapped her legs around his waist as they kissed their way to the bed. When they got there, Traci took her legs from around Dan's waist as he sat down and then leaned back. Traci proceeded to mount him cowgirl, slowly impaling herself until she had all seven inches of Dan inside her very wet pussy.
"Oh, yeah, big boy, give it up!" she purred as she leaned in for a kiss.
"Mmmff, mmmff," Dan responded as they locked lips.
Dan particularly like cowgirl with Traci because he could play with her large breasts as they fucked or made love, whichever was the case on that day. On this day, it was lovemaking as Traci took a slow, even pace and Dan reciprocated. After about 10 minutes, however, Traci sped up her cadence as her breathing became more ragged, and when Dan gently squeezed and then thumbed both of her nipples, she stiffened briefly before screaming and spasming back on Dan's dick. He watched her face as her eyes rolled back, then he joined her in orgasm, grunting hard as he came. When both were spent, Traci disengaged as Dan's softening cock slipped out of her, and she laid stretched out gently on top of Dan as his arms enveloped her.
"You know, we've been sneaking around all summer, I got my nose broken for you, and we still haven't figured this out," Dan said. "I'm tired of not knowing where this is going."
Dan rolled Traci off of him and got up, stonefaced. Traci was puzzled as he walked over to a drawer where he kept some clothes he had at her apartment, reached in and pulled out a small black box, bigger than a ring box but smaller than a watch box. Traci had never seen Dan look as serious as he handed her the box.
The box contained a gold locket, and inside was a heart of blood ruby, Traci found as she looked at Dan quizzically.
"I'm handing you my heart, and you need to decide if you want to keep it, or give it back to me. But if you decide to keep it, we're talking lifetime commitment here, no backsies. We'll figure out the legalities later. But I need to have you in my life forever. I need to wake up beside you in the morning, to see your smile when I come home at the end of the day before I go to sleep.
"I don't care that you're my aunt and a lot of people are going to think we're disgusting. I love you. I need you. End of story. End of proposal."
"Yes. Yes. And Yes. End of answer."
Traci started to cry. She handed the locket to Dan and turned around. Dan put it on her and then wrapped his arms around her from behind. When she turned back around, he could see that it fell to right in between her large boobs. He had guessed right. Traci looked down and smiled.
"How did you know my length?" she quizzed.
"I have a good eye," he responded. "Along with a good tongue, good fingers, and a good dick, if I say so myself."
"Can't argue with that, Sweetie? Willing to demonstrate?"
"Oh yeah."
Dan took his tongue and ran it gently down Traci's shoulder from her arm to her hip. Traci shivered visibly. The game was on.
Dan gently laid Traci on her back, then slid down lower and started nibbling, first on her large boobs, then down her stomach and finally to her pussy. When he ran a circle around her clit with his tongue, Traci let out a throaty moan. When he licked down her slit with the back of his tongue, Traci started to shake and scream. As Dan intensified his up and down tonguing, Traci grabbed his head, shoved his face harder into her and started shrieking incoherently. Dan pulled back slightly, gave a roar of approval, got a large breath of air and dove back in.
Ten minutes and several orgasms later, Traci started tapping on her right thigh with her right hand, signaling Dan to stop.
"Too sensitive. Too sensitive," was all she could mumble as she struggled to breathe and her body trembled.
Dan looked up at her like a conquering hero — a conquering hero completely covered in his woman's juices. He gently removed Traci's legs from over his shoulders, then slowly crawled up the bed, stopping occasionally to plant small bites on her firm abdomen. The shocks set Traci back to trembling. He licked and kissed his way up her breasts, then reached out with his tongue and ran it under her jawline along her neck. Traci continued to squeal until Dan reached her waiting mouth, and as they joined for a deep kiss Traci noted the glaze covering Dan's face. The kiss tasted wonderful, she thought.
The next day Dan went back to school. He and Traci decided not to tell anyone of their plans yet. He would graduate a semester early and get a job in the East Lansing area. Traci would find herself a new accounting job in the area. The two figured they would go to Mexico and, with the help of a judge, get married quietly. They could then return to the states as husband and wife. Nobody in Michigan would know they were related, and they figured eventually their family in New York would just have to get over it.
In the meantime, the two would see each other about one a month, with Dan coming home some months and Traci going to visit on other months. They didn't feel there was any reason to let anyone know of these visits either.
The plan was to tell the family when Dan was home for Thanksgiving. He would announce that he was graduating early, and that Traci and he would be getting married in Mexico soon after Christmas. They were prepared to take some grief, but when you truly love someone ...
Thanksgiving was always a joyful time at the Delvecchios'. All three Delvecchio girls, with families for two of them, and several aunts, uncles and cousins were in attendance, a total of 22 people. As was the tradition, there was a table set up in the dining room, another set up in the living room, and a third for various children was set up in the family room. Both food and drink were plentiful. The laughter was raucous around a few petty arguments. Almost everyone was just about finished with the main meal when Little Dan tapped his glass to get the room to quiet down. While this was the accepted method of making major announcements at the holidays, the younger Dan had never yet made such an announcement. The tables quieted, and all anyone could hear was the sound of quiet chewing by some. With everybody turned toward him, Dan felt lightheaded. He would have sworn his heart was beating double-Dutch. He exhaled through his teeth.
"I know this is going to be unorthodox, but I want you all to know that we've thought long and hard on this, and we've checked out the legalities ... Traci and I are going to be married in Mexico sometime in January, and we'd like the family's blessing."
Dan was bright red as he held up Traci's left hand, then slipped an engagement ring on. He leaned over for a chaste peck on the lips. It was almost like everyone was holding their breath, then started talking at once ... and not all of it sounded happy.
Dan was sitting next to his parents on his left side, with Traci on his right. Big Dan's ears were bright red, and he didn't look happy. Darlene was white as a sheet, the same color as Dan's grandparents, Frank and Delores, who sat together looking shocked at the head of the other table.



Chaos seemed about to overtake the room when Joan, the second of the three Delvecchio girls, asked the question out loud that many were thinking.
"Isn't that illegal?"
The room erupted for a second time as everybody seemed to have an opinion. Little Dan finally got everyone's attention by whistling shrilly.
"With special permission from a judge, it is very legal, and once it's legal there, it counts here," Dan said. "We know it's different, and some might think it immoral, but Traci is not that much older than me, and, well, we've grown close over the last few years. My father married a Delvecchio girl, and they've been together more than 20 years, and Uncle Larry married a Delvecchio girl, and he and Aunt Joan have been married more than 20 years. It is wrong for me to want that ... and there just happens to be one more Delvecchio girl available."
Big Dan stood up and waved his hands to quiet everyone down.
"If this is what they want, and they can do it legally, then I will give my blessing to this. I'd like to say welcome to the family Traci, but I think you guys already have that covered."
Still white as a ghost, Darlene got up from the table and ran into the Delvecchios' downstairs bathroom, with a ghost-white Joan and Grandma following in close fashion. All three appeared to be crying.
"Too much emotion!" said Big Dan as the three women left the room.
As the other women descended upon Traci to see the ring and discuss plans, several of the men started to clear plates. Big Dan grabbed the top of Little Dan's arm and steered him out the front door.
"She's your mother's sister for God sakes! And you've been dating her ... and having sex with her probably ... for how long?"
"You make it sound so dirty when you say it that way, Dad," Little Dan responded. "We didn't plan this to happen. Look at her, Dad, you know she's beautiful. And we just clicked, like you and Mom. She's everything to me, Dad. You always told me to close my eyes and choose the woman with my heart. That's what I did, Dad. I let my heart choose, and that's who it chose."
"Then, if that truly is the way this went down, then I really will bless this marriage, despite Traci being your aunt. But remember, you're going to have to be strong enough to take on the wagging tongues."
"A minor inconvenience, especially if we don't live around here. I've already got an engineering job lined up in East Lansing."
"Of course, you might have a tougher time with your mother. She didn't look too good when she left the room," said the elder Dan. "You always were her favorite."
Dessert and celebration wines and liquors came out after the tables were cleared. Dan and Traci were the subject of many toasts. Darlene, Joan and their mother eventually came out of the bathroom, but none of them participated in the various celebration toasts and ribbing. This didn't escape Little Dan nor Traci.
Traci caught her sister alone coming out of the bathroom at one point, turned her around, and took her back in. The younger woman looked deeply into the troubled eyes of the older woman.
"What's wrong, Dar? Can't you be happy for me, even though this is a little weird? I get it; he's your son, and I'm your sister. But I'm closer to his age than yours, and he's a great guy. You've been bragging on Big Dan for more than 20 years, so I found myself the closest thing to the original. I want what you have: a forever partner, someone to grow old with."
"I-I'm sorry if I don't seem happy. I'm really thrilled for you, Trace. You know home much I love my son, and I want him to be happy," Darlene said. "This is just so weird. You two caught me completely off guard, that's all."
The celebrating went on long into the night for those who didn't have to work the day after Thanksgiving.
Many of the family assembled in Huatulco, Mexico, for the wedding about six weeks later. Younger Dan and Traci both noted that Darlene still didn't look comfortable. Traci sought her out and asked if they could talk alone. Darlene asked her to come up to room after much of the family left to do some rafting. She asked Traci to bring her son, as well.
Most of the group left to go rafting about an hour later. Joan and Larry and Darlene's parents went to tour a coffee farm. Traci and Little Dan showed up at Darlene's room with some flowers and a bottle of tequila. Darlene let them in and opened the bottle, pouring shots for all three.
"What's going on, Mom? Have we screwed up royally? This isn't the time to be keeping secrets," Dan said.
"No, kids, you haven't screwed up, but I've been keeping a god-awful secret that only four other people in the world know about until now, and I can only apologize for my secret ruining your lives."
Darlene started to cry as Traci went to hug her sister.
"We promise, Dar, nothing you can tell us we'll ruin our lives, unless you say I can't have Danny-Boy here," Traci noted with a joking smile.
Darlene started to sob uncontrollably. "That's what I think I may be saying, Baby," she mumbled through her tears. "And my marriage to Big Dan may be over as well."
Both Dan and Traci were now hanging on Darlene's every word.
"Everyone thinks that marriage between an aunt and her nephew is over the line, but you can still get it done in a few places, like here with special permission. But marriage between siblings isn't legal virtually anywhere ..."
The light bulb went off above Little Dan's head first.
"Oh, my God, I've been sleeping with my sister! How? How is that possible?" he cried.
"Wait, you're my mom ... not my sister?" Traci said as she shook her head like a dog trying to throw water off its coat. "Is Big Dan my dad, too?"
Sitting on the edge of her bed, Darlene told the story that only she, Joan, and their parents knew until that moment. Always somewhat of a wild child herself, Darlene had gotten pregnant a little before Christmas her senior year of high school. She was able to wear baggy clothes and hide the pregnancy almost until delivery, and her parents agreed to adopt the child and raise it as their own.
"So Traci's not my kid sister, she's actually my oldest child, born eight years before Abby," Darlene explained.
"So you're telling me that Dad's the biggest hypocrite who ever walked the face of the earth?" Dan questioned.
"No, he's not. I am," Darlene said solemnly. "Traci's your half-sister. Your father wasn't even in the picture then. I didn't meet him for two years after Traci was born. He doesn't have any clue that Traci is my daughter, not my sister. I should have told him, I know. But I fell so hard for him, and I knew that he wouldn't have even given me the time of day if he knew I had a kid out of wedlock. So your grandparents, Aunt Joan, and I just continued with the charade ..."
"Dad doesn't know? Holy shit! He's going to shit himself when he finds out ..."
"Wait, Danny. Think this through for a second," Traci said. "There's no reason he needs to know, not at this point anymore. Dar ... your mom, didn't cheat on him, am I right? She had an out-of-wedlock child before he came along, and she gave it up for adoption. It's not like every woman who has an illegitimate birth and gives the baby up tells the next man in her life. And nobody would have ever known different if you and I hadn't bent the rules ... hell, broken them.
"So because we cheated on the rules a bit, is that any reason to deny your father the woman he loves ... and will probably love to his dying day. And is that any reason to ruin her life as well?
"Why should our love ruin two other people's lives?"
Darlene looked at her son, trying to read the thoughts in what looked like a tortured face.
"I've never in all my years with your father ever looked at another man, Son," Darlene said quietly. "And you know I never will. I made a foolish mistake as a teenager. And then found the love of my life. I won't give him up without a fight. Please, Little Dan."
"Then this dies right here, never to be mentioned again, except for Grandma and Grandpa and Aunt Joan being told that we're good. I would never screw things up for you two," Dan said. "And by ending this here, we can still get married. We couldn't if anyone found out we were half-siblings. That would be illegal."
Traci nodded her head in agreement before Dan got serious again.
"But I do have one demand, Mom, and this is really not negotiable. Can we at least drop the Little Dan shit? Please?"
Dan grinned back at his mother.
"I suppose so," she said as she buried her head in his chest and gave him a tight squeeze.
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The classroom had a few less students in it than usual as it was Friday morning, and I'm sure more than a few of them started their weekend last night at the local bars.
I'd always wondered about the intelligence of the schedule-makers to set an upper level economics course for 8 a.m., particularly if the class met Fridays. Why not set a freshman level econ course for 8 a.m., since those students were under 21, and unless they had a fake ID, they weren't going to be drinking Thursday night. Absenteeism would have been much less for the frosh level class.
But that makes too much sense. In the real world, where I lived, the powers that be apparently prided themselves on not making too much sense. I don't care if it's politics, big business, or a big Midwestern university, once someone becomes a "power that be," he or she must have to check their common sense at the door.
Like a lot of people, I had been one of those kids who used to start my weekends on Thursday nights. I was a party guy supreme. I got OK grades, but never really put any effort into the academics. I learned what I needed to learn, but didn't feel that I needed to impress anybody with my grades. Yeah, I later learned that some recruiters were hooked on that, but, oh well, I'd always proven to my bosses that I was more than qualified by my actual performance on the job.
And then I got into teaching, got my master's and Ph.D. in economics, and wound up teaching our brightest young minds. I had been an associate professor for the past two years, made decent money, had great hours, and life was good. My wife was a mid-level bank executive, having taken off several years while our kids were toddlers, and she went back to work after they were both in school.
My son, Jeremy, is 9, and my daughter, Sandy, is 7.
My 10:00 class was the frosh class, and it was well-attended. It was my favorite class to teach because, at 18, most of those kids were like sponges waiting to absorb knowledge. Also, there were several kids in the class that were not econ majors as most majors required econ as a required frosh class. I really enjoyed getting the basic concepts into journalism majors and history majors, who I'd heard bitch about having to take econ at all.
"All I need to know is how to write, not how to figure out how to spend money," I'd heard more than one journalism major say at the beginning of the semester. Hell, you can't be any kind of a journalist today if you don't understand the basics of economics.
My one afternoon class was also upper level, but since it was at 1, the juniors and seniors actually showed up, although most were hungover. But for this class, these were the best of the best in intelligence, so even hungover, most were probably functioning better in the brain department than most of the regular population. It was a great challenge to teach these kids, especially since I was one of those journalism kids when I started out about a hundred years ago.
There are never any students that come by the office for help on Friday afternoons, so as usual, I left for home at about 3. The kids showed up at about 3:30, and after a few minutes of laughter and screwing around, we started getting Friday night dinner ready. That was our routine, and we enjoyed each other's company as we prepped for my wife's arrival at about 5:30. We usually made a pretty big dinner, and the four of us would celebrate the week that was as a family before the craziness of the weekend started.
Traci walked in just about her usual time. The kids both screeched and ran over to hug her. I hung back, watching and smiling, waiting for my turn. She was wearing a dark blue business suit, nothing special really, but I stopped breathing for just a quick second upon first laying eyes on her. It didn't make a difference what she was wearing, she always got that reaction out of me when I first saw her after a separation. She was just that stunningly beautiful, at least to me. After she kissed and hugged the munchkins, she came to me, and we kissed passionately, as we always did after any kind of time apart.
"Please, you two, get a room," said my son, who always looked clearly uncomfortable when Traci and I showed any kind of physical closeness. Ah, for the innocence of being a 9-year-old.
The same age as me at 35, Traci was a 5-foot-5 bundle of beauty and intelligence. She had long blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and despite having birthed two children, was probably still 36-24-36. She was a regular at our gym and rode her bicycle 20 to 30 miles per week. I was one incredibly lucky man.
And then the world fell in on me.
Since it was the weekend, the kids got to stay up until 10. After they went to bed, Traci and I did some snuggling on the sofa. Within minutes we were both naked, and she was doing the lollipop thing on my dick. I maneuvered us into a 69 and started to return the favor on her delectable pussy. Within minutes she was screaming unintelligibly, trying to muffle her yelling with a pillow from the sofa. Three orgasms in, we had to stop and adjourn to the bedroom so we could at least shut the door.
An hour later we were cuddling together, breathing heavily, both sweating. God how I loved this woman, and how I loved loving her.
"Roger, are you still awake? Roger?"
I was spooned behind Traci, and she could feel my regular breathing, indicating I was either asleep or not far off. I perked up a bit when she spoke.
"I'm awake, Babe. What do you need?"
"Just about the biggest show of love you could ever give me," she answered softly.
Now I was intrigued, and wide awake.
"You know how depressed Karen's been over not being able to have kids with Dave, especially since he's the last male of his bloodline, right," she started.
"You want to talk about this now?" I asked. I was more than a little puzzled.
Karen is Traci's younger sister, three years younger, to be exact. She has been told that unless it's a miracle, she's not having children. Her husband, Dave, a guy I don't like much, has some royal Hungarian blood and thinks he should have some male progeny to continue on his royal self.
"She just goes to work, comes home, and mopes around the house. I've suggested counseling, but she won't do it. It's starting to get really bad.
"Well, I think we've come up with the answer to her depression and Dave's bloodline ending. I'll carry a baby for them!"
I sat up at that point. I'm pretty sure my mouth was hanging open. I guess we were talking about this.
"Wait ... what?"
"You know she can't produce hardly any viable eggs, and she probably can't carry to term if she could produce eggs. But I can produce eggs, and I've got two kids to prove I can carry to full term. I love my sister dearly, Roger, and for her, I could carry another baby. It would be her baby, hers, and Dave's, but I would carry it for her.
"Now that would mean no sex ... at least no vaginal sex until I was confirmed pregnant. I'd have to go off birth control until then and we couldn't take the chance that you'd get me pregnant before Dave.
"It might take several weeks, maybe several months ..."
"Whoa! Slow the fuck down!" I interrupted. "In vitro is immediate. What the hell ..."
The answer hit me like a brick to the head, and as awareness came to me, Traci put her eyes down.
"You mean to have sex with Dave? What the fuck are you talking about!"
"It's a way for us all to bond," Traci explained. "Karen and I don't want the clinical method. We want this to be about love. Karen will be in the room with us."
"And I'm sure Dave had nothing to do with this decision at all!" I yelled.
"Well, he agreed with us, but it was a decision we all made," Traci responded.
"It was a decision you all made. Nobody asked my fucking opinion," I spat. "How is this about love for me?"
I was standing next to the bed by this point, pacing actually.
"I might have been on board with you carrying a child for them, but I'm not on board with you fucking Dave, even with Karen in the room! This is not happening! I don't give a shit if it makes Karen happy, or if Dave's bloodline carries on. This will not happen!"
Traci looked at me like I was a petulant child, slowly shaking her head from side to side.
"This is not something that can't be overcome by love, Dear. Once you get over your initial jealousy, we can get back to being us again. Nothing has to change. It will just be sex. And I know that you love Karen and Dave, and they will be eternally happy and grateful.
"My mom and dad are so excited they can barely contain themselves ..."
"You've already talked this over with your folks? Sounds like everyone's onboard except for the poor soon-to-be-cuckolded husband. Is that what I'm hearing?"
"It's not going to be like that, Roger. Once I'm pregnant it's back to just you and me. You're the only one I love. Don't make this into something bigger than that.
"You always trust me when we disagree on big things. You always let me make the final call, and haven't things turned out good for us?"
"This is much bigger than me letting you get a brown sofa for the living room, or taking your choice to go to Hawaii for vacation instead of Brazil," I said. "For some reason, you seem to think that my input was not necessary, but this is not going to happen if you expect to stay married."
"You think about it some more, and I'm sure you'll come around to my way of thinking. But don't take too long. I stopped taking my birth control pills a week ago, and starting next weekend I hit my most fertile week."
I was flabbergasted, to say the least. I knew I wasn't going to be able to sleep, so I turned the lights on, got dressed, and left the house, all without saying another word.
My favorite watering hole stayed open until 2, and instead of pulling up a spot at the bar as I normally would have, I ordered a double shot of Jameson's and took it back to a table toward the back of the bar. I downed the first glass in about 10 minutes, and made eye contact with Carol, the bartender, and held up my shot glass for another round. Instead of having the waitress bring the drink over to me, Carol served me herself, asking me if I was OK.
Carol and Archie Mygrant have owned the Cluster Cluck Bar & Grill for about 20 years, and with all that experience Carol could probably be listed as a certified psychologist. She has known me for about 12 years, and all she had to do was look at my face to know something was way wrong. Her question wasn't really a question, it was more a statement of fact, and she expected to get a straight answer from me. I couldn't lie to Carol, and gave it up over the next few minutes.
She looked at me hard and gave me a weary smile. She looked over at Archie, who had replaced her behind the bar, and held up one finger. Archie came over with a cup of coffee for Carol, nodded at me, and quietly walked back to the bar.
"You do realize you're in a big mess here, Roger," she said. "For as long as I've known you two, you've always given Traci her way. She sees it as her right to make the final decision. If you don't put your foot down hard, she's going to assume she can do what she wants, and you'll give her tacit approval -- as usual. She'll fuck this guy until she gets pregnant, then you'll have to put up with the baby for the next nine months, then she might just repeat the process in the future since you've already acquiesced once. And maybe down the line ..."
"Ah, shit," I whispered.
"Yeah, you're going to have to make some tough choices in the very near future, so you need to think this through really well."
I had another double right before last call, then drove myself home. I probably could have drunk half the bottle and still have been sober for the bad mood I was in. The house was dark when I got home. I didn't bother to go upstairs to our bedroom. I got a blanket out of a closet and crashed in my La-Z-Boy.
I heard Traci and the kids laughing in the kitchen sometime the next morning. I staggered into the room, still wearing my clothes from last night, and headed for the coffee pot.
"Morning, Sleepyhead," Traci cooed to me as I walked by. "Did Mr. Jameson make things better last night? Ready to take on the day and become everyone's hero?"
She knew me so well she even knew what I would drink when I had to work out a problem. No wonder she figured this was probably a done deal.
We didn't talk about Traci's proposal at all on Saturday, but there was a definite tension in the air. While we were eating Saturday night, Traci off-handedly "reminded" me that tomorrow we were invited out to her parents for Sunday dinner. Huh, I didn't remember her telling me that earlier.
We took off for her parents' place a little after 3 in the afternoon, pulling up at about 4. As we pulled up in front of Traci's parents' house, I spotted the cars belonging to Dave and Karen and two of Traci's aunts and uncles. I shot Traci a sideways look, and she grinned back at me like someone who already had the answers to a test she was about to take.
The kids ran off to play in the backyard while we adults congregated in the family room. Karen walked over to me slowly, touched my shoulder, and looked deep into my eyes. I shook my head slowly, then put my eyes down. She looked like she was ready to cry until she looked at Traci, who was nodding and smiling. I was starting to feel uncomfortable. There was a cooler of beer in the kitchen, with a couple of bottles of booze on the counter. I grabbed the bottle of Ciroc vodka, threw some ice in a glass, and poured myself the equivalent of two shots. I had a feeling my life as I knew it was about to get really interesting.
I shouldn't have been surprised that my mother-in-law started things off. Been married to her daughter for 13 years, and the woman still hated me. I wasn't who my in-laws had wanted Traci to marry, and they made it quite clear on numerous occasions.
"I can't believe you are so selfish that you would deny Karen and Dave a chance at having their own baby. What kind of dick are you?" Lorraine Tortello practically yelled at me.
So they were going to try to soft-soap me. I didn't see that coming.
"I'm hardly the selfish one here, Mom. I've agreed that Karen and Dave can borrow Traci's uterus, but there's no reason to borrow her p ... vagina, too. In vitro is a perfectly healthy way to get this done. I see no reason to do anything else."
"But that's so clinical, and hardly the loving way our children were conceived. We want Karen and Dave's child to be conceived in love," Traci answered. "We want it to be a loving experience."
"We? Who's this we?" I questioned. "I was never consulted on this. I was told this, but I'm not agreeing to this. I will never agree to this.
"He doesn't need to make love to you for you to have their child ..."
"It's about conceiving the child in love, not about Dave and I having any love for each other like that," Traci interjected. "Karen will be in the room with us, Honey ..."
"He's packing, isn't he?" I asked as the light bulb went off in my head.
Dave smirked at me. Everyone else was looking at him.
"If she's going to carry our baby, shouldn't she at least get a little enjoyment out of this, too?" Karen cried.
"Way wrong answer, Karen!" I yelled.
"So what is it, Traci, is he packing nine inches?"
Dave smirked at me again, nodding his head.
"Just about on the money, old boy," he sneered.
"So you get a nine-inch pipe to enjoy for a while, he gets to have sex with my beautiful wife, Karen gets her baby, and I get ... to be a fucking cuckold. You can't be serious -- none of you."
"It's not like that. I love you, Roger, and only you," Traci insisted. "After I get pregnant, it will be just you and me again ... forever."
I slugged down the remaining vodka in my glass and stood up.
"Have Mr. Big Dick and Karen drive you home. I'm suddenly not hungry," I said as I headed for the door.
Things were more than frosty at home for the first few days of the week. We both talked to the children, but neither of us spoke more than a few sentences to the other. Finally, on Wednesday, after we ate, cleared the dishes and the kids went off to their rooms to do whatever it is kids do, Traci spoke up.
"Roger, you know I would never do anything to hurt us, our family. I know in my heart this is the right thing to do, and I know that once you get past your jealousy and fear, you'll see that, too. And if we don't do this now, in a few years you're going to come to me with big regrets that you screwed it up for Karen and Dave.
"I'm 35, there's only a small window left for me to carry a child safely and maybe get my body back after. I love my sister and brother-in-law, but I'm not going to be carrying a child for them in my 40s."
"Then do this in-vitro like everybody else, Traci. Love is much more than you and Karen and Dave doing some sort of threesome," I responded.
"It won't be anything like that," Traci said. "Roger, we've been married 13 years. You have to trust me on this. Please."
"I can't do this, Traci. I won't share you with anyone, even family. If you insist on going through with this, there won't be an us anymore. I won't be part of this."
Thursday night after supper the four of us were in our assigned places in the family room watching TV. My assigned place was my La-Z-Boy. The kids and Traci were on the sofa. Traci got up and came over to me, and very gently climbed into the La-Z-Boy with me, actually laying down half on top of me as I was reclining. I scooted over a bit to give her room. Five minutes later, she was blowing gently in my ear, and the hand rubbing my leg was getting a bit adventurous. She planted her lips on mine and then tried to suck my tonsils out.
"God, would you two get a room," Jeremy said with a real look of disgust on his face.
Traci and I looked at each other, then got up and made our way up the stairs to our room. It was not uncommon for us to do this.
We were both sure that Jeremy knew what was going on; not sure what Sandy knew and understood. Still, we tried to keep things quiet. Five minutes in, Traci had my hard dick in her mouth, also not an uncommon occurrence, but then she went the extra little bit to get that last inch into her throat -- something she'd never done before. It was an incredible feeling until the thought hit me: was she practicing on my six inches to be able to get Dave's 9-incher in her throat, or had she already practiced with Dave's nine inches and was now able to get my six inches into her throat. I softened immediately. Neither one of us said a word as we got dressed and headed back downstairs to continue watching TV. Jeremy gave us a surprised look when we descended.
The game plan for the next week, according to Traci, was for her to go to Dave and Karen's right from her work Friday night, and she would stay there until the next Sunday afternoon. We would reconnect as a family Sunday night. While I was guardedly hopeful that she would call this off, I made plans with the kids for both weekends. I wanted to spend as much "happy time" with the kids as I could before I changed their lives forever.
We did the Cincinnati Zoo among our first big weekend. All the kids knew about Traci not being with us is that she was helping Aunt Karen and Uncle Dave with a big home project. We did the Cleveland Zoo and the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame, among other activities, on the second weekend. I used the same excuse for Traci not being with us.



By the end of the nine days, I looked like hell. I hadn't slept hardly at all.
We had been home about an hour from Cleveland when Traci pulled up in the driveway. The kids ran out of the house to happily greet her, chattering away about our great weekend.
After she dropped her bags off by the stairs, Traci came into the family room to greet me, as I didn't go to greet her as normal. I didn't put my recliner down, get up, and kiss her either. She stood by the foot of the chair for about five seconds, looking at me. My lack of action wasn't lost on her.
"So that's how this is going to be?" she asked.
"Are you really going to play the injured party here, Trace?" I snapped. "Against my expressed wishes, the three of you go off on a nine-day fuckfest to get you knocked up with his baby, while I babysit our kids and pretend to them that nothing's wrong. That's not love as I understand it.
"How many times did you let him fuck you? How many different positions did you do? How many times did you even give a shit about me and the kids?
"I wasn't put here to be anybody's punching bag, dish rag, or cuckold. Don't you dare talk to me about love, because if you really loved me, you wouldn't have spent nine days being Dave and Karen's slut.
"This had nothing to do with love, and you know it. You wanted him, you got him. Just don't expect me to sit still for this bullshit."
"You're wrong about this week because you're afraid of losing me. That's not going to happen, Roger!" Traci cried.
"You daft bitch! It already has happened. You chose him over me this week. And you'll choose him over me next month if you're not pregnant. And what happens if you have a girl? Have you already made a contingency plan to do this again to give him a boy?"
Apparently I hit the nail right on the head on that one because Traci flamed red and started checking out the carpet with her eyes.
"Son of a bitch!" How could you do this to us? To me? To our family? You stupid, fucking cunt!"
Traci backed up a few steps as I railed at her. I had never said anything like that to her before, and I could see the fear of recognition on her face. This problem wasn't going to go away with her pouty-face.
"So are you trying to turn the kids against me by being the fun parent?" Traci quizzed in an effort to change the conversation a bit.
I shrugged.
Traci's looked morphed from one of sadness to one of anger. She sleeps with another man -- for whatever reason -- and has the temerity to be angry with me? Will wonders never cease?
My response to Traci came the next day when she was served at work. When I got home, she was already there, and the manila envelope was resting on the counter when I walked in the door. The kids greeted me with their brand of dad's home mania for about 15 minutes, then they moved off. Traci had watched me the whole time I was engaged with the kids, staying her distance, but watching intensely nonetheless.
"Couldn't wait to have me served until I got home?" she finally asked with a resigned sadness in her voice.
"Since I have had very little dealings with an attorney, I wasn't a high priority for them to get the petition done earlier. This was the first chance they had to get it served. Not wanting to waste additional time ..."
"This is not going to happen, Roger. There will be no divorce. I told you: I love you, and only you. I will not let you destroy us, our family, for your jealousy and ego-driven insecurity. You'll thank me someday," she said.
I exhaled deeply. "Jealousy and ego-drive insecurity. God, how I love those terms. Best defense is a good offense, I suppose."
I explained to the kids what was happening over dinner. I told them and Traci I would be moving out by the weekend, but they could still see me anytime they wanted. I think all four of us cried at one point or another. The most poignant moment came when Jeremy asked why I was divorcing Traci. He's pretty astute for a 9-year-old, so I figured I could tell him a sanitized version of the truth.
"We can't be married anymore because Mommy broke Daddy's heart," I said simply.
Jeremy simply nodded.
"But Mommy's not going to let a divorce happen," Traci intervened. "We'll all be a family again pretty soon."
She gave me a smug, confident look. I twisted my mouth and gave her an exasperated look.
After dinner, I got two large suitcases from the closet and loaded a week's clothing and other stuff I thought I would need into them. Traci watched me from the doorway with a look that at best was irritation.
"We'll still be here when you get over your mad," Traci said when I grabbed my keys and headed for my car.
I kissed both kids and told them I loved them. I told them they would still see me a lot as I was going to be around for them.
I moved into a small apartment about 15 minutes away from our house and I continued to do the usual dad things like coach my son's Little League team and take my daughter to dance class. Because Traci fought the divorce so hard, it took almost a year to get it done.
Dave's swimmers didn't get the job done the first month, so Traci went for round two a month later. Although I didn't have the room in my apartment for the three of us, the kids and I did the best we could for another two weekends, treating the time as if it was some sort of giant camping trip. When I brought the kids home Sunday afternoon, Traci still wasn't home, so we hung out for a while just like we used to. When she finally showed up, we just looked at each other. Well, actually, I glared at her, while she just looked at me like a disappointed parent looks at an underachieving child.
Traci's pregnancy started to show in her third month. The little bump in the middle of her body brought back memories of better times for the two of us. Those quickly faded as my anger built at the fact that I was not the father of that bump.
At six months, Traci was pretty large, like she was when she carried our two. I have to admit, I always thought she was incredibly sexy pregnant, and this time was no different. I brought Jeremy home after ball practice one day, and Traci invited me to dinner. Having no other plans, I agreed. After eating, the kids drifted off, but Traci brought out some coffee and apple pie, so I hung around a bit. Before I knew it, we were in what used to be our bedroom, and I was running my hands up and down over her belly. Hey, I'm human, and if she was going to put it out there, I was going to enjoy it. She was going to enjoy it, too, and after a couple of orgasms from my mouth, Traci got up on all fours and I put it to her solidly from behind, being careful not to be too aggressive.
After a few minutes, I introduced my fingers to her clit, at which point she came twice more before I finally got off. I was way surprised I lasted as long as I did, because that was the first time I had had sex since leaving home seven months before. As we were recovering and breathing heavily, she looked at me and said, "Damn, Rog, that was good. I miss this. Are you sure about this divorce? Don't you still love me?"
"I supposed I'll always love you, Traci. That's the problem. I still love you. But you apparently don't love me enough."
"Not true, Roger. Come home. Let's be a family again," she said.
"What made you think I would let you fuck another man, especially when I told you I wasn't going to let that happen. You know me better than that, Babe. Why?"
She didn't answer, but her blush told me a lot. She honestly thought I was going to give her a hall pass on this.
"We made vows, Babe," I whispered. "You ripped my heart out with your little stunt."
A couple of months later, I had the kids for the weekend as Traci delivered her baby ... well, technically, Karen and Dave's baby. I didn't inquire about it, but the next time I had the kids they told me all about it. I pretended to be interested in their new cousin.
A week later, I got what I considered a surprise phone call from Traci.
"What, no flowers, no phone call? Not even a baby gift for your new niece," she said in an offhand manner when I picked up. "I would have thought better of you."
"You apparently think much better of me than I think of me," I replied. "For the little bit left of our marriage, I don't believe I qualify as an uncle, and as for sending you flowers ... you still don't get it. You don't get to break my heart and keep all of my love. That's not how this game is played."
The divorce was finalized a month later. Traci got the kids, the house, child support, and some alimony since I made more than she did. Apparently, she also got the friends, because I noticed that very few of "our" friends kept in touch. I didn't notice it at first, but then little things started to add up, like many of the husbands hardly even acknowledging me when we saw each other at the children's events. After getting snubbed on several occasions, I finally was mad enough to ask one of those longtime friends if I was radioactive or had a body odor problem.
"Aw man, you blew it on the baby thing. How could you be such a selfish prick?" Rick Jensen asked me when I cornered him one night at the Cluster Cluck.
"So you and all the other guys think I should have become a cuck just so that bastard Dave could get a kid?" I asked incredulously.
"Cuck? What the fuck are you talking about, Roger? Just let Traci carry his baby. If she wants to do it, all you have to do is support her and you're a Goddamned hero. This has nothing to do with being a cuck."
"Then she's not telling everyone the whole story," I said with more than a little irritation. "How do you think she got pregnant? The three of them did a little threesome thing, even though I warned her that I would divorce her ass if she did. She just doesn't think she can do anything wrong."
"No shit! Seriously?" he blurted out. "Well, fuck that noise. I guess there's a bunch of us who owe you an apology."
Within weeks virtually all of our former friends called me to apologize, and suddenly I had a social life again. But things really heated up for me when the next Little League season started. Since I was always married before, I never really looked at all the single mothers watching their kids during the games, but now that I was single, it seemed like one in three women at the games wasn't wearing a wedding ring. I came away with a new phone number handed to me at every game.
Traci hadn't shown up for any of Jeremy's first five games of the season, but she was in the stands for the sixth contest. I always coach from the third base box, and when I crossed the diamond to get back to our dugout on the first-base side, she was sitting about halfway up in the stands, looking more than a little hot in shorts that were probably a little too short and tight for the crowd we were in. I tried my best not to stare, but I know she caught me looking at her great legs ... and her crotch. Actually, it seems that she was watching me watch her throughout the game. I knew that was lame, but I just couldn't help myself. She even gave me a smug, knowing smile a couple of times, and if I could have, I would have kicked myself.
We won the game, 6-3, and Jeremy had a couple of hits. Right after the game, I was talking with a couple of parents about heading over to the concession stand for ice cream cones for the kids to celebrate, when I spotted Traci making her way toward me. I really didn't want to talk to her, but I didn't see any way out of it ... until Jessica Beal swooped in to save the day.
Jessica was the mother of my right fielder, a skinny 10-year towhead named Justin. Jessica was divorced for several years now after her dickhead husband cheated on her. She was a tall blonde with a big rack and the curves of a goddess and was probably the subject of a lot of wet dreams among all the dads at the ballpark. We had talked from time to time, but I really didn't know much about her. But just before Traci got up to me, Jessica bounced into view right in front of me.
"Oh, hi Jess. How are you?" I asked as I tried not to drool. "Justin looked pretty good at the plate tonight, don't you think?"
"Yeah, he did," she answered. "Would you have a minute where we could talk? I need to ask a big favor."
"Well, if you folks would excuse me for a minute," I said to the parents I was talking with. "How about stepping into my office?"
I pointed to a spot a few feet away.
It seems that Jessica was an assistant vice president at one of the banks in town, and they had a summer outing coming up in a few weeks. She usually attended solo, she said, but since I was no longer married she hoped I would attend as her plus 1.
"Oh, hell yeah," I said with a chuckle.
She smiled back at me, gave me a card with her number on it, and leaned in for a quick kiss on the cheek. As she departed, I saw her look at Traci and give her a small shake of the head. I had no clue as to what that was about.
I had a good time with Jessica at the outing a few weeks later, and we dated on and off for a while. I also dated some of the other women who approached me at either the games or the practices. Who knew there was such a thing as Little League parents hooking up? I guess I never paid too much attention to what was going on around me because my marriage was so great.
Fortunately for me, I always kept myself in pretty good condition and watched my weight, so at least that wasn't a problem for me, but after being out of the game for the last 15 years, the social aspect of dating was daunting. Plus I know I was carrying around a lot of baggage. I thought Traci and I had the perfect marriage, and I was devastated when I found out differently. Right at that time, I wasn't sure if I'd ever be able to trust another woman to hold my heart.
My kids were too young to talk to about the problem, and at this stage of their lives, I'm not really sure they grasped the full significance of what was happening. Traci spent a lot of time with Karen and David and the baby, and I think both of my kids were enjoying the concept of the new little one. I, on the other hand, viewed the baby as the physical manifestation of Traci's betrayal, and while the rational part of me knew the baby wasn't to blame, I still wanted nothing to do with it. The rest of Traci's family just thought the kid was dipped in gold and that I was still the unreasonable one.
As I figured would happen, Traci went back to the well and carried a second child for Karen and Dave. At least she had the decency to look guilty on the few times I saw her over those nine months. Jeremy and Sandy told me she had another girl. I'll admit I smiled inside.
Traci and the kids and Karen and Dave and their kids moved into a bigger house together in the same neighborhood, so with my half of the proceeds from the house, Traci sold I was at least able to move into a bigger apartment, which made it a little easier for when the kids stayed with me.
Despite the fact that we shared the kids, there were long periods of time when I didn't see Traci, which suited me just fine actually. And the kids and I didn't talk too much about the things they did at "their house" as I preferred to live in the moment and make my own memories with my kids. So I guess I shouldn't have been too surprised at Sandy's dance recital a couple of years later when Traci walked in looking like she was pregnant again. She had never completely lost the pregnancy weight from her second child for Karen and Dave, and she looked dumpy, uncomfortable, and tired, to tell the truth.
She must have seen the surprised look on my face because instead of staying away from me, I guess she felt she needed to explain herself to me.
"Remember when I said I wouldn't be carrying a baby for Karen and Dave when I was 40? Well, apparently I lied. They persuaded me to try for a boy one more time. I'll be 41 when this kid's born," she said.
"The things you do for love, huh," I responded with more than a hint of sarcasm in my voice.
Six months later Traci gave birth to a third girl for Karen and Dave. I have to admit I poured myself a big glass of Glenmorangie single malt to celebrate that one.
I was sitting with a few buddies tasting tequila shots at The Cluck about six months after that on a Friday night when Karen walked into the bar with a couple of friends. We spotted each other and I gave her a small wave, then I continued talking with my friends and she went off to a table toward the back. I didn't give it a second thought until about 90 minutes later when an apparently inebriated Karen sat down in the empty chair to my right at the table where my friends and I were drinking. Judging by the fact that she smelled like she was wearing gin-based perfume, I gathered she had at least one too many martinis.
"Thank you very much for ruining my life, you fucking Boy Scout!" she said in a voice loud enough to be heard by about half of the bar. "If you would just gone along with the baby thing and not have divorced my bitch of a sister, Dave and I wouldn't be divorcing and I wouldn't be stuck with her three brats!"
"Whoa, babe, what the fuck are you talking about," I asked defensively.
"She was just going to fuck him for a week or two, that's all, and then carry the baby. But no, Mr. Boy Scout divorces her, and she winds up with me and Dave. And he's banging her about half the time, and what can I say, nothing, because she's going to have the baby for us. But I get home from work tonight and they're already in the sack and he's telling her he loves her more than me. So now I've got three little ones running around and a husband that loves my baby-machine sister more than he loves me, his wife of 15 years. All because you just wouldn't let her fuck him for a week or two. You selfish prick!"
It had gotten pretty quiet in the bar as Karen blurted out her story. I was pretty sure everyone was looking at the two of us. I gestured to Carol behind the bar to give me another shot of Don Julio and another of whatever martini Karen was drinking. Carol get our drinks in record time and told me to keep Karen's outbursts down or she would throw her out of the bar.
Karen is three years younger than Traci at 38, and in both looks and body could compare well to my ex-wife until age and having three late children caught up with Traci. Karen was leaning into me holding her drink when she apparently decided the rest of the bar needed to hear the rest of the story, so she started to raise her voice. Caught between a rock and a hard place, I did the only thing I could think of to shut her up: I kissed her. But not just a little kiss. I opened my mouth wide enough to match her open mouth, and when I locked onto her lips her tongue practically jumped into my mouth. I met that challenge head-on, if you will, and responded in kind. Thirty seconds later we were in my car, heading to my apartment.
I have no rational explanation for what followed, but I spent the next two hours devouring Karen's body like a starving group of ants at a picnic. We barely got through the doorway before I had her naked, then I sucked her nipples while using my fingers to give her a series of orgasms. The screaming started on her third orgasm.
Sometime after her sixth orgasm, I scooted down my bed and found her sopping wet pussy with my mouth. Thirty seconds later, she screamed out, "Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!" and tried to put me in the hospital with a concussion as she rammed her pussy into my face repeatedly. At one point she locked her thighs around my head and tried to suffocate me while spasming in double-time. Then just as she looked like she was going to run out of gas, I pulled her up onto her hands and knees and took her doggy, getting one more weak orgasm out of her.
"Holy shit, Roger! Do you do that with all your women, or was that some kind of revenge sex scenario we just acted out? That was fucking amazing! Dave's never done anything like that to me before. It's usually just about him sticking that big tool in me and pounding me hard until he comes. That was ... thank you!"



I laid there with Karen curled into my chest like Traci used to do, breathing heavily, my face covered with Karen's juices. I stared at the ceiling, trying to figure out in my mind exactly why I did what I had just done. I'm sure part of it was revenge, but I know part of it was pure lust. I know in my heart that I still loved Traci -- at least somewhat -- and Karen was as close as I was going to get ... without all of the baggage. Oh, yeah, I know there was some baggage here -- I had just broken one of my personal codes by knowingly fucking another man's wife -- but I owed Dave less than nothing. And considering Karen was part of the unholy triumvirate, I didn't have any problem with doing her just for my own pleasure ... and hers as a byproduct.
I awoke Saturday morning spooned around Karen, my hard-on pressing firmly into her ass. I knew what my little brain wanted, but the big brain was conflicted and confused. The little brain won out when she reached back and slowly wrapped her fingers around my dick. This time we took things slowly, and we only had one orgasm apiece, but at least for me, it felt very satisfying.
"Traci always said you were a good, generous lover," Karen said as we lay side-by-side looking at each other, "But she never went into specifics. I'd say she undersold you by a lot.
"You know, I meant what I said last night. She was absolutely sure you'd let her have her way. Otherwise, there was no way she would have given up what you had to offer for just a couple of more inches of dick.
"But it also was about love, Roger. Seriously. The three of us just grew stronger in our love for each other. I knew we were shutting you out, but Dave and Traci said our love was different than what you two had, and it was OK for us to have that. She was so sure of your love for her. She was so sure you'd never go through with the divorce.
"Then when you let it go through, well, it was only right that we let her and the kids move in with us. She had given us so much. But I started feeling uneasy the longer she was with us. I knew she was developing feelings for him, and him for her, but I tried not to see it. She was bearing us children."
Karen and I continued to get together for sex night every few weeks until her divorce was final sixth months later. Then, when she and David got a regular visitation schedule worked out for the kids, she would spend the entire weekend with me at my apartment on the weekends David had the girls. It started out almost completely about sex for us both, but gradually developed into a real friendship. I had always gotten along with her when she was my sister-in-law, but spending weekends living with her gave me new insight into who she was. I know for her it started out as penance, but I think we both grew as friends, even though we knew it could never be more than that.
And then it got to be more than that.
About a year later, Karen had woken up before me on a Saturday morning after a big Friday night of sex and padded off to the bathroom. I was vaguely aware of her leaving my bed as I was half-awake at that point. Next thing I hear is rather loud vomiting, so I jumped out of bed and knocked on the door.
"You OK, Kar?" I asked.
She vomited a second time, then gathered her wits and answered. "Yeah, I'm OK. Be right out."
She looked a little pale when she came out and sat down on the edge of the bed.
"Maybe I've picked up a bug," she said. "That's the third time this week I've thrown up when I got up. It kinda reminds me of when Traci was pregnant with the girls and had morning ..."
She stopped talking and looked up at me with a look that bordered on fear and exultation, if there's such a thing. I didn't need to be a mind-reader to know where this was going.
"Wait. I thought you couldn't get pregnant, nor could you carry a child," I said in a somewhat shaky voice. "We've never used protection because of that."
The doctor never said I couldn't get pregnant; just that the odds of it happening were rather slim. He called it a million to one shot, and said the odds of me carrying the baby to birth were about the same."
"Wow," was all I could think to say.
We jumped in the shower, and for the first time since we started our fuck-buddy relationship, we didn't have sex in the shower. We were both preoccupied.
We were silent as we fixed coffee and toast. Coffee poured, toast buttered, we sat down at the kitchen table, instead of in front of the TV as usual.
"Look, I don't believe in abortion, except in emergencies, but I'm not the one who would have to carry this child," I started. "But I will be there for you in every way I can, and I will support this child with both love and money if you decide to have it and by some miracle can. I mean to be there always, even if one or both of us ends up getting married again."
Karen started to cry, and I got up, went to her and wrapped my arms around her tightly. Then she started to sob uncontrollably. I just let her go until she was cried out.
"Maybe this is God's way of evening the score, the ultimate way for me to pay you back for ruining your marriage," she finally said.
"If that's the case, then He certainly has a sense of humor."
She smiled at me, and suddenly the world seemed a little brighter. We got dressed and had a full day out, first visiting an art gallery, then a craft show, and then finally going to dinner. Throughout the day, we each thought of a bunch of little things we needed to do if Karen was pregnant.
We bought a home pregnancy test and it confirmed Karen was pregnant. Her OB-GYN visit a couple of weeks later was the final confirmation, and the doctor explained to both of us the risks of Karen carrying the baby. Karen didn't flinch a muscle when she told the doctor that not only would she carry the baby to term, but it would be a perfect, beautiful, healthy baby.
"I owe you that much," she said to me as the doctor looked confused.
Karen had never told any of her family about our relationship before, and considering the way my marriage had ended, that was more than fine with me, but she wanted to make a big splash with this news -- and she wanted me there. I sucked up my personal feelings and went with her to her parents' house for the "family meeting."
The meeting included her parents, Traci and Dave, who had gotten married since Karen and Dave's divorce, and a couple of other aunts and uncles. It was a cake and coffee kind of thing, with various kids running around outside the house. By design, we got to her parents' house last, and when I walked in after Karen the place went deathly quiet, at least until my former mother-in-law found her voice.
"What's he doing here?" she uttered with disdain practically dripping from her words.
"I would think that the father of your next grandchild should be here for the announcement," Karen said icily.
I just stood there with the biggest shit-eating grin I could muster.
The room practically exploded in a cacophony of shocked utterances.
My former mother-in-law went from bitch mode to grandma mode in the blink of an eye, bursting into what looked like happy tears. I spied shocked faces and smiles all around until I glanced over at Traci and Dave. Traci looked gobsmacked, while Dave was gritting his teeth and turning red in the face.
The next thing I knew my former father-in-law had his hand on my shoulder and was leading me into the kitchen. He didn't look happy.
"You son of a bitch! This is how you get your revenge on Traci?" he snarled.
"Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! Fuckhead!" I snapped back at him. "Traci and I have been divorced for over seven years. She's had three kids with Dickhead and married him. And Karen came to me, not the other way around!"
Jerry sat down in a kitchen chair, looking defeated, while the noise in the living room continued on at a good level.
"I'm not trying to be disrespectful, but Karen and I have been friends with benefits since she split from Dave. Since nobody thought Karen could get pregnant, we never used protection. This just happened.
"No, we're not getting married, but I care for Karen very much, and I intend to be every bit the father to this child that I am to Jeremy and Sandy."
"Then I guess I need to shut my stupid mouth and congratulate you two," he said as he stood up, shook my hand, and then pulled me in for a manly hug.
"Wait, I have the perfect way to celebrate this," he said, reaching up into his liquor cabinet above his refrigerator. He pulled out a bottle of 18-year-old single malt and poured each of us a shot. He led me back into the living room, and suddenly the room got quiet again. Everybody was looking at the two of us.
"L'chaim!" Jerry exclaimed.
The noise resumed. We clinked shot glasses softly, then sipped the scotch. You don't throw an 18-year-old single malt down your throat, regardless of the occasion.
It was amazing how fast my stock grew among the family. Despite the fact that Traci cheated on me, I was still the bad guy for not letting her do her "good deed" and getting the divorce all those years ago, but suddenly, I was a hero for accidentally knocking up Karen. The irony wasn't lost on me.
I saved up my vacation and admin times and used them for Karen's doctor appointments and stuff like that. And when they decided to do a C-section on her a little early at 34 weeks, I was in the room with her. Knowing that I was involved in a miracle buoyed my spirits, and I handled all the childbirth stuff as easily as I had in my 20s when Traci had our two.
Miracle Wyatt Platt was perfect, beautiful, and healthy when he came into the world on July 18, 2019, at 10:22 a.m. I didn't think about it at the time, but just before I closed my eyes and went to sleep that night, I wondered about what Dave had to be thinking about me having a son with Karen. Call me a cruel bastard, but I smiled inside as I drifted off.
Between my older two and the baby, life, in general, was pretty full and happy for me. Karen and I still spent our weekends together, although she went on the pill after Miracle was born. We both agreed one was enough.
Two more years passed by, and I was happy with my life as it was, but you know women; they just have to tinker in a man's life. At that point, I hadn't been out on an actual date since Karen and I became a duo almost four years ago, and I wasn't looking for a woman. Apparently, however, Karen was looking for a woman -- for me. Just before taking Miracle home on a Sunday evening, Karen said we needed to talk, so we sat down in the living room while Miracle played on the floor in front of us. She looked more than a little nervous, and I started to get a bad feeling that my happy life was about to change.
"I know we've gotten past the part I played in your divorce all those years ago, but I still feel like I owe you for that. So next Friday night, you're going on a date with a friend of mine -- a co-worker, actually."
I started to protest, but she gave me the stop sign hand, so I shut up and listened.
"Roger, you've become my absolute go-to person in the world -- my best friend, my lover, my child's father. I love you ... but I'm not in love with you, not in that way. But you are absolutely husband material for the right woman ... and after looking for the past few years, I think I've found her for you.
"I've looked long and hard, and I never wasted your time asking you to go on dates with women I thought might be good for you. But I've known this woman for 10 years. I've seen her deal with a lot of life's worst situations, including the death of her husband to cancer seven years ago, and she's shown me the same thing you've shown me -- a tremendous strength of character. She finally started dating again just last year, and I think the two of you would be a great fit. She knows about our relationship, but I've told her, like I am telling you now, that I would gladly step out of the way for you two ... providing I could still stay a part of both of your lives as a friend."
Karen had tears in her eyes as she finished speaking. I had tears in my eyes.
"I can't make you any promises, Babe, but I'll do my best," I whispered.
Sherry Langford was everything Karen said she was ... and more, much more. At 48, she was two years older than me, but I would have guessed she was five years younger than me. She had flawless mocha-colored skin, the result of an English father and an African-American mother, shoulder-length dark brown hair, a pretty face, and a toned hourglass figure that screamed out "gym rat."
I took her to a good Italian restaurant a couple of towns over. Over the three courses of the meal, she told me most of her story and I told her most of mine. She was incredibly easy to talk to and talked like a very smart person. Maybe because she knew me so well, Karen had somehow found what my soul had been missing since I left Traci.
Within three dates, I knew Sherry was right for me, and I think she felt that I was right for her. I explained to Karen that we needed to end the sexual part of our relationship, and she smiled back at me with a smug look that said, "I told you so." We still got together from time to time -- we were still great friends and shared a child -- but she no longer spent the night.
We were married a year later in a small ceremony. She was given away by her son, John, who not only became my stepson but also a trusted friend. And for my best man ... well, she was actually a woman. It just seemed right that Karen was by my side.
Sherry completely understood my friendship with Karen, considering she was another close friend of Karen's, and the three of us often did things together, especially kid things with Miracle. "Sherry-Mom" quickly became one of my son's favorite people.
I'm not saying life was perfect, but we were pretty happy and I had few complaints ... except with a certain Social Studies teacher of Miracle's in fifth grade, who gave my kid a failing grade on his genealogy project. Seems she had a little problem following Miracle's tree. Hell, I'm living it, and I have trouble following it.
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Most people don't have any idea about how long forever is. They think it's a concept like infinity.
I know that's not true. Forever for me lasted 15 years, two months, 27 days, and some odd hours.
It ended much the same way it started: with my wife, Traci, looking lovingly into her partner's eyes before a passionate kiss. The one difference, however, is that I was that partner the first time, and the kiss came right after I asked her to be mine forever on the night I gave her an engagement ring. This time I was a mere witness in a restaurant two towns away from where we live, as she and an apparently new lover stared adoringly into each other's eyes, then leaned in for a most passionate kiss.
How I came to be in the same restaurant as the pair doesn't matter. It was obvious from the fact that they had traveled an hour away from our hometown that they were taking precautions not be seen by anyone who knew them. My first reaction when I saw them was one of curiosity, then quickly changed to shock, disgust, and anger as the scene played out in front of me. I immediately thought about getting up and slugging her date, but then again I had always been taught to never strike a woman. So I just sat there, completely dumbstruck.
Since the two of them only had eyes for each other and apparently felt safe they wouldn't be seen by anyone who knew them, they took their time eating, playing kissy-face occasionally. I ate very slowly and had a dessert, so I watched them throughout their meal. My feelings alternated between rage and helplessness. When they finished, they got up, took each other's hand and left.
I sat there in silent rage and felt like the biggest clueless schmuck in the whole world. I had been married to Traci for more than 14 years, and we had been an exclusive couple for two years before that, yet I never had a clue she was bisexual. She had never looked twice at another woman that I ever saw and never gave me any hints in any conversation we ever had. I thought -- apparently way wrong -- that I knew her inside and out, and we were going to grow old together someday.
But the fact that she was bisexual wasn't even a blip on the radar to the anger I was feeling about her apparently cheating on me. Another man, a woman ... it didn't make any difference ... she was giving her love away to somebody else ... and that's not what we had promised each other all those years ago when she accepted my ring. Forever was ... forever. It was supposed to be timeless. Who knew that some forevers had an expiration date?
I paid my bill, got in my car, and drove home slowly. I had a lot to figure out.
Traci wasn't expecting me to be home for another day from my sales trip for work, but I had gotten lucky and was able to see a couple of tough calls early. So I was heading home on a Friday evening rather than Saturday afternoon as was the original plan. I had been gone since Monday morning, and not only did I miss Traci and the kids, but it was not usual for Traci and me to go more than three days in a row without sex, so I was feeling some pent-up energy that needed to be released ... at least until I saw what happened at the restaurant.
I was an hour outside of our hometown and I easily could have just driven straight through, but since I was ahead of schedule, I was just going to grab supper at the restaurant to take a break from windshield eyes. And the rest, as they say, is history.
Our kids are 12 and 10, so they were old enough to be left alone for an evening if Traci wanted to go out, so I had no problem with that. I wondered, however, if they knew what was going on because neither of them had ever said anything to me about Traci doing anything different. Maybe they were just as much in the dark as I was, I wondered. Either way, I knew they weren't going to be happy with what was coming next.
Yeah, I did the usual introspection bit on the ride home: what had I done wrong, how long had this been going on, etc. At least I didn't have to worry about her lover having a bigger dick than me, I chuckled to myself. Gallows humor.
I walked in the door at 9, and Traci still wasn't home yet. Lisa, the 12-year-old, and Ariel, the 10-year-old, gave me a big, happy greeting, and I watched for but didn't see them being nervous or hesitant about me being home early. Such was not the case for Traci when she walked in about two hours later. She obviously had seen my car in the garage and done some straightening up, because I noticed there was about a two-minute lag from when the garage door went up until Traci appeared in the kitchen, not looking quite as happy as she had the last time I saw her.
"What are you doing here today? I thought the trip wasn't over until Saturday?" she asked me first thing with a slightly worried look on her face.
"Well, I'm happy to see you, too," I said, making a big deal out of her greeting.
"Well, had I known you were coming home early, I would have fixed us a nice meal," she continued as I watched the vein in her forehead twitch slightly. "I ordered in a pizza for the kids, and Kate and I just grabbed a vino and a sandwich downtown. You remember Kate, from my office, I've told you about her before?"
She didn't quite look me in the eyes as she lied to my face.
"Oh yeah, you've talked about her before. Blonde, big boobs, has a string of guys falling all over her."
"The very same," Traci said. "I swear that woman could get a football team hard just by walking in the room."
"And get a married woman how wet?" I wondered to myself.
Kate was a looker and had the boobs of a goddess. She was about 26 and started working at the insurance company where Traci worked last year. The two had become instant friends, and obviously, somewhere down the line ...
At 39, Traci could still turn more than a few heads. She was also a blonde, with a nice rack and curves in all the right places. She was only about 10 pounds heavier than when we first met, and it was still a great package. And at least until recently, it had been my package exclusively.
Despite the troubled look on her face, Traci played it cool. For my part, I was barely hanging on to cool, so I just told her I was tired and was heading for bed. She gave me a very quick peck on the lips as I walked past her and headed up the stairs. I may have been mistaken, but I was pretty sure I tasted pussy on her lips.
I went to bed, but I didn't sleep. The kids had gone to bed before me, so when I heard quiet talking a few minutes later, I knew Traci was talking to Kate on her phone. It was a short conversation, and a few minutes later I heard Traci climb into the shower in our master bath --another first. Either I had spooked her enough that she was off her game and wasn't being quite as careful as she had been, or she thought I was asleep and wouldn't know it. My heart sank even lower.
Between kid stuff and home chores, I didn't have to interact too much with Traci for the rest of the weekend. She wanted to go out for dinner as a family on Saturday night, but I said I wasn't in the mood and just walked out of the room, effectively ending that conversation. She had to know something was up because it's rare for me to be rude to her.
Monday morning at work I asked my boss for some time off that afternoon for some personal problems I was having. John had gotten divorced about 10 years ago and remarried about five years ago, so he at least had a clue that something was not right in the Mason household. Considering how well my sales trip had gone last week, he didn't even flinch when I asked for the time off, but as I was getting ready to leave his office, he handed me a business card. It was the card for his divorce attorney.
"I'm sorry, Ron. I always thought you and Traci were a good match and were going to go the limit," he said.
"Yeah, me, too," I responded. "I appreciate the thought."
With my boss as a reference, I got in to see the attorney in two days. Although she could have been much more business-like since she's probably done this several hundred times, she was very solicitous of my feelings and gently led me along. She was surprised when I said I didn't want to hire a private eye to get solid evidence of Traci cheating.
"I saw the light in her eyes," I told the attorney. "Besides, since this is a no-fault state, there doesn't seem to be much reason. The only real advantage it might gain me is if she is going to be a hard-ass about visiting the girls, but I'm pretty sure that's not going to happen."
Despite how hard I tried, I just didn't have any spirit around Traci and the girls when I was home. Traci apparently figured it out, I guess because we didn't talk much. I think the girls knew something was going on by how quiet we were. I gave Traci every opportunity to talk, but she never took it.
The shit hit the fan when Traci was served at work the following week. Call it petty on my part if you will, but I wanted Traci to experience a small fraction of the pain I had been feeling. I'm guessing she was served at 11:03 in the morning, because at 11:05 my phone started blowing up. I ignored all 15 calls from her, then I ignored a few from phones I didn't recognize, figuring she was trying to reach me by borrowing a friend's phone. Amazingly, I felt energized for the first time since I caught her and Kate, and I had a really good afternoon selling on the road.
Traci's car was already in its place in the garage when I pulled in at 5:30. She made her presence known rather quickly.
"You lowlife bastard! You don't even have the balls to confront me face-to-face, but you have me served in front of my friends and co-workers," Traci screamed at me as soon as I shut down my car's engine.
I didn't say a word until I got into the house and put my stuff down. The girls were in the family room, judging by the sounds coming out of the big screen.
"I thought I was being very considerate. I wanted to make sure you were served with your lover around so she could comfort you," I calmly said.
"You know about Kate? But how could you? H-h-how? We were so careful."
"Not careful enough, apparently," I responded. "Just tell me two things: how long, and when were you going to tell me?"
"Uhh ... six months maybe," she squeaked out. "We were going to tell you soon, soon."
Traci's attitude had shifted from venomous to gut-punched in under 30 seconds. She staggered over to the kitchen table and sat in a chair.
I walked over to my liquor cabinet above the fridge and grabbed my bottle of Buffalo Trace bourbon. I poured myself a double and sat in the chair opposite hers.
If looks could kill, she would have died within the first two seconds as I glared at her. For her part, she couldn't lift her eyes from the table.
"How did I not know you were bisexual after all this time?" I said quietly.
"Because I didn't know myself until recently," she responded. "I just sort of found out little by little. I swear to you, this wasn't planned. It just happened."
She finally looked up at me and held my gaze.
"This doesn't have to change anything for us, Ronnie. I still love you as much as ever. It's just that there's this other side of me that I need to explore. If you love me as much as you always tell me you do, you would be supportive and give me more time to explore this," Traci said.
It was my turn to be quiet. Shit, I was in shock.
"You mean six months wasn't enough of an exploration, Magellan?" I snarked. "If you really loved me, you would have remembered our vows and not have explored at all. I thought being faithful had nothing to do with gender."
"But what if this doesn't work out for me?" she whined. "Then I wouldn't have her or you."
"Perhaps you should have thought about this before your first voyage. Why the fuck would I willingly be your back-up plan?"
"Because you love me, remember. Love -- real love -- should be about forgiveness for a mistake," she said.
"One time is a mistake, Traci. Six months is a conscious decision! What world are you living in?
"And yes, I do love you. That just doesn't go away overnight, unfortunately. But my loving you doesn't give you a blank check to rip my heart out ... and destroy our family."
"Wait, this has nothing do with the girls ..."
"You self-absorbed bitch!" I shouted. This has everything to do with the girls. They will be having their whole life ripped up because you decided you need to explore."
"Well, I never thought you'd be such as whine-ass about this!" she yelled back at me.
"No, you never thought I'd catch you so you would be able to take your time and figure out what your plan was going to be. You've turned into a piece of shit right before my eyes!
"And no, Traci, you don't love me as much as ever. I've seen you look at her. You love her like you used to love me, body, and soul. It's easy to see. You might still love me, but it's clear to me that I've been bumped down to second place. You might love me, but you're not in love with me, not anymore. You are, however, very much in love with her."
"That's not true, Ronnie. I ..."
"Stop, Traci!" I yelled at her. "I'm not stupid, and I know what I saw. I know you better than any other living person, and I know what I was looking at."
She had the good grace to look guilty. Then a light bulb went on.
"You saw us together? Oh my God!"
"Exactly."
"But, Ronnie, this doesn't have to be the end of us," she said hurriedly. "It's not like there's another man involved. It's completely different."
"No, it's not completely different! You love someone else in my place. That's the bottom line. And maybe it would be different if it were another man. At least then I'd be able to punch your lover square in the chops," I said.
"Can we at least be civil about this?" she asked.
"Honestly, I don't know," I answered quietly. "She may be a beautiful young woman, but she's still your lover, and she stole my wife. The grisly facts don't change because you decided to fall for a woman."
I found out a few months later the kids knew nothing about Traci's affair. They thought "Aunt Kate" was just a close friend of Mom's. They had both seen the occasional quick kiss and gentle touch, but since Aunt Kate wasn't a man, they didn't think there was anything out of place.
I found that out one night when the kids and I went out for dinner and the kids mentioned that Kate was spending more time over at the house since I moved out. They seemed to have figured out on their own that Aunt Kate was part of the reason that Traci and I were getting a divorce.
Since we live in a no-fault state, our finances were pretty much split down the middle. I only had to pay a little bit of alimony, but she got the house until the kids were in college, and of course I had to pay child support. I moved into an apartment about 15 minutes away from my former home.
Traci and I stayed in contact through the girls. They were involved in all sorts of activities both in school and out of school, and both Traci and I went out of our way to show them we were going to support them to the maximum.
I'm not sure why, but Traci fought the divorce hard, and it dragged out for a year before we finally got it done.
I was courteous, nothing more, when I encountered Traci and Kate at my daughters' functions. As far as family functions, I was always invited, but knowing that Traci was going to be there, I would give my apologies and beg off. I know I was giving up on some great family memories, but it took everything I had to maintain my composure when she and Kate were around. I would do a solo day for the kids to give them their birthday and Christmas gifts.
As could be expected, we each kept our respective friends that we had before we were married. Virtually all of the friends we gained since marriage stayed with Traci. As one of the husbands explained to me, many of them felt uncomfortable around me considering I had lost my wife to a woman. The consensus seemed to be that I somehow deserved it, and several of the women among our married friends just about made that exact statement. I let them go away without a fight because, as the old saying goes, you find out who your true friends are under adverse conditions.
By my own choice, I didn't date much in the next few years. My heart certainly wasn't into it, and I didn't need much in the way of companionship. When I got lonely after a year on my own, I went to the local animal shelter and got myself a small German Shepherd mix who was probably about 3 years old. I actually went into the shelter and asked them to show me the three dogs who had been there the longest. The one I picked had been there since he was a frisky puppy, but after being repeatedly rejected, he had turned into a quiet, reclusive animal with the saddest pair of eyes I had ever seen on an animal. I felt we were kindred spirits, both of us having been rejected.
The dog's name was Bob. Not some cutesy animal name, or something named after a cute Disney character. Just Bob. Bob got me, and I got Bob. The first thing he did when I brought him back to my apartment after nosing around the place, was to climb up on the sofa next to me and curl into my side.
He got along well with the girls when I had them on my weekends, but I think Bob liked it best when it was just us guys. He loved to go for walks or drives with me, and we could talk on almost any subject. Admittedly, Bob was mostly quiet during these talks, but with that face and those ears, I knew he was paying attention to everything I said.
Several years later, my oldest daughter, Lisa, met some guy at college from Boston and got married. As I was doing pretty well for myself in my career as an engineer1``67`t, I could afford to give her the wedding of her dreams. I couldn't have been prouder of her as I walked her down the aisle, but I did earn an admonishment from her after the service for screwing up my one and only line. I got it right at the rehearsal, but under the pressure of the real thing, my voice cracked, and when I recovered I answered the question of who gives this woman to be married with an "I do," instead of the correct line of "her mother and I do." Hey, I was choked up. So sue me.
When I got to my seat in the front row, a chair away from Traci, she leaned over to me and said quietly, "That was total bullshit, and you know it."
Then Kate leaned forward around from the far side of Traci and actually had the nerve to glower at me. I've got to admit, it was a good scowl.
"Fuck you, bitch," I mouthed at her after I took a look to see if the pastor was looking our way.
Wedding ceremonies always bring back memories for me, and at first, I fondly recalled my wedding day. That memory lasted about 30 seconds before I flashed on the mental picture of Traci and Kate together in the restaurant when I found out about them. When I snapped out of my reverie, Traci was looking at me sadly; she blushed crimson and quickly looked away. I guess I wasn't the only one strolling down memory lane.
Although I wasn't trying to watch, I noticed that Traci and Kate appeared to be having a great time, along with Lisa and her new husband, Jerry, and just about everyone else. That's when I noticed that I was one of the few single people over the age of 50 in the hall. I started to feel sorry for myself, so I walked over to the open bar being paid for by Jerry's parents and got a shot of 18-year-old Irish whiskey. I took my drink, sat down at my table, and quietly patted myself on the back for throwing such a great event.
Three years later I was going to play father of the bride again as my youngest, Ariel, got her beau to take her to the altar. This time I resolved not to go solo, so I knew I finally had to get off my ass and make a concerted effort at dating.



Three weeks later I was coming home from a three-day trip out of state and stopped at a small honky-tonk type of bar/restaurant about an hour from my apartment. I normally stay away from bars of this type because I loathe country/western music, but they were advertising pulled pork barbecue, so I just had to stop.
The food was great and there was a decent crowd as the DJ started playing music at about 8 p.m. I had been looking around just on the off chance there might be someone worth interfacing with, so to speak. Just then a 30-ish looking black woman with the face of an angel walked in the door by herself. I mean, she was flat-out gorgeous, but I had to wonder why an unattached young black woman was in a honky-tonk. Then again, what was an unattached older white guy doing in a honky-tonk, too?
I knew she was probably too young for me, but what the hell, I motioned for the bartender to put whatever she was drinking on my tab. He told her that her drink was paid for and gestured in my direction, and she sashayed her way over to my table to thank me. I invited her to sit, and to my surprise, she sat down with me and introduced herself as Jade.
We were having a good evening going when she asked me if I'd like to go back to her place. Hell yeah, I was surprised, but hey, you never turn down that kind of invitation from a gorgeous, clean-looking woman. So we're almost at the door when this goober with a cowboy hat walks over to Jade and gives her a little kiss on the side of her cheek. I came to an abrupt stop.
"It's OK, Ron. This is my husband, Fred. He's just coming along to watch. I hope you don't mind," she said.
Fred gave me a gap-toothed grin.
"It's OK, Dude. We're into this," he sort of guffawed at me.
"Not OK with me, Dude," I snarled back. "Damn, this generation is so fucked up."
I held up my hands in a stop gesture to both of them, then walked out to my car alone.
My next attempt at finding a woman came through my church. Carrie and I hit it off pretty well and went out on several dates. She was a 50-year-old divorcee with long black hair, 34B boobs, long legs, and a big smile. I was starting to get a good feeling about this one, and on date number four we wound up back at my apartment and in my bed. Fifteen minutes in I've got my face buried in her delectable pussy, and she's screaming for all she's worth. On her third orgasm, she starts to talk as well, and on her fifth orgasm she yells in full throat, "Oh yeah, fuck yeah, Jim, Jim, Jim!"
Yup, Jim's the name of her ex-husband.
I stopped immediately. When she finally came down from her orgasm, she looked at me with real anger on her face.
"Why the fuck did you just stop?" she screamed at me.
"Because I'm not your fucking ex-husband, you stupid bitch!"
I drove her home in silence. Needless to say, there wasn't a fifth date.
For my next dating adventure, I asked out a fellow employee for an evening of food and dancing. Allison Webb was a 42-year-old divorcee, having split with her husband of 17 years almost five years ago. She was a vivacious blonde who had a little bigger chest and ass than someone of average proportions, and we had been friends at work for about 10 years. By this point, she had heard my tale of woe, and I had heard hers.
We had a great evening out, and that turned into several great evenings. We enjoyed each other's company tremendously, and that was even before we had sex for the first time. I knew we'd have a great time at the wedding, so I asked if she would be my date.
"You want me to be your date at your daughter's wedding? The family, the ex-wife. I'm not sure I'm up to that," Allison said in earnest.
"Well, that's assuming you get the green light from Bob first," I added.
"Who's Bob?" she asked, looking puzzled.
"Bob's my wingman," I responded. "My best friend in the whole world. A 45-pound German Shepherd mix with very discerning taste. If he doesn't like you, escorting me to the wedding is off."
"You are a strange man, Ron," she responded.
Allison passed Bob's inspection the next week, and agreed to be my date for the wedding. The girls seemed very pleased that I wouldn't be a solo for this occasion. For some reason, Traci seemed to have a problem with it, giving me a "face" about every other time she looked at me. Since I hardly talked to her, I didn't give a shit what she thought, but it did bother Allison, who picked up on Traci's dislike for her immediately.
"What's your problem, Traci?" I finally asked her as I caught her alone during the rehearsal dinner.
"Do you really have to ask, Bob? Are you dating Girl Scouts? What's next, Brownies? Sperm?"
Whoa. Jealousy certainly didn't look good on Traci.
"Actually, Traci, Allison is the same age as Kate. I haven't forgotten that you traded me in for a younger, female version."
At least Traci had the good grace to look sheepish.
A year later Allison became my second wife, and life continued on.
To tell you the truth, I had forgotten I was on the bone marrow registry when I got the phone call one day at work that after 30 years, I was a match for someone. I have to admit that I was thrilled to be able to help save someone's life. I knew the marrow extraction would be somewhat uncomfortable, but I've always had this hero complex, and I was more than willing to put up with the procedure. There was some additional testing to be done, and if that was good, then the extraction was to be scheduled for two weeks after that. I gave my OK and told them I was on board.
I'm not an overly religious person, but I do believe in God, and there is an old saying that God works in mysterious ways. I never gave that much thought until four days later, when I was talking to my oldest, Lisa, on the phone in our weekly call. She and Ariel and I don't talk about their mother, Traci, and her life, but for some reason Lisa mentioned that a marrow match had been found for Aunt Kate, and that she and Traci were very enthusiastic. I mentioned to Lisa that I didn't know anything was wrong with Kate, and she filled me in on the details of Kate's year-long battle with leukemia. I told my daughter to give my best wishes to Kate and Traci, because even though I would never get over what they had done to me, I didn't wish them ill will.
"You know, Dad, you're a grown man. You can call them and tell them yourself," Lisa admonished.
"You're right, Baby, but the less I speak to them the less chance I will say something nasty that I might or might not regret later," I answered truthfully.
"Dad, you've been divorced for 16 years. Get over it finally," she said. "You've been married to Allison for almost two years. You keep telling me you're happy."
"I am happy, Baby, but the pain from your mother's betrayal will never go away. I don't hate her anymore, but she's not exactly in my friends list on Facebook.
"Tell you what. I'll send over some flowers with a card of good wishes. Does that sound OK to you?"
"That would at least be the right thing to do," she said.
I didn't give it another thought until I called a local florist and had a bouquet of flowers and a get-well card sent over. As I was giving the florist my card numbers, the thought suddenly hit me: bone marrow matches are kind of rare, and my being a match and Kate finding a match almost at the same time seemed way too coincidental.
The donation process is all about anonymity, so I knew I wasn't going to get a straight answer from the marrow registry people ... unless of course I was really sneaky. So I called my registry contact, sounding super optimistic, and asked her how rare was it that my match and I lived in the same city. She stammered, she stuttered, then she asked me how I knew who my match was. So I lied, sort of.
"People talk, and we share kids, sort of," I responded.
"This is a first," she admitted.
"Mmm ... hmmm," I mumbled as my brain started doing flip-flops. The fuck I was going to give that bitch bone marrow. She steals my wife, neither one of them ever says howdy-do, kiss my ass, nothing and I'm going to save her life by donating marrow to her. Not happening.
Two days later, I called my registry contact back and told her I was declining to do the donation. She about came unglued, and when she recovered her brains, she asked me if there was a specific reason as to why I backed out. She explained that while I within my rights to back out, it was hardly ever done, and this would cause "a lot of consternation" at the registry. I apologized for causing "consternation," but I told her it was in my own best interests that I back out. She stuttered her regrets, and told me that if I changed my mind in the very near future I should give her a call.
Allison was livid when I told her I backed out of the donation. I hadn't told her that I had found out who the donation was supposed to be going to. She just knew that I backed out of a commitment to possibly save somebody's life.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?!" my wife of two years practically screamed at me. "You know you want to do this, yet now that it's here, you want to fuck with somebody's life."
That was the first time I'd ever heard Allison drop the F-bomb; I knew she was nuclear mad. I figured I'd better level with her. She wasn't impressed with my reasoning.
"You would actually deny that woman a chance at life to get revenge? Please tell me that's not so!" she yelled at me.
"It's not revenge, actually," I said. "I wouldn't give either her or my ex-wife the fucking time of day if I had a watch and they didn't. They both fucked me over, and I have tried to have as little as possible to do with them. Why should I change now, just because Kate's dying. I'm the injured party here, and I'm just being consistent, if nothing else."
"So neither of them know the match was you?" Allison queried.
"Everything's done anonymously. I only found out because of a fluke."
Allison's face softened. "Ronnie, you can't back out on this. You hold this woman's life in your hands. It would be wrong if you could help but didn't," she practically whispered. "You're too nice of a guy to do this. You know sooner or later the guilt will chew you up."
"No, Allie. I don't think I'll have any guilt. Kate crushed my heart, and Traci went along with it. Besides, they'll never know that it's me."
"But Ronnie, they had such hope, and now you've probably totally destroyed them."
Allison and I sniped at each other for several more days, and we seemed to be drifting farther apart as a couple. We had never disagreed on anything as violently as this.
"Where is your Christian charity, Ronnie?" she asked me at one point.
"So if a beggar comes to me and asks me for money to buy bullets to shoot me, I'm just blindly supposed to dig in my pocket," I responded.
"Now you're just being ridiculous!" she yelled at me.
"They didn't rip your heart out and turn your world upside down. So now I'm supposed to just shrug that off and help them?"
"It's been 17 years now! Traci's been married to Kate longer than she was to you! Get over it!"
"They made their decision," I responded quietly. "They can live ... or not ... as the case may be, with that decision."
I walked out of the room.
A few days later, on a Saturday afternoon, I told Allison I was going over to the shooting range to blow off some steam.
"Make sure you're back well before supper. The girls are coming over, and I don't want you to smell like gunpowder, so you'll need to shower before we eat," she said to me.
I blew the living shit out of a target, firing off 500 rounds with my Sig 9mm. I can't explain why, but shooting always relaxes me. I think it's because you have to really concentrate on what you are doing, and when you stop concentrating as hard your body goes into a relaxed mode. At least that's my thought, and I'm sticking with it.
I most definitely smelled like gunpowder when I got home, so I quickly headed for the shower when I got home. I peeked at the dining room table, and there were six places set, and from the smell, Allison was making a roast. She is an excellent cook, and I was hoping she was making those little brown potatoes instead of mashed.
Once clean again, I poured myself a shot of rye and got Allie a glass of wine. She seemed a little on edge, and I attributed that to her wanting the meal to turn out perfect for the girls and their husbands. I gave her a peck on the lips.
I was sitting in the living room reading on my computer when the door opened and the girls walked in -- not followed by their husbands but by Traci and a bedraggled-looking Kate. I wasn't pleased to see either of them, and I gave Allison a glare as I got up to greet everyone. I kissed both of the girls but said nothing to my ex and Kate. I noted they greeted Allison with what could be called enthusiasm. There seemed to be a lot of whispering going on.
Not having been born yesterday, I knew immediately that Allison had set up this little intervention. I was more inclined to think of it as an ambush since I was apparently the only one who didn't have knowledge of the meeting. I considered just picking up and leaving, but then I figured it was time for me to make my stand. First, however, I had to endure the pretext that this was just a nice meal among family and friends. Kate's illness was the major topic of conversation around the table, although I didn't participate, sitting with what I considered a contemplative look on my face.
I suppose dinner and dessert were good; I really couldn't tell. Being a good host, I got after-dinner drinks for everyone and we moved to the living room. It was quiet for a moment, so I figured this was as good as any time to get the shitshow started.
"So who's going to talk first -- the woman who broke my trust to set this meeting up or the woman who ripped my heart out years ago but now thinks I should do her a favor? Or maybe we should hear from the woman who stole a married woman from an unsuspecting loving husband, but now, in the most cruel twist of all, needs that cuckold for a chance at life?"
I looked from face to face as I made my statement. None of the women could return my look. Allison looked extremely nervous when I called her out.
It was left to my oldest daughter, Lisa, to start. Since I didn't mention either daughter, maybe they figured I would cut them the most slack.
"Look, Dad, we all understand you're still mad at Mom and Aunt Kate, but to back out of the marrow donation is childish, petty and way beneath you," she said. "You're going to get your big revenge by not helping someone live ... that's just shitty.
"This is a person's life we're talking about, Dad, not slamming someone in the face with a whipped cream pie. A person's life ... for revenge?"
I took a sip of rye, then cleared my throat. I gave a tiny shake of my head.
"Did any of you for one second even look at this from my standpoint?" I started. "Every action in life has consequences. Now I know Traci and Kate never expected those consequences to be so severe, but that is their problem, which they are trying now to make my problem. Who knew that someday I would have a real chance to impact the life of someone who did me way wrong?
"You all think this is about revenge, and maybe me getting a little of my self-respect back. After all, how much self-respect could I have if I helped the person who stole my wife live?
"And I don't think any of you is even considering the fact that you think I should take it easier on Kate because she is a woman. If her name was Karl and he was a 6-2, 200-pound man, most of you would probably think I was right in what I'm doing. But it makes no difference to me that Kate is a woman ... she is a wife-stealing bitch. She knew what she was doing was wrong."
Kate was trying to drill a hole in the carpet with her eyes. Sitting next to her on our sofa, Traci reached over and squeezed Kate's hand.
"It's not revenge ... it's hatred. I hate her, and while I don't wish her any harm, I'm not going to help her in any way out of any situation. If you haven't been paying attention, I have hardly talked to her in the 17 years or so she has been with Traci."
Traci was sniffling now, holding back tears. "Do you really hate me that much that you could deny another person a chance at life? If you ever loved me at all as much as you say you did, couldn't you see fit to do the honorable thing?"
"The honorable thing ... that's a good one, coming from you," I spat. "I loved you every bit as much as I said I did, but hate is just a short stride away from love, especially love scorned. You don't get to tell me what the honorable thing is."
My volume level had risen, and I was trying my best not to tell them all—including Allison— to get fucked and leave me alone. I took a couple of deep breaths, and Allison apparently figured I wasn't mad enough at her.
"Ronnie, you're a good man. You always do the right thing," she said softly. "You know backing out is wrong. You'll never be able to live with yourself if you do this."
"Come on, Dad. You've taught both Ariel and me to always do the right thing, even if it feels wrong," Lisa interjected.
"This is the right thing, Baby. It is for me. I won't have any regrets about this ... won't lose a minute of sleep."
"Please, PLEASE!" Kate suddenly voiced. "I know I wronged you badly, but I don't want to die, and the doctors say my chances are poor if you don't donate marrow. They might be poor even if you do donate."
Kate's eyes look haunted. Asking me to help save her life had to be the toughest thing she had ever done.
I looked deep into those haunted eyes. I took no joy from reaffirming my decision, but reaffirm it I did.
"No," was all I said. I didn't utter the phrase, "I'm sorry," because truthfully, I wasn't sorry. I would do nothing in my power to help this woman.
Kate took my response better than Traci, who dissolved in tears. Allison went over to the pair to comfort them, and I heard her whisper, "I'll try. I'll talk to him."
So caught up in the moment was she that Allison never realized that she had placed our marriage in danger. I would have to think long and hard about whether I could overcome the break in our trust.
I grabbed my car keys from the keyring where they resided. I went out the door while five women sobbed. I didn't return again for three days. I hadn't answered any of the dozens of cellphone calls from Allison or the kids. The house was dark. I took a quick look around and figured that Allison was staying somewhere else for a while. There was a suitcase and some clothes missing, but most everything else was left intact. I also grabbed a suitcase and did some packing, taking with me most of my clothes and much of my stuff. I left my wedding ring in the middle of the kitchen table.
At work three days later, I got a phone call from someone who wouldn't tell our receptionist her name. I figured it was Allison getting me to take her call, and I was correct.
"Really? You're telling me we're through because I tried to get you to not be the biggest asshole in the world. I can't believe I married a man who could let someone die to get revenge. You absolutely suck."
"Well, I can't believe a married a woman who would violate my trust so completely, but you know what, we can both get remedied for that," I responded. "And, if anybody's getting revenge, it's not me. It's God. Remember the old biblical saying, 'Vengeance is mine, sayeth the Lord?' What better vengeance than to give a potential life-saving cure to the person who most hates the afflicted?"
"You really suck; you know that?"
Kate died two months after the divorce was official. I caught the obituary in our local newspaper. I didn't follow her case, and no one kept me informed. In fact, neither of my daughters has talked to me since the ambush. I love my kids, but you have to stand up for what you believe in, and neither I nor my girls were backing down over my stance on not helping Kate.



My decision was the right one for me. I never lost a minute's sleep over not giving Kate my marrow. The people at the marrow registry weren't very understanding of my individual situation, and took me off the list completely. That was fine with me, because the probability of my getting a second match was highly unlikely.
Bob was getting long in the tooth and was a bit crotchety, not exactly being thrilled with any of the women I had brought home in the last year or so. But that was OK because at 62 I wasn't really looking for wife No. 3. Somewhat surprisingly, I was still getting my share of good sex. I learned that at this age, eligible women outnumbered eligible men by about 4 to 1, and if her health was good, there was a good chance that my date for an evening was up for a roll in the hay. At this age, the women were confident in their abilities, as long as one of us remembered to bring some lubricant. Sure, we couldn't romp with the exuberance of youth, after all, neither of us wanted to break a hip, but more often than not both of us enjoyed a nice roll in the hay. I jokingly called my ladies my Sexy Senior Singles.
I hadn't spoken to any of my family in over four years when my youngest, Ariel called out of the blue to tell me Traci had died a few days earlier. She thought I should know and invited me to the funeral. We did have 15 good years together and had two children, so I figured at the least I should show up. Maybe I could mend fences with the girls.
I sat in the back by myself. It was a good service. After the burial, I approached the girls and their families. I got tentative hugs from the girls, solid handshakes from their husbands and shy hellos from my three grandchildren. We went to a near-by restaurant to talk.
It took about three minutes before the first salvo was fired. It came from Lisa.
"So tell me again why you let Aunt Kate die," she said out of nowhere.
"I see nothing's changed then," I responded. "Four years and we're back to that wife-stealing bitch.
"All right. For the last time ... and I do mean the last time."
"Jerry, see that handsome young guy over by the bar," I said, gesturing with my head in the general direction of a 20-something, blond-haired, blue-eyed hunk. "What if he came over here and laid a big, wet kiss on Lisa? What would you do?"
"I'd punch his lights out!" he declared.
"Right! Now, what would you do if you caught him having an affair with Lisa?"
"Easy. Dead man."
"Right again. But since he'd be dead, you wouldn't have to worry about donating bone marrow if he got sick, would you?"
"No, I guess not."
"Exactly my point," I said. "I didn't kill Kate, in part because she was a woman. My mistake, I suppose. But I still shouldn't have to save the life of someone who was having an affair with my wife. Or who completely stole her away. Should I?"
"No, you shouldn't," Jerry said as the light went on above his head. He slowly looked around the room, peering at each face. Little by little, the light of recognition came on in each pair of eyes.
"I'm not proud of my decision, but neither am I ashamed of it," I said quietly. "That bitch stole the love of my life, and didn't deserve my compassion."
"But if you ever loved Mom, how could you?" Ariel asked.
"I loved your mother with every fiber of my being, and when she broke my heart ... well, most of that love turned into hate. I'm sorry. I'm human. But I'm not the monster she had you believe I was. Just human. It just didn't turn out very well for your mother."
The other four adults in the room had tears in their eyes. The children looked confused and concerned.
"I get that this is going to take time ... for all of us. How about we take this one day at a time?"
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Mmm. Warm apple pie. Warm apple pie with just a hint of vanilla, sort of like pie a la mode.
At perhaps the most magical moment of my life, that amazing smell was giving my senses —primarily my sense of touch — a good run for its money.
I was balls deep in Angela Talarico — the first time for both us — and while it wasn't the smoothest or the best either of us would have in our lives, it was still our first, and it was a sensory overload for me ... and yet, in the middle of it all, I could smell the combination of her perfume, hair spray and yes, sweat, and she smelled amazing. More than 40 years later, I can close my eyes and remember that smell.
I don't remember the actual fucking quite as well as the smell. I won't pretend it was lovemaking; it was two virgins trying to pretend it was lovemaking in the back seat of my mother's 1972 Ford LTD. It was prom night our senior year, and like many teenagers, we lost our virginities on this special night.
It was noteworthy, however, that Angela and I didn't go to the prom, or to any of the other weekend activities that everyone plans around the event. I walked up behind her in the line at the movie theater, and she smiled self-consciously. I returned her smile, and we both laughed. While almost every other senior at Commack South High School was at the prom, we two losers had both come unaccompanied to the movie theater on a beautiful May evening in 1974.
Angela and I had known each other since my family moved to town five years previously. Officially, I am Nicholas Trczynknarvski, and because both of our last names began with the letter "T," I very often sat right behind Angela in the several classes we had together through the years. In that time, we had gone from mere acquaintances to pretty good friends to... whatever the hell we were calling this. Regardless, she was my first, and I was hers.
They always say that the clerks at Ellis Island shortened a lot of immigrants' names when they came over to the United States because they couldn't spell them or understand them. If that's true, than I don't even want to know what my real last name is. I always felt that I should score a 100 on every spelling test I took just for spelling my name correctly. Maybe that's why to my family I'm Nikki, but to everybody else who's important in my life and even everyone who isn't, I'm just called "Trick."
Except to Angela: I have always been Nicholas, pronounced with all three syllables instead of slurred into two.
It was easy to tell Angela didn't think much of me for the first year my family lived in town. I was a small skinny seventh-grader with a lot of dark brown unruly hair. Depending upon who you talked to, I was either a quirky genius or a lazy bum, and probably both were true to some extent. I could get great grades if I wanted, but I rarely had the inclination. I was bored to tears most of the time at school, and my competitive fires were dulled when I found out how many kids were cheating to get good grades. Most days, I just showed up, kept my mouth shut and was one of the many anonymous kids.
Angela, on the other hand, was almost my polar opposite. She was incredibly smart — probably the smartest kid in our grade — and was as competitive as anybody I had ever met. She was relentless and wasn't going to let anybody hold her back. She barely tolerated when the lesser lights asked questions of the teachers, probably because she felt they were slowing down her education.
She also didn't have much tact at that time in her life, and was very direct when dealing with everybody. Along the way, somebody must have explained tact to her, and he or she at least got her to be tolerable. Nobody wondered why she didn't have too many friends.
Not only was Angela a force to be reckoned with in the classroom, she was a force to be reckoned with physically. She was 5-8 in seventh grade and towered over almost every other girl in our grade. She was also about 150 solid pounds, with early boobs and a fairly large back-end. Despite the oversized glasses she wore, I thought she was pretty, with dirty blonde shoulder-length hair, dark blue to hazel eyes and northern Italian pale white skin.
For comparison purposes, I went 4-11 and weighed 68 pounds. That might have had something to do with young womanhood not exactly knocking down my door.
I had two classes with Angela in seventh grade, and I bet she didn't say more than a dozen words to me the entire year. That was pretty typical of how the year went for me anyway, since I was the new kid in school and pretty much nobody talked to me.
My social life picked up a nick in eighth grade, but my relationship with Angela stayed consistently cool. Then in ninth grade she occasionally deigned to talk to me for a few words here and there. Either way was fine with me, because I had made a few good friends at this point and had a small social life, and as for dating, well... Angela didn't date anyone because I don't think there was a guy in our high school that had the inclination or the guts to ask her out. The rumors in the hallways were that she was gay, which in the 1970s was not a good thing.
Long Island was a mecca for Italian girls, and all I had eyes for in ninth grade was Jennifer Armoroli, a darker-skinned southern Italian who had the greatest legs to stride the earth and wore shorts skirts with nude pantyhose to show them off. To quote Bob Seger, "she was a black-haired beauty with big dark eyes, and points all her own sitting way up high, way up firm and high."
My love was only from afar, because I never had the guts to ask her out.
Between my freshman and sophomore years, biology smiled upon me and I grew five inches over the summer to get to 5-7-1/2, and 116 pounds. It was like the whole world sprang anew for me, and girls that previously wouldn't give me the time of day suddenly realized I was alive. Yeah, I still had that mop of long unruly hair, but now I was actually taller than many of the girls who were previously looking down on me, literally.
Maybe it was because we were now seeing almost eye-to-eye, Angela seemed to be a lot friendlier to me. We actually had a few conversations of depth, and I started to see that she wasn't an automaton without feelings. In fact, she had quite a few feelings, and I got the sense that there was a real girl somewhere in there just waiting to break free. I went out of my to talk to her and with her. Of course she was still the driven Angela, but I got to see a part of her that I don't think many others saw. We even sat together at lunch a few times and talked. I learned that she wanted to be a cardiac surgeon, and was going to attend Cornell on the way to making that happen.
Me? I was going to be a taxi driver... no, just kidding. I wanted to be a sports journalist, and was headed to the University of Missouri. She told me she thought I could do more with my life, pointing out how well I did on the big state tests and stuff like that, where everybody was on equal footing. She noted that my scores weren't too much lower than hers, especially considering that I didn't waste any of my "precious time" studying. We had become such good friends that I took her snide comments to be her way of trying to push me harder. Somewhere along the line, she must have been successful, because I wound up at Marist College studying to be a translator. I was fluent in French by my junior year in high school and knew all six tenses, which is pretty good because most French people only know four. Italian wasn't much harder for me.
Although she didn't have a lot of friends, Angela was on a bunch of committees and in a bunch of activities throughout her high school years. When one of these groups had a special to-do, very often I was her "date." While we weren't an item, it did draw a lot of looks from our peers.
Angela had the very occasional date in high school. Not that I had a lot, but I had more than she did. For prom, senior year, I had asked out a girl I liked but had not yet dated, and she turned me down. I was disappointed, but not crushed. I had several of my friends try to persuade me to take another friend who really wanted the prom experience but had not been asked. My heart wasn't in it, however, so I told them that I wasn't going to go with just anybody. And that's how I wound up at the movie theater by myself on prom night. Apparently, loser is spelled "T-R-I-C-K."
Angela and I watched the movie together, and it was only 11 when it was over, so I asked if she wanted to get a beer with me. New York was an 18 state for alcohol at that time, and there was a bar in town that I had been a regular in since I hit that mark, and that's where I took her. I don't think she ever drank beer before judging by the look on her face at her first few sips, but she took it like a trooper and downed her half of the pitcher I bought. We were just talking like regular people, although I could tell she was getting a little buzzed as she started to giggle and trip over some of her words. We were sitting in the 1-2 spots at a four-person table, and somehow she seemed to be getting closer to me as we talked. I decided one pitcher was enough for the night since I was driving, and after paying the waitress we both got up to leave. We were practically standing on top of each other at that point, and I'm not quite sure what possessed me, but I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. The kiss lasted maybe three or four seconds, but I could see she was flushed when we broke apart, although neither one of us stepped back. She then leaned in and initiated the next kiss, although this one was not soft. At that point, all my ability to reason left me.
The next thing I was aware of was moving my car to a dark spot at the back of the parking lot, and both of us getting in to the large comfortable back seat. Again, I'm not totally sure how we both got out of our clothes. We were kissing and fumbling with body parts, and I remember having my tongue deeply embedded in her mouth before she moved her head back and told me I needed to move my body up a little bit to enter her. I did as she bade, and slowly started entering. My dick found a little resistance, and that's when I realized she was a virgin, too.
"Special night for both of us, I guess," I said softly, and seeing the smile on her face, I went back to easing myself inside of her.
She was holding her breath a bit until I felt a sort of a pop come from her pussy, then she exhaled heartily and let out a moan. She started to move with me at that point, and everything was right with the world for the next five minutes. At that point I could feel this incredible, pleasurable pressure building up in my balls, and then my strokes became erratic as I started to ejaculate inside of her. She continued to make small moaning noises every time I thrust until I finally ran out of cum.
I was laying half on top, half to the side in the back seat, and both of us were breathing heavy when she suddenly started to giggle. I immediately got defensive, wondering if I had done something wrong, but she put a finger to my lips to quiet me.
"Do you know how many of our friends are going to be doing the same thing we just did tonight, but spent $200 or more for the privilege of doing it? We just spent, what, $12?"
I got the joke and joined her when she started laughing again.
We laid in the back seat playing kissy-face for another five minutes before we figured we should get dressed and drive back to the movie theater so she could get her father's car. We again talked about general things, with no declarations of undying love for each other. I think we both knew this was one of life's serendipitous moments, and we were smart enough to savor it.
I shut the engine off when I pulled up next to her father's car in the movie theater parking lot. Before she could open her car door, I pulled her to me in the seat, looked her directly in her eyes, and said, "Thank you for the gift of you. I will treasure it always."
I could tell I flummoxed her, and trust me, it wasn't easy to flummox Angela Talarico.
Her big eyes widened, but she didn't respond. We kissed gently, using our tongues, then she was out of the car, into her own vehicle and driving away.
I never told anyone about that night, and I'm guessing she didn't either. It seemed to me that our friendship didn't change one bit because of it. I thought about that night every day for the next few weeks. I knew I didn't love her. I knew she didn't love me. But something was there, and I had to see if I hit it with a spark would it turn into a flame.
The week before graduation, I asked her out on a date for the week after graduation. She turned me down, gently, but I was stung. I knew she could tell that she hurt me, because I'm pretty sure my mouth gaped open and I had tears in my eyes. At 18, most teenagers figure they know everything. I, on the other hand, apparently knew nothing. I was CRUSHED.
Of course Angela was the valedictorian of the class, and naturally had the valedictory address at graduation the next week. I didn't hear a word of it; nor a word of any of the other speeches and announcements. I sat next to the class clown, and Mike "Lips" Laskowitz kept up a running dialogue throughout the ceremony. It was all I could do to not laugh out loud several times, and I had a smile on my face the whole time.
The ceremony lasted more than an hour, and when it was over my mother asked me why I was the only one who seemed to be enjoying the entire ceremony. She knew Lips, and when I pointed out that he was seated next to me, she said she understood perfectly.
"Your father isn't nearly as funny as that kid is. God, those speeches were dry," she opined.
I worked in the local library and played softball with a group of seniors for the summer. We had a pretty good team and it was a pretty good group of guys. We'd often go out drinking after the games, most of which we won. Several of us were leaving for school in early August, so we set a final game for the whole team to be at, and arranged for a final party for both the guys on the team and our girlfriends and supporters. The game was in the late afternoon, with the party set for a friend's large backyard at around 8. We whipped a team from nearby Deer Park, 11-0, so we were all pretty stoked for the going-away party.
The party was going for about 10 minutes when I got there. I quickly grabbed a beer and made my way around the yard, grabbing snacks and saying hello to everyone. Laurie Jarnovstein, the girl who turned me down for prom, was there, and when I approached the small group of people she was with, she turned to me, smiled brightly and then planted a big kiss on my unsuspecting lips. I was shocked, and it took about three seconds before I finally started kissing her back. When we were done, I just looked at her and mouthed, "Wow!" She smiled back at me, and for the next hour she was practically glued to my side. I'll admit that I was more than a little hopeful of getting laid.
I had been friends with Laurie throughout high school, and I always wanted to be more, but didn't have the guts to ask her out until the prom. She never really gave me a reason for turning me down, but I found out from my friends who went that she didn't go either, so it wasn't like I got rejected for someone else.
Laurie had shoulder-length golden-blonde hair, bright blue eyes and was flat-out beautiful, in the opinion of many of the guys at Commack South. She had a decent body with average boobs, and on this night she was wearing short tight jean shorts with a light blue halter, braless. I spent the next hour with my arm around her, gently feeling her lightly tanned and toned abs, and gently rubbing her mostly bare back. She was smiling at me and gently moving with my touch as we were sitting with some friends at one of the picnic tables set up in the yard. Then from over my right shoulder came a definite voice of disapproval.
"Excuse me, Laurie, but you're sitting in my spot," Angela said as she looked down at Laurie and me.
Both of our heads came up the same time. Angela was looking imperious as she looked down at us through the bottom part of her glasses.
My mouth opened but no sound came out. Laurie stammered, saw the shocked expression on my face, quietly got up from the table and walked over to another group. Just as quietly, Angela moved into the spot just vacated by Laurie, and just as natural as anything placed my right arm around her. She then leaned over to me and gave me a casual peck on the lips, just as if we had been doing that all summer long.
"My spot and my lips," she said affirmatively.
I just nodded like a dummy. Conversation, which had come to an abrupt halt when Angela came up to the table, resumed as if nothing had happened.
"You owe me one," she whispered in my ear, "and I intend to collect later tonight."
I know I blushed three shades of red. I also pulled her tighter to my side, and she moved willingly.
The sight of Angela and I together had a lot of people glancing our way with surprised expressions on their faces. I was doing my best not to look surprised, too. Still, she felt so good plastered up against me, and we just seemed to be in sync several ways.
At the end of the night, several of the couples were making plans to do a little barhopping. When I looked at Angela, she was already halfway to my car, and beckoning me with the crook of her finger.
"Ahh... guess we've got other plans," I told my best friend, Danny, and his girlfriend. "Ahh... gotta go."
When I caught up to Angela, she stepped into me and laid what was probably the most passionate kiss I had ever received on my lips and then, inside my mouth with her tongue. We played tonsil hockey for about a minute, and I know my eyes were glazed over when she finally stepped back.
"Think you can find us a quiet spot to park?" she half-whispered to me as I could see back yard lights reflected in her dark eyes.
"Oh, yeah," I mumbled as I led her to my car and held the passenger side door open for her.
Five minutes later, I had us in a nice quiet spot, and we had both adjourned to the back seat. We were both naked and breathing hard 10 minutes later when I moved back, placed her legs over my shoulders and dove in to what was a soaking wet pussy. She had no idea what I was doing as I maneuvered her into position, but she shrieked like a banshee when I licked vertically up her slit. That was the answer to the $64,000 question for me, and I kept up a steady assault on her wonderful tasting pussy for the next 15 minutes as she alternated between shrieking and bucking through what I was pretty sure were orgasms. I had been doing quite a bit of reading up on the subject of orgasms since my first experience with Angela. I know that while she said she enjoyed the first experience, I didn't give her an orgasm, and I wanted to give my next partner a full experience. I just had no idea at the time that she'd also be my next experience, especially after she turned me down for a date.
After letting Angela catch her breath, I moved back up her body with my tongue and then sucked the wonderful nipples on her big boobs. She got really sensitive when I started licking her collarbones, and she finally took my face in her hands and whispered, "I need you now."
I can take a hint with the best of them, so I wasted no time placing my hard cock at the entrance to her vagina. I rubbed myself up and down her slit to get some of the lubrication I had created, then I slid myself inside of her. We moaned together as we kissed and made love in that LTD backseat like it was a bed for a royal couple.
Twenty minutes later, we were both coming down from our high. I thought she looked beautiful in the little bit of moonlight that was coming into the backseat.



"Why?" I finally asked softly. "And why did you turn me down for a date before? I thought we had something."
"We did have something, and it scared me. I didn't know how to handle it," she answered. "Look, Nicholas, you know that I've already got my path in life chosen, and we both know that long-distance relationships in college don't ever work out. I didn't want to start something with you and then have it fall apart six months later, and have you hate me. I really value your friendship, and I don't want to lose that. I don't have a lot of friends, and I really can't spare any. So if we just stay friends..."
"Okay, I get it. But why tonight, and what was that shit earlier with Laurie?"
"Considering she turned you down for prom, I felt she didn't have any claim on you, and I wanted to make sure you were leaving with me tonight. I wanted to send you off to college right.
"But it turned out really great for me... where did you learn all that other stuff? That was wonderful!" she gushed.
"Believe it or not, I learned it reading Penthouse and Playboy," I said. "There's a lot more to those magazines than just pictures of naked women. There are actually words in between those pictures."
"Huh. Who knew? That should certainly make you very popular in college," she said.
After we got dressed and sort of straightened up, I took Angela home. I went to the passenger side of the car, opened the door for her and helped her out. I then planted my best kiss on her.
"Goodbye, Dr. Talarico," I said in my most somber tone. "If you ever get any free time in your life at Cornell, how about sending an old friend a letter?"
I reached into the car, grabbed a pen and a piece of paper and scribbled down my college address.
"Goodbye, Nicholas," she said as she put my address in a pocket of her shorts, turned and walked into her house.
I actually did get a letter from Angela about a month later, telling me of all the exciting stuff she was doing. I wrote back about a week later, describing my life. I got a second letter a month after that, and I answered that, one, too, but that was to be the last letter I was to get. I got her point. I would be just a pleasant memory for her one day, I hoped.
******
Angela was right about my pussy eating skills making me very popular in college. I'm kind of a picky bastard, so I didn't just go out with any woman wanting a shot at me, but when I did go out and got to the point of sex, none of my partners ever left wanting, I'm proud to say. It's sort of like when you eat at the home of a good Italian or Jewish cook, if you go home hungry, that's on you. I felt — and still feel — that any women who wants more from me only has to ask.
As I said, I've never been one to date just for the sake of numbers. I don't have that kind of ego. I also don't think I need to date the best-looking girls... at least best looking on the outside. Yes, it's a bonus if a woman is as pretty on the outside as she is on the inside, but I truly look for inner beauty. But now I'm back to whining about Angela ...
Classes were interesting, to say the least. Since I was already fluent in French and had some CLEP credits, I went for an easier language and a tougher one my freshman year, taking Italian and Chinese. I added Spanish and Russian to the mix my sophomore year, then spent a semester in Italy for the first half of my junior year. I spent the second part of my junior year in China.
In essence, I was off-campus for my entire junior year.
For my senior year, I signed up for the only French class I could take, the most upper-level one, but I found I was a little rusty the first two weeks. We were actually using a book one level down from what we used in my senior year of high school. I could get by, but I couldn't dominate the way I used to, and was honestly not comfortable with myself. The professor was one of these "let's get everybody involved types," so I went to her and asked for a courtesy: I would turn in any work she wanted and take the tests, but I didn't want to be involved in any class discussions for two weeks. Then, I explained to her, I would not only participate, but probably dominate, to the detriment of the rest of the class.
I'm guessing Mme Crate was hard of hearing, because it seemed like she went out of her way to ask me questions for the next two weeks. That succeeded in pissing me off royally, and would result in me remaining silent. After two weeks of this, I was called in to speak with the dean of language arts, who told me about Mme Crate's complaint.
"Dean Patrick," I said forcefully. "Have you checked my transcript lately? Is there anyone in this school who's got a higher core classes GPA than I do, with even close to the amount of language diversity I have? Wouldn't it be a shame if this year's department honors winner dropped French because of professorial harassment, and made damn sure everybody knew about it at the awards banquet?"
At this point, I was feeling pretty smug with myself. Without another word, I turned around and went to walk out of the door... and literally knocked over my future wife.
Traci Patrick was the dean's daughter, and she was apparently coming through his doorway with his lunch from a local bistro when I spun around and walked right over the top of her, knocking the bag of food from her hand and sending her flat on her back. I was just about 6 feet tall, and this Munchkin had to be about 5-foot-nothing, so I just saw the top of her blonde head when I ran into her. I didn't know she was the dean's daughter at this point, but I felt terrible for flattening what appeared to be the cutest little thing I had seen on campus. She let out a string of invectives in French, which caused me to step back from attempting to help her off the floor. Without even giving it a second thought, I immediately started apologizing to her in perfect French. We then had a little give-and-take, also in French, before the dean introduced the sprite as his daughter, a senior at the university with a major in marketing.
"Apparently, seeing a beautiful young girl makes you much more comfortable speaking French," he said to me, in French, with a big smile on his face. "Now take my daughter someplace nice and apologize to her properly, and on the way back you can buy me another sandwich."
That lunch was the first of many we would have over the course of our senior year. It's tough to resist a beautiful woman with an hourglass figure in miniature, who can hold a conversation one minute than laugh like a 5-year-old when somebody tells a goofy joke. I asked her to marry me right before graduation, she accepted my ring and made the happiest man on the planet. We set the wedding for the next spring in her home church near Marist.
I had gotten a job in human relations with an international firm based in Washington, D.C., and Traci immediately found one in her field in our nation's capital. We decided to live just outside of D.C., in Virginia. We were close enough to play in the city when we wanted, but far enough away to be in our own world when we got home. We did all the usual kid things our first year on our own, including some great weekends where we hardly ever left our bed. The woman was practically insatiable in the sack, and she absolutely screamed when I'd eat her to a dozen orgasms as a warm-up.
The old saying is that "chance favors the prepared mind." My chance came about right after we were married the next spring, when I was waiting on line at a Starbucks during my lunch hour one day. These two young executive types ahead of me were talking about their company's need to hire two people who understood business. Finding one who also spoke Spanish wouldn't be hard, but finding one who spoke Russian was going to be a challenge, they agreed.
I knew I shouldn't have been listening, but...
"You could make it easy on yourselves and just hire me, and skip hiring the second person," I said to the pair.
They both looked at me quizzically, so I repeated myself, twice, once in Spanish and once in Russian.
"What are you drinking?" asked the taller of the two, who turned out to be Assistant Vice President Michael Abrams of 529 Orthopedics, a medical devices company. The other man turned out to be the head of the company's payroll department, John Hardacre. The three of us sat down at a table and in the span of 30 minutes they explained to me about a new position they could create for me within the company, and how this opportunity could be the career of a lifetime. I told them I needed to speak to my wife about this, and we set up an interview for two days later.
Tough to turn down a job that doubled my pretty good salary right out of the box. The only downside we could see would be the occasional travel, but we both agreed it would be worth it for the money. In fact, we noted that with proper budgeting on our part, Traci could become a full-time mom after we started having children in a few years.
Two years after starting with the company, my role had morphed into a combination of translator, business analyst, information specialist and "protector of the realm," as my immediate boss, CEO Ralph Turner, liked to call me. In loose terms, I became Mr. Turner's right-hand man, his go-to guy on a lot of projects. Since I spoke six languages, having added Arabic, I often sat in on some top-level negotiations. I wasn't the official translator on those negotiations, but my job was to make sure what Mr. Turner was being told wasn't getting "spun." It was sort of a covert role, but there were times where I'd have to break cover to keep things rolling. Those few times usually resulted in 529's official translator losing his or her job, and the other side sitting shame-faced at the table.
I was making incredible money and playing an important role for an international company at the age of 28. Traci had stopped working right before our first son, Joshua, was born three years previously, and three months before, she had presented me with a daughter, Isabel.
Traci was an amazing mother, running the kids to whichever sport or activity they had, keeping a great house, becoming a world-class cook and a volunteer extraordinaire for several non-profit groups. She was also a great hostess the few times we entertained.
Pregnancy only added about 10 pounds to Traci's frame, as she was a gym rat in addition to everything else she did. Those extra pounds seemed to go to the right places, too. She had no trouble turning heads wherever she went, whether she was dressed nicely or was in gym attire. I had no trouble with people looking, and she didn't seem to notice the admirers.
Even the traveling I occasionally had to do was pretty good. Since I was part of the "inner circle," I always travelled either business class or first class, and 529 always put us up at great hotels. Every now and then I'd have a women at a hotel bar get friendly and encourage me to pick up her up for an evening, but I always deflected the advances as courteously as I could. I was a one-woman man, although it was a nice compliment for a woman to think I wasn't a troll. I still had the mop of unruly hair, although I kept it above shoulder-length, and I stood 5-11 and a solid 180. I, too, was a gym rat.
Every now and then when a woman would try to pick me up, I would wonder about her story, especially the married ones. There were even a few I talked with who told me their stories, and most of the time I encouraged them to try to make things right in their marriages. I suppose some would call me a six-language Dr. Phil.
A few years later, we had concluded a negotiation with a hospital in New York City, and after having a great meal with the 529 crew, I had adjourned to the hotel's bar, which was mostly underlit and empty, for a nightcap or two of rye. Although I didn't turn my head to look, I could tell it was a woman who sat down next to me as I could smell her perfume.
"Buy an old friend a drink?" she asked in that direct way of hers, and I knew in an instant it was Angela.
"Dr. Talarico, I presume?" I questioned brightly.
"Always will be. You remembered. Like I told you all those years ago, just easier to keep the name, the husband's..."
I studied her face silently. With the exception of perhaps seeing too much pain and suffering from her patients, and maybe in her own life, showing in her eyes, the face was almost exactly the same as I remembered it. She was dressed for an evening out and looked wonderful; she was still a big woman at about 5-10, but she looked to be a little slimmer than she was in high school, maybe 140 pounds. The ample boobs and butt added nicely to her look.
I took all of that in quickly, and most women wouldn't even have realized I took as good a look as I did, but this was Angela. Nothing got by Angela.
"Did I pass muster?" she asked in a sassy voice. She blinked, waiting for an answer. Of course. This was Angela.
"Yass!" I sassed back.
We both chuckled and sighed. I ordered her a Tanqueray and tonic.
I knew from talking with some old friends occasionally that she was an up-and-coming heart surgeon destined for a very big career. I expected nothing less. I also knew that her career would come before her personal life, and evidence of that was her left ring finger being empty despite a slight groove being in the skin.
"One so far?" I asked as I held up my left hand and wiggled my fingers.
"Yeah. He was a good man. He just couldn't put up with all the time I needed to get this done. I didn't lie to him, like I didn't lie to you."
No, she hadn't lied to me. She gave it to me straight.
"What about you, Nicholas? Are you translating at the UN or something noble like that? Wife and 17 kids?
I related the story of how I got my job at 529 and how it had progressed. I then took out my phone and showed her photos of Traci and the kids. She seemed very happy for me. We had a couple of drinks, then I paid the bartender and said my good-night. She leaned in and gave me a very soft kiss on my cheek. I returned the favor. We exchanged cell numbers, mostly out of courtesy, because I knew she would never have the time to return my calls.
Traci went back to work part time when our second child hit junior high school. Six months after the youngest graduated and left for college, she went back full time. She was working in the PR department for one of the area colleges, and really seemed to be enjoying her work. Our home life continued on as it always had, except for the new feeling of being empty-nesters. It took us a while to catch on to that, but one Sunday we took a trip down memory lane and hardly left the bed for the entire day. The difference was that this time we were both 46 as opposed to our early 20s. I have to admit that I slept like an absolute beast that night, and had more than a few sore muscles when I went into work the next morning.
"Hey, Grandpa! Forget your cane?" one of the young bucks said to me as I sort of limped to the break room for my first cup of coffee of the morning.
Traci left the university a couple of years later and went to work at a large financial services company that was relocating from upper New York state to the D.C. metro area. Since they were new to the area but she was a veteran, she noted that she would have a lot of input on several aspects of the company, including things like directing the company's non-profit spending. She pointed out to me that she might have to work over on some projects, but it wouldn't affect our home life too much. I was as supportive as I could be of the move, and told her to go for it.
I didn't think anything of it at first, but about a month after Traci went to work at the financial services firm, she started to work late an hour or two about twice a week, then a couple of times there were some late rights in the 10 PM to 11 PM range. She explained those as dinners with some important clients and/or leaders of some of the non-profits the firm was working with and for, and that made sense considering her position. I didn't notice any changes in her behavior at home and she seemed to still be the loving wife I always had, but I still got this funny feeling from time to time, almost as if she was trying too hard to be Mrs. Perfect.
A few months later her parents came down from New York for a visit. At one point, Traci and her mother were in the kitchen, and her father and I were in the family room of our home watching sports and just generally shooting the breeze.
"So how does Traci like working for Dennis O'Brien? I heard he had taken over most of the day-to-day from his father, Chuck, a few years back. Good for Chuck. He was a couple of years younger than me, if I remember. That would probably make him about 65," Joe Patrick said.
"Traci knew her boss before she started working for him?" I asked nonchalantly, trying not to show too much concern. "Heh, she never mentioned that."
"Oh yeah, the O'Briens lived just a few blocks away from us when the kids were growing up. Traci and Dennis were an item for the last two years of high school; even were prom queen and king. For a couple of minutes there, I thought he was going to be my son-in-law, but he broke up with Traci a few months after leaving for Michigan State. She was pretty heartbroken at the time, but you know how those kid things go."
I nodded while keeping down the bile that was rising. Traci and I hadn't talked much about our past love lives. Hers wasn't my concern, the same way mine wasn't her concern. But you would have thought she would have mentioned that her new boss was an old flame. I kept my wits about me but I realized I needed to at least verify my trust in my wife. I deftly changed the subject with Joe, but my brain was suddenly working overtime.
I really didn't even get a chance to put a plan into place before Traci and her boss smacked me in the face with their cheating, although I'm sure at the time they never realized what they had done. It was the simplest of actions, played out on a local TV newscast for everybody to see. I didn't see it, initially, but the beauty of the Internet is that something seen on TV never goes away. What a co-worker thought was a pretty good thing for me to be able to watch a replay of my wife on TV turned out to be the worst day of my life.
Dennis O'Brien thought it would be a good public relations move to do a splashy fund-raiser for Washington's police force to raise money for new equipment. They called the promotion "Love Ya, Blue," probably a take-off on the old theme used by the Houston Oilers when they were coached by Bum Phillips. O'Brien and Traci had been working on the fund-raiser for some time, and the company held a press conference to announce its kickoff. I didn't see the press conference, but several of my co-workers did, and stopped by my office to tell me that my wife had been on the noon news with her boss. The three of them and I called up the video from the CBS affiliate's website. Traci spoke first at the podium, and then introduced Dennis O'Brien, who walked up to the podium, leaned in to Traci while she put her hands on his forearms and gave her a soft, casual peck on the lips. Nothing too demonstrative, just a soft, casual peck on the lips, exactly like the kind of kiss I gave her when I left for week this morning.
"FUCK!" I growled, completely shocking my three co-workers. "That fucking whorebait bastard is sleeping with my Goddamn wife! I'll kill the two of them!"
I jumped out of my chair, but my co-workers were smart enough to stop me from leaving my office, despite my threats of physical violence to them. One of them called our security guy and another called Mr. Turner, and both came running.
Mr. Turner has been like a second father to me, so when he entered my office and told me to calm down and explain what had happened, I took some deep breaths and hit the play button on the video. Mr. Turner picked up on what he was seeing immediately.



"Oh shit," he murmured.
"What?" questioned Tom Ammerman, who was one of the three co-workers in the room. "What are you guys seeing that we're not?"
"Look at the way they kissed there, Tom," Mr. Turner explained gently. "No, it wasn't demonstrative as he didn't stick his tongue down her throat, but she's got her arms gently on his forearms, and that kiss is as familiar as the one you probably gave your wife this morning. They are way too familiar with each other not to be having some sort of fling."
"Oh shit," Tom said in little more than a whisper. "That's exactly the kind of kiss I give my wife in the morning when I leave for work."
The room got silent as all six of the men in the office suddenly got reflective.
"I'm going to need to take the rest of the day off, Mr. Turner," I finally said to shatter the quiet.
"I understand, Trick. You've got a lot of days banked. Don't do anything stupid, son."
Before I left, Mr. Turner gave me a business card of the private investigator sometimes used by the firm for background checks on potential employees.
"He's not cheap, but he's the best... and very discreet."
I was a shell of myself as I walked out of the office in a daze. I saw the looks of pity on Mr. Turner's face and that of my co-workers. In the span of a few short weeks, I went from the most happily-married man in the world, to a suspicious man, to a devastated man. How much of it had been a sham? Did she just marry me because she couldn't have him? Could there have been others before? I was literally sick to my stomach when I left the building. I was angry, hurt and confused. What did I do wrong to deserve this?
I called the company PI on my way home and set an appointment for the very next day. No time like the present when you're having your heart ripped out. I then drove home and hit my extensive liquor cabinet, pulling out my bottle of Jameson's Black Barrel. Traci came in about 6, and by that time I had about a third of a bottle of the Irish whiskey down. She came in smiling and bouncy, triumphant from their big fund-raiser kickoff, but one look at me told her something was wrong. I was sitting in my favorite La-Z-Boy, reclined back, and she came and draped herself across my body, putting her face next to mine, and gave me a soft peck on the lips — the exact same thing she had done to her fucking boss a few hours earlier. HER FUCKING BOSS! A comfortable, familiar little kiss, a kiss that until today told me that she was mine, all mine; now apparently nothing but a hollow gesture. It took all my self-restraint not to shove her off my lap and throw up.
"Want to talk about it?" she whispered to me. "Want to go upstairs and see if I can make it better?"
"Nah, I'll just sit here and drown my sorrows alone. Don't want to ruin your day," I responded. "I'm guessing by the way you came in that today was a big PR success for you guys."
"You didn't get to see it, then?" she inquired. "It was a great day for us. Here, let me get my tablet and show you the video."
"Maybe later. I've got a serious problem I need to work out."
We didn't have sex that night, nor for the next week. Traci made a token gesture of initiation on the third night, but that was about it. That's when I realized that my loving wife was holding back on me, and had been for some time. In the past, we initiated about equally, but for about the last year, if I didn't initiate, I didn't get. She kept me satisfied and unaware there was any kind of problem by always responding to my wants, but apparently she was more than happy to not have to initiate with me now that she had a lover.
Not that I had any doubts, but two weeks later the PI had more than enough evidence to prove my cheating theory was indeed fact. He had photos and videos of five different encounters, including one with Traci bent over his desk in his office... in the middle of a workday judging by the time stamp. That one appeared to come from the company's own internal security system, which means that Dickhead knew he was filming, while I'm guessing Traci didn't. I didn't ask how the investigator got that video; I knew we could never use it in court, but it was just one more dagger to my heart.
I took Traci out to a nice Italian restaurant with a lot of ambiance Saturday night. While we were eating, I told her I would be out of town from Monday to Friday for a trip to New York. I noted that since she had been spending a lot of time with Dennis O'Brien lately, maybe she could come with me to New York and we could make the trip a mini-vacation to reconnect.
Traci's head came up from her plate at that point, but she looked more panicked than surprised at my statement. She looked like she was going to say something, but then thought better of it and dropped her eyes back to her own plate.
"I can't just pick up and leave Dennis with no warning," she said. "Outside of being charming and turning on the lights in the morning, I'm not sure he'd be able to run the place without me if I didn't have everything set up for him.
"Yes, I have been spending a lot of time at the office, Trick, but I don't think I've been neglecting you, have I? Yes, I guess I've gotten closer to Dennis over the years, but you certainly don't have to worry about him. He's my boss; you're the love of my life. You're the only man I love, and I better be the only woman you love."
Considering the information I already had, I knew Traci was feeding me a line of shit, so I just gave it right back to her, putting on what I hoped was my best smile.
"Maybe we should just get a dessert to go and we can eat it in bed later tonight," I said.
She nodded. "Among other things," she stage-whispered back to me.
The line between love and lust gets blurred sometimes in life, and that night was one of them for me. I had loved this woman so completely for 24 years, and I knew that while I was nuclear pissed at her at the moment, I would always love her somewhat. I just couldn't turn that off. If this was to be our last time making love, I wanted to give her a night of pleasure she wouldn't soon forget, even when she was lying in the arms of another man.
We never did get to dessert. I was a man possessed, as well as a man on a mission. I started off rubbing body oil all over her upper torso, then rubbed and played with her boobs until she was panting hard. I then ventured my hand down her body to the promised land, and alternated between soft and hard and slow and fast. I would give her just enough time to breath after a big orgasm, and then switch rhythm and location. A dozen orgasms later, I could sense she was starting to get tired, but instead of letting up I crawled down the bed and put my face between her legs. If she wasn't screaming a blue streak before I started using my tongue, she most certainly was within a minute or two of my starting my oral assault. She even passed out once for about 30 seconds, and looked totally disoriented upon waking up with her legs draped over my shoulders and her pussy pressed against my face. I gave her more pain than I have ever inflicted before as punishment, and I also gave her more pleasure than ever before, again partially as punishment. Beat that, Dennis fucking O'Brien!
Traci was actually too sore to have sex on Sunday night, so I came a bucket down her throat as a going away present. Monday morning as I was getting ready to leave, I got my traditional peck on the lips going away kiss, and I held my temper as I headed out the door.
I went to the grocery store and the liquor store to lay in supplies for hiding out in one of the seedier motels in town while I was supposedly on my trip. I knew I wouldn't be seen by anybody who would report anything to Traci being on this end of town. And even though I had technically taken vacation time for the week, I actually got quite a bit of work done being holed up for Monday and Tuesday.
I guess with me out of town, the amorous duo didn't have to sneak in any quickies, and my PI had nothing to report. On Wednesday, however, they both left the office early and showed up within minutes of each other at a swanky, somewhat exclusive Irish pub on the north side of town. After dinner they drove over to Dennis's house in separate vehicles. At least she had the good sense not to fuck him in our marital bed.
My PI alerted me when the gymnastics began, and I knew that he was recording as well. He gave me a final call at about 2 AM, saying that it looked like she would be spending the night with Mr. Wonderful. I set my alarm for 5, and by 7, I was parked in the middle of Dennis O'Brien's driveway, as apparently he had Traci pull in to the open spot in his garage. I was halfway through my morning paper and my second donut when the garage door went up at 7:30. I suppose I could have been a complete asshole, but I tapped my horn as Traci started to back up, not anticipating anyone to be in the driveway. She jerked the car to a stop, and I saw Dennis slowly disentangling himself from the front seat of his car.
I was watching both of them from the front seat of my car. Traci's eyes about bugged out of her head when she saw me arising from my car in the driveway.
"Tell me again that it's only me you love!" I yelled to her.
Asswipe didn't look happy as he approached, but then he made the biggest mistake of his life when he told me I couldn't talk to my wife in that tone of voice. I charged at him, lowered my shoulder right before contact and then drove that shoulder upwards and kept my legs moving as I dumped him on his back with me on top with a picture-perfect tackle. I'm pretty sure I heard a rib crack right before he made a big "oomph" noise.
I kind of growled when I got off of his prone body. Traci looked at me like I'd lost my mind, then ran over to Dennis as I slowly walked back to my car.
"You might want to call 9-1-1 and not move him too much so that broken rib doesn't puncture a lung," I spat at my soon-to-be ex-wife.
I saw her mouth move, but no sound came out. Her paramour was making plenty of noise, highlighted by the occasional whimper. I got in my car and drove back to the apartment at which I was staying.
The police showed up at my apartment about an hour later, and I was handcuffed and taken to jail for assault on a dickbreath. Seems that O'Brien wasn't too happy with the pain his cracked rib was causing.
I used my one phone call not to alert my lawyer, but to call a reporter friend at the biggest newspaper in the city. He found my arrest interesting, and within two hours of my phone call I was again a free man. Huh. Who knew?
An hour after I got back to my apartment, Traci showed up at my door.
"We need to talk, Trick," she said in the biggest understatement I had heard in years.
I opened the door all the way and gestured her inside.
"Why? Just tell me why?" I whispered.
"I'm not really sure. I still love you, Trick, I really do. It's just that Dennis and I had a history and..."
"So you still love him, even after all those years with me?" I cried. "Did you ever really love me? Was I just a poor replacement for him? What about the kids?
"Just couldn't keep your legs closed, could you?"
Emotions ranging from rage to bewilderment were racing through my brain. She will never know how close I came to punching her in the face right then.
She looked at me with pity in her eyes. I knew we were done. And I knew that one cracked rib for asshole wasn't enough.
"I'll take care of the filing. Get yourself a lawyer and we can at least act like adults," I said. "Also, make sure that fuckhead doesn't cross my path. I won't be as nice next time."
Our week-long presentation in New York was a huge success, and 529 Orthopedics threw a blowout gathering in the upstairs party room at our hotel on Saturday night. Any doctor worth his or her salt from any hospital in the city, a bunch of hospital administrators and the top echelon from 529 were in attendance. I was wondering what one of the city's most noted heart surgeons was doing here when she walked in.
Heads turned as Dr. Angela Talarico strode into the room dressed to kill in a low-cut black dress and 4-inch stilettos. Her light brown hair was curled at the ends that hung down a little past her shoulders. Her trademark large glasses had thinner frames than the last time I saw her. I know some heads turned because some in the crowd knew this was the Dr. Angela Talarico, but most of the heads turned because this beautiful, sexy, 50-year-old walked in and owned the room.
My chest tightened as I watched her look around, spot me and then purposefully head my way. I suppose it could have been because I hadn't dated too much since my divorce four years before, or it could have been because this was Angela. I was engaged in conversation with a small group when I spotted her walking in, and I quickly made my apologies and headed straight toward her.
I gave her a crooked smile and then we embraced. We exchanged a peck on the lips. The room got strangely silent.
"Bella (beautiful)," I whispered in Italian, knowing she would remember the language she took in high school.
She gave me a 10,000-watt smile. Suddenly, I noticed the buzzing of conversations going on all around the room.
"I hope you don't mind me crashing your ortho party, Nicholas," she said coquettishly.
"Never," I responded. "I'm so glad you stopped by."
I directed her over to the bar, where I got each of us a Tanqueray and tonic. At my request, she filled me in on the life of one of NYC's top heart surgeons. I noticed she still wasn't wearing a wedding ring.
"Tell me there's still no Mr. Talarico in the picture?" I finally asked.
She hesitated. She cleared her throat. She looked guilty.
"I don't have time for a ... Mr. Talarico ... if that's what I wanted, which I think not," she said.
"I've had a few boyfriends since my divorce, but nothing serious. You know how I am."
"Sadly, I do. You always let this overrule this," I said as I first tapped her head, then her chest above those large boobs. "When are you going to let your heart have its way?"
"I did once, remember? That didn't work out too well for me."
"Wrong guy. Shit happens. Get over it," I said.
"Like you've gotten over your wife, although I have to admit 24 years is a lot longer commitment than my six."
I glared at her in anger for a second, and wondered how she even knew about my divorce, but then I realized this was Angela. We were always perfectly honest with each other... well, almost always.
She studied my face for a long moment. I looked deep into her eyes and I was pretty sure I saw what I was looking for.
"You look beautiful, you know," I said as we sipped our drinks. "You made quite the entrance."
"I'm sure I did. Dr. Angela Talarico always makes quite the entrance. Right about now there are no less than a dozen other doctors and administrators wondering what the f... hell I'm doing here."
"I'm glad you came. Let me introduce you to someone I consider important."
With Angela on my arm, I made the rounds until I found Ralph Turner. He was one of the few people I had told about Angela.
"So this is the beautiful Dr. Angela Talarico. It truly is an honor," Mr. Turner said in his most courtly manner.
Angela actually blushed. It was not something she did often. Somehow she knew what he meant to me.
It turned into a wonderful evening. And then it turned into a wonderful night. Angela didn't hesitate when I proposed heading to my room after the party. We were both naked in minutes, but before I let her get into bed, I stood her up, stepped back and gave her a not-so-subtle appraisal. She smiled apprehensively at me, but I just stepped in and gently ran my fingertips over her skin from top to bottom, in spots closing my eyes and just letting my fingers tell me what they were feeling. When I got to her pussy, I ran my first two fingers gently down her vaginal lips, feeling her moisture and then making her shudder. I sank to my knees and ran the flat of my tongue from her opening all the way to the top of her sex. She kind of squealed and her knees buckled a bit, causing her to put her hands on my shoulders.
I then stood up, wrapped my arms around her and gave her my best kiss. She melted into me, and I gently laid her down on the bed. Surprisingly, we both had a lot more stamina than I would have expected for a pair of 50-year-olds, and including a little rest break we were at it for over two hours. She screamed, she shrieked, she made unintelligible noises while I ate her pussy like a starving man, then I climbed up and made slow passionate love to her. I eventually drifted off wrapped around her while wondering how this woman had been single all these years.
We made love early in the morning before I sent her home in a cab and headed to the airport with my 529 crew. It was a short flight home, but there was enough time for Mr. Turner to sit down next to me and ask me how I could possibly let Angela go.
"For an awfully smart guy, Trick, you are one dumbass," he said. "Marry that woman. Marry that woman soon. Marry that woman tomorrow. You know I'm right."
He looked me right in the eye, got up and went back to his seat.
I knew he was right. The question is, could I ever convince Angela?
Two weeks later, I was on the doorstep of the home owned by Pasquale "Pat" and Lorraine Talarico, Angela's parents. I had never officially been introduced to them, although I was always aware of them. I knew they were incredibly important to Angela and to the person Angela had become. They were tough taskmasters, and I knew they were the force that drove Angela to be as great as she could be.
I also remembered getting the feeling from Angela that they were not impressed with me.
That had been decades ago, and I was hoping that I could use them as allies as I attempted to win their daughter's love and commitment. Angela's heart was a prize worth winning, and at 50, I was going all in. I walked away from the challenge once, but not a second time.
I spent Friday evening and Saturday afternoon talking with Angela's parents, explaining how I felt about their daughter and why I felt I could make her happy for the rest of our lives. I put everything out there -- even my marriage and divorce from Traci. I know I surprised her parents when we started talking financials, because I made about five times as much as the esteemed Dr. Talarico.
"Just from talking a bunch of languages?" her father asked.
"Just from talking a bunch of languages to a bunch of company executives throughout the world, in a field that's only going to continue to grow," I responded assuredly, but humbly, I hoped.
Then we got down to a tougher subject: cracking the nut that was their daughter.
"If you know her well, then you know that she's intense and very committed to her patients. How will you get her to consider herself first?" asked her father.
"That'll be my problem. Just assure me you're on my side," I said.
Angela's mother jumped off the chair she was sitting on and practically smothered me in a hug. While I was trying to breathe, Pat grabbed my hand and wished me a "buona fortuna." I assumed that meant I had their blessing.
I made a date with Angela for two weeks out, and I scheduled a long weekend off with Ralph.
I told her to dress up to the nines, and I showed up at Angela's house on that Friday night carrying a wrist corsage. I then escorted her down to the limousine I had rented, and we traveled out to East Meadow in Long Island to Borelli's, my favorite Italian restaurant. Borelli's was still old-fashioned enough that I could request a waiter who spoke Italian, and he was to only speak Italian at our table the entire night. Being Italian and having taken the language in school, Angela could speak and understand some of what was being said, but the waiter and I were moving too fast for her to keep up well, so I wound up ordering for her and in general being the go-between. We even laid it on real thick when the manager came out and greeted me in Italian like I was his long-lost brother.



Afterwards, we drove back into the city where I had a reservation at a high-end dance club. Just as we were entering the club, it came to her and she blushed bright red.
"This is prom night redux, isn't it?" she gushed out.
"Prom night for losers," I shot back. "Remember, some of us were too busy going to the movies to have time for prom."
We laughed like a couple of idiots, then went in and danced the night away.
When we pulled up at her house at about 2 AM, I walked her to her door, and then, very formally, told her I had a great time. I gave her a chaste kiss on the lips, but before I could get off her porch, she grabbed me by my tux lapel and laid on me the most passionate kiss I've ever had.
I know I was crimson-faced when we broke apart, and Angela was breathing heavily.
"Why don't you send the limo home for the night?" she rasped.
She didn't have to tell me twice.
There's nothing better than eating out the delicious pussy of a beautiful Italian woman after a great Italian dinner and then a night of dancing. I remembered she had really sensitive collarbones, and I started by gently licking those and then moving to her neck. I tweaked her large nipples several times as I worked my way down to her pussy. She squeezed my head between her thighs a couple of times on intense orgasms, and at one point I thought I was going to pass out from a lack of oxygen. We worked up a hell of sweat, and I thought she looked incredibly hot with a slight sheen of sweat over the upper half of her body.
When we finally finished, we just laid there, kind of melded together by our juices and our sweat. I didn't know about her, but I felt 18 again, and I figured then was about a good a time as any.
"Ang (nobody ever called her Angie and lived to tell about it), did you ever stop to think how you want to spend your retirement years?" I asked.
"Honestly, I haven't, Nicholas," she answered. "I've got a few good years to go, so no, I haven't really thought about that. And besides, you know I'm not very good at multitasking."
I was hoping for something better than that. Shit. Still, I'm nothing if not persistent.
"Okay, but we still need to get moving. Prom weekend is far from over," I said.
"You sure you want to go through with this?" she asked.
"Oh yeah, plenty to do yet, Lady," I replied.
I had brought a bag of clothes with me and we went casual for the next day: lunch, some shopping, dinner and then a Broadway play, followed by drinks at another nice restaurant. We spent the night at my hotel room doing the same thing we did the night before, but this time we got to sleep a little earlier, because I told her that I had a special breakfast planned out on the Island. We were both a little tired when we got up at 7, and we showered together with no fooling around, for speed. We were in my rental at 8, heading out on the Long Island Expressway, which was pretty empty at that time on a Sunday. When I turned off the LIE and headed toward Commack, Angela got a funny look on her face as she figured it out. Her parents were waiting for us on the porch as we pulled up.
Her parents greeted me like I was a long lost son, but I whispered to her mother that Angela had not been enthusiastic about marriage while we hugged. She looked surprised, but told me to hang in there. For her part, Angela looked shocked at the greeting her parents gave me.
We started with fresh pastries that I had her parents buy at a local bakery, but after that it was the culinary stylings of Angela's mom. We ate like kings, and the conversation revolved around Angela and her childhood. There was a lot of laughter around the table. We finished with "Smokey Mimosas," and it wasn't until she got down toward the end of her flute that she discovered there was something in hers, lodged in the bottom. That's where I had stuck a 3-carat, yellow gold engagement ring that I had specially made at Tiffany & Co.
"Nicholas, no. You didn't," she whispered somewhat hoarsely as she started to tear up. "I -- I can't accept this."
"You can accept that," said her mother in a scolding tone, before breaking into a big grin. "It's time Dr. Talarico becomes Dr. Talarico-Trin... Trick... oh shit, whatever!"
"Angela, I'm not trying to take away anything you've done to get where you are, but there's more to life than just work. Look at your parents. They've been married 50 years, and they still look like they're very much in love. Don't you enjoy the time we spend together? I do. And I want to wake up with you every morning, and know we're going to be together every day."
And then the unthinkable happened. Angela started to cry, and then sob. I wrapped her in my arms, then when her mother handed me the dried off ring, I pushed her away gently and then slipped it on her finger. She looked at her hand like she'd never seen her fingers before, then leaned into my space and gave me a scorching kiss. I don't know how long we were at it before I heard her father clear his throat. We stopped immediately; stupid we aren't.
With Mr. Turner's approval, I changed my status at 529 to consultant, and based myself out of New York. Angela and I bought a nice house just outside the city, and a year later we were married. My kids were happy for me, although they both thought Angela was a bit stuffy.
Admittedly, Angela was reserved with my children. She didn't have children of her own, and I knew that having kids wasn't high on her list of things back in the day. But when my children started having kids of their own, reserved went out the window -- big time. She might not have wanted to be a mother, but her grandmother gene was huge. okay, ridiculous would have been more accurate. That scored her huge points with the kids, and they were able to bond strongly.
The grandchildren were the only reason we ever ran into my ex and husband No. 2, Dennis. We were never going to be besties, but we were able to be civil, especially around the kids and grandkids. Well, Dennis was still a little pissy with me as he never really forgave me for breaking his rib, but he had to know I could have done more and really fucked him up. He certainly deserved it.
Waking up next to Angela every morning is a delight. Our life together is good, even though sometimes she still gets a little carried away with her job. It's understandable, given what she does, but at those times I give her a day or two pass, then reel her back in. She always apologizes for going off the deep end, and we usually spend an entire weekend in bed, although in our 50s we aren't going at it like 20-somethings would. A lot of that time, we just lie in bed spooning or cuddling, talking about everything and nothing. We are best friends, lovers, spouses.
We both plan to retire at 60, and do a lot of traveling throughout the world. Maybe I should learn a seventh language.
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Recently, GeorgeAnderson wrote a story called "February Sucks." In my opinion, it was a brilliant story based upon the premise of a man possibly giving his wife the famed "hall pass" to have sex with a celebrity, in this case, an imaginary NFL star named March LeValliere. George wrote an emotionally-fraught piece that ended in a reconciliation, which resulted in the score of the article being at least a point lower than it should have been, again in my opinion. The story garnered more than 200 comments in two days, most of them very uncomplimentary, because of the reconciliation. I, too, was not a fan of the reconciliation, but being another writer, I recognize that it is the writer's story to tell -- any way he or she wishes. That said, several writers have asked GeorgeAnderson for permission to tackle the premise using George's original set-up and going in a different direction.
My story picks up at the point where the main character's wife has just snuck off to do the deed, two pages in. For those who think they remember the story, I've given you a running start, in italics. For those who want to refresh their memory or read the original for the first time, please follow this link.
Again, a tremendous thank you to GeorgeAnderson. Also, a thank you to BlackRandl1958 for her editing skills.
"Jim, Linda loves you. She loves you and the children more than anything else in the world, and she always will, and you know it. But she is spending tonight with Marc."
I stood there with my mouth open, looking stupid as my world ended. Pictures whirled madly through my mind, or what was left of it. Linda at the top of the stairs in her beautiful blue dress. Linda at dinner; Linda at the club; Linda as we fed wings to each other. Linda in Asshole's arms. My anger rose.
"So on what was supposed to be our special night, she left me for some asshole jock." I glared at Dee as I growled the words.
"Jim, she hasn't left you. She'll come home to you tomorrow, and you'll have plenty of other special nights together."
"She didn't even have the guts to tell me to my face that she was leaving me. She just snuck out the back door."
"Jim, listen to me. She hasn't left you..."
"Do I have the word 'moron' written on my fucking head, you bitch?" I yelled at Dee; my voice choked with emotion. "If she hasn't left me, then where the fuck is she!"
I know I was getting loud as people nearby started to look at us.
"This is why she left the way she did," Dee responded to me condescendingly. "She was afraid you'd embarrass yourself."
"No, she was afraid I'd embarrass her by reminding her about our wedding vows and our children, you stupid, fucking bitch."
Dave by now had joined us at the bar, and apparently got a little agitated with my verbal abuse of his wife.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, Jim! There's no reason to lose your head here..."
"Ooopphh!" was the next sound that came out of Dave's mouth as I put my right fist into Dave's stomach right below his heart.
Dave staggered backwards and went down on one knee.
"She left me for that God-damned football star, and your stupid-ass wife helped her, you dumb bastard!"
Dee ran over to where Dave was kneeling while a large, beefy young man came up to me and told me to leave. A second bouncer ran over to help Dave slowly get to his feet.
As the others in our party came over to Dave and Dee, I stomped upstairs to our hotel room, the room where Linda and I were planning on doing some carnal celebrating just a few minutes ago. Now that the plan was burning in the ashes of my heart, I grabbed my suitcase off the bed, leaving Linda's where it was, and stopped at the desk to return my room key. The clerk at the desk looked confused as she scanned her computer and noted to me that we had two keys.
"Yes, my wife will be staying, although it won't be in our room, but she will need access to her stuff at some time tomorrow, I am guessing," I stated tersely.
"O-o-h-h-kay," the young women replied while eying me cautiously.
I took my phone out of my pocket and hit Linda's number. I wasn't expecting her to answer so I wasn't any more upset with her than I was two seconds earlier. As I put my phone back in my pocket, my former friends were coming in the door from the restaurant. I noticed Dave and Dee were in the back of the pack.
"Don't go off half-cocked, Jim," another friend, Jane, said to me. "You both love each other. This is just a one-time thing, I'm sure, and when she comes back to you, I'm sure you two will be able to get past this. Think of the kids, Jim..."
"Just like she's thinking of them right now, I'm sure," I barked back. "Why is it that she runs off to play slut to Joe NFL but I'm the bad guy? What if it was your spouse?"
I looked deeply into the faces of the other guys. None of the four could look me in the eye.
"Thought so," I mumbled and walked into the parking lot.
My anger morphed into sadness and fatigue by the time I got home. I turned on the light in our bedroom intending to lie down and go to sleep, but then I looked at our bed and knew I couldn't ever sleep there again. Since the kids were at the babysitter for the night, I went down the hall to my son's room and crashed there. Surprisingly, I slept the sleep of the dead, but unfortunately when I awoke, the problem was still there waiting for me, like death or the tax man.
I ate an executive breakfast of Pop Tarts and apple juice before I packed everything I wanted to take with me. I felt an unbelievable fatigue as I moved about the house and looked at the things that up until then were part of my life... our life. I loved my children more than life itself, but there was no way I could stay married to their mother... and still look at myself in the mirror.
I sat down in my favorite La-Z-Boy in the family room for just a minute, and I must have dozed off. I was woken up by the sound of a car door slamming in our driveway. Asshole must be dropping off my soon-to-be ex-wife.
"Jim? I'm home, honey," she said as she entered the house the same way she always did after running errands.
She walked through the kitchen and found me in the family room. She had on the same blue dress she had on when she left the restaurant, but her hair was up in a ponytail and her makeup was gone. She looked like she had showered, but obviously hadn't gone back to the hotel to retrieve the rest of her clothes. Her face showed no signs of guilt or embarrassment. I have to admit, that surprised me, but then again, it was just one surprise after another these last two days.
"Same old me. Nothing's changed," she said much too glibly for my taste.
"Go take a shower before you do anything else," I said as monotone as possible.
"I already showered. You have to know I'd never come home to you..."
"Shower again then!" I yelled at her. "How would I know what you would come home to me with. You've never run off and fucked another man before... that I know of!"
She blushed a deep crimson and practically ran up the stairs to the master bath. I was barely hanging on to my emotions.
Twenty minutes later she came walking back into the family room wearing baggy sweats and looking extremely nervous.
"I suppose we need to talk, especially before we get the kids home. I know you probably have questions," she said quietly.
"Well, there's an understatement," I snarked.
"But are you sure you really want to know? I don't want to hurt you anymore than I already have."
"Way too late to be worried about that now, don't you think?" I questioned. "You certainly can't unfuck Mr. NFL Stud."
Linda recoiled a bit at my comment. I rarely used that kind of language to her.
"Telling you might only make it tougher for us to get past this," she noted.
My face must have given me away.
"The kids. You certainly can't be considering throwing away our family for one night of indiscretion?" she asked. "We love each other way too much to do something that harsh. We can certainly get past this. I know I hurt you, but we love each other way too much not to get past this."
"Who's this 'we' you keep talking about?" I queried. "Do 'we' love each other enough? I would have said yes up until last night. But now I know where you stand on the matter, and I know that's not enough."
"But I do love you. I love you every bit as much as I ever have!" she cried. "Last night was a night 'out of time' -- a one-off. And I'll spend the rest of my life showing you I love you."
"A 'one-off?' And how about this morning? A 'two-off?'"
At least she had the good grace to look embarrassed.
"So, was it everything you anticipated?" I asked.
She stammered. She stuttered. She flushed. Then she finally started talking.
"Yes. Yes it was, Jim. Marc has obviously had a lot of experience doing this, and he used that experience like a master. He figured out what my body was telling him, and he played me like he was a master and I was his instrument..."
"All right. All right," I interrupted. At least she was apparently telling me the truth.
She sat there with a smug look on her face, which pissed me off even more.
"So how did this all get started?" I inquired.
"Well, you saw it. When he asked me to dance, I was just so shocked that a stud that every woman wanted had asked me that I guess I kind of got full of myself and kind of aroused... He was a good dancer, but when the slow song came on and he put his arms around me and pulled me into him I felt his erection growing and the brain below my waist just took over. When the second slow song came on, he told me of his plans for us to leave together, and I couldn't even talk, I just smiled and nodded. And it just felt so right.
"And as I was coming back to the table, I gave Dee a look, and she did the rest for me.
"But it wasn't like I was leaving you, Jim. I love you. I don't love him. It was just..."
"Cheating," I finished for her.
"Don't do anything foolish, Jim. Think of the children."
"Like you thought of them at all last night or this morning while you were fucking Mr. NFL Asshole. Our vows, the children, conveniences to be forgotten when the right stud comes along," I snapped.
I glanced at my watch. It was time to pick up the kids at the babysitter. As I was heading out the door, a brilliant idea struck me.
"I know there's more to tell," I said to Linda before I went through the door, "but I don't want to hear it straight from your lips. Write it down, all of it, from when you left last night until you walked in the door this afternoon. I know Mr. NFL Stud fucked your lights out, you can go easy on the details there, but I want to know what you were feeling, and why you felt you could just take a break from our vows. Maybe reading it won't be as bad as hearing about it. You can give it to me when I stop in to see the kids tomorrow."
"Tomorrow?" she asked as her voiced squeaked. "But how are we going to get past this if we aren't together?"
"Right now that's the least of my concerns, Linda," I answered. "And, by the way, get yourself tested for STDs. I'm sure you're not the only one Marc's been fucking recently."
She started to say something, then apparently thought better of it. By not responding, she'd told me that she let asshole fuck her bareback.
"I love you, Jim," she called after me as I headed through the doorway.
"Yeah right," I mumbled back to her.
The kids chewed my ears off on the way home about their time at the babysitter's. I was definitely going to miss them as a part-time parent. It wasn't fair that Linda did the cheating -- on me, and yes, them, but more than likely she was going to be given primary custody as the mother. It wasn't always granted to the mother, but unless she was on drugs or something, that's the way most judges went.
I carried the kids' stuff into the house when we got home, and they started telling Linda all about their night. I was leaving, so I went over to each child, told them I loved them and would see them tomorrow. They looked at me uncertainly, but then went back to regaling Linda with details about their night.
I stopped by the house after I got off of work the next day, and the kids and I played some games before supper was served. I saw my place had a setting, but I kissed the kids goodbye and left for the day. I don't think I said more than three words to my wife. I did remember to pick up my wife's written remembrance of her time with Mr. NFL Stud.
I read Linda's narrative of her time with dickhead three times that night, downing a half-bottle of Jack Daniels as I did. Seems they got it on three times that night and, for good measure, once more in the morning before she came home. She claimed she was practically overcome by his strength and size, and felt almost powerless to resist him, although he never made any demands of her. She said he was a total gentleman and a nice guy, and under different circumstances said she could have seen us being friends. At that point, I got up, ran to the bathroom and hurled the contents of my stomach into the stool. I suppose it could have been too much Jack. Or it might have been the part of the narrative where she said despite the fact that he was a better, more complete lover than me, it was still just sex with him, while with me it was love and lovemaking. And, of course, she wouldn't trade that for all the great sex in the world.
She was sorry she hurt me, she wrote. I noted she didn't say she was sorry for the sex. Entitled bitch, I thought to myself.
Finally, on Friday night, Linda hitched up her big-girl panties and told me that we needed to talk. She was right, of course, but I was waiting her out to see if she could come up with a better story than she had found so far. We set the meeting for after lunch on Saturday. The kids would be at the babysitter for the afternoon.
I could have used my key to walk into the house, but I rang the doorbell instead, just to make a point. Linda let me in and we headed for the kitchen table. She handed me a beer, and poured herself a glass of wine.
"Jim, you are way overthinking this," Linda started. "Look at me. I'm still the same woman you married almost 10 years ago. I still love you, and I want to grow old with you.
"I know I've hurt you, and I'm sorry for that, but we can't get past this if we aren't together."
"Apparently you just don't understand, Linda. I'm not overthinking this. Your actions that night and the day after told me you don't love me as much as you say you do. If you did, you couldn't have done what you did. You have no idea to the depth you've hurt me, but even worse, you've never apologized for going off with Mr. NFL Stud. You've apologized for hurting me, but never for the act. And that's because you're not sorry for fucking him. You made plans with him that night, and willfully carried them out, getting your friend to help.
"And now you think I should get over your one-night adventure.
"Apparently, I never knew you as well as I thought I did."
"We love each other Jim. We can get past this. I love you. Take me to bed and I'll prove it to you."
She reached for my hand and tried to pull me up from my seat. I wrangled free and gave her my best contemptuous sneer.
"Really, Linda?" I queried. "Even if I could forgive the damn disrespect you showed me... in front of our so-called friends, no less, you admitted to me that fucking Marc was the most thrilling sex of your life. How could I ever compete with that?"
Linda looked like she was examining the twill of the carpet.
"But we love each other, Jim," she whispered. "You can't tell me that you don't love me."
"I do love you, Linda. I suppose to a great extent I always will. But after last week it's not enough."
I got up and walked out. As I walked out, I passed at the front door a man carrying a manila envelope.
"Mrs. Jim Ganderson?" he asked as Linda staggered toward the front door following me. I didn't look back, but she must have nodded. "You have been served."
Having a good friend who is a family attorney, I was able to get divorce papers done in just a few days. The settlement should have been easy because we live in a no-fault state, but I decided to ask for primary customary of the children as the injured party. The very fact that I asked for primary custody pissed off Linda tremendously, and I knew she was going to fight it, but that gave me a chance to literally make a statement to the judge, so I told him exactly what precipitated the divorce filing. To say he was aghast was an understatement.
"She really did that, Mr. Ganderson?" he asked with wide eyes.
I nodded silently.
"But you still never say in your brief that Mrs. Ganderson is a bad mother, so I'm not inclined to go away from our usual procedures. Your ex-wife will be awarded primary custody."
I was not surprised by the decision, nor by Linda's anger with me at the attempt.
"I wouldn't have guessed you'd go this far to embarrass me," she said from across the table.
"I'm not the one who ditched her spouse in front of four other couples to go have sex with another man. That couldn't have been too embarrassing for me, now could it?"
Her mouth opened and closed, but no words were forthcoming. She blushed a deep red.
"This was not the way this was supposed to end up," she finally whispered. "You love me and I love you. We could have gotten past this, if only you had been willing to forgive me for one... one mistake."
"But it wasn't just one mistake. It was a whole series of mistakes," I whispered back.
I unwillingly joined the ranks of part-time parents. For the next two years I had Emma and Tommy at my small apartment every other weekend, and I got them for a whole month in the summer. We did a two-week vacation at Disney World in Florida. I did my best to make my time with my children as rewarding as possible for both them and me.
I barely acknowledged their mother when I would pick up or drop off the kids. You can't just stop loving someone cold turkey, and seeing her just brought back so many of the memories that would rip out my heart.
I expected the day to come sometime, but not 24 months down the road. We were riding in the car one weekend when Emma surprised the hell out of me by asking why I no longer loved her mother and why we didn't all live in the same house. I knew the kids weren't old enough to understand specifics, but they were more than old enough to understand right and wrong, and I wasn't about to throw myself under the bus just to soft-soap it to my own kids.
"You know that we've always talked about telling the truth and never, ever lying to anyone, right?" I asked.
Both kids nodded vigorously as I check them in the rear-view mirror.
"Well, Mommy told Daddy a very big lie, and now we can't live together any more."
I peeked back in the mirror and both kids were silently nodding. I hoped there wouldn't be any more questions.
There weren't any more questions from the kids, but not quite a week later a very angry Linda was on the phone ripping my right ear off.
"How could you tell the kids that I lied to you and now we can't live together? How dare you blame ME for this?!" she screamed at me. "This was your choice, you sanctimonious bastard!"
She had my undivided attention and my ire.
"I'm not lying for you! This is all on you!" I yelled back into the phone. "Our daughter asked what happened, so I told her the truth, in the gentlest terms I could think of. I didn't think they would understand the term 'slut,' so you got lucky on that one."
"I-I-I never lied to you..." she started to protest.
"What do you call breaking our wedding vows! I call that lying, bitch!"
I ended the call.



And then the karma train pulled into the station.
When I didn't have the kids, my life was only about working, eating and sleeping. I didn't date, didn't go out with the guys after work. My right hand got a good workout, but that was it for my social life. I wasn't looking for anything, and I certainly wasn't finding anything. My co-workers knew about my divorce, but didn't know about the details. A couple of the women expressed an interest, but my heart wasn't into it.
I never really had any contact with our city's newspaper outside of having a subscription when I got a call out of the blue one day. Shelby Bradson, the paper's investigative reporter, was doing an article about how most custody battles were won by wives. She had contacted several family law attorneys in the city, and my attorney thought I would be a good source with whom to talk. Shelby noted that there would be about a dozen divorced parents talking on both sides of the issue. Although I was reluctant to participate, my lawyer assured me that I would want to be in on this article.
Telling my story to an outsider was incredibly embarrassing, especially the part where I had to admit that I could see my ex-wife falling under Marc's spell but not doing anything to stop it. I felt like a failure as a man, and maybe that was one reason why I could never forgive Linda. I'll admit that may have been part of it, but in truth I still knew in my heart that she knew what she was doing was wrong, and it shouldn't have taken my intervention to stop her.
Shelby wasn't much of a football fan, but she certainly knew who Marc LaValliere was. Shelby was a single 20-something, and when I first mentioned his name, she perked right up in her chair, and I'm pretty sure her breathing pattern picked up. She followed my narrative with a keen interest, and I got the uncomfortable feeling that she was living vicariously through Linda when I related my story. Just as I was starting to feel really uncomfortable, however, it was like someone flipped a switch and Shelby became like a combination of Woodward and Bernstein, and she had her teeth into this.
"She just left with him to go have sex for the night, and maybe more, and expected you to just accept it because he's a big-time NFL star? Like he was a god on high and she was his prize? And he just expected her to do it... and she did? Holy shit, Mr. Ganderson!
"So Mr. Wonderful steals your wife with her full cooperation, and you wind up losing your kids. Did the judge know about this?" Shelby asked.
"He was just as shocked as you, but said since Linda wasn't otherwise a bad mother, he wasn't going against the tide. So she got fucked by Mr. NFL Stud, and I got fucked by the courts."
The reporter had several more interviews left before she put the article together, but a month later the feature was on the bottom half of the front page. Due to Marc LaValliere's prominence, my story was played at the front of the article. The subhead read, "NFL star steals wife, court steals kids."
The article broke to a cacophony of outrage from several quarters, including several city fathers, advertisers, the NFL itself and the community. Seems that everybody's favorite tight end was previously thought of as a pillar of the community, and the claim of LaValliere leaving a restaurant with another man's wife was going to create problems for several city organizations and non-profits. Within hours, three of the four endorsement deals LaValliere had were cancelled due to morals clauses, and the fourth was probably going away soon after. Finally, to make matters worse, officials from NFL headquarters requested the player's presence to discuss another black eye for the league.
"Oh, my God, Jim, I can't believe you went public with that!" Linda shouted through the phone at me. "I'm going to look like the biggest slut on the planet. This will be all over the internet in hours. My parents are going to see this, everybody I know is going to see this. I'm going to get smoked in public.
"I can't believe you would do that to me!"
"And I couldn't believe you did what you did to me. Hurts, doesn't it?" I snapped.
After three days, the outrage from the public over Linda getting primary custody of the children was at a fever pitch, and the judge in our divorce case apparently couldn't take any more heat. He called my attorney and said that upon a judicial review brought about by new evidence in the case, he was reversing himself and awarding me primary custody. When my attorney reminded him that he heard this evidence more than two years ago, he hesitated, then told my attorney that the decision wasn't made by him alone, and he shouldn't look a gift horse in the mouth. My attorney wisely just said, "Thank you, your honor."
Since I was now primary custodian, child support was switched to Linda, which gave me enough money to rent a decent apartment. It worked out much better for the kids and I. We went on with our lives. Occasionally they would express some regret that the four of us were no longer together, but they completely understood the reason. It amazed me that they could get it, but the reason still seemed to escape their mother. More than two years later, she still hadn't apologized. While I certainly wasn't expecting an apology, it sure would have been nice.
I didn't follow Linda's life at all. The kids and I didn't talk about her at any length, but they would occasionally mention her in passing. She was their mother, after all. I guess things weren't exactly rosy in her world after the newspaper article broke. The kids mentioned that Mommy seemed upset many days. I was of two minds over that, I have to admit. Even after two years, I still loved the woman to some extent.
I went out on like three dates for the first two years after the divorce. Then, after I got custody and things settled down, I eventually started going out on a regular basis when Linda had the kids. I wasn't looking for Linda's replacement, but it was nice to have female companionship again. A few years later, I found a woman with whom I thought I might want to get closer. She was a divorcee with one child, a son the same age as Tommy. Her husband had cheated on her several times until she finally decided she had enough and divorced him.
Sammy Jo and I married in a small evening ceremony in early fall, attended by our children, her widowed mother and her sister's family. We are hoping to grow old together someday, but first we've got a lot of living to do. We recently bought a house big enough to fit the five of us.
Tommy and Sammy Jo's son, Danny, hit it off like Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. Of course, Emma isn't always thrilled about having two pesky little brothers around, but she handles it with the grace of any older sister and really lets them know who is boss.
I understand from my kids that Linda has a steady boyfriend now. The only thing I know about him is that he's not Marc LaValliere. Seems that asswipe got traded to a team halfway across the country two weeks after the article came out. Not my worry, but I'm sure husbands all over northern California might be a little worried.
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It was a simple, straightforward question, and it deserved a simple, straightforward answer, John Montero thought to himself.
"How long have you been fucking Aaron?" he practically whispered to his wife of 22 years, Traci, as she entered the darkened kitchen before he surprised her by flipping on the lights.
Traci spluttered a non-reply as halfway through she realized that John apparently knew a lot more than she realized. Getting caught in another lie wouldn't be smart, she knew.
"About five years," she whispered, eyes on the table.
"Does the whole department know?"
"Yeah," she whispered again.
"Ah shit! You've been fucking this guy for five years and everybody knows except your dumbass husband. I guess it serves me right for trusting you so completely. Are there any others I should know about, whore?"
Traci's face expressed shock. John had never said an unkind word to her before, even when they were arguing. She could see the rage in his eyes, and was thankful that John was not a violent man.
Traci's brain was swirling in all directions. When and how did John find out about Aaron? Could he possibly have been to the awards dinner? That certainly didn't make any sense to Traci, because John had never been to any of the university's awards dinner before, but the timing of this confrontation was too coincidental. Still, nothing untoward had happened at the awards dinner to give away the affair, she thought.
******
John was late for the awards dinner. Traci had told him not to bother going as it was just a dinner to honor various employees in the university's academic departments.
Traci was the admin for the English department. The department had five professors, a dean, an assistant dean, an admin and a secretary. She had worked at the school for 15 years, and this year was getting her 15-year pin. Her husband normally worked about an hour later on Fridays, so she knew he probably wouldn't even consider attending the event. Hell, he hadn't made any of the other honors dinners the previous 14 years, so she didn't figure he would consider this dinner even though she was getting a pin. Truthfully, she didn't want him to attend, but told him about the dinner so she couldn't be accused of not keeping him in the loop.
John didn't commit to attending the event, but he knew that he was going to attend the event to honor his wife. He thought she would get a big charge out of the surprise. That's what you do for the love of your life, he thought to himself.
Traffic slowed him down a bit and he got to the dinner about 10 minutes late. Almost everyone was through the buffet line and was seated at tables, mostly by department. John looked for where Traci was seated, and found her at a table of 15 occupied by the English department, and it appeared, by several spouses. John noticed that Traci was sitting between Assistant Dean Jason Peterson and Professor Aaron McClary. He noticed there were no open seats at that table, so after going through the buffet line, he sat down at a table near the back of the hall, figuring he would find his wife and congratulate her after she got her pin.
As John expected, the program was boring, but they finally got around to the English department. When they called his wife's name, she rose and went to get her pin from her dean, Dr. Stephen Engleberth. As she made her way to the podium, John couldn't help but feel proud that she looked 10 years younger than her 46 years. She weighed maybe five pounds more than when they first got married, despite having two kids, and her shoulder-length dark brown hair accented her light, almost alabaster skin.
After she accepted her pin and was making her way back to the table, John got up from his seat and started forward to intercept her and surprise her with his congratulations. She beat him back to her table, and as she got there John noticed that Aaron had stood up, apparently to offer his own congratulations as well. He seemed like a nice enough guy the few times John had met him through the years, and John didn't think anything of it until Traci stepped into Aaron's personal space, put her hands gently on his forearms and then gave him a soft peck on the lips. John stopped in his tracks and just gawked. Nobody at the table seemed to take notice, maybe because at first glance it didn't seem to be very demonstrative, but it spoke volumes to John. The simple act was so very intimate and familiar, the way a husband and wife would have done it, or apparently, a woman and her longtime lover.
John suddenly felt sick to his stomach and shaky. He turned around immediately and left the hall, found a bathroom and hurled out his guts. He cleaned himself up and drove home, thinking about everything and nothing on the 20-minute drive.
It was a little past nine when John got home, so he knew he had about two hours to make some plans. Traci would be home at just about 11, as she always was from these events, and it hit him that her being punctual was probably one of the reasons he trusted her so completely—and one of the things she used to hide her affair. Don't do anything out of the ordinary and the clueless husband won't get suspicious, John thought to himself.
Thinking about things from that standpoint gave John some other insights. He realized that every time Traci came home from a late night out she would call out a quick greeting and head upstairs for a quick shower to "wash the day off her," as she called it. She would then come downstairs freshly showered, with a little spritz of new perfume on her. He never put two and two together to get that she was probably hiding the smell of sex on her body. Of course, he and Traci never had sex on those nights either, as she always claimed to be too tired. Hmmm. At least she wasn't giving him sloppy seconds.
At about 10:55 John pulled a bottle of red wine out of the fridge and poured two glasses on the kitchen table. He went into the den and turned on the lights and TV, before returning to the darkened kitchen to take a seat. Ten minutes later, Traci pulled her car into the garage and entered into the kitchen. She was about to call out to her husband when the kitchen lights suddenly went on. John wasn't in the den; he was in the kitchen.
"Ummmhhh," Traci stammered.
John looked like he'd eaten a lemon. He pointed to the other glass of wine, and took a sip of his.
******
"Why?" John croaked. "I loved you with all my heart, and I thought you loved me. We raised two great kids. What happened to 'til death do us part?'"
"I'm sorry, John. It just happened. I know that sounds like bullshit, but it's true. He was here for two years and we got to be friends. Then it got to be more.
"And along the way, the dean and then the others found out. The dean just asked us to be respectful of the university... and after a while it became... normal. I became his work wife in every sense. And then we just carved out some extra time whenever we could.
"You just trusted me completely and it made it easier for us."
"Well, how absolutely foolish of me to trust the woman I love. I apologize for that," John snarked. "And my occasional trips must have really made things good for you, too."
Traci blushed and dropped her eyes. John got his answer.
"I am in love with two men. You might not think it's possible, but it is. I love both of you, and I tried my best to never hurt you. You didn't lack for any love, emotionally or physically. I was always there for you," Traci cried plaintively as her eyes started to fill with tears.
"At least until recently," John responded. "When did he pull ahead of me? In the last few months you've started to pull away from me emotionally, and you haven't initiated sex in forever. You'll engage if I want to, but you don't initiate, and when we are making love, I don't feel the intensity any more. Are you thinking of him?"
"Aaron's been going through a rough patch recently with his wife, and maybe I got a little caught up in his problems..."
"So Mr. Second Husband is married, too. And he's been going through a rough patch with his first wife? A rough patch? I'm guessing she doesn't know about the affair?"
"As far as we knew, neither one of you knew about the affair. We were so careful. We didn't want to hurt either of you."
"NO!" John yelled. "You were so careful because you didn't want to get caught. You at least knew what would happen if you got caught."
"How did you catch us?" Traci asked in a small voice.
"Trying to change things up for the future?" John asked facetiously. "Ah, what the hell, as if it mattered any more. I didn't catch you. You gave yourselves up."
Traci's eyes about bugged out of her head. "What?"
"I showed up about 10 minutes late to the awards banquet. Had to sit in the back. I saw the kiss."
"The kiss? That little kiss. That was nothing. How could you tell from that kiss?" she asked.
"Because it wasn't demonstrative. It was just an intimate little kiss and touch, exactly like we've shared thousands of times in the past, but not recently," John said. "I might have been the only one in the room who saw it."
Traci blushed and stammered. She decided against answering back.
"Why did you come to the awards dinner?" she finally asked.
"Because I saw that we had been drifting apart, and I was trying to be there for you as a way to maybe get us back together. Talk about the wrong thing..."
"I'm sorry, John. I never meant to hurt you. How can we come to some sort of agreement so we can move forward with our lives?" Traci asked.
"Move forward? Seriously," John asked with the tone of someone in complete shock. I... I will be calling an attorney first thing Monday morning."
"What if I'm not sure I want a divorce?"
"What if YOU'RE not sure you want a divorce? That's your problem. Because I'm sure I want a divorce," John said. "You don't get to love two men when you made vows with me. And I'm certainly not going to be husband No. 2."
"Maybe we just need to slow down a bit, John. I still love you. But I also love someone else. I don't see why we have to rush into a divorce," Traci said, trying to give John her most sincere look. "I don't see why you're making me the bad guy in this."
"Well, I'm certainly not the bad guy in this. I'm not the one who's been having an affair for five fucking years."
John got up and poured his nearly-full wine glass down the kitchen sink. He trudged up the stairs to the bedroom.
Traci went into the family room and made a phone call.
"He knows," she said quietly into her iPhone. "He's talking divorce."
She listened intently to the other end of the conversation.
"No. I don't have any idea. I wasn't planning on this at this point," she said in response to a question.
"Yeah, love you, too."
Traci hung up the phone and sat in the family room drinking her wine while not really watching what was playing on the big screen. She went into the kitchen for a second glass and repeated the process. She truly loved Aaron, and while she didn't necessarily love John the way she had in the beginning, she believed she still had strong feelings for him. She thought back to what John had said about her pulling away recently, and put her hands up along each side of her head. Thinking back, she could see that John was probably right, she had been more in sync with Aaron in recent weeks. She and Aaron had talked marriage several times in the last year, and Aaron and his wife of 17 years had been having difficulties in the last few months, although Aaron said he didn't think she had any inkling of the affair.
John wasn't in the master bedroom when Traci went upstairs. She saw the door to their oldest daughter's room was shut, and figured John was making a statement. Their oldest was a junior at Michigan State, their youngest was a freshman at Ball State and Traci thought that the kids being at college was probably a good thing for the moment.
John was mowing in the morning spring sunshine when Traci finally awakened. She walked out onto the back deck of their home and watched him for a while, gesturing for him to come inside when he looked up at her. He vigorously shook his head and continued to mow. After a couple of minutes of standing on the deck, hands on hips, Traci got into her car and drove off. John assumed she was headed to the grocery store as she usually did on Saturday, but he couldn't be sure and really didn't care. He had a lot on his mind.
As soon as Traci was out of sight, John went into the house to call his children and explain the situation to them. They both expressed shock at his announcement, but John explained that he had witnessed a kiss and Traci had admitted her infidelity.
"You saw them kiss, and then Mom just admitted she was sleeping with this guy?" questioned the oldest, Katie.
"It wasn't so much the kiss, it was the way they kissed, just as if they had been doing it for years. It had that kind of familiar intimacy that a husband and wife have. She broke my heart."
"I'm sorry, Dad. I really am," Katie said.
Traci and John usually went out for dinner on Saturday night, but John had cleaned up and was gone by the time Traci got back from the grocery story in the early afternoon. She wasn't totally surprised when he didn't come back by dinnertime, but she knew it was out of character for him to be rude and not call. He finally walked in the house about 10:30, grunted in Traci's direction and went upstairs, again going to his oldest child's room to sleep.
John awoke to the smell of coffee brewing in the kitchen. He staggered downstairs hungover, with bloodshot eyes and poured himself a cup of coffee. Seated at her end of the kitchen table, Traci didn't say anything until John plopped down at the table.
"How about we act like a couple of adults now?" Traci asked somewhat smugly.
"That hasn't worked so well for me in the last few weeks, now has it?" John responded just as smugly.
"Okay, John. We've been over this. I'm sorry it happened, but I still love you. I love both of you. Let's figure out how we can make this work for both of us."
"We can't make it work for both of us," John responded, "because it doesn't work for me at all.
"You made vows in front of God and everybody that we would be faithful to each other forever. You broke those vows... those sacred vows. Not to mention you broke my fucking heart!
"You and your paramour need to figure something out. I'm out of here!"
"You can throw 22 years of marriage away just like that?" Traci screamed. "I made a mistake. A mistake!"
"No, once would have been a mistake," John said. "This has been going on for years. You were living this. You wanted this. You've made your choice. The choice wasn't me. Now you can go to him and be his, full-time."
"But I don't want that, John," she said. "I love you both. I truly do. Give me some time to figure this out, for all of us..."
"All!" John shouted. "There is no all... and certainly no US in this equation!"
John turned and walked away, heading into the main bathroom shower. When he got out and returned to the kitchen, Traci was gone. She left a note taped to the bathroom door asking him not to do anything rash until they could talk again.
"Probably fucking that dickhead!" John thought to himself.
Traci had indeed gone to see Aaron, but the pair wasn't engaged in any sexual activity.
"I guess this means that our plans just moved up," Aaron said.
"I wasn't really ready for that at this point, Aaron," Traci admitted. "I know we've discussed this, and I truly want this, but I still love him, too, and I wasn't ready to let go at this point. We have history, kids. I've loved him for almost 25 years, and you just don't turn that off."
John was admitting that very same thing to himself at his home. Although not overly emotional under normal circumstances, he couldn't stop the tears as they fell quickly. He threw a shot of Don Julio tequila down his throat, taking solace in the heat building in his stomach.
He was sitting at the kitchen table, making a list of things he had to do personally in the next few days. He mirthlessly chuckled to himself that the children being out of the house made his plans easier.
"Fuck!" he muttered.
Monday morning John asked his boss for some personal time. His boss, Stan, had known John for more than 15 years, and the only time John had ever asked for personal time was when his parents died. He knew something was very wrong in John's life. Of course, the fact that John looked like he hadn't slept in days might have given Stan a second hint.
"No problem with the time off, John," Stan said. "Is there something I can help with?"
John hesitated, then broke down and told Stan the story.
"Shit, I'm real sorry, John. I've been married about as long as you have, so I don't have any good advice for you, except to ask if you've looked at all the options, including reconciliation. Have you asked yourself if you'd be better off with her or without her? I know it almost seems trite, but..."
"I've asked myself that question at least a hundred times, Stan, and I always come up with the same answer. She basically had a second husband for five years, and they had discussed her leaving me for him. I can't share her, and I can't put up with that kind of disrespect. I love her and I hate her and I would never be able to trust her again. She's a lying whore, Stan. I know I don't deserve a lying whore."
Traci fought the divorce, but was smart enough to start making alternative plans with Aaron. Six months later John was a free man for the first time in almost 25 years. He knew in his heart he still loved Traci somewhat, but couldn't share his wife. He knew that if he hadn't stumbled onto Traci's betrayal when he did, he would have had to deal with it eventually, and not necessarily from a position of strength.
The pair split their finances down the middle and agreed to sell the house. The children were, of course, despondent over the divorce, but recognized there wasn't anything they could do to change John's mind. Only Traci's parents seemed to have a problem with the divorce, repeatedly imploring John throughout the process to do more to try to save the marriage. John truly did love his in-laws, and tried to let them down gently.
"She says she loves both of us. I'm not made that way, so I've made the choice for her," John said.
While the divorce was going through the court, John agonized about telling Aaron's wife about her husband's long-term infidelity. He knew that telling Aaron's wife would reek of revenge, but he also knew that he would have wanted to have been told rather than be hung out to dry the way he was. On the day his divorce became final, John made the call to Aaron's wife and broke her heart.
The McClarys were both about five years younger than the Monteros, and their two children were 15 and 12. John felt especially bad for the effect this would have on the McClary children.
"I really am sorry to have to be the bearer of bad news, but I couldn't in good conscience not tell you. I would have felt like I was lying to you as well," John told Aaron's wife, Lettie.
It only took one day to get a nastygram from John's newly-stamped ex-wife.
"Wow, I bet you feel like a real big man, ruining Aaron's marriage like that!" she screamed at John over the phone.
"Why in God's name would you think I would be a party to your deception of that innocent woman, you slut?" John fired back. "If you love each other that much, own it and be straight up with that woman. She never did anything to hurt you, home wrecker!"
To John's surprise, Traci got quiet on the other end of the line. He heard a mumbled goodbye.
******
While John was confident of his abilities in bed, Traci was his only conquest in the first 47 years of his life, and he hadn't been on a date in about 25 years. He was fully aware that his sex life might never be the same. What John didn't count on, however, was the number of single women over the age of 40 with the divorce rate topping 50 percent.



Word travelled around John's workplace that he was now a free man, and single women from the ages of 25 to 65 made sure that John, who had always kept himself in good condition, knew they were available. On the few times he stopped off at a favorite watering hole, he didn't lack for company. It took a while, but John occasionally took advantage of the "abundance of riches." Over time, the hole in John's soul healed and life returned to a more even keel.
The McClarys divorce didn't go near as smoothly as the Monteros, but 18 months later, Traci and Aaron tied the knot. The two Montero children didn't warm up to Aaron and mostly stayed with John when they were home, while the McClary kids only stayed with Aaron and his new wife every other weekend. Traci tried her best, but never really warmed up to Aaron's children. In time, that actually proved to be the smaller problem for the pair. While Traci loved being Aaron's "work wife," being his full-time wife seemed to wear thin after several months. Traci wasn't sure if the problem was just missing John, overexposure to Aaron or the fact that she really did need the variety of two men. No matter the cause, three years later the pair divorced.
******
At 52, John was still in good shape, although his dark brown hair was streaked with gray. He had little problem attracting female company, and had one or two dates every week. He had stopped off at his favorite watering hole for a sandwich and a couple of drinks after a tough day at the office. He was seated at the bar, just starting on his sandwich when he heard a familiar voice just behind him.
"Hello, stranger, mind if I sit here?"
John didn't have to turn around to know that the voice belonged to his ex-wife. He swallowed hard.
"What are you drinking, Traci?" he said as he gestured her to sit.
"The same as always, John. I know you didn't forget."
"Cal, a Chablis for the lady, please. On me."
As the bartender served the wine, John took the first look at his ex-wife in almost five years. Her blonde hair was a couple of inches longer, her waist line was a couple of inches wider, crow's feet had formed at the corner of her eyes, but she was still a damned good-looking woman, John had to admit to himself.
"How about we call a truce for Katie's wedding, John?" Traci asked.
"I didn't know we had hostilities going on," John replied.
"Until one minute ago, you haven't said the first word to me since the divorce," Traci related. "You don't show up at family events. You even stayed away from Katie's engagement party. Our oldest is getting married next year, and you have to be there and be present.
"It's important to her, John."
"If it's important to Katie, then it's important to me. I will be there and do whatever I need to do for her. You guys make the plans, I've got the expenses covered."
Traci gave John a sad smile.
"I remember when you felt that way about me, John. I don't know how I could have been so foolish as to ever take you... your love... for granted."
John reached out his right hand. Traci put her left hand into it.
Before she left the bar two hours later, Traci got John's cell number. The pair agreed to do their best together to make Katie's wedding as memorable as possible.
Three weeks later, John met Katie and his ex for a lunchtime wedding meeting. The meeting went well, and as John was getting ready to head back to work, almost reflexively he asked Traci out to dinner for the upcoming Friday night. Traci beamed and Katie looked a little more than surprised, raising her eyebrows at her father.
Traci's version of the proverbial "little black dress" took John a little by surprise when she answered her door Friday night.
"Whoo... very nice," Mrs... McClary," John stammered.
Traci's immediate smile morphed into a look of guilt.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean that the way it came out," John said.
"I'm sorry, too. I let you down. Hell, I let me down," Traci added.
Dinner was at one of the city's best Italian restaurants, followed by an art showing at one of the galleries in the city. The pair mostly talked about their children, and some about what each had been up to since their divorce. Traci told John that after her divorce from Aaron, she moved over to the university's business department, which after 20 years with the English department, was like being divorced from an extended family.
"When I do something stupid, I really do it big," she said sheepishly.
Both enjoyed the evening, and Traci offered John a drink when he walked her to the door. He politely declined, saying, "maybe next time."
The comment didn't escape Traci, who smiled widely.
On their third date, Traci was successful at enticing John into her bed. She found a more experienced, more aggressive John, with some new tricks in his bag. She screamed through several orgasms as he used first his fingers, then his mouth. She got off one final time right before John got his own.
"I gave this up for what?" Traci mumbled as she came down.
John realized that Traci was asking herself a rhetorical question and had the good grace not to answer.
John and Traci went out twice more over the next few months and both times wound up in bed together. While John viewed the evenings as little more than booty calls with a beautiful old friend, he knew that Traci was beginning to see the dates as much more. Katie confirmed this the next time she and John had lunch.
"You do realize that Mom thinks you two have a shot at getting back together, don't you?" Katie asked pointedly after the pair had been seated in the restaurant. "She's as giddy as a schoolgirl. Your conjugal visits have given her the impression that you actually care."
"But she knows that I'm still dating other women. I've told her that repeatedly. I've never lied to your mother, either then or now. She's a beautiful woman, a sexy woman. I'm not above taking a sexy woman to bed. I'm a healthy man."
"Okay, Dad, I get it. But this is the woman who thought she could have two husbands and that you'd go for it. She's already shown that she might not have the best judgment when it comes to her sexual relations."
"Message received, Babe. I'll back off."
Traci hinted at being asked out several times over the next few months, but John kept his promise to Katie, in part because he found the woman with whom he wanted to spend the rest of his life. To be truthful, she found him, sending him sprawling at the local supermarket one Saturday when she hit him with her shopping cart.
"What the...?" John cried as he fell to the floor at the local Kroger store after being hit by another cart.
John looked up to see a tall, thin blonde woman about 50 years old with her hand in front of her open mouth looking down at him.
"Oh, my lord, I am soooo sorry," the angular blonde said. "I was looking for some saffron while I was still pushing the cart and I wasn't watching..."
John practically bounced up off the floor.
"Hey, no harm, no foul!" he practically yelled. "I'm good!"
Green eyes started to tear up as John spoke. Without thinking, he scanned the woman's left hand for signs of a ring. He smiled to himself when he saw the hand was free of jewelry.
"Some guys will do anything to meet a pretty woman. I'm one of them. I'll admit to being shameless," John said.
She dried those green eyes with her sleeve and came back grinning broadly.
"Hello, Shameless. I'm Rhonda. Rhonda Shires, actually."
Rhonda turned out to be a 50-year-old who divorced her husband of 20 years for cheating 10 years previously. She had been dating off and on, but hadn't been in a serious relationship since the divorce. While she felt bad after running into John, she quickly admitted to herself that it might have been the best thing she had done in some time.
"He's a hunk," she thought to herself as John bounced up.
John and Rhonda had their first date a week later. The date was supposed to have been dinner and a movie, but the pair was having such a good time talking they ditched the movie idea and went to a quiet bar for some drinks, dessert and more talk.
That first date led to a half-dozen more, and the pair got busy on date number four. Rhonda was completely overwhelmed when John ate her to a half-dozen orgasms, screaming unintelligibly during the act.
"Unless this guy's Jack the Ripper, why would any woman have turned this guy loose?" Rhonda asked herself as she drifted off to sleep in John's arms.
John asked Rhonda to be his date to Katie's wedding three months later. Traci admitted to Katie that she was hoping John would take her as his date.
The wedding went off without a hitch. The bride was beautiful, and both of her parents were incredibly proud. Sitting at the "family table," with Rhonda, Traci and Katie's godparents, Robert and Syl Morton, John was the perfect host, making sure the conversation and laughter, along with the champagne, flowed all night. He also made sure to dance with all three women at the table several times during the evening.
It was late into the reception when John and Rhonda came off the dance floor hand-in-hand, as usual, before Rhonda excused herself to visit the restroom. Before she left, she leaned in close to John, whispered something into his ear while touching his cheek and gave him a peck on the lips. Rhonda's eyes glowed as she moved off, and John's were glowing as he sat down, Traci noticed.
"I really hate to be the one to say this, but you need to put a ring on that woman's finger, John," Traci said as the Mortons, old family friends, looked on with smiles on their faces. "I once had a wise old acquaintance tell me that the devil was in the details. Love is not in the kisses hot enough to melt steel; it's in the comfortable, soft ones. It's in the little touches of the fingers, the soft caresses.
"A few months ago when we dated several times I thought I had a chance to win you back, but upon further reflection after those dates, I noticed that we never touched softly like we did when we were married. I realized then that our relationship was never going to be special again. But as I watch you and Rhonda, I see exactly what my friend was referring to: the little touches, the little intimate kiss. She loves you, John, and you love her. Put a ring on her finger, John, and ride off into the sunset with her. You will have my best wishes, and everybody else's, too."
As Traci finished talking, Robert was filling everyone's champagne glasses.
"To John and Rhonda and riding off into the sunset!" he toasted.
As Rhonda approached the table, John rose and gave her a peck on her lips.
"If I might be so bold," he said loud enough for the entire table to hear. "I'd like to ask the future Mrs. Montero for this next dance."
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"So why does it have to be you, Marty?" Henry Tanner asked his son with more than a little exasperation in his voice. "You're only 19. You've got your whole life ahead of you.
"This isn't just a big step, Marty. It's a HUGE step, and for a girl who in the end is nothing more than a friend at best. You can't be serious!"
Marty watched his father pace in front of him for a few seconds. His mother, Alberta, sat at one end of the kitchen table sobbing quietly, with a handkerchief to her face. He would get no relief from her. Ultimately, this was the first big test, he thought. If he could handle his parents... his father... he could handle anybody.
"Because I'm the only one that can do it, Dad," he said quietly but firmly. "I can take the shit, Dad, and this kid will grow up right because I'll be there to love it and show it the right way to do things... like you've always taught me."
"But Marty, you won't be able to fight your way out of every scrape. We know you're strong, Son, but sometimes it's going to be about strength of character, not physical strength. Maybe if this was 1971, or 1991, but it's not. This is 1951, and raising a mixed-race child here in New York isn't going to be easy," Henry said.
"I know, Dad. Trust me, I've thought about nothing but this for two weeks. I know in my heart it's the right thing to do. I won't let myself down, and I certainly won't let my child down," Marty answered.
"From your mouth to God's ears, Marty," his mother said through her tears.
Marty got up from the kitchen table, left the Tanners' small apartment and walked two blocks to another small apartment. He climbed two flights of stairs, and knocked on the third door on the right. It was the apartment of Solomon and Esther Gabor and their youngest daughter, Naomi. The other three Gabor children had all married and left home, like Marty's older brother and sister had already done.
At first glance, Naomi Gabor looked like any other teenager of Eastern European descent, until one got to her midsection. Yes, she had the slightly darker, ruddy skin, and large brown eyes, but not all single teenagers of Eastern European descent had a four-month-old baby growing inside their bodies. She answered the door, gave Marty a silent nod, took him by his hand and led him into the apartment. Naomi's father, seated in a straight-backed chair in the living room, got to his feet to shake the younger man's hand. Naomi's mother stayed seated in her chair as Marty nodded to her and acknowledged her by her name, "Mrs. Gabor." The pair of teens then sat on the empty sofa.
Marty took a couple of longer breaths, then raised his head and looked directly at Solomon Gabor.
"I'd like to ask for your permission to marry your daughter, sir," Marty said crisply and clearly.
"I'll be damned!" Solomon Gabor exclaimed in little more than a stage whisper. "He's as meshuggah as she is!"
"Why the hell would a nice boy like you want to do something as crazy as marry my slut of a daughter!" Solomon yelled as the veins in his neck and forehead stood out.
Marty jumped up and assumed a defensive fighting pose, but Solomon stayed in his chair.
"You know you won't be able to beat up everybody who says something or makes a snide remark, kid. Do you have any idea what you're getting yourself into?"
Marty relaxed and sat back down, looking a little sheepish.
"Yes, I do, sir; at least I think I do."
Marty swallowed hard and took a couple of deep breaths trying to get himself completely under control.
"However, I take exception with you calling your daughter a slut. She made a mistake with someone she thought she was in love with, and thought he'd return that love. What's done is now done, and I'd appreciate you not calling the woman who is going to be my wife a slut."
Solomon quietly just shook his head.
"And with a black man. Why not at least a white guy, for God's sake? Someone at least the same color."
"I'd bet you his parents would be asking him the same question ... if he told them anything about the baby at all. For most teenage guys, it's not about color. It's all about... sex," Marty said after realizing he couldn't use the kind of language he was thinking of in front of Naomi's family.
"It's not about the color here," Marty said, tapping his left hand with his right. "It's about the color here," he finished, tapping his heart with his right hand.
"And that's the same color for all of us."
Solomon and his wife, Esther, looked at each other, then back to the young man sitting on the sofa with their daughter. Solomon took a long drag of his Kent cigarette, and slowly blew the smoke out his nose. His wife looked at him nervously. Everyone in the room could see the wheels turning in Solomon's head.
"Okay, I'll give my blessing to this marriage, but you've got to promise me, Marty... solemn promise, that if this doesn't work you won't go out in a blaze of stupidity. We'll make sure Naomi won't fight a divorce, if it comes to that, but you won't be speaking ill of her or humiliating her in public. Do I have your promise?"
Marty immediately rose to his feet and stuck out a meaty hand for Solomon Gabor to shake. Solomon looked from the hand to the young man's eyes, then back to the hand again. He rose, and the two men sealed the deal with a firm handshake. Solomon resisted the urge to wince in pain, as Marty's right forearm and hand were extremely well-muscled from him using a cleaver working in a butcher shop for the last three years.
Marty headed to the Gabor's front door, and Naomi followed closely behind. As he pushed the screen door open, Naomi gently pulled Marty's large right bicep back to her. He stopped and turned around, facing his bride-to-be and looking deeply into her large brown eyes.
"I don't have the words to thank you properly," she whispered to him. "I'll never be able to thank you enough."
She gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. Marty blushed, and headed out the door.
The two were wed in a small Jewish ceremony in the near-by synagogue, with just family and a few close friends invited. They soon moved into a small apartment just three blocks away from Marty's parents' apartment, and four blocks from Naomi's parents' apartment in the Bronx. Marty continued working at a butcher shop in Brooklyn, while Naomi tended to their small apartment.
At first, the newlyweds' lived with Naomi's parents, but on their wedding night they stayed in a small hotel so they could at least have a semblance of privacy. While neither Marty at 19, nor Naomi at 18, was a virgin, Marty had never had sex with a pregnant woman before, and hesitated repeatedly, afraid to hurt the baby. Only when Naomi reaffirmed for the third time that the baby wouldn't be harmed, did the pair engage in very halting sex.
Naomi didn't have an orgasm as Marty was way too gentle for that, even holding back when he finally came. Marty could see the look of disappointment on his bride's face, so after a minute of rest he slowly started to slide down Naomi's body until his face was planted squarely over her sex. He then stuck his tongue out as far as it would go and slurped upward on her pussy, tasting both of their juices. Naomi, never having had that done to her before, erupted in a body-shaking climax, yelling out Marty's name as she came. Marty continued licking until Naomi finally stopped shaking about a minute later, then he peaked at her over the small bump of her baby belly. She looked in his general direction with glazed over eyes.
"What do you call that?" Naomi asked breathlessly.
"I'd call that the sweetest thing I ever ate," Marty answered back as he smiled at her.
"Wow!"
Marty dove back in at that point, bringing his bride to three more strong orgasms in the next 15 minutes before stopping and resting his head on her left leg.
"Where did you learn how to do that, Mr. Tanner?" Naomi asked in a dreamy state.
"Never ask questions that you really don't want the answers to, Mrs. Tanner," Marty responded playfully. "Let's just say I have a lot of skills, and if you let me, I will gladly show them all to you over time."
Naomi just smiled back before putting her head back down on the pillow.
Marty and Naomi had known each other since he was 11 and she was 10. The apartment buildings they lived in, in the Bronx, were just a couple of blocks apart, and they went to the same elementary, junior high and high schools. They had some common friends, but didn't run in the same circles very often. Marty started working in a butcher shop in the area at 16, and didn't have that much free time. Still, Naomi was aware of the dark-haired, handsome Marty, the same way he was aware that Millie Gabor's younger sister was pretty with light brown hair and big boobs.
Through the years, the two had talked, and Naomi was impressed by Marty's quiet intelligence. He was especially adept at math, and could add long columns of numbers in his head. She knew he was of Austrian descent, and sometimes got in trouble for skipping classes before he graduated the previous year. She also knew that when he began to work at the butcher shop, his arms and chest started gaining a lot of muscle. Carrying large pieces of hanging meat was paying off in strength and size, and several of the teenage girls in the area took notice of him.
The youngest of four children, Naomi was of Russian descent. Her father, who was born in Russia, was known to be a strict taskmaster who spoke five languages despite only having a fifth-grade formal education. The real strength of the family was his wife, Esther, who quietly drew people to her like moths to a flame. Esther was known to be a fantastic cook and hostess, despite the family's meager income, and everyone who went away from the Gabors' table after a meal left with a smile on their faces.
Like most of New York City, the Bronx had a mix of all races and religions, although in the 1940s and 1950s most social groups contained very few people of different colors. Ellis Robinson, and his younger sister, Gayle, were the only two non-whites in the loosely-knit social group to which Marty and Naomi belonged. Unlike some of the more shy boys, Ellis had no problems talking with the girls in the group. He was a handsome boy of Jamaican descent, with dark skin and a ready smile. He was a favorite of many of the girls in the group, the same way his pretty outgoing sister was a favorite of many of the boys in the group.
Ellis Robinson noticed that Naomi Gabor had eclipsed her older sister in looks when she was about 15, but Millie was by far the more outgoing sister. Naomi was quiet and often hung back in groups, especially after her sister married her longtime boyfriend and they left the group. Over the years, Ellis had gotten closer to the younger Gabor, and a few weeks later, he asked her out on a date to a diner and then a movie. Naomi accepted, and after that the pair became an item of sorts. A few of the others thought less of Naomi for dating a black man, but most just went about their own business. Neither Ellis nor Naomi told their parents they were dating someone of a different race.
Ellis finally broke down Naomi's defenses and got her to have sex several months later. The two continued to find places to go for the occasional tryst until four months later, when Naomi missed her period. A very worried Naomi broke the news to Ellis about a week later.
"Do you know someone who can get rid of it for you?" Ellis asked.
Naomi looked shocked at what he was suggesting. She started to tear up.
"Can't we just get married and have the baby? You said you loved me," Naomi sniffled.
"I was trying to get into your pants. I would have said I loved Dwight Eisenhower if that would have helped me get you into bed. You don't actually think I meant that?
"Look, I might know someone who might be able to get rid of it for you..."
"I'm not going to some baby butcher. So you're telling me you don't love me, and you won't support our baby?"
"I can barely support myself," Ellis replied. "Been out of school two years and still working at the produce market. You going to come live with me in my bedroom at my parents' house? I don't think so."
Naomi turned to leave.
"You let me know if you need help paying to get rid of it," Ellis called after her.
Two weeks later on a Sunday afternoon in late October, Marty was walking across the schoolyard on his way home after working at the butcher shop until noon. There were several groups of boys playing basketball, and several groups of boys and girls watching. Marty noticed Naomi standing off to the side, by herself, looking as if she was working out a math problem in her head, he thought to himself. If that was the case, maybe he could help her since he was good at math when he was in school.
"Got a problem in your head, Littlest Gabor?" Marty said as he walked over to Naomi.
Naomi didn't respond until she jumped when Marty came right up to her.
"Wh... what are you doing here!" she shrilled at him.
"I didn't mean to scare you," he responded. "I just asked if you had a problem stuck in your head, but you apparently didn't hear me."
"Oh yeah, I've got a big problem stuck in my head, but I don't think you can help me with it," Naomi replied.
"Why not give me a shot? I'm pretty good at math, you know. Maybe someday if I can scrape some money together, I'll go to college and be an accountant."
"It's not a math problem, Marty, and you have as much chance of helping me with it as I do to live happily every after, especially after I tell my parents..."
Naomi started to cry at that point, catching Marty completely by surprise. At 19, he could already break down a half of beef with the most talented of butchers, but handling a crying woman was not a skill he possessed. He stared at her blankly for about 10 seconds, then did the only thing he could think of, pulling her to him and wrapping his strong arms tightly around her. Naomi sobbed into his jacket for another 30 seconds before finally composing herself and pulling back.
"You know, even if it's not a math problem, maybe a I can still help. At least I can listen, and I don't see a line of people over here waiting to do that," Marty said quietly but firmly.
Naomi looked up at Marty's smiling, handsome face. She sensed that even though they weren't close friends, he would still listen attentively, at least. As for having an actual solution... well let's just say that Jews don't believe in Christmas miracles.
The pair walked around the schoolyard together as Naomi told Marty about her pregnancy and Ellis' dismissal of her and the baby. Every now and then she glanced at Marty's eyes to gauge his reaction. Marty was mostly silent, occasionally asking a question or two. She thought to herself that she had never seen Marty this pensive.
"Have you told your parents yet?" he asked.
Naomi shook her head slowly.
"Don't. Not just yet. Let me get some answers to some questions first. I might just have a way out for you... but it won't be an easy way out, for either of us."
Naomi didn't know Marty well enough to read his face at that moment. His eyes showed fear and excitement, she guessed.
Marty knew that he was on the outskirts, so to speak, of the group that he and Naomi ran with because he had been working steadily since he was 16 and not hanging out as much. He had known Ellis, who was a year older than him, for about five years. For the most part, he liked Ellis, and unlike some, he didn't have a problem with Ellis dating a white girl. He wasn't thrilled with Ellis' attitude concerning Naomi's pregnancy and the baby. It took him a few days, but he finally tracked down Ellis on the street.
"Hey, Robbie, can we talk a minute -- man-to-man?"
"Anything for you, Marty the butcher," Ellis teased back.
"Look, I know about you and Naomi and the baby, and I know you don't want either of them. But I don't want to be stealing anything from you, so I'm asking, face-to-face, man-to-man. I need to hear it from you that you don't want either, because if you don't, I want both..."
"You'd raise my black child?" Ellis questioned. "You crazy, Marty?"
"No, I'm not crazy, and I won't raise your black child. I will marry Naomi and raise our black child. If she'll have me, I'll be the one listed on the birth certificate, and you'll officially be nothing more than a sperm donor.
"A lot of people are going to know Naomi's child is yours biologically, and I can live with that, but if I ever hear you bragging about that child being yours, or you mouthing off about Naomi or me, I'm going to hunt you down, kill you and cut up your body like I cut up chickens... and I do a lot of that, Robbie. Won't be anything to me. And a few years after that happens, the only people who are going to remember you will be your parents.
"Are we clear on this, Robbie? I mean we need to be crystal fucking clear. Got me?"
Ellis started breathing shallower while Marty was talking. He looked hard into Marty's eyes and saw real menace there.
'This is one crazy fucker,' he thought to himself in a flash. He gave Marty a quick scan, from his wide neck to his large chest in his jacket down to what looked like well-muscled legs in his chinos. Marty was only about 5 feet, 7-1/2 inches, but be looked to be a rock solid 190. Ellis might have been 6-2, but his 180 pounds wasn't going to intimidate many people, and especially not Marty. Ellis had already made his decision, and wasn't about to change his mind while facing Marty.
"You can have her... them. Don't want any fucking problems with you, Marty," Ellis said in little more than a croak.
"I'm glad we understand each other," Marty responded.
Two nights later, Marty went to the Gabors' apartment to call for Naomi. The two walked down to a local diner, where Marty bought coffee and pie for Naomi and a coffee for himself. Naomi noted that Marty appeared to be sweating, despite the two of them just walking several blocks in a brisk wind and 30-degree temperatures.
The pair made small talk until the waitress served them and left. Marty sat up straight, took a couple of deep breaths and looked Naomi directly in the eyes. He deliberately laid out the conversation he had with Ellis. Naomi's face showed fear, then disgust and finally shock.
"Whoa, slow down, Marty. Are you saying you want to marry me and raise Ellis' baby as your own?" she stage-whispered to him. "Seriously, Marty? You want to be my knight in shining armor? Why would you do that?"
"Look, I know you're a good person who just got carried away, so why should you—and the baby—have to suffer for one mistake. I can handle almost anything life can throw at me, and I promise to love both you and the baby for as long as you'll let me. Give me a chance to show you that not all guys are like Ellis."
"But Marty, if the baby comes out black... or dark at least, it's not going to be easy sometimes," she said as she dropped her eyes to her pie.
"I know, Naomi. But we can do this. Please," Marty whispered back.
"One thing, though, Marty. Do you plan to ever tell our child about his real father? He or she is going to be curious one day, particularly if he or she is darker than us."



"I will tell our child just the minimum about the sperm donor when he or she asks. But as for the child's father, I'm sitting across the table from you."
"So you are, Marty. So you are."
"Now I guess it's time to talk to our parents," Marty said with a little bravado in his voice.
Traci's gynecologist knew that the baby was not Marty's and told the assisting nurses as well so nobody would be surprised if the child was born darker than both parents, which it was. Steven was born with what looked like a healthy tan and a mop of brown ringlets atop his head. Naomi gushed over her newborn, and one of the nurses went down to the waiting room to get Marty, who came jogging into the room just as the nurses finished drying the baby and wrapping him in a blanket. Marty could see the trepidation in the nurse holding the baby as he approached with his arms out.
"It's a boy!" Marty exclaimed as he reached out and took his son into his arms. "I've got the next PeeWee Reese, or maybe Jackie Robinson!"
"Congratulations, Dad!" the gynecologist said with genuine good cheer.
The nurse who handed the baby to Marty was smiling brightly, as were the other two nurses in the delivery room. One of the other two leaned over to her workmate as they stood a few feet away and whispered, "Either this guy has a screw loose or he's on his way to sainthood."
The second leaned in to her and whispered back, "I'm betting screw loose."
If Marty heard them, no one knew. He seemed to be totally absorbed with the baby.
"He's beautiful, isn't he Mom?" Marty said to Naomi.
Still a little groggy from the pain medication and the delivery, Naomi was watching Marty with a small smile on her lips.
"My God, look at him. You'd never know it wasn't his child," she thought to herself. "How could I have gotten so lucky?"
Overwhelmed with emotion, Naomi started to sob. Marty carried the baby over to his wife, leaned down and put the child next to her face. With his free hand, he stroked Naomi's face, wiping away the tears.
"You did just wonderful, Naomi. Just wonderful."
Naomi smiled up at Marty, and he leaned in and gave her a peck on the lips.
Despite the fact that New York was a leading cultural and population center, there was still plenty of racism to be found there. More people expressed displeasure with the biracial child when Naomi walked him in the stroller by herself than with Marty at her side, she noted. She pointed that out one evening to Marty, who gave her a crooked grin.
"Probably just my winning personality," he said to her gently. "You know, I am charming and delightful. Just ask me and I'll tell you."
Naomi gave his shoulder a gentle punch.
"Or it could be that you're built like a small mountain and you've got the scariest glare this side of King Kong, and nobody wants to get pounded into dust."
Marty feigned shock.
******
Marty was in the small office at the back of the butcher shop working on a deposit when he heard a commotion at the front of the shop. He sprinted toward the front and came across a smallish, fairly well-dressed man hitting the store's ice machine with a baseball bat.
"Whoa there, greaseball. What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Marty yelled at the intruder.
"I'm showing your boss what will happen to him if he doesn't up his payment for this machine to Mr. Profaci," the man said.
Marty quickly stepped forward and grabbed the bat out of the man's hands. Two quick punches later, the man was on the floor of the shop moaning. As he reached into his jacket pocket for what Marty assumed was a gun, Marty grabbed a cleaver from a nearby butcher block and raised it over the downed man.
"If that hand comes out of your fucking pocket, it comes off!" he yelled to the man.
The man stopped squirming, and left his hand in his pocket.
"You motherfucker! Do you know who I am and who I work for? You can be dead before breakfast tomorrow!" the man yelled.
"I work for Tony Rizetti, and he owns this shop!" Marty raged back. "He gives me the order, and your Dago ass will be part of the hamburger we're selling tomorrow!"
Almost right on cue, Tony Rizetti walked back into the store from his lunch hour, and found his manager about to dismember a member of Mafia boss Joe Profaci's crew. And as he hurried to the scene, he found it just wasn't any member of Profaci's crew, it was his enforcer, a man quickly gaining a reputation as a sick, twisted little bastard, "Crazy Joe" Gallo. Tony briefly thought of not saying anything and letting Marty lay a big hurt on Gallo, but then figured that Profaci would wind up having Marty killed... and he really liked this kid.
"Marty!" Tony yelled. "Don't do it! Please, Marty, don't do it! He's not worth going to jail over."
"Then take the gun out of his pocket for him, and I'll let him up."
Tony reached into Gallo's pocket and pulled out a snub nose .38. He handed it to another employee and jerked Crazy Joe to his feet.
"What do I owe your boss now?" Tony asked.
Not only did the Mafia own several of the major packing houses in New York City, they also owned the city's ice machines, a butcher shop staple even with the refrigerated cases. Poultry wouldn't keep in the cases without a bed of ice underneath, and the only way to get a machine was through a Mafia contact. That meant they controlled the pricing. Nobody balked much at paying.
"He wants another $50 a month, starting this month," Crazy Joe said to Tony, all the while keeping his eyes on Marty.
"Come on back and I'll get your money," Tony said.
As Tony headed back toward the office, Crazy Joe straightened his jacket with both hands and looked at Marty malevolently.
"I owe you one, motherfucker. Stay the fuck out of my way from now on, or I'll shoot your ass dead the next time you get in my way," he spat.
"Any time, greaseball, any time."
After Crazy Joe left with his money, Marty's boss walked up to him with real concern.
"Fuck, Marty!" Tony said. "You could have gotten your brains scattered all over the Goddamned store! Do you know who that 'greaseball' is? He's Crazy Joe Gallo, Profaci's new favorite enforcer, and everybody says he's got more than a few screws loose. They say even Profaci isn't so sure of him."
"Wasn't sure if that was him or not, but I really didn't care! Does he know who I am?"
"Damn, Marty, you've got a quick temper," Tony stated. "Would you really have killed the little fucker?"
"Hell yes. Threaten me or my family, you'd better make your peace with God, because you won't make it with me."
******
Marty came in tired after a long Friday and found Naomi walking with a cranky baby in her arms, looking bedraggled.
"What's wrong, Na-Na? Stevie sick?" Marty asked, using his nickname for his wife.
Naomi nodded affirmatively.
"He's been running 101, 102 for much of the day and been very fussy. He hasn't eaten much either.
"Supper's in the oven. I'll put Stevie down for a bit and we'll eat."
"Hand him to me while you get the food ready. I'll do some heavy lifting for a while."
Naomi handed the nine-month-old child to her husband, and noted the look of concern on Marty's face. She again thought to herself how lucky she was to have a man like Marty as her husband.
Marty took the child and went to his favorite spot to sit with Stevie, an old rocking chair that used to belong to Naomi's grandmother that had been passed down. He cradled Stevie in his left arm and started rocking, slowly at first but gathering speed as the baby responded to the movement. Marty talked to Stevie as he rocked, telling the child how his day went. Ten minutes later when Naomi told Marty dinner was on the table, the child was asleep and looking angelic, although with a slight flush, making his darker skin stand out more against Marty's pale skin.
"I don't know how you do that. He always sleeps so well when you rock him," Naomi said.
"I'm warm, I'm secure and I'm calm. He can feel tension. All babies can. It upsets their natural karma. And I'm guessing that whatever is bothering him is tiring him out," Marty said.
"Probably, and the fact that he didn't go down for his nap is probably making him even crankier."
Stevie woke after a nap of about an hour, and fussed until Traci tried to put him down for the night at about eight. He slept and cried off and on. His parents went to bed at about 10, with Marty having to get up at five to head into Brooklyn to set up and open the store at eight. Saturday was usually a 12-hour slog, but it went fast as it was the busiest day of the week for most butcher shops.
Naomi got up with the five AM. Alarm, but didn't find Marty in bed with her. She would look for him in a minute, but first she went to check on the baby, who for some reason didn't wake her up for his two AM feeding. Stevie wasn't in his crib, so Naomi headed for the living room, where she found Marty asleep in the rocking chair with the baby again tucked into the crook of his left arm, sleeping peacefully. She shook her head as she saw the baby-bottle on the table next to the chair.
"Marty, wake up, Sweetheart," Naomi said as she took the baby from his arm. "How long have you been out here? You should have awakened me. I don't have to go to work today, you do. This is my job, remember?"
"I know, Na-Na" Marty whispered. "He was fussy, and you looked exhausted. It was really no trouble at all."
Naomi just shook her head in amazement. Her love for this man was growing stronger every day. First, he marries her and raises her child as his own, then he treats them not like a burden, but a blessing. One minute she was a knocked up slut with an illegitimate child, the next she was the cherished wife with a golden baby belonging to a storybook knight in shining armor. She smiled to herself as she shooed Marty to the shower and took the baby to the changing table.
Marty worked a lot of hours at the butcher shop, but when he was home the baby was often in his arms. When the baby wasn't in his arms, Naomi was, as Marty made sure to show his wife plenty of affection. While they were merely good friends when the relationship started, Marty seemed to go out of his way to woo Naomi, she thought. In her most quiet moments, she had to admit her husband was a confusing man, but she was fortunate to have him.
"Why Marty?" Naomi asked him one Sunday afternoon when he came up behind her and wrapped his strong arms around her while she was preparing dinner. "I understand you didn't want to let me and the baby struggle to make it, but you don't have to pretend that you love me. I am grateful to you for everything you've done and always will be, but this..."
Naomi started to sob. Marty released her from his grip, turned her around to face him and lifted her chin with a gentle hand until she was looking into his eyes.
"Who says we can't have it all, Naomi?" he questioned back. "Would it be so bad if we fell in love?"
Naomi dove deep into his arms and planted the most passionate kiss of her life on Marty's soft, thick lips. Marty returned the kiss just as passionately.
"I could get used to this," he assured her with a big smile on his handsome face.
Sol and Esther Gabor were pretty sure the sun rose and set at the whim of their newest son-in-law, and whenever they knew the family was coming to dinner at their apartment, Esther went out of her way to fix a favorite dish of Marty's. It got to be such a thing, in fact, that the other three Gabor children and their spouses would kid Esther about it when they were at the parents' home with Marty, Naomi and Stevie.
"Ooh, what did Marty have Mama make today?" Millie would ask out loud to no one in particular, drawing laughter from the rest of the room's occupants.
"I remember when I used to be the favorite child," kiddingly whined the Gabors' only son, George, the oldest of the four children.
"If you don't watch yourselves, I'll send you home without dessert," Esther would kid back.
******
Looking through the peephole of the door, Naomi was shocked to see Alice Robinson -- Ellis Robinson's mother -- standing on the other side. At the least, Naomi found it odd, because neither Ellis nor anyone from his family had tried to contact Naomi after the birth of the baby. Naomi was aware that Marty had threatened Ellis to stay away, but she was surprised that Ellis' parents never tried to see what in reality was their first grandchild. Stevie was now two years old, with light caramel-colored skin and a full mop of loose dark brown curls on his head.
Not wanting to be rude, Naomi opened the door and invited Alice Robinson into the apartment. As she did so, she remembered that Alice was little more than rude to her when she dated Ellis. She repeatedly expressed the opinion that white girls were trying to steal the best of the young black men away from girls of their own color.
"I suppose you know why I'm here," Alice Robinson said matter-of-factly in her soft Jamaican accent as she took a seat on the sofa in the living room. "I have a grandson, and even though my son is not involved in his life, his grandparents—my son's parents—would like to be."
Naomi and Marty had talked over many things about how their situation was going to be handled before they got married and had the baby. Marty insisted, and Naomi had agreed, that since he was to be listed as the father on the birth certificate and there was no way to prove paternity, that his parents would be the baby's second set of grandparents, along with hers, and there wouldn't be a place at the table for Ellis' parents.
"I... I... I'm sorry, Mrs. Robinson," Naomi stammered, feeling completely ill at ease. "But my husband and I have discussed this, and since Ellis didn't feel that he needed to take care of his son, he was throwing away your whole family's right to be involved with Stevie. Stevie has two parents and four grandparents. He doesn't need any more."
Alice's eyes opened wide before they narrowed into a sneer of anger.
"Look, missy, everyone knows that child belongs to Ellis, and certainly not your white bread husband," Alice said. "We can get a lawyer involved, if that's what you want... or maybe get others involved..."
This time it was Naomi's eyes that got wide.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Robinson, but you need to leave, and never come back here. I'll be telling my husband about this visit..."
"I'm sorry if I upset you, dear," Alice interrupted. "I'll just take my leave."
Naomi accompanied Alice to the door and made sure to lock it behind her when she left. She knew Marty would not be happy when she told him about the visit and the threat.
Marty was more than not happy with the visit by Alice Robinson. Naomi saw Marty's face starting to redden as she told him of the visit, and he got a dark, piercing look in his eyes that she'd never seen before. He didn't raise his voice above a whisper as he and Naomi sat the kitchen table and discussed the event.
Naomi looked frightened, and Marty could see in her eyes that he was the cause of that fear. He willed himself to calm down and put a smile on his face before walking over to the cradle where Stevie was sleeping. He picked up the child and put him in his left hand and down his muscular forearm, holding Stevie like a running back would hold a football. He sat down in a rocking chair and started to rock the child, quietly singing a song. Within a few minutes, Naomi could see the tension leave Marty's face. For the first time since Alice Robinson showed up at the door, Naomi breathed a sigh of relief.
******
Ellis Robinson watched Marty Tanner leave the butcher shop on a Friday night from behind a parked car across the street. He stayed across the street as he watched Marty get into his car and drive off. He noted the time at 9:15.
Ellis was there again the next Friday night, but this time he didn't stay behind the car from which he was stalking Marty. This time he silently moved in behind Marty, and with one quick move jabbed a knife into Marty's back just underneath his ribs. Marty gave a small shriek of pain, but instead of falling forward as Ellis anticipated, he quickly pivoted and landed his balled up right hand right on the bridge of Ellis' nose, which made a loud thunk, noise and caused Ellis to give out his own shriek of pain. Ellis staggered back, spit a quid of blood out of his mouth and took off running down the street. Marty, meanwhile, staggered to his car, crawled in and drove off, leaving behind a two-foot puddle of blood and a line of blood drips.
Thirty minutes later, a very pale Marty was knocking on the door of Marvin "Mouse" Jones's apartment. Marvin was shocked to see his friend and co-worker hunched over at his door, then noticed a trail of blood behind Marty.
"Oh, shit, Marty, get on in here!" Mouse exclaimed as he pulled his friend into the apartment.
"Mom, gonna need some help here! Marty's in a world of hurt!" he called out into the apartment.
Thelma Jones came quickly to help. She and Marvin got Marty over to the sofa in the apartment's living room.
"Get me some towels and all the bandages we got, Marvin!"
Marty was barely conscious as Thelma and Marvin did their best to stanch the bleeding. After 15 minutes of Marty continuing to lose blood, Marvin suggested going next door to use the neighbor's phone to call for an ambulance.
"Please, no," Marty groaned.
"Marty, baby, I can't stop this. You need some stitches," Thelma said gently.
"Then you do it, please Thelma," Marty said, staring directly into the older woman's eyes.
"I'm no doctor, Marty," she replied.
"But you sew like a pro," Marty whispered. "Please."
"Marvin, get me my whole sewing kit. Quickly, Baby."
Marvin left and came back into the room with Thelma's sewing kit. For the next half-hour, Thelma slowly closed the wound, the way she would repair one of her dresses or a pair of Marvin's pants.
"Thank you, Thelma. I don't know what I would have done without you," Marty whispered weakly when she was done.
"You're welcome, Marty, but you really should get to a doctor."
"Mouse, can you go next door and call my wife; tell her to go to her parents' place for a few days. Tell her I'm okay but that I got hurt and won't be home for a few days.
"Can I stay here for a few days, Mouse? Please?"
"You know you can stay as long as you need to, Marty," Thelma said.
Marty nodded. In a few minutes, he was sleeping like a baby. Marvin and Thelma looked at each other with puzzled looks before starting to clean up.
Marty knew that Mouse and his mother would do almost anything for him. Marty met Marvin about two years ago when the latter was a skinny 15-year-old, catching him looking through the butcher shop's garbage for scraps one afternoon. Marty felt sorry for the young black man, and hired him part-time to clean up at the shop, paying the teenager out of his own pocket. He then persuaded his boss, Tony, to hire the youngster to learn to be a butcher, with Marty as his teacher. Marty insisted, though, that Mouse had to stay in school or he wouldn't teach him the trade.
Although skinny, Mouse stood 6-3, but he got the nickname Mouse due to the fact that everyone said he was quiet as a mouse. That was due to his being punched in the throat as a 12-year-old, and after that Marvin struggled to generate a lot of decibels. Marty developed a soft spot for the soft-spoken youth, and occasionally would even drive Mouse home. That's where he met Marvin's mother, Thelma, who took an immediate liking to Marty as sort of a protector to her son. In Thelma's mind, Marty practically walked on water.
Marty went home four days later, and didn't seem to notice the person watching him from across the street as he entered his apartment building. He was too busy thinking about his wife and son, who were spending time with her parents for safety's sake.



Bruce Reiman waited patiently since his job was just to observe Marty for a few days. His face was a mask of anger. The last time he had seen Marty, the younger, smaller man was looking down at his prone figure after Marty put him there with two hard punches to his face. Reiman, of German heritage, had called one of Marty's friends, Brenda Rosenberg, a Jewish slur.
Marty, who was close enough to hear the exchange, walked over to the 6-2, 230-pound Bruce and put him on the ground with two hard, quick punches. Bruce laid on the ground in a daze as Marty had become the first person to ever best him in any kind of physical altercation.
When a hurting Ellis figured he was going to need some help to subdue Marty, he knew immediately whom he was going to ask for the task. He knew Bruce was itching for a chance to even the score with Marty, and he wasted no time agreeing to help Ellis.
Ellis' plan hadn't changed. He was still determined to severely injure Marty, and kidnap Naomi and the baby, taking them both back to South Carolina, where he had other family. Bruce was to watch Marty at his apartment and maybe find out where Naomi and the baby were. Ellis was pretty sure that if they weren't at their apartment with Marty, they were probably at her parents' apartment.
******
"Greek Solly calling for Mr. P, please," Sol Gabor said into the telephone later that evening.
Sol Gabor was one of the few non-Italians working on the docks in New York. With his coloring and his features, he could have been Italian, Greek or Jewish. Everyone on the docks knew Sol was Jewish, but as an ironic joke, they called him "Greek Solly." It wasn't meant as derision, and Sol took it in the spirit it was given. Pretty much anyone who knew him from work knew him by his nickname, and he knew that Mafia boss Joe Profaci or one of his close subordinates would know that name, rather than his given moniker.
After a few minutes of silence, came an answer.
"How can I be of assistance, Greek Solly?" came the response.
"Can I set up an appointment with you? I have some personal business to discuss," Sol said.
******
Despite some pain, Marty had gone back to work a day later. Two days later, as he was heading into his apartment building, he heard what sounded like a wounded animal crying out across the street. He moved in the direction of the sound, finally finding Bruce Reiman laying on the sidewalk in the fetal position, clutching his left knee. As Marty got up to the scene, Joe Gallo came out of the shadows, holding a baseball bat.
"This was supposed to be the muscle," Gallo said. "The brain has already been dealt with, and he will no longer trouble your family. Mr. P says to tell Greek Solly he is welcome.
"By the way, Jew Boy, we are now even.
"Now it's time to leave so the police can help this unfortunate citizen get to the hospital after his untimely slip in the street."
Crazy Joe gave Marty a crooked smile and headed off down the street with the bat resting on his shoulder. Marty went back across the street and up to his apartment.
The phone in Marty's apartment was ringing as he opened the door. Marty answered to hear his father-in-law's voice.
"Let's just call this an early Hanukkah gift, Marty, and talk no more about it," Sol said quietly. "I'll bring Naomi and Stevie home tomorrow."
"Thank you, Dad," Marty answered just as quietly.
Marty's mind was spinning. While he knew Sol had some connections due to his working on the docks, he didn't realize his father-in-law was that well connected. Apparently, his in-laws had some money put aside as well, as that kind of favor didn't come without a hefty price tag.
******
Marty had his tongue buried as deeply as possible in his young wife. He had asked for the Saturday and Sunday off, and his boss grudgingly gave him the time. He and Naomi had decided to make this weekend special, as they decided it was time to give Stevie a brother or sister.
When Stevie turned two, Naomi knew that she wanted a second child—Marty's child this time. The longer she was married to Marty, the more she realized he was a special man and the more her love grew. Although she knew Marty's love for Stevie knew no limits, she felt she needed to bear him a child that truly was of his own flesh. She dropped off Stevie at her parents' house for the weekend.
Marty flicked his tongue upward inside of Naomi, then licked downward with the back of his tongue. Naomi shrieked loudly and her body practically levitated off the bed as her sex spasmed out of control. She drenched Marty's face before he came up for air with a wicked grin. He let out a deep growl, then dove back in. Two more hard orgasms later, Marty climbed up the panting woman and sunk his hard-as-steel dick deeply inside her tight target. This was going to be a great weekend, Marty thought to himself.
Not only was it a great weekend for the couple, it also resulted in Naomi's second pregnancy. Both Marty and Naomi were over the moon with happiness, until Marty received an emergency call from Naomi one day at the shop in about her seventh month of pregnancy.
"Marty, I need to go to the emergency room. I'm spotting and something feels wrong," Naomi cried.
The resulting miscarriage and following medical procedure was the low point for the young couple. The pair was told Naomi would no longer be able to bear children. She was devastated, feeling that she was denying Marty a chance for his own biological child, despite everything Marty had done for her and Stevie. For his part, Marty was disappointed at losing a second child, but he was thankful that in the long run Naomi would return to full health.
Several months down the road, Marty and Naomi still weren't having normal sexual relations, despite Naomi being fully capable physically, according to her gynecologist. She seemed to be pulling away from Marty emotionally, and nothing he tried seemed to be working.
Marty asked his in-laws to watch Stevie for the couple's fourth anniversary celebration. He made reservations at a high-end Italian restaurant in Queens called LaStella. The meal was sumptuous, the wine delicious, dessert other-wordly. Naomi was slightly tipsy, and when she and Marty got back to their apartment, they were playfully kissing and touching each other as they slowly made their way to the bedroom. It wasn't lost on him that Naomi tensed when he started to unzip her dress, and despite the excitement of the moment, Marty knew he had to address the elephant in the room if his marriage was to thrive, not just survive.
"Talk to me, Baby. Tell me what's wrong," Marty said as he pulled back from Naomi and sat straight up at the end of the couple's bed.
Naomi started to cry, and put her head in her hands.
"I'm sorry, Marty. I've taken away your chance to have your own child. I know you love Stevie with all your heart, but I know how much you wanted a child of your own. I've let you down, and I can't imagine how hurt you are."
Marty picked up Naomi's hands and kissed both.
"Stevie IS my own child, Babe. Never doubt that. And not having one of my own biologically will make no difference in how I love you and him. I would love to have a dozen more children with you, Naomi, not because they would be mine biologically, but because they would be ours... no more but no less than Stevie is.
"Please, Naomi, let's not lose us because of one setback."
Naomi collapsed into Marty's strong arms. He held her tightly while she cried. Then he slowly undressed his wife, and took her gently but forcefully. Naomi awakened in the morning still wrapped in Marty's arms.
As Marty expected, there were several race related incidents involving Stevie while he was growing up, but Marty and Stevie had a very open relationship, talked everything through and minimized their effect on the younger Tanner. One of the few times the elder Tanner had to step in was at a junior high basketball game when Stevie was in seventh grade.
Marty bought the butcher shop from Tony when he retired, and a couple years later moved his family to a house in Nassau County on Long Island. The area was mostly white, with a smattering of black families and a few Hispanics. Racism wasn't rampant on Long Island in the mid-1960s, but wasn't unheard of, either. Even Marty was surprised when he heard a parent in the visitors' section in a home game against Bethpage use a couple of loud racial epithets against Stevie.
Naomi saw Marty wince at the first harsh word that came from across the gym, and she put her hand on Marty's forearm, trying to keep her husband calm. That touch worked until the second word was heard. Marty excused himself quietly, and made his way over toward the visitor's bleachers. Sixty seconds after a third word came from the offender's mouth, Marty escorted him forcibly from the gym, with the offender's right arm being held painfully high against his own back.
"Not another word or I'll break it off, motherfucker," Marty whispered as the man started to complain loudly, then quickly shut up.
Marty led the man out of the school. Once in the parking lot, he spun the man to him, struck him once in the face and once in the stomach. The man sunk slowly to one knee, trying hard to suck in air. He looked up sharply at Marty.
"What are you, some kind racial goody-goody? He's just a n..."
The man shut up as Marty raised his fist.
"That kid's my son, you dickhead!" Marty rasped in a rage. "One more word out of you and I'll kick your nuts up and out of your throat! That's my son, and I don't love him one ounce less than you love your son, you racist piece of shit. Next time you'll think twice before proving to the rest of the world that you're an ignorant bastard. Now it's time for you to drive home."
Marty walked back into the gym five minutes later and made his way back to Naomi's side, looking for all intents and purposes like he just stepped outside for a smoke. He smiled at Naomi and squeezed her hand gently.
"I only hurt him a little," Marty said quietly, with just a little guilt to his voice.
"I suppose that's good, then," Naomi replied just as quietly.
Marty never backed away from answering any questions Stevie had growing up, but Stevie never asked the one question Marty thought would have been a natural. While they had discussed race several times, Stevie never mentioned the fact that it was obvious he wasn't the exact same race as his parents, even though both parents had told their son he wasn't adopted. Stevie could also see that while Marty was a 5-7 ½ inch powerhouse of a man, Stevie was built more like a wide receiver than the linebacker his father resembled, and passed his father in height by the time he was 16.
Marty made it abundantly clear to Stevie that race shouldn't be the deciding issue in a person's worth. He would often tap his finger against his forearm, shake his head, then tap his finger to his heart, this time nodding. Stevie would nod back in reply.
"Remember, Stevie, there's a big difference between ignorance and stupidity. Ignorance is not having seen the math problem before. Stupidity is having seen the problem before but still getting the answer wrong," Marty said more than once, usually while the pair was talking about things while engaged in their favorite shared passion, fishing for fluke off the side of a party boat in the Great South Bay to the south of Long Island.
Marty and Stevie spent many an hour with their rods in the water. It always amazed Stevie that a man of action, as Stevie saw his father, could get such enjoyment from the sedentary sport of fishing. Stevie enjoyed fishing when he was actually catching fish, but Marty seemed to enjoy the activity even when there weren't many fish being pulled in. Fluke take a very delicate touch, and despite Marty having a lot of muscles, when it came to fishing, he had the delicate hands of a surgeon, Stevie always thought.
Like Marty, Stevie was very good at math, and decided he wanted to be an accountant. Marty remembered his dream of wanting to be an accountant so many years before, and was very proud of his son. He and Naomi were surprised when Stevie said he wanted to attend the University of Iowa, in Iowa City.
"That's practically another country, Stevie," Marty kidded.
******
Sina Gallo had no reason to know the stocky man who came to the funeral home with two large bags of meat just prior to the extensive calling for her husband. Mafia kingpin Joe Gallo, whom she had married just three weeks prior, was gunned down just a few days earlier during his 43rd birthday party on April 7, 1972, at Umberto's Clam House in Manhattan's Little Italy. The man, introduced by bodyguards simply as "Marty the Butcher," was wearing a stylish suit with a wide tie, and easily hefted the loaded bags onto a table in the funeral home's family room. He expressed his condolences to the grieving widow, pointed to the bags, and quietly said, "A consideration and a thank you."
As Marty turned to leave, one of the bodyguards tried to heft the bags off the table the way Marty brought them in. After hardly moving either bag, he motioned for one of the other bodyguards to give him a hand. The pair struggled putting the bags into the refrigerator that stood against the wall. After accomplishing their task, the pair looked at each other and each gave his head a small shake of disbelief.
******
Marty and Naomi had been empty-nesters for more than three years as Stevie was in his senior year at Iowa. It took a few months for the pair to get used to it, but eventually it dawned on them that this was the first time in their married life they had the house to themselves without Naomi being pregnant, as she was when they were first married. They were only in their early 40s, and both were still in good condition physically. Like many empty-nesters, their social and sex lives both enjoyed a renaissance.
Marty had a rare scheduled day off on a Sunday, and he scheduled an evening night out for the pair on the preceding Saturday night. After a meal at Borelli's Restaurant in East Meadow, the pair took in a concert at Westbury Music Fair. When they got home later that night, Marty had Naomi primed for a big night. Naomi practically dragged her husband to their bedroom, planting sensuous kisses on his soft thick lips. Marty didn't hesitate to return those kisses, and the pair was soon naked on their bed.
Two hours later, Naomi and Marty were lying side by side as their breathing returned to normal.
"You still know how to turn me inside-out, Marty," Naomi whispered.
His face covered in Naomi's juices, Marty beamed back at his wife.
"I could die a happy man, then," Marty joked back.
The pair kissed gently, then Naomi turned her back and Marty spooned around her. They both drifted off to sleep with smiles on their faces.
Marty apparently died a happy man sometime during the night, a massive heart attack claiming his life at 42.
******
The bell rang softly, like it always does. The man at the desk looked up from his writing, peered off into the distance to the end of the line, and broke into a warm smile.
He raised his hand slightly above his head, and, with his first two fingers, motioned someone forward, toward him.
A man in a white robe approached Marty Tanner, who suddenly found himself standing at the end of a very long line of people all dressed the same as him—in a long white robe. The man got to within 10 feet of Marty, stopped, and said quietly, "Mr. Tanner," while indicating Marty should follow him.
As Marty did so, he noticed that he felt perfectly healthy and strong: the last thing he remembered was a terrible pain in his chest before things got dark. He seemed to have more bounce in his step, even felt younger.
The pair passed many people on the line as they made their way forward. After a trip that felt like five minutes long, Marty was standing in front of a man seated at a small writer's desk with a pen of some sort writing in a thick book. Not wanting to be rude, Marty figured he would give the man a few seconds to acknowledge him before he spoke up.
The man finished what he was writing, looked up at Marty and smiled in what Marty thought was the friendliest smile he had ever seen. Just then Marty noticed the wide gates behind the man's desk.
"Mr. Tanner—Marty if I may—I am St. Peter, and you are at the gates of Heaven. Do you understand what I am saying to you?"
"No, sir, I don't," Marty replied.
The man who accompanied Marty forward went over the man at the desk, leaned over and whispered something in his ear. Recognition came to the face of the man at the desk.
"Oh, I apologize, Marty," he said. "Jewish people aren't taught about having to appear before me when they die to get approval to come into Heaven or be sent to Hell. I am the gatekeeper, if you will."
This time Marty's face flashed recognition.
"Damn Catholics were right then about this Heaven and Hell and Purgatory thing!" he responded.
St. Peter smiled at Marty's exclamation. Seemed it happened a lot with those of the Jewish faith.
"Yes, Marty, they were. And it's my responsibility to carry out this blessed task. You see, most people eventually get in, but have to wait varying lengths of time depending on how good they were in life. For some, the wait is long, which is why we have Purgatory. Think of that as an extended stay hotel. But for a very few like yourself, the Big Boss has granted immediate entrance, no waiting.
"Now this doesn't mean you lived a perfect life—the Big Boss will have some pointed questions for you—but he thinks your impact on earth when you were alive was very positive and that you shouldn't have to wait to enjoy the rewards of Heaven."
"But if I'm dead, then who will watch over my wife and son? That was my job," Marty questioned.
"They will have to make their own way now, hopefully using the lessons you taught them," St. Peter said.
With that, St. Peter got out of his chair, went to Marty and wrapped an arm around his shoulders, leading him to the pearly gates ahead of them. As they were moving forward, Marty suddenly spied what appeared to be a badly damaged road off to their left. He stopped and looked confused.
"If this is heaven, how come that road's in such bad condition?" Marty asked.
"That's the road to hell, Marty," St. Peter answered. "Good intentions make poor paving material."
Marty just shook his head as they came upon the gates. St. Peter smiled warmly, shook Marty's hand heartily, and threw open the gates. The Big Boss is waiting for you with a bottle of Glenmorangie 20-year-old single malt and a new bowling ball. Have fun."
"I can't afford a good single malt and a new bowling ball," Marty said plaintively.
"Marty, Marty, you'll catch on eventually," St. Peter chuckled. "It's Heaven."
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It was two months before prom, and I was getting ready to ask Traci to be my date. I know some guys asked their girls as early as three months ahead of the date, but I didn't need to, because Traci was my girl—always was my girl—and prom was a done deal.
Hell, prom was a done deal from the time I was five.
Traci Batson and I were next-door neighbors since her family moved in next to my family when I was five and she was four. We met a couple of days after the family moved in. I was playing by myself in the backyard when I noticed someone come running toward me. I stood up in time as she got to me: a short-haired blonde girl with green eyes and freckles all over her face.
She reached for me and pulled me into a crushing hug. I let her. When we broke apart, she got down on her knees alongside me and started playing with my Tonka trucks. That was it. No fanfare. Best friends forever.
Traci and I didn't play together every day. Sometimes she went off to play with the girls, sometimes I went off to play with the boys, but more often than not it was Traci and me, and others as they came around. I was fully aware that she was a girl, but for some reason I never looked at her the same as I looked at the other girls. Sometimes, other girls had cooties. I don't know why, but Traci never did.
We stayed best friends through elementary, junior high and high school. While other boys and girls were starting to pair off, Traci and I were already a pair. Other couples went on dates, Traci and I just did things together. It wasn't dating. It was just us doing what we always did.
I was 14 and she was 13 when we shared our first kiss, and like everything else for us, it was done easily and without fanfare. We were coming out of an evening movie and I had my arm around her waist, she leaned into me and we kissed. It wasn't a big deal between the two of us, although I knew we both felt something electric. We did a lot more kissing after that.
Our parents seemed to take everything in stride. I was a part of her family and she was a part of mine. I could count on getting yelled at or getting a smack if I misbehaved at her house, and the same thing for her if she misbehaved at mine.
Our friends also took our relationship in stride, maybe because we had always seemed to be together. It was understood in the neighborhood that we were together, and nobody tried to come between us.
Away from the neighborhood it was a different story, and Traci had her share of guys chasing her. She had developed in all the right places, and while I was always concerned that she would find someone she wanted more than me, I never really worried too much because we were US. She was mine and I was hers. End of story—or so I thought.
As always, Traci met me at my car in the parking lot after classes were done. As we were driving home, I glanced sideways and asked where she wanted to go after prom. Silence... five seconds... 10 seconds... 15 seconds. This was not good. I pulled over to the curb as soon as I could find an opening.
Once stopped, I put the car in park and turned my attention completely to Traci, who was starting to tear up and looked like she had just eaten a bag of lemons.
"I... I... I already told Justin Morrow that I would go to prom with him, Stevie," Traci croaked.
For a second I couldn't breathe. I shook my head in disbelief. Then I stared right into Traci's eyes.
"He asked me last month. I thought it would be fun to go with someone different. You know, different guy, different perspective. You know, it's always me and you. What's the big deal?"
"Aaarrrggghhh!"
I thought my head was going to explode.
"What the fuck is going on, Traci? Different perspective? You've got to be fucking kidding me."
She burst into tears. I started to reach for her to comfort her, then common sense slapped me on the side of the head.
"We're us, Traci! WE'RE US!" I screamed. "You're my girlfriend! My girlfriend doesn't go to prom with a different guy just for a different perspective."
"Look, Stevie, I've never been out with a different guy, and you've never been out with a different girl. You know you're going away to college in a few months, and we're both going to have to date other people."
"At the very least, Traci, why didn't you wait until I went away? That would at least have been kindhearted."
Traci mumbled something while she sobbed. I wasn't even listening as I put the car in gear and drove us home.
I grumbled around at home for four days. I didn't go to Traci's house and she didn't come to mine. Neither set of parents was born yesterday.
"So I heard from Joyce that Traci will be going to prom with Justin Morrow. Joyce cried when she told me, Stevie. Anything you want to add?" Mom asked at supper on the fourth day.
Dad raised both eyebrows. My younger sister Ellie squirmed in her chair.
"Only that you and Joyce can stop making wedding plans for us."
"We're sorry, Stevie. Really, we are. You know, if you need to talk..." Dad said.
"Anybody need two tickets to prom?" I inquired, trying to sound like I was making a joke.
Justin Morrow was an acquaintance of mine more than a friend. I didn't have any idea if he knew Traci and I were a couple, but it really didn't matter. If Traci really was mine, she would have told Justin so, not have said yes.
I walked around like a mope for a couple of weeks, then when I was getting out of my car one day after school I heard Allison Warnock giggling about something with several friends. Allison was the younger sister of Laura Warnock, who lived kitty-corner across the street from me and hung in the general group of friends from the neighborhood. Laura had been my friend about as long as Traci had and was probably Traci's second-best friend after me—at least until three weeks previously. Allison was a freshman at our high school, about 5-4, skinny as a rail, with white-blonde hair and totally adorable.
I had known Allison since she was two years old, and we had always gotten along great. She was a bit of a goofball and a bit of a tomboy, and she was often my partner when we did chicken fights on the lawn or in the pool: she was so light that I could carry her one-handed, which gave me the opportunity to use my free hand for the fight, giving our team a distinct advantage. Anyway, up until that moment I had never seen Allison as anything more than a skinny little flat-chested sister, but I'll admit I always had a special place for my chicken-fighting partner. Hell, I already had the tickets, so I made the somewhat awkward ask.
I had called her over away from "The Twins," another couple of 15-year-olds from the neighborhood, and just asked. Her alabaster face turned bright pink and she dropped her eyes to the ground. I know I caught her unawares.
"Shouldn't you be asking my sister since you're not going with Traci? You've been one of her closest friends forever," she said, looking up at my face at the last second.
"No, I should be asking the Warnock girl I really want to go with, and that's you, even if they don't have any chicken fights at prom. I'm not asking you to be Traci's replacement. I'm asking you to go as my friend."
"Can I ask Mom and Dad first? I'd like to go, but until I'm 16 Dad says I have to ask for permission."
"Oh yeah, I don't want Big Ed mad at me," I answered.
Allison's father, Big Ed, was a bear of a man, 6-3, 220 pounds, and nobody with any sense wanted him mad at them. As much as I feared Big Ed, though, I knew the real force in the family was Allison's mother, Barbara, who was every bit the Irish Catholic mom that people read about in lore. God forbid the boy who touched either daughter; Barb would probably rip both ears off and scratch both eyes out of his head.
The phone call came in the evening, and didn't come to me. Barb called straight to the boss: my mom, and I heard Mom assure Barb very pointedly that I would be every bit the gentleman. When Mom gave her word, that was the way it was going to be, which was fine with me.
I didn't even reach my locker the next morning before Laura was in my face pitching a bitch.
"What the hell, Stevie; am I chopped liver? We've been friends forever, we hang out half the time and you ask my little sister to the prom? What gives?" Laura practically shouted at me.
I held up my hands in a gesture of surrender.
"Up until a few weeks ago, I was sure I was going to prom with Traci, but apparently, I got that wrong," I related. "After she figuratively kicked me in the nuts, I wasn't going at all. Then I finally decided I was going to go, but strictly to have fun, no attachment. Allison makes me laugh, and I want to laugh. We'll go, we'll have fun and then I'll graduate and go off to school."
Laura gave a small shriek, then inhaled about half of the oxygen in the hallway while everybody watched us. She glared hard at me and then huffed off. I looked at everybody looking at me, shrugged my shoulders and went off to my first class of the day. I guess I was two friends down.
Prom was every bit as good as I could have hoped. Allison looked stunning in her dark blue gown with her hair done up and wearing make-up for the first time. I never once had the urge to toss her up on my back for a chicken fight, but I definitely had the urge to pull her in close for some slow dancing, which I actually did. By the second dance, she melted into my body, and that's how we danced the rest of the night.
Yes, I saw Traci and Justin a few times from a distance during the evening. Yes, she looked beautiful in a fairly body-hugging green gown, and truthfully, Justin looked fairly studly in a black suit. They appeared to be enjoying themselves when I saw them.
Truthfully, though, I didn't try to pay attention to Traci and Justin because I really enjoyed my time with Allison. She was both fun and funny and sexy in a "skinny chick" kind of way. Several times I thought to myself that she was going to grow into a bonafide heartbreaker in the next year or so. I almost wished I could hang around to see that prediction come to fruition.
We went out for a very late breakfast at the local IHOP with several other couples, then I drove us home. I parked in front of my house and walked her across the street to her front stoop. I then manned up and gave her a real good-night kiss, with a little bit of tongue, before she wrapped herself tighter into my arms and pushed her tongue against mine. That accomplished, we did it a second time before I heard stirring behind the Warnocks' front door and figured I should take the hint and walk back home.
The next Saturday morning after prom Traci walked into my house just as she had been doing for years up until two months ago. My mom and I both looked at each other in surprise as Traci came over to the family room sofa and slid in up against me. She sat there quietly for about a minute while we watched Premier League soccer, then she whispered into my ear that we needed to talk on the back patio. I started to protest, but I caught the look on Mom's face and knew I should that I should follow Traci outside.
"Don't you think this has gone on long enough, Stevie? The prom's been over for a week now and you're still not talking to me? Like I told you, it was a one-time thing. I got to go out with a different person and so did you, although I've got to say you sure surprised me with your choice. You certainly didn't make Laura happy."
"Wasn't trying to make Laura happy. Was trying to make me happy," I grumbled.
"Okay, so you made yourself happy, I guess, but now it's time for life to go back to normal. I'm back, I'm yours and you're mine..."
"At least until the next time you decide to take a break from me," I interrupted.
Traci looked sheepish.
"I can't say I didn't enjoy prom, but that's done. We're us again, Stevie," she said.
"No, Traci, we'll never be us again," I said. "You ended us forever."
"Don't be that way, Stevie," Traci responded as she sniffed back some tears.
I got up off my chair, went into the house, got my car keys and left. An hour later, after Traci gave up and went home, my mother texted me.
I went out with Allison several times during the summer before I left for college. We always had fun, but we were both realistic: I had four years of college ahead of me and she had three years of high school left. We agreed that it was best to go our separate ways, although we didn't rule out the occasional date during the summers when I was home.
A little after New Year I got a call at school from Traci. It was her senior year and her prom. She was calling to let me know that she was making up for screwing up my prom, and that I could take her to this year's prom. It was a magnanimous offer, I told her, but I just wasn't up to it. I suggested to her that maybe Justin was available. Since they had a good time last year, maybe the two should do a rerun. She softly hung up the phone.
Traci would occasionally stop by in the summers when I was home, hinting that we should get back together. She even hinted to both of my parents that she and I should get back together. That also explains why I had to endure about an hour-long lecture from her mother on how we were so good together and what a waste it was that I couldn't see the forest for the trees. Of course, I wouldn't be anything but polite to Traci's mom because of all of our history, but I still couldn't give her an answer that would make her happy. For his part, Traci's father couldn't look me in the eyes. I think he agreed with my stand, but wouldn't say it out loud.
I knew Allison had her share of dates, after all, she was developing into a real stunner as she finally gained a little weight and developed small but perky boobs. I did my share of dating, as well, as I'm a fairly decent-looking guy with a healthy sex drive. I kept track of Allison enough to know that she didn't have a regular guy halfway through her senior year, so when I was home at Christmas, I asked her if she would like me to take her to prom. She smiled broadly and said yes.
Three years had matured Allison's body and mind, but although she had developed into a legitimate hot babe, she never let her beauty overshadow her fun personality. We had a great time at the prom, and after we had an even better time when we got to know each other intimately for the first time. I had booked a hotel room, hoping for that result, but I wasn't going to push Allison to go there. We started the evening as great friends, and as she did three years ago, Allison melded her body to me every time we hit the dance floor. Her lips tasted delicious and we spent a good amount of time kissing. Toward the end of the evening, I asked her if she wanted to party some more with her friends, or go with me to the hotel. She didn't seem surprised or upset that I had gotten us a room.
I had a bottle of champagne and a container of strawberries in the room. We took our time getting there, kissing, joking, laughing and talking. I don't know how long we did that before we wound up in front of the bed, where I gently starting removing her maroon silk and lace gown. She didn't look anything like the skinny tomboy I remembered as a 12-year-old as I slowly stripped her down to her matching maroon bra and panties.
We both got my clothing off down to my briefs before I went back to concentrating on her. When I removed her bra, her adorable pink nipples were as hard as bullets, and even though it seemed impossible, they appeared to grow harder when I gently thumbed them. She squealed when I started to lick, then suck them, before I gradually started to inch her panties down her small tight ass. I gently laid her back on the bed. She shivered when I ran my fingers along her pussy lips.
As Allison was a normal kid, I assumed she wasn't a virgin, but I didn't figure she had too much experience with sex, particularly with receiving oral sex, and it only took me a few minutes to find out I was right. After kissing all over her body and bringing her to orgasm three times with my fingers, I slowly licked my way down to her hot wet pussy.
"AAAIIIEEE!" or something to that effect, came shrieking from Allison's being as her entire body shook in orgasm within seconds of my tongue finding her pussy. She quickly engulfed my head within the embrace of her slender muscular thighs, and at that point I kind of went nuts, licking and sucking from her opening to her distended clitoris. She quickly had two more orgasms before I had to extricate my head so I could catch my breath.
Once able to breathe properly, I continued working on Allison's pussy, bringing her to another half-dozen orgasms before I slowly crawled up her body and inserted my rock-hard cock into her ultra-tight pussy about an inch at a time. We started slow and gentle, kissing as we went, before we gradually picked up speed. After about 10 minutes, she started to make unintelligible noises again and had a final orgasm. Ten more minutes later, I came like a freight train and planted a huge kiss on her as I finished.
We snuggled quietly together for a while before we started to again talk and laugh. We got dressed and left, and I had Allison home by 1:45AM, 15 minutes ahead of Big Ed's deadline for the night.
Allison and I were steady for the summer after her graduation, but again we went our separate ways when she left for her freshman year at a college in Iowa and I went off for my senior year at a college in Indiana. We occasionally emailed each other, and while we remained great friends, we both knew we were headed in different directions. I would be graduating in May, while she had three more years of school to go. They say timing is everything, and it looked like ours was just off.
I had to give Traci credit for her persistence. She kept her hand in the game with occasional emails, gently reminding me that she would drop everything in a heartbeat if I would just give the word. I would politely remind her that our ships had passed in the night and we both had lives to lead.
I got a good job with a mid-sized accounting firm in Ohio and started classes for a master's, as well, thinking that someday I might want to become a college professor. I know it sounded geeky, but I really enjoyed connecting with people through math.
Taking college courses kept me in touch with a lot of co-eds, and my social life came more from that direction than from any other, until Molly reached into my world and plucked me from my meager existence.
Molly was a divorcee with a child, who had recently started working in the audit division at my firm. With long bright orange hair, freckles everywhere and whiter than white skin, she was the ultimate ginger. She also had large breasts and captivating green eyes, which I didn't really notice until she spilled hot coffee on my shirt at a birthday get-together in the office breakroom one day. Everyone knows what I'm talking about: coffee and cake for a co-worker in the breakroom. She apparently got her cake just ahead of me, but when she pivoted to move away from the table, the square of cake she had just gotten dove off of her plate, and in her attempt to stop it, she jerked her left hand to the side, creating a splash that landed on my chest.
It burned like hell, that much I remember, but when I looked up I got lost in those green eyes, and suddenly, I didn't feel the pain anymore. It wasn't until another co-worker rushed over to me with paper towels and started dabbing that I regained my sense of touch and yelled in pain. Molly immediately started apologizing while I left to hit the restroom.
An hour later, those mesmerizing green eyes showed up in my office carrying another piece of cake, and five minutes later I had a date for the next Friday night.
I have to admit I was shocked when I rang Molly's bell on Friday night and the door was answered by this strapping teenager with red hair. He had to be at least 16 years old, which means Molly was probably older than I originally guessed. Not that I was put off by her age, but I was surprised when she admitted to 42. She later told me that she had been married for 16 years, and had been divorced for four years.



She looked great in what I would call a "mom version" of the proverbial little black dress, as it was about one inch above her knees and shared just a hint of her large chest. I tried not to be too obvious as I looked, because I knew her son was watching me.
Maybe because Molly was raising a teen, she seemed very tuned in to a younger person's world despite her age. It took me about five minutes to kind of get comfortable with the whole thing, but after that it seemed just like any other date I've ever had. We enjoyed a delicious meal and then went to a concert put on by the local philharmonic. Not the wildest date I've ever been on, but good enough that I knew I wanted to try this again.
Maybe it was because of her age, but I was a little timid about making a sexual move on Molly. She was certainly sexy enough, but something about her intimidated me, for lack of a better word. She obviously noticed something was a little off, though, and she broached the subject head-on on our sixth date. We did a bourbon and barbecue night and then hit a country-western dance club for some line dancing. Neither of us had ever line danced before, but we really had a great time learning from the veterans at the club.
I had my hands on Molly all night long, and I know she could pick up on the vibrations of the night, but I was again struggling with just how I was going to get things rolling when Molly put her hands behind my head and pulled me in for a smoking-hot kiss. Her body was plastered up against me, and I know she could feel my dick harden.
"I know you're worried about my age, Stevie, but I'm not going to break a hip. We need to end this night horizontally," Molly stage-whispered.
An embarrassed smile split my face from ear-to-ear. I took her hand and led her out of the club.
Ten minutes after we hit my apartment, I had my head between her legs and was licking and sucking for all I was worth. Molly might have been the oldest woman I've ever bedded, but she was incredibly energetic and knew how to use her experience.
"Ahhh fuck Stevie! Ahhh!" she cried out on her first orgasm.
I gave her several orgasms that way before I gave her one fucking her missionary and a second doing her doggy. Just when I thought we were done, she took my soft dick in her mouth and got me hard again, then she rode me cowgirl with wild abandon. God, I loved watching those big boobs bounce up and down. Her bucking explosion pushed me over the edge.
A wedding invitation showed up in the mail about a year later and pulled me up short. Seems that Allison had graduated about a year before, and she was marrying the man she had been involved with for her senior year in college. We had stopped emailing each other and I lost track of her. She now lived in Illinois, but the wedding was going to take place in New York, where her parents still lived.
I took Molly with me and explained how everybody fit in to this neighborhood celebration, because that's what it really was. My parents were there, Big Ed, Barb and Laura were there and Traci and her parents were there.
Drew Goldstein seemed like a nice enough guy, but it took a lot of inner reflection to be happy for Allison. I never really got over my feelings for her, but it just wasn't to be. Shit happens, move on.
Still, I probably didn't make either Allison or Drew happy when she introduced him to me the first time a couple of days before the wedding. We had that history, and I was probably as close to an older brother as she had.
"I'm very happy for you, Drew, but hear me, and hear me good," I said tersely while keeping a smile firmly in place, "If you hurt her, I'll break your nose. Got it?"
Both Allison and Drew seemed a little taken aback by my statement. Drew was smart enough to nod his understanding as I shook his hand.
I was told later by Laura that Big Ed approved of my threat.
Traci apparently finally got over me. She showed up with a husband in tow and a pregnant belly. He looked like a reject from a '60's biker movie, and neither Joyce nor Tim Batson seemed very pleased with him. Traci and I barely spoke the whole weekend, but we were civil when we did.
Molly and I never committed to being exclusive, and I knew she went out with others while I chose not to. We never discussed others until a few months after Allison's wedding when Molly made a sumptuous Irish meal and told me she had some news for me. Seems that she had been going out with a nice guy a couple of years older than herself almost the entire time she had been dating me, and he started talking exclusivity. She figured that she owed me that information.
I wasn't totally surprised at the announcement and I certainly couldn't fault her if she wanted to go with a surer thing. Also, the two of them probably shared more commonality.
She started to get emotional and I think she started to apologize, but I gently stopped her.
"Never apologize for doing what is right for you, Babe," I said. "You were always completely upfront and honest with me. If you want commitment and he can and I can't, then that's on me. You're a beautiful woman and a wonderful soul. I hope everything works out wonderfully for the two of you."
I really did mean what I said. I got up from the table, gave her a very tender kiss on the cheek and left.
My mom gave me the somewhat sad news of Allison's divorce in a conversation about five years later. I say somewhat sad, because in truth I still had some feelings for the woman, but in reality it's always sad when someone's marriage goes belly up. To my way of thinking, you marry a person thinking it's going to be a lifetime commitment, and when it turns out not to be, that's devastating. I felt bad for her, but didn't try to contact her because we didn't keep up with each other.
I was more than a little surprised when I got a text from Allison about six months later. It read, "U out there?" I guessed that she was unsure if I still had the same phone number. I was pretty surprised to see whom the text was from, but I didn't respond for about three days. Finally, I responded with a non-committal "Yes."
Another three days passed before I got a phone call one evening.
"Got a few minutes for an old friend?" she asked. "I really need to spend some time with a non-relative or a girlfriend trying to make me feel better. I know we haven't kept in touch much through the years, but you've always been honest with me and you make me laugh. It's been a long time since I've enjoyed a good laugh."
Never having been a beautiful woman, I didn't realize how tough Allison had it in the years since we parted. Always having her choice of dates in college and after, being invited to all sorts of events and outings, it must have been exhausting. Then when she married Drew, the handsome son of a prominent Illinois financier, it seemed that the good times would continue forever as they both got good jobs in his father's company and were enjoying a very comfortable life in a new house in a suburb of Chicago. The story went south when she found out that Drew had been cheating on her for at least a year with the daughter of an old family friend.
I agreed to drive to Chicago for a long weekend to provide a shoulder for her to lean on. I know she sounded distraught on the phone, but I was shocked when she appeared at the door of her apartment in a bad area of town. She looked like she hadn't eaten or showered in days and her eyes looked haunted. What happened to my little chicken fighting buddy? She looked like shit. I'm pretty sure my mouth dropped open, and that's when she started to cry.
Like most guys, I am totally clueless in the presence of a crying female. All I could think to do was wrap my arms around Allison and walk her back into the apartment. We spent the next two hours on her ratty sofa as she cried into my shirt and haltingly told me her tale of woe.
Allison threw Drew out of the house when she discovered the cheating, but then Drew's father got involved. Allison hadn't really read the pre-nup she signed with Drew, and nine months later Allison was divorced and living in this apartment, with no job and very little life left.
Drew's father made sure his HR department ruined any chance Allison had to get a good job in the area, and she was working in a dry-cleaning shop.
Allison and I talked a lot Friday evening and all day Saturday. While we hugged when I first got to her apartment, the most physical thing we did after that was hold hands occasionally while we talked. It just didn't feel right. It also didn't feel right seeing Allison the way she was and how her life was going. I needed to get her a clean break, so I reached out to the one man I knew who cared more for Allison than I did.
I explained the situation as I understood it to Big Ed, and he promised me he and Barb would be in Chicago the next morning to take Allison back home to upstate New York. When I told Allison that news, she just about ripped my ears off, but I knew it was the right move. As I helped her pack up her few meager belongings, she still called me every name in the book.
"I'm a 30-year-old woman. I don't need to be treated like a 5-year-old girl; you dick!" was among the nicest things she said to me as I helped her pack on Monday.
I kept in touch with Allison weekly through Big Ed and Barb. Allison steadfastly refused to talk to me.
My life went on. I dated several women, including one for almost a year. I was close to asking her the question when she told me that she had met someone she wanted to date, and didn't want to cheat on me, so we needed to break up. I told her I appreciated the honesty, and got my deposit back on the engagement ring I had purchased.
About six months after sending Allison back to New York, I took a couple of days off and went to Chicago for a weekend. I had done some homework, and was waiting next to Drew Goldstein's Mercedes when he got off work Friday afternoon at five. He didn't seem to remember me at first as I approached him in the parking lot, but just as I got into his space, I saw the light of recognition flash in his eyes. It was too late for him to get his hands up, however, and I launched into him with every ounce of strength my 6-foot, 180-pound frame had. I felt his nose explode and blood flew everywhere as he hit the deck.
"I warned you what would happen if you hurt Allison. Apparently, you forgot. I didn't," I said quietly.
Interestingly, although there were a lot of people in the parking lot who saw me clock Drew, not one made a move to help him or stop me from walking away. I'm guessing the boss's son was just not that popular.
I was back in Indiana just a few hours later, but I still expected the police to show up at my door because of my assault on Drew. I was surprised when it didn't happen. I was also surprised two weeks later when I got a phone call from Allison.
"A little birdie told me that you re-arranged Drew's nose a couple of weeks ago," Allison said. "I thought you were just being an asshole when you threatened him all those years ago. Now I'm not sure just how to thank you.
"Dad said he will be sending you a bottle of Glenmorangie 18-year-old, by the way."
I had a suggestion as to how Allison could thank me, and I took a week's vacation to help facilitate that. We spent a big portion of that week together, and by the time I left to return to Indiana we were a monogamous but long-distance couple.
We did the long-distance thing for about six months before she moved to Indiana to live with me. Big Ed and Barb weren't totally comfortable with those arrangements, but considering our history they gave us some slack. It was only for about a year, though, as Allison accepted my marriage proposal two months later, and we were married about 10 months after that.
I love irony, so we were married exactly 17 years to the day of our first date: my prom.
Epilogue:
It might have taken us a long time to get together, but as they say, something good is worth waiting for. Allison and I just celebrated our 30th anniversary at a party hosted by our two children, Eddie, and Rosalie, and their spouses. Everything hasn't always been perfect, but it's been as close as I probably deserve.
By the way, we get a Christmas card from Traci every year. She's on her fourth husband and has four kids spanning 25 years. Although I didn't know it at the time, somebody up there was looking out for me.
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I've read Richard Gerald's "Another Love" several times now, and each time it has gripped me around the throat. My favorite kind of stories are the ones that make me talk to or yell at my computer, and this story does that. I've read several of the others based on this and I've enjoyed them, but for my purposes, I went back to RG's original. I thank him for his permission. I'm not including a link to the original because my story is a standalone, not a continuation.
Twenty years of stupidity, ignorance, gullibility. Call it what you want: I called it the end of my marriage and the end of my world.
I'd still be in the dark if it hadn't been for the United States military. It was 2010, and I was supposed to be heading up a joint project between the university and the military for a new jet engine. I'd be leading a team of 16 geniuses and near-geniuses, but first, everybody had to be vetted by the military. There were four senior Ph.Ds and 12 graduate students at various levels, all being backed by assistance from the university's large tech school. I worried that some of my team of 16 would have trouble getting approved by the government; after all, people with the mental talent of this crew are often... quirky, to say the least. I never gave it a thought that the government would have a problem with me, a veteran of the United States Navy with combat experience in the Middle East.
To my complete surprise, there had been some problem when the feds checked on my wife's background. It started when they questioned why a New York State Department of Health employee was travelling to Montreal every few weeks for a weekend at a time, and I couldn't give them an answer any better than what she gave me when I asked all those years ago: because she needed to. I trusted my wife completely, and when she told me it was necessary, I never gave it a second thought.
Apparently, they did some investigating instead of taking my wife's word for it, and that led them to Phillippe Du Monte; on the face of it a somewhat talented painter and highly-regarded art restorer who was also a member of the Communist Party in Montreal. That apparently made the feds do an intensive investigation of the tie between my wife and Du Monte, and while they finally approved me heading the team, the result of the inquiry was not inconsequential in my life.
"We're sorry to have to be the ones to tell you, Mr. McDonald, but your wife has been having a long-term affair with this Phillippe Du Mont. It has been ongoing for about 20 years," the fed heading up the meeting told me.
What does one say when everything about a 26-year marriage was not what one of the partners thought? In my case, not much to be said: an arrow through the heart and the end of much of my life as I knew it.
I would have put good money on the bet that I had a fabulous marriage to a woman I felt was every bit as beautiful as when I married her. I would have lost bank big time when I found out that she had been having an affair with Du Monte for the last 20 years, with the full knowledge of my two sons, and that he had actually lived in my house with my family while I was serving overseas in 1990 to 1991.
To say I was devastated would be the understatement of a lifetime.
I met Karen soon after I left the navy. She was a nurse with the health department then. We dated for a year, and I found her to be as smart as she was pretty. She was also an excellent listener, and although I'm not normally a loquacious person, I told her probably more than she ever wanted to know about an aircraft carrier and how it was my job to make sure the jets were able to get into the air.
Jet engines are kind of my thing. I don't understand people nearly as well as I understand engines. For some reason, I seem to be able to communicate with engines in a way that I could never reach with most people.
Karen was the exception to the rule for me, though, and six months after we started dating, we were married. We stayed in Albany and bought a big old four-story fixer-upper. We had our first son, Kevin, two years later, and our second son, Oscar, four years after that.
The house was about 10 minutes down the hill from the university where I worked in the engineering department. I walked to work most days.
Things were good in the McDonald household for the most part, although Karen and I seemed to hit a rough patch in the sex department after Oscar was born. I felt that Karen was pulling away from me a little bit, maybe because of post-partum depression, but I couldn't get her to agree to see a counselor. Then the government got in our way when my naval reserve unit was called up to serve on a carrier in late 1990.
I don't know how the government spooks tracked down all this shit back 20 years ago, but according to them, Phillippe Du Monte replaced me in my bed before my unit even flew out of the country. They told me they were pretty sure that he and my wife were sleeping together for about a year before that. I had to wonder if Du Monte wasn't the cause of Karen pulling away from me.
I also wondered if Du Monte was the cause of my two boys also pulling away from me when I got back from Iraq. It seems they knew about him and Karen, yet never said a word to me. At that point, I assumed Karen leaned on them to keep her secret.
The feds said that Du Monte was working on restoring artwork in the city from 1989 to 1993. He then went back to Montreal, at which time Karen's trips to Montreal started.
They also told me that Du Monte, who was about 10 years older than Karen and I, was married with two children. He and his wife apparently had an open marriage, and he seemed to have taken a special shine to my wife. In fact, my wife and sons were the guests of the extended Du Monte family at Christmas in 1990. This was getting worse by the minute.
When I got to thinking about it, I was flabbergasted that my sweet innocent wife could not only cheat on me, but was such a great actress that she never gave me a hint, or was it that I was such a gullible trusting putz that I never saw it?
As an engineer, my first reaction was to take a step back and carefully examine all the facts. My second reaction was to try to come up with several action plans.
My emotional reaction was a poor third, because that was my nature in my personal life. I might have been a man of action in the navy and at work, but in my home life, like many husbands, I often deferred to the wishes of my wife. Whatever made her happy was usually the choice I made. Now, in my quietest moments, I had to admit that Karen used my love for her against me all these years, and did so seemingly without any guilt.
Karen was scheduled to go to Montreal the next weekend, so I only had to pretend everything was good for four more days until I could get a break and be alone. I spent that weekend tearing the house apart looking for anything I might have missed that would give me a clue about her affair with Du Monte. To her credit, and my total amazement, I found nothing that would give me a clue.
At this point, my incredulity was leading the way, which means I wasn't going to be happy until I had some more questions answered. I needed some help, so I turned back to an old Navy connection.
First Lt. Billy Pascal was the pilot and I was in the second seat on a flight to Riyadh for an important meeting I was supposed to be at early in 1991. We were going to finish up our part in the plans for the United States entry into the war in the Persian Gulf, which was to start the next day. We took off from the USS Eisenhower right before the sun came up and were travelling supersonically at more than 20,000 feet when the Grumman F-14 Tomcat lost both engines. The momentum carried the plane forward for a bit, but 43,000 pounds of aircraft quickly started to drop from the sky.
The pilot ran the restart twice; got nothing.
"Time to bail out, sir?" the pilot asked huskily, his voice betraying his attempt at being nonchalant.
"Shut off the fuel and try again," I said from the second seat.
"That's crazy."
"DO IT NOW!"
The best sound I had ever heard in my life to that point then happened as both engines lit.
"Y-y-y-e-e-e-a-a-a-h-h-h!" Pascal shrieked as we ascended in a steep climb.
It was bad fuel that almost cost us our life that day, which was ultimately my own fault as the man in charge. The emergency reserve was not affected, and the engines restarted on the reserve tank once the main supply was cut off. We headed straight back to the carrier and fixed the problem for all the jets on the warship, ultimately saving a lot of lives. That would not have happened if our engines hadn't quit and then talked to me, telling me the problem.
After changing his severely sweat-soaked flight uniform, Pascal swore undying allegiance to me that day and told me throughout the rest of our tour together that he would owe me forever. I had never planned on calling in that favor, but he was living in Syracuse, a five-hour ride from Montreal, and I needed some first-hand intelligence from someone I could trust. Pascal had kept in touch and we had even visited at each other's homes through the years.
I asked Pascal to pose as a potential customer for some art restoration. I wanted him to sit and talk to Du Monte and give me his impression of the man. I needed to have a better handle on this man my wife loved more than she loved me—if she loved me at all. The jury was still out on that one. I was pretty sure she had some love for me, maybe not a lot, but as it had been pointed out to me, I was a clueless bastard.
Two weeks later, after taking a vacation day for a secret meeting with Pascal, I was a lot less clueless, and I knew there was no way my marriage was going to survive. He noted that he could tell Du Monte was a true ladies' man, even at about 60 years old. He was still tall and lanky with a slight air of mystery, and still handsome. Billy had started off with a lunch meeting, and he noted that Du Monte flirted shamelessly with a 20-something-year-old waitress throughout the meal. When Billy noted this in an admiring way, Du Monte admitted that the two of them occasionally had met in his studio for a little carnal recreation.
Playing his part to the hilt, Pascal said he chuckled and gave Du Monte a thumbs up in a conspiratorial way. This seemed to encourage the artist to talk about his conquests both large and small. He admitted to having four long-term lovers and hundreds of one-night stands, as he and his wife had an open marriage.
"Some women give of themselves so much more freely than others," Du Monte told Billy. "My favorite practically became part of my family, and she and her kids even spent a Christmas with my family when her husband was stationed overseas. She had me living in her house and fucking her in her marital bed, and even convinced her two children to keep her secret for her. Her own kids. Can you believe that?
"She's a great piece of ass. I'm still doing her occasionally after 20 years. But she's just another piece of ass. I've had four long-term women and maybe a hundred one or two-night stands. For a woman to do a guy more than once, there's got to be some sort of emotional attachment. A guy just needs to see it to get hard. This woman thinks I walk on water."
It took everything I had not to break down in front of Billy, both when he gave me the Readers' Digest version and when he played the actual tape-recording he made surreptitiously.
Coincidentally, Phillip Du Monte died of a stroke four days later. I actually got to see him take his final breaths. I have to admit I smiled while it was happening.
Twenty minutes earlier, I had introduced myself to Du Monte. It took him a minute to put my name together with Karen's, then I watched his eyes get wide with fear. After 20 years, the bastard thought I was going to kick the shit out of him.
We sat there in silence in the coffee shop, me drinking coffee and him drinking some fancy-ass tea, the same fancy-ass shit that Karen drank, as a matter of fact. I continued to stare at him silently for about a minute.
"Did you ever consider that you were stealing another man's wife when you took my Karen?" I asked him earnestly. "She was all I had, while you apparently can have everybody and anybody you want."
"But I taught her well, didn't I?" he asked. "All those positions and those moves that she told you she learned from reading books. God, you were a gullible son of a bitch. It was so easy to cuckold you."
I started to get up from my seat, but then I thought better of it as I knew that time was on my side.
"Five, four, three, two, one," I thought to myself and smiled as he continued bragging.
Du Monte looked perplexed for about five seconds before the light bulb of recognition flashed in front of his face. He then suddenly grabbed his head as if he had a bad headache. He slid out of his chair in front of me. I sat there watching as I heard someone talking to 911.
"Looks like a stroke," I heard one EMT say to the other about 10 minutes later. "I guess we were a few minutes late."
Word of Du Monte's death beat me home from my "fishing trip" Sunday morning. I found a note on the kitchen table telling me that a friend of Karen's from Vermont had taken ill and she was going to stay with her a few days. Karen and I had been married for 26 years and I never knew she had a friend in Vermont. Huh.
I knew Karen was heading to Montreal for the funeral. I wondered if my sons were going to meet her there.
She was very quiet when she came home four days later. I didn't push her. In fact, I barely talked to her. I could tell she was hurting, but she was smart enough to keep her suffering to herself.
About 10 days later, Karen started bemoaning the fact that she missed our boys and that the house felt empty. She asked me if I was okay with her taking a couple of weeks to visit the boys. I noted to myself that she didn't ask me to go with her, but I told her I was good with her travelling.
The only thing keeping my head on straight was the work at the university. The engine the government wanted was supposed to be enough to launch a jet into orbit with 80,000 pounds of thrust. In reality, it was a dismal failure, sucking in fuel like a drunken sailor sucks in beer. We—the university—had a one-year contract at a huge figure. It was so important to the economy and the prestige of the university that the university president even visited the old fieldhouse where my team was working.
Saturday found me raking fall leaves around the house. I had started out with my lighter rake, but it had rained a day previously, and the leaves were too heavy for that rake, so I headed back to the house to get the heavier rake. Just as I stepped into the garage, the doorbell rang. I went into the house from the side door and went to the front door. If it had not rained and the lighter rake was working, perhaps the next act in this bizarre play that had become my life would not have played out.
Perched on my doorstep was a small Asian woman dressed a bit young and sexy for her age, which I guessed to be the same age as I was, at 50. She was wearing an expensively cut black dress suit showing under her dress coat with sexy high-heeled black leather boots. She wore her beauty well for her age, and she knew it. Although she in no way looked like Karen, there was something about the way she held herself that reminded me of my wife.
She introduced herself as Avril Du Monte, widow of the recently-deceased artist Phillippe Du Monte, and I know I involuntarily shivered. Not only did the bastard steal my wife's love, he also had a damn good-looking wife. I wondered what that was all about. I asked.
"I am seeking Karen," she said shifting a large rectangular package wrapped in brown paper. "I just stopped on my way to New York to bring her painting," she said.
"You must be her husband, Robert. Could you help me with it? It has gotten a bit heavy between my car and your front door," she said, crossing our threshold while attempting to pick up the picture.
I took the package from her and followed her into the house. She headed straight for the large front parlor, and I realized that her late husband wasn't the only Du Monte who had been in my house before. She acted as if I should know her. She spoke perfect English, but with a light French accent.
I seated Mrs. Du Monte in the old-fashioned loveseat that we had inherited from my wife's mother and offered her refreshment. She asked for tea, specifically that fancy-ass brand that both my wife and her husband drank.
"Formosa Bai Hao, if you still have any. I am afraid Karen has gotten me addicted," she said.
I looked at her sideways. She didn't seem to notice.
I went into the kitchen and prepared her tea. I grabbed a beer for myself and headed back to the front parlor.
"You are as ruggedly handsome as Karen described you," Avril said matter-of-factly while she unabashedly scanned me from head to toe. "I am so sorry we never got a chance to meet before, but I understand you work a lot of hours."
She apparently knew more about me than I did about her, although I did know some facts about her from the feds' investigation that I had read.
Avril explained she was on her way to New York to help organize an exhibition of her late husband's work at the Metropolitan Museum of Art, and she was dropping off a piece of artwork that she felt Karen should have. I explained Karen was out in California, visiting our son, Oscar.
"I should have called. I know," she said. "But I am here now..."
She started to unwrap the package.
"It was not his usual style, but it was perhaps his greatest, most inspired work," she said. "Of course, he had a belle muse."
And there it... she... was. Completely unwrapped, the painting was of a naked woman caught in the simple act of leaning forward to retrieve her panties from the ornate needlepoint seat of a small delicate chair. Her golden red hair fluttered around her as he perfectly captured the movement of her actions. Her teardrop breasts looked amazing, the triangle of lush hair between her legs matched the color of the hair on her head. The light in the room came from the window set due east at the back of our house, in the bedroom we have shared for the last 25 years.
The picture appeared to have been painted within a few years after the birth of our second son, Oscar, when Karen still had a bit of her pregnancy weight in her stomach. The brown eyes with a hint of gold were captured perfectly, along with the slight smirk on her face as she was clearly looking at the painter with a look of unbridled love. It was obvious that while Karen was my wife, she was obviously his woman.
I gasped and leaned back into the chair upon which I was seated. Avril's prideful smile quickly faded.
I felt as if all the air had been sucked out of the room. It was one thing to read about and hear about Karen's betrayal of my love, it was another to see it... to see the true emotion of it.
"Oh, mon Dieu. I have made a grave mistake!" Avril exclaimed. "You didn't know, did you? How did you not know? They lived together for a time. They were lovers for years. We all thought you knew and approved."
"No, I didn't know, at least up until a couple of months ago," I sobbed as my emotions finally got the better of me. "But seeing it just makes it so much worse. He might have been an artistic genius, but if he wasn't already dead, I'd kill him."
"No. No. No!" Avril screamed. "It wasn't like that. It was beautiful. My Phillippe loved your wife."
She rose out of her chair. I rose with her, then told her harshly I needed to hear her version of this love story.
"You don't drop this... this painting on me and then just run away. You owe me," I said.



The story came out slowly and reluctantly. I made her a second cup of tea and got myself a second beer. I also grabbed a box of Kleenex because we were both crying. Avril's husband, Philippe Du Monte, an art restoration expert, had been hired in 1989 to restore six paintings vandalized on the South Mall in Albany.
Shortly after Philippe arrived to begin work, the affair started. He met Karen in the South Mall when he was working in the museum building. She worked in the Tower building. They were virtually on top of each other. Avril and Philippe had an open marriage, at her insistence.
"We were young and did not wish to miss anything, but mature enough to understand each other's needs," she said through her tears.
Avril was happy that Phillippe found someone when he was away. He traveled back and forth to Montreal, but spent most of his days and nights in Albany for three years. Then, there was the period that began in the summer of 1990 when he moved into my house and stayed. Avril visited on a number of occasions. She knew I was away and still married to Karen, but the reason was never explained to her. She assumed that I knew of the relationship and approved.
"I just assumed. She spoke of you lovingly and praised you as a husband and father. I understood that Philippe moved in because you could not be with her, and there were such small children. Two boys who needed a man's influence and a lonely woman. We had two girls in their teens, away at boarding school. Philippe spent their holidays with us. Karen spent Christmas 1990 at our house. My daughters loved her and the boys as I did. How could you not know?"
"You wouldn't understand what it means to completely trust your spouse to live up to the terms of your vows," I said quietly. "I trusted my wife without reservation. And then when I went overseas, I was a little tied up trying to keep as many of my crewmates as safe as possible. Never in my wildest dreams would I believe Karen would have betrayed me like this.
"When I was overseas, thinking of returning to my family was what kept me going. I never gave a thought that she would replace me with another man, and that my sons would go along with it and continue to do it. I was fighting in a war, for fuck's sake, and she was playing sex toy with your asshole husband."
"No, Robert, you don't understand," Avril responded sadly. "Phillippe was her second man; you were always her first. She loves you with all of her heart. He was her older experienced lover. Apparently, she did not have much experience, and Phillippe was an excellent teacher, as I know. But they were as much friends as lovers.
"When she came to the funeral without you, everyone asked for you, and she said you were well and the two of you were still very much in love. Even in my grief, I was happy for her. I brought the painting because Phillippe always said he thought she should have it.
"It is magnifique, non?"
"It is magnifique, mais oui," I answered using the little bit of French I knew back at her. "It completely captures the moment. She is a beautiful whore."
Avril knew it was time to leave. I knew she was hesitant to leave the painting.
"I will make sure she sees it exactly as it is now," I vowed.
"Please don't do anything foolish until you talk with Karen," she said.
"I haven't yet," I responded.
I knew Avril would be on the phone to Karen as soon as she was out of my sight.
Karen cut her trip in half and walked in the house the next afternoon. Although it was Sunday, I was at work, and since I hadn't answered any of Karen's phone calls since talking with Avril, I was unaware she was in the house when I walked in. I realized she was home when I noticed the painting was gone from the front parlor. Instead, I found Karen there, with her arms tightly wrapped around herself and looking like she'd been crying for hours.
"I am so sorry you had to see that before we could talk about it," she practically whispered. "I am sorry you had to find out about Phillippe this way."
"I've actually known about this for several weeks now," I responded just as quietly. "I just didn't have the visual..."
She ran up to our room and I heard the door lock.
Years before, Karen and I had turned our fourth floor into an apartment with its own separate outside stairs and entrance, and we rented it out for extra income for several years. Oscar took it for his own for his last two years of high school and then while he attended university. I had moved a lot of my stuff up there yesterday, so Karen locking me out was no big deal.
I did look around the house and found that Karen hid the painting in the back hall closet, under a quilt.
I basically lived on the fourth floor for the next two weeks, coming and going from the fourth-floor entrance. On day 15, there was a soft knock on the door.
"Rob, you know we need to talk," she said. "I've got supper waiting in the kitchen."
To her credit, Karen's story basically lined up with what Avril said and what the feds told me. She told me repeatedly she was sorry for hurting me, but at no point did she say she was sorry for what she did, or sorry that she made our children co-conspirators. Nor did she seem ashamed of her actions. In fact, she started off by calling her tale "a love story."
"A love story for you, maybe," I said quietly.
I found an attorney and had her draw up divorce papers. I would tell her when to serve them.
A week later, Avril was back to stay with us for several days. Karen had agreed to help her on Phillippe's exhibition. I wasn't happy for several reasons, perhaps the biggest one being that I knew Avril was an accomplice in the affair.
Two nights later, I get another knock on the door to my Fortress of Solitude. I knew who was on the other side of the door before I answered it.
"You are a foolish, foolish man if you don't realize that she loves you more than life itself and you are hurting her terribly," Avril said as she brushed by me and entered my abode.
As usual, she was wearing a T-shirt and jeans that looked to be a size too small, yet looked good on her tight frame. She was fully made up and not a hair was out of place. On the other hand, I was sitting around in my boxers and looked like a slob. I excused myself to get dressed, but she stopped me with a soft command.
"Don't. I am a woman who likes to look at a well put-together man, and you perfectly fill that bill."
I know I flushed bright red, but I went and sat down back down in my La-Z-Boy without getting dressed. I was uncomfortable, however, with the thought of being somebody's eye candy.
Avril spent the next 30 minutes explaining her feelings about the situation in great detail. She gave me her history about being the fourth child of a Japanese war bride mother and a French-Canadian father. She met Phillippe on the campus of McGill University, where Phillippe was a part-time instructor, a budding successful artist and practically a prince on campus. She was a first-year undergraduate when their romance began. He was 26 and she was 19.
Seven years later and the parents of two girls, Avril began to notice that her husband had a wandering eye. She realized then that she had two options: hold on tight and possibly lose him, or give him a longer leash and keep the marriage alive.
"I realized that I had to hold him with open hands. I suggested we both see others. I picked shallow boys more physical and less experienced so he would not feel threatened. I hoped he would do the same, and he did until he met your Karen. She was my worst fear: beautiful, tall, strawberry blonde hair, with those magical brown eyes. A combination of sex and innocence.
"It seemed after about a year the affair was ending. She had a husband and two small children, and I think she was getting nervous her husband would find out. But then the husband left, and Phillippe could not leave that woman stranded. Our two kids were in boarding school, so he moved in with her, and instead of him visiting me on weekends, I began visiting him. And I grew to love her, too. I slept with Phillippe when I visited, and Karen slept with him the rest of the time. I was so happy they had each other.
"Theirs was a pure love, each wanting the best for the other."
She looked me directly in the eyes.
"He could have abandoned her, but didn't. He stayed with her and her boys until the day before her husband came home. I was never so proud as then to be the wife of Phillippe Du Monte. He didn't run away when it became inconvenient. Phillippe didn't fail her. Her husband did."
I openly bristled at her last statement.
"I didn't fail her," I practically shouted. "I got called up to serve in the navy. I was on an aircraft carrier for most of a year, while your husband and my wife were playing hide the salami!"
She lowered her eyes to the floor. This apparently was new information to her.
"We both married passionate people," she said. "But it's over. I have lost my partner, but yours is right downstairs. We cannot undo what is in the past. Just love her and move forward."
"She also can't unfuck Phillippe. I know you were okay with an open marriage, but I am not. It was never something we discussed. She made the decision by herself. I was never in the loop."
Avril stood up as I sat back down. She then told me about Christmas 1990 when my family went up to Montreal to celebrate with the extended Du Monte clan. My boys bonded with Avril's girls like they were older sisters. Karen effectively became Aunt Karen to the Du Monte girls, Simone and Suzan.
"Don't you see?" I said to her. "I am her husband, but she abused my love for her, abused my trust, because she loved your husband. He was her first love all these years. I came in a distant second."
Avril practically collapsed in tears. I picked up her tiny body and carried her back downstairs. Karen gave me a strange look when I set Avril down at the kitchen table, then walked back upstairs.
About two hours later, I got another knock on the door. This time it was Karen, who looked like she had been crying again. She came again to apologize for hurting me, but once again, not for her actions. She also tried again to tell me that what was past, was past, and couldn't be undone.
"No matter what you think, Rob, I've never stopped loving you. I've never taken anything of yours and given that to him. I have the capacity in my heart to love more than one man. You never got any less of my love."
"You can say that, and you may actually believe that, Karen, but that's not true. You can't love two men equally, and you didn't. You lied to me, if only by omission, and you disrespected me by willfully breaking our vows. You used my trust against me, and turned my sons against me by making them part of your scheme.
"I wasn't able to stop you from putting him first when he was alive, and now that he's dead he'll always be first.
"Time for you to go, Karen. I've been working a lot of hours on this project and I'm beat. But you're right. We do need to hash this out. You need to answer questions."
"Can't we at least hold off until the beginning of next year, Rob?" she answered. "We'll be hosting Canadian Thanksgiving next week, and then Avril and I will need to get Phillippe's showing ironed out. I committed myself to doing that, and I will follow through."
"If it's for Phillippe, of course you will follow through," I said with more than a little disgust.
Her eyes flashed anger, but surprisingly, her tongue stayed still.
I didn't know anything about this Canadian Thanksgiving thing, but I didn't think I would be affected by it too much. I was beginning to work a lot of hours because the engine just wasn't performing. She wasn't talking to me. Like my marriage, this engine had its problems.
A few days later, people started showing up at the house, and I was wrong, it did affect me. When I came home after work the next night, there was a young woman sitting in my favorite La-Z-Boy breastfeeding a baby. I was surprised when I walked in, but she never even made a move to cover up. She introduced herself as Simone, Avril's older daughter. Seems she, her husband, Georges and their three children were bunking in the apartment for the next few days. I was supposed to find Aunt Karen and get my room assignment. I harrumphed, and she looked apologetic. I should have realized that my wife would give Phillippe's family more consideration than me. The pattern was established, and my wife was just adding to my ire, not that she apparently noticed or cared.
"I should have expected something like this. Guess I'll go find my wife," I grumbled, as much to myself as anyone.
I went downstairs to find the house abuzz with people: my older son, Kevin, and a girlfriend, my younger son, Oscar, and his boyfriend, Mark; Avril, Avril's younger daughter and family, two grandmothers, two uncles and several cousins. Many of the Du Monte family were engaged in conversations and barely looked my way; several others came up, introduced themselves and told me what a great woman Karen was. I assumed all of them knew Karen was having sex with Phillippe Du Monte.
After interacting with many from the Du Monte family, I was finally able to find my wife and was told we were sharing one of the back bedrooms. I hadn't slept in the same bed as my wife since she left for her trip, but I figured I could do this until the relatives cleared out. What I didn't know was that Avril would be joining us, as well. When I found out, I figured this was a set-up. Having sex with Avril, maybe even both women, would be part of the plan to get me to forgive and forget, or at least get me to forgive.
I knew Karen thought I was totally gullible and clueless, but this was beyond insulting: give the poor cuckold a couple of mercy fucks and everything would be okay.
I went to bed before the two women came to the room. I was just starting to drift off when I felt a naked body crawl in bed on each side of me. A hand started rubbing my chest and nipples and another started rubbing my cock. I'm human. It had been a couple of months since Karen and I last had sex. I got rock hard in seconds. I turned my head to the left and I felt Karen's lips on mine, then her tongue exploring inside my mouth. One of us moaned; I couldn't tell which of us.
Just as I was being overwhelmed by the physical feelings, a dark thought came to me: the image of Phillippe Du Monte between my wife's legs. My hard-on deflated like a balloon spiked by a pin. I extracted myself from the bed, got dressed and headed back up the hill. I would sleep in my office. I heard both women softly crying as I left the room.
The sofa in my office wasn't the worst place I'd ever spent a night, but even then, I didn't spend much time asleep. Maybe it was the proximity to the engine; I don't know, but sometime during the night I heard her whisper to me. I found the answer, but it wasn't going to be easy: we needed a complete redesign. I got up off the sofa and made a big pot of coffee. It was 4 AM.
The university had stuck the project in our school's old fieldhouse. The sports teams had long ago vacated it for our modern arena. Our monstrous machine sat where athletes once performed. Now the building was the home of 16—17 including me—individuals who barely had an athletic bone among them. One of the group named the engine Persephone after the goddess of the underworld, but after I found out about Karen's infidelity, I started calling her Karen after the goddess of my own underworld. The rest of the group slowly found out about my problems and before long, everyone called her Karen. Yes, we were a strange kind of family by then.
The news of the new design took the group like a wildfire, with wild new growth sprouting up from the burn of the old. The enthusiasm was more than infectious; it was almost life affirming. The place suddenly had the ambiance of a successful beehive.
Lisa, my personal assistant, finally tugged at my sleeve at 11:30. She pointed to her watch.
"Shit, I should order out for lunch. I guess we got carried away," I said.
"Rob, that's 11:30 PM, not AM," she said awkwardly.
I looked around me. Everybody was moving slower, but the place was still buzzing. I had to shut it down before I burned everybody out.
"All right, guys. Time to stop," I shouted. "We'll hit it again tomorrow, but not before noon. Noon—you hear me?"
I heard a lot of tired affirmations.
"Yes, boss."
After locking up the facility, I was suddenly bone-tired. Karen the engine finally spilled her secrets to me. As I headed down the hill, however, I knew the other Karen wasn't going to be as forthcoming.
The yard was dark as I entered the back gate.
"Karen gave up on waiting for you. She did not think you would return. What is it going to take for you to forgive her?" Avril's voice came to me from the porch.
"Believe it or not, I was actually working. We got caught up in the work. Kar... the engine started talking to me finally," I replied.
"None of you have any idea of what I am even working on," I added. "Not even my wife, the person who I'm supposed to be closest with in the entire world. I can't talk to her because she's too busy mourning for her lover. Her Goddamn lover, for Christ's sake. Once again your dead husband interferes in my life."
I knew I hurt her because I heard her sniff, but she didn't respond. At this point I didn't care.
Avril followed me into the bedroom. I undressed and got in on one side of Karen. Avril undressed and got in on the other side. I guessed this wasn't the first time she had done this. The women kept their hands to themselves this time.
I was up early the next day and made my way down to the kitchen, where the two grandmothers were busy cooking breakfast. After getting a cup of coffee, I sat at the table. A plate of food magically appeared in front of me. Not to be rude, I ate. As I did so, the grands joined me at the table.
"I would say I'm surprised to see you up this early, but I didn't hear any noise coming from your room," said Sara Du Monte. "You have two beautiful women in your bed; can't you put aside your fragile male ego long enough to make all three of you happy?"
Sara Du Monte was 95 years old and the family's grand dame. She was still sharp as a tack, and I could see she didn't believe in mincing words.
"Of course, my son took your woman; made her his lover and you a cuckold. Your pain is clear and justified. But I know you love your wife with all your heart, and she and Avril can lessen your pain, if you let them. My son is gone. What is in the past needs to stay in the past. It is time for you to move into the future and claim your women.
"Karen has paid for her sin of love and need many times over in guilt. She would do anything to take away the pain she has caused you. But we all know that is not possible. Now it is your turn to avoid the next sin: the sin of pride."
"With all due respect, Karen hasn't paid for her sin and never will, because she is not guilty over what she did," I responded. "Her guilt over hurting me is minimal, or she couldn't have done what she did to be for 20 years. Twenty freakin' years. Any guilt about me is long gone. The only thing she feels guilt for is me finding out. They'd still be sleeping together if I hadn't found out."
"And Phillippe hadn't died," Mme. Du Monte said.
"Yeah, that too," I said quietly.
It was Saturday morning. I climbed the hill and got to the fieldhouse about 11, an hour earlier than I told my people to show up. Lisa and about seven others were waiting for me to open up. The other eight were in the door within another five minutes. We worked until 9 PM, then I threw everyone out and told them the door wouldn't be open again until Monday morning at 6.
"Six doesn't mean 5," I shouted to them. "It doesn't mean 5:30 either or 5:55. Six means 6."



Karen greeted me at the door when I walked in at 9:15.
"Are you avoiding me?" she asked sharply. "What do I have to do for you to forgive me?"
"You are so wrapped up in yourself that you don't even have a clue as to what I'm working on, or what else is going on in my life. I have a multi-million-dollar engine that tells me more than my wife."
She took a step back at my retort, which was not spoken harshly.
"Do we have a chance to ever be us again?"
"Which us are we talking about?" I inquired. "The us I thought we were until about two months ago, or the us we really have been for the past 20 years?"
"They are both the same us," she said quietly.
I know I looked at her with disbelief written all over my face.
The two women worked tirelessly on Phillippe's exhibition, which was to start in mid-January. They took a few days off for a trip to Montreal to enjoy the Du Monte family Christmas. I was invited, but couldn't attend as we were finishing the engine. This made both women sad.
When they got back to Albany on Jan. 2, they were giddy with their finalized plans for the exhibit. They had gotten in touch with everybody who had pieces of Phillippe's they wanted to be in the show.
"And Karen's painting will be the featured piece and the one on the cover of the program!" Avril announced like a child seeing Christmas gifts for the first time.
She beamed a smile at Karen and Karen responded in kind until both looked at me. I might as well have been punched in the stomach.
"You can't use that painting!" I rasped.
"Why not?" the women asked in unison.
"Because it shows that Karen was Phillippe's woman, his lover. Bad enough that a lot of strangers are going to see it and know it, but there are also people we know who are going to see it and know it. I will be humiliated again. Is that what you want?"
"Humiliated again?" Karen asked.
"You have no idea how humiliating it was to have two feds tell me that my wife has been shacking up with some French-Canadian painter for 20 years. To tell me that she lived with him in our home, fucked him in our bed..."
"That's how you found out?!" Karen exclaimed. "What were they doing looking into my background?"
"I'm working on a project for the navy. Everybody had to be cleared. I didn't tell you because I didn't think it was that big a deal, but then again, I didn't have a clue that you were cheating on me... for 20 years."
I put my head in my hands. I was suddenly very tired.
"We have to use that painting," Avril chimed in. "It's absolutely the best piece of work Phillippe did in his entire life! He captured a beautiful woman at her most beautiful, her most compelling."
"Please, Rob. For Avril. For Phillippe. For me. Don't fight this."
Wow. That went right over Karen's head. She didn't even take a breath or blush. I turned and walked out of the room. The small chance we had of continuing this marriage just went away.
A few minutes later, I was walking up the hill toward the fieldhouse. On the way there, I called my attorney and told her to serve the divorce papers as soon as she could.
The government came calling for their engine a couple of days later. We were about two days from lighting it up. My crew was despondent when I told them our creation wasn't to be ours much longer. I called the university president to see if she could intervene on our behalf.
"How much of that is ours?" she asked.
"All but the original design. Karen is ours," I responded.
"K-k-karen?" the president stammered back. "You named her after your wife? You people are all slightly out of your trees, aren't you?"
"Named her after my soon-to-be ex-wife. At least one of my women will perform as expected," I said.
"I can get you two days. Get to it."
I told my team we had 48 hours to light her up. Government security showed up an hour later to watch over us. We lit her up with 15 minutes left on the clock. None of the team had slept or gone home for more than two days.
After we finished whooping and hollering, I turned my phone on for the first time in two days. There were more than a few terse messages and texts from both Karen and Avril. Obviously, Karen had been served in my absence.
The president and the feds took over after that. We were all stripped of our identification badges and my keys were taken away. We were all given hefty bonus checks as we exited the fieldhouse.
My elation gave way to absolute fatigue as I walked down the hill. I didn't even try to sneak in the fourth-floor entry. I walked in the front door, and Karen and Avril practically jumped me when I walked in.
"We never had a shot, did we?!" Karen yelled at me in anger and frustration.
"The same way I never had a shot after the first time you slept with Phillippe!" I yelled back at her. "Tell me, at any point after that did you ever wish you were with me when you were sleeping with him?"
She looked at me blankly.
"Now tell me this. How many times did you wish you were with him when you were with me?"
She blushed crimson and stared lasers at the floor. I had my answer, and it was no surprise.
"You were his woman from the moment he first took you. I was always your safe fallback plan. You might have some love for me, but it wasn't even close, no matter what you keep telling me and yourself," I snarled.
"The saddest part was that I loved you completely... and to him you were just a beautiful, easy whore... one of four from what I've been told."
"You don't understand!" she shrieked at me. "Your small male ego just won't let you see the truth."
If she wanted the truth, I would give it to her, both barrels. I took my phone out of my pocket. I opened the recorder app and hit play, having anticipated this day for some time. Phillippe's voice sprang to life as Karen and Avril stood in shock.
"They say men think with the brains below their belts," Phillippe said. "But everybody knows women's hearts are directly attached to their pussies, and your wife is no different. She was easy to get into bed, and after only three or four orgasms she became my whore. She was a whore magnifique, I will admit, but a whore nonetheless. I didn't love her, but I loved having sex with her...
"If you want her back... poof... she's yours."
I shut the app and put my phone back in my pocket as the two women stood there in silent shock.
"You stupid, stupid woman," I whispered as I went up to my apartment to pack.
Upon further reflection, Karen decided against using the painting of her done by Phillippe in his exhibition. Not surprisingly, Karen and Avril are no longer together.
The sun was up, the test flights complete. The new style jet featuring an engine called Karen by the offbeat crew that built it did not look like a contender for the next generation of American fighter, but went higher and faster than the others tested in previous days. No one from the university was in attendance.
Both of my sons eventually apologized to me for helping Karen deceive me. I forgave them. They were put in a bad spot and made bad choices.
Oscar came back to me first. I don't think he realized I knew about him and Mark when his mom and I were first having our problems, but Oscar about passed out at Canadian Thanksgiving when I asked Mark about his plans for my son.
"You continually amaze me, Dad," he said at the time.
He and Mark got married about a year later. I was a proud father.
Kevin and I had a longer road to travel to come together. As the older son, he was the one Karen leaned on the most to keep her secret in the beginning. He apparently had a clue that the new man in our house was not a boarder, but in fact my replacement. He admitted to me he knew he was doing wrong, but he felt the pressure to keep her secret since I wasn't there and Karen was.
He also admitted that he would have continued lying for Karen to keep our family together. He harbored a grudge against me for some time for not forgiving Karen and staying with the family.
Where it got complicated for Kevin was when he finally got serious with a woman. He and the woman who eventually became my daughter-in-law were exclusive for almost two years and it didn't seem that Kevin was ever going to pull the trigger on proposing. She called me one day in tears, saying that while she didn't want to break up with Kevin, she wasn't going to wait forever for him to propose. She had called my ex-wife the past week and Karen hadn't been much help, she said. I said I'd give him a call.
Kevin wasn't surprised I was calling him about Lauren, despite the fact that we hadn't ever discussed his love life. Apparently, Karen called him the previous week about Lauren, so he put two and two together when I called.
"I can't, Dad. I just can't," he finally admitted. "I know what Mom did to you for 20 years, and I don't want to live that life. In the beginning, I knew you didn't know, but after a while everybody seemed to know, so I figured you did, too. And I lost respect for you for letting Phillippe just take Mom away.
"Then I found out that you truly didn't know, and that she played you for a fool for all those years.
"I hated you. Then I pitied you. I'm so sorry, Dad."
"I promise you, Kev, not every woman is like your mother. Please don't let her example ruin it for you and Lauren. Get some help, please."
I found out later the therapist that Kevin chose had several Zoom meetings with Karen. I didn't know about this until I got a phone call one evening from Karen, one of the few times I had talked to her since our divorce four years ago.
"Did you know Kevin had considered suicide after we divorced?" Karen practically whispered over the phone line. "He blamed himself for us divorcing, and for the two of you being estranged for so many years.
"I never would have forgiven myself if Kevin would have hurt himself or, God forbid, killed himself. I never gave it a thought that it wasn't just about me... and I guess about you, too."
"You mean you never gave a thought that it just wasn't about what was between your legs," I said.
"Once upon a time, you tried to tell me your affair was an epic love story. Seems to me it actually was a Greek tragedy, and you dragged your whole family into your morass."
"Okay, okay, I get it," Karen said sadly. "I was a stupid selfish woman."
Kevin and Lauren tied the knot six months later. My first grandchild appeared on the scene about a year after that. Little Bobby owns my heart.
I guess Phillippe's artistic legacy wasn't paying the bills for Avril, and to help her former "sister in love," Karen accepted an anonymous offer of $50,000 for her painting, on the provision that it never have a public showing. Oscar told me that Avril cried like a baby when Karen gave her the money.
Oscar and Mark and Kevin, Lauren and Bobby were sitting with me enjoying some beverages and snacks around my outdoor fire pit. We had a roaring fire going. Seems that canvas and oil paints burn well.
Best money I ever spent.
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Once again I appreciate the invitation by BlackRandl1958 to participate in a writing event.
Traci Kilkenny walked into the restaurant at straight-up 7, the appointed time for the reservation she had made. As she walked to the host station, she scanned the tables to see if her guest was already there and seated. He was.
As she approached the table with the host, she got the first close-up look she had at her guest in the past eight years. She had seen him in passing from a distance a few times in the last few years, but as she got up close, she spotted the changes time had wrought on her ex-husband.
Always the gentleman, Al Wentworth stood up when Traci got to the table. She started to lean in to him for a kiss before Al stiffened and took a step back. Traci got a surprised look on her face but took the hint and sat down as the host held her seat.
As she looked into Al's blue-gray eyes, Traci thought that time had been very kind to her ex. At 60, the same age as his ex, Al had a full head of curly gray shoulder-length hair mixed with a smattering of brown. His face was mostly unlined. He gave his ex-wife his signature crooked grin, reached across the table with his right hand and gave her left hand a squeeze. He noticed that she was wearing the engagement and wedding rings he had given her in another lifetime.
Al also noticed the subtle differences the years had made in his ex-wife. She had cut her shoulder-length blonde hair into a short, chic style, and her face had gained several "laugh" lines. She looked to be about 15 pounds heavier than when he had seen her at the final divorce signing eight years ago, but all in all, he thought she was still as beautiful as when he first met her almost 40 years ago.
After making small talk until their orders were taken, Al asked the $64,000 question.
"What's this about Traci? Why after all these years did you want to see me?"
Traci took several deep breaths before answering.
"Because I want you back in my life, at least as a friend, if that works for you," she answered. "In addition to everything else we had going, once upon a time we were pretty good friends, and I miss that.
"How about we give that another go, no strings attached?"
"I can't make any promises, Trace, but I think I'd like to try. I think I'd enjoy sitting down with a fine-looking friend every now and then," Al said.
The pair had a fine evening and repeated it two weeks later. They continued to meet for dinner every two weeks.
Al had to admit to himself that he enjoyed his evenings with Traci. He hadn't dated hardly at all since the divorce, and he found himself enjoying both her company and her beauty.
******
Al had graduated from college six months earlier with a degree in accounting when he and several of his new co-workers were at a bar celebrating the end of the work week. As he had never been in this particular bar before, he was looking around at both the people and the décor when his eyes locked upon the face of Traci Valentine, one of several first-year medical students also celebrating the end of the week. It might not have been love at first sight, but at the very least it was lust at first visage. Al walked -- actually staggered slightly -- over to Traci's table, and introduced himself. When the two parted company later that night, Traci put a soft kiss on Al's lips and put her digits into his phone.
A little more than a year later, the young accountant and the med school student were married. Finances were a little tight because Traci was still in med school, but Al made decent money and was a budgeting wiz. A gift or two from their parents also helped the couple along the way.
Traci decided to go into medical research, and six years later she was two years into a successful career. When the pair got married, they decided this was the time they would start having children, but one night after a big noisy session of lovemaking, Traci quietly admitted to Al that she wasn't ready yet to be a mother. Al admitted he was disappointed, but what do you say to the woman of your dreams: he acquiesced until a later time.
Several years after that Traci was part of a four-person team working on dementia-related illnesses. She loved the team aspect of her work, although like many researchers, she noted that it was more emotional than most people realized with every little triumph or setback seemingly so much more. She would often come home and talk Al's ears off for hours about the events of the day and what the team was doing. Al would sit at the kitchen table smiling from ear to ear as his wife told him practically everything from her day.
For the previous six months much of Traci's evening chatter was about Dr. Steve Kilkenny, a member of her team who was going through a seemingly nasty divorce after being cheated on by his wife of 12 years. Like with the other members of her team, Traci had become close to Kilkenny, and Al had liked the guy on the occasions where they had been together. A few years older than he and Traci, Kilkenny was a handsome, personable guy, Al thought, and Traci in particular seemed very distraught about Kilkenny's marriage falling apart.
Al was actually relieved when Traci stopped yapping about Kilkenny and his marriage woes, but he started to get a little concerned when she hadn't mentioned anything about him at all for about two straight weeks. It was March, though, one of the busiest times for any accounting firm, so Al quickly put his worries behind him as the 10 to 12-hour workdays starting piling up.
The one thing Al did notice, however, was that Traci's late days also picked up. Once or twice a week she would work as late as her husband. She attributed that to her team coming to several critical junctures in their research.
Like most people, Al and Traci didn't have a perfect marriage, but Al would have put money on the fact that they had a very good, maybe even a great marriage. Great communication was a key to that, Al thought, which was why he was so surprised when Traci started to become churlish in her behavior toward him.
"What's the matter, Babe? Have I done something wrong? Please talk to me, Sweetheart," Al said one night after another minor skirmish.
A couple of weeks later, Traci informed Al that her entire team would be going to Sweden for a conference two weeks into the future. Al didn't say anything as the travel was an every other year thing. He thought that maybe a break of a few days would be just what the doctor ordered for the pair.
Two nights before she was scheduled to fly out, Traci seemed somewhat recalcitrant about her recent attitude toward her husband. For the first time in two weeks, Traci and Al wound up in bed doing a lot more than sleeping. After having very rousing sex until the early morning hours, Al dragged his sorry ass into the office.
"Get that man a large cup of coffee," said Larry Barnwell, another accountant in the office."
"Make it big enough that I can jump into it," Al answered back.
Despite being practically dead on his feet, Al was humming a cheerful tune all day in the office. "His Traci" was back, Al thought to himself.
Two days later Al dropped off Traci at the airport, and then headed in to his office. It was another long day as April 15 approached. As he was getting ready to leave the office just shy of 9 p.m., he realized Traci never called him to tell him she had arrived at the hotel. Since it was 3 a.m. in Sweden, Al realized it was too late for him to call, but he set his phone alarm to 7 a.m. Sweden time so her could call her, knowing her itinerary was for a start time of 9.
Al was groggy when his alarm buzzed him at 1 East Coast time, 7 Swedish time, but he pressed Traci's number on his phone expectantly. When it went straight to voicemail, Al knew Traci had forgotten to turn her phone back on when she got off the plane. Since he wasn't planning on calling the hotel directly, he had to get online to find its phone number.
After ascertaining the person answering the hotel desk phone could speak English. Al asked for Traci Wentworth's room. There was silence on the line for about two minutes before the person who had answered came back on and said they had no Traci Wentworth registered.
"Wait, what about Steve Kilkenny, Jing Leong or Russell Curtis? Any of them registered?" he practically yelled into the phone.
"Uh... we have a Dr. Jing Leong, a Dr. Russell Curtis and a Dr. and Mrs. Steve Kilkenny," the voice replied.
"Dr. and Mrs..." Al mouthed out loud quietly to himself. "Thank you, ma'am."
He hung up the phone.
Al was no longer groggy, but was now sick to his stomach. He thought about reaching into his liquor cabinet, but reached instead into the medicine cabinet for a packet of Alka Seltzer. Although his day hadn't officially started, it was already ruined, Al thought to himself.
Al went into his office early to get a head start on the day. At 10 he took a coffee break and called a friend who was a family attorney.
"Are you sure you don't want to wait for Traci to get home before you start the paperwork?" Robert Levinson asked. "I mean... you don't have any hard evidence and you haven't even talked with your wife yet."
"It's a no fault state. What difference does evidence make?" Al inquired. "She's spending a week in Sweden registered as his wife after giving me subtle hints for the last six months. I wasn't born yesterday and I don't need to see any photos or video. We've done well for ourselves and don't have any children. Just split everything down the middle. She can buy out my half of the house if she wants. It's no longer home to me."
"You seem pretty distanced already," Robert commented. "But you know sooner or later your feelings are going to catch up to you."
"Actually, I'm devastated, Rob, but I've already had a lot of time to consider things. I actually considered jumping on the next plane to Sweden and beating both of them to death. But I'm no Power Ranger, or whatever the hell they call those guys who are super spies and can kill people with just a paper clip.
"I guess I just want to know why. If she ever loved me at all she owes me an explanation. Hell, if she ever loved me at all why didn't she have the decency to tell me it was over and ask for a divorce."
Traci was the one who made the reservations for the conference in Sweden. She didn't see any reason to get a room for herself as Jing, Russell and the project supervisor, Amy Carter, all knew about the affair she and Steve were having. Jing in particular had told her she was jealous because Steve was such a handsome and personable guy.
"I was trying to be respectful and wait until his divorce was final before making my move, but you didn't wait, you little minx," Jing had said to her when she realized the pair were an item.
"Well, we started having lunches when he needed a shoulder to cry on, and lo and behold, I must have had a good shoulder. He was hurting, and he's so easy to talk to. I actually started to care for him, and he and I have a lot in common.
"He's a great guy and a... wonderful lover."
Once they started to have sex, Traci and Steve would get together two or three times each week, sometimes at long lunches and sometimes after work. They began to share occasional kisses and touches during the workday as Russell and Amy eventually found out and didn't seem to have a problem as the lovers kept it mostly discreet.
The affair started out innocently enough as Steve needed a shoulder to cry on when he found his wife of 12 years was cheating on him with another woman. The four on the team were already close, and their frank discussions only got the pair even closer. When Steve realized he was starting to capture Traci's heart, he started to subtly draw comparisons between his marriage and Traci's, with the desired effect of Traci unknowingly starting to gradually lose respect for her husband.
Traci and Steve thoroughly enjoyed their week together, so much so that Steve was able to talk Traci into them joining the "Mile High Club" on the overnight trip back to the United States. Knowing her husband was going to pick her up at the airport, Traci at first declined Steve's amorous advances, but the more she thought about it, the naughtier it seemed, and when her panties started to moisten, Traci knew she was going to give in.
The two finished their tryst about an hour before the jet landed, and Traci excused herself to the restroom. Jing grinned at Traci as she sat back down in her seat. Traci blushed slightly.
Al had the trunk open as Traci left the terminal. He walked up to her, took her wheeled bag and put it in the car. He made no attempt to kiss his wife, and she made no attempt at either kissing or hugging him, despite the fact that the two had been separated for a week. Al wasn't sure, but when he took the bag from his wife he thought she smelled of recent sex. He thought he noticed the smell several times on the ride home.
Al fought a hard internal battle against saying something nasty before finally mumbling, "Have a good conference?"
Traci spent the remainder of the trip home regaling Al with stories from the conference. Al pretended to listen, occasionally grunting. If Traci was really paying attention to her husband, she would have seen his knuckles turning white as he tightly gripped the steering wheel.
When they got to their home, Traci began to worry that Al might want "welcome home" sex. She then realized that with the exception of right before she left, she and Al hadn't had sex of any kind in several months. Worse still, she noted to herself, her husband didn't seem all that disturbed about it.
Al didn't hang around the house for long after dropping off his wife.
"Still got a half a day's work I can do," he mumbled as he headed out the door.
Saturday morning Al got up early and prepared a breakfast of bacon, eggs and coffee. When Traci finally showed up in the kitchen, the table was set and Al was sitting drinking coffee. He pointed to her spot and Traci sat.
Both starting eating slowly before Al finally broke the silence.
"So it was so much fun being Mrs. Steve Kilkenny for a week that you didn't even call once?" Al said quietly. "Should we make this permanent?"
Traci starting choking on her food as Al watched her impassively. Her thoughts quickly ran back over the past week. She was sure she called Al when she landed. No, wait, she didn't remember to turn on her phone for more than a day. But there weren't any messages from Al. Could he have actually tried calling her in Sweden? Oh, God, no, she thought.
Approximately two minutes passed before Traci realized she was staring at the table. She knew there were no right answers to Al's questions.
"How long, Traci? Do you love him?" Al asked in a halting voice.
"Over a year now," she practically whispered.
She finally looked up at Al. She wasn't sure how she wanted to answer the second question.
"DO YOU LOVE HIM, DAMMIT!"
"I-I-I don't know," Traci stammered. "It's complicated. I might. I might a little. But that doesn't mean I don't love you."
Al ran his hands through his hair and fought hard to hold back his tears.
"What did I do wrong? All I know is that we've been going downhill for the last six months that I can tell, and now you tell me that you've been fucking around behind my back for over a year. And you spend a week in Sweden shacked up with this asshole, registered as Mrs. Steven Kilkenny. FUCK!"
Traci jumped when Al slammed his hand down on the table. Al could see the wheels turning in Traci's head as she debated what to tell her husband. Hell, she debated with herself what was even true.
Thinking back to the beginning, Traci realized that she probably got too close to Steve while he was having his marital troubles, and started projecting onto Al the pain she was feeling for Steve. Then when she and Steve actually started having sex, she found it fun, exciting, new. She was already close to Steve because he was a teammate, and those feelings intensified as the affair continued. She did still love her husband, while she also loved Steve, at least somewhat.
Her week pretending to be Steve's wife in Sweden might have been the clincher putting Steve in front of Al in what had become a competition for Traci's affection.
"You didn't do anything wrong, Al. I still love you, but I also love him, too," Traci said.
"Aaarrrggghhh!" Al muttered.
"There's no him and me in my world, Traci. I gave you every ounce of my love for more than 25 years. I forgave you for breaking your promise to me about having children. I never looked outside of our marriage for any love or comfort, even though I had my chances. And this is how you reward my love and my trust?
"I didn't have more than a year to think about it like you have, but your sleepover in Sweden gave me a full week to do a lot of thinking and planning. You will be served divorce papers early next week. It's a no-fault state, Traci. We'll split everything 50-50. You can buy my half of the house; I don't want anything to do with this."
"Wait, I'm not sure I want a divorce. Don't I get a voice in this?" she asked.
"No, you don't. You made the choice to fuck the asshole. I make the choice to get a divorce."
It wasn't lost on Al that not only didn't Traci apologize for hurting him, but she didn't apologize for the affair either.
Traci was served at work the next Monday. She came home pissed.
"At work, Al? In front of my boss and team?" she said disgustedly as she threw the papers at Al when she walked into their house.
"Come the fuck on, Traci. They all knew about the affair. None of them gave a fuck about how I felt. Well, now I don't give a fuck about how you feel."
Traci blushed crimson but didn't say another word. She also didn't make dinner. He ordered a pizza for himself. Al had no idea what she ate.
Al moved into an apartment three days later.
Traci bought out Al's share of the house at the divorce signing. Steve moved in with Traci a week later, even though the divorce wasn't official for 53 more days. The two married three months after the divorce was final.
Two years later, Traci and Steve divorced amicably. Living with Steve everyday for two years under the vows of marriage had apparently taken some of the excitement out of the sex, and for Traci it became increasingly clear that she and Steve never connected quite the same way emotionally as she and Al did.
For his part, Al dated from time to time but never again found a connection as she had with Traci before things fell apart. He didn't keep track of his ex-wife beyond her marriage to Steve.
******
"So whatever happened to Steve?" Al asked at dinner one night with Traci. "Why are you back to wearing the rings I gave you?"
Traci knew the questions were coming, but still flamed red at the asking.
"I really thought I loved Steve. Maybe not quite as much as I loved you, but at that time I believed it was enough, all things considered. I found out I was wrong. And I came to the realization that I had given up the man I truly loved and wanted to spend the rest of my life with. I wear the rings to remind me of what I gave up."
Later that night Al brought Traci back to the apartment he had been living in since he moved out of his home. The pair made slow, passionate love, then cuddled together as they once did a long time ago. Traci was remembering the good times as they cuddled in the afterglow. She had no way of knowing that all Al could remember was the bad times.
It was morning when they both roused. Since it was a Saturday, neither had to be at work. Al fixed both of them breakfast. When they finished, Al lifted Traci to her feet from her chair and led her to the door. She looked up at him with tears in her eyes as he opened the door and gave her a chaste kiss on the cheek. He quietly pushed his wedding ring into her hand as she walked out of the door.
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Roger had never felt more alone in his life.
Yes, he was celebrating Christmas with his family, but he was still alone. His parents had each other, his three siblings had their spouses and children. But for the first time in 12 years, Roger was alone: he had divorced his wife of 11 years just two months ago, and now, during a season which had always been about family, he was alone.
God bless his mother, two sisters and brother. They tried their absolute best to make Roger feel loved and included. Everybody in the house did, except his father. The emotional thing wasn't his shtick. He tried to remain stoic, giving Roger a slap on his shoulder as his lone show of emotion. Roger knew that was his best version of fatherly love. It was every bit as effective as what the rest of the family tried.
You really can be alone in a crowd, Roger thought to himself.
The family opened the many gifts under the tree; everyone oohed and aahed, laughed and ribbed each other as only family can do. Roger tried his best to pretend he was into it; he didn't want to ruin it for anyone, especially his seven nieces and nephews. Christmas is especially for kids. Uncle Roger wasn't going to be the downer in all this fun.
Roger couldn't help but think of the one gift that wasn't under the tree: a gold necklace with 1.25 carats worth of diamonds. It wasn't under the tree because it wasn't going to be given. He got a great deal on the necklace about a month after Christmas this past January. It was for his then-wife Traci, who was the love of his life in January. He didn't find out until February that she had been cheating on him for six months, and two weeks later he hit her with divorce papers.
He thought about taking the necklace back for a full refund at that point, but he just couldn't even bare to look at it. Roger loved that woman with all his heart, all his soul and he was absolutely sure they were in it for the long haul. He guessed there really are none so blind as those that will not see. Call me Stevie Wonder, without rhythm, he thought to himself.
Roger noticed the couple's sex life had slowed down some about six months before, but he told himself it was because he and Traci had been married 10 years and that was kind of normal. What he hadn't noticed until further reflection was the secretive way she would read her texts and never had her phone off of her body. He trusted her completely, and never in his wildest dreams would he have thought she would betray his trust.
Of course never in his wildest dreams would Roger expect somebody not in his family to pronounce his last name correctly, and when it happened he just had to stop and talk with the person who just did the impossible. A tier-one supplier stopped by his shop unannounced one Thursday about lunchtime, and Roger felt he needed to impress him with a great lunch. Roger took him to the best barbecue place in the city, across town about 35 minutes away.
Roger had probably only eaten there three times in the last 11 years, but John Stayner deserved the best. When it came time to pay, Roger put his credit card with the bill, and when the waitress came back, she thanked him by name -- correctly! Like so many other Polish names, the spelling of the name isn't anything close to the pronunciation, so when she pronounced Xixuachrat as "Zickooat," Roger about fell out of his chair. John and he both looked at each other in shock.
"How did you know how to pronounce that?" he said to the waitress, who looked to be of Asian descent. "You don't look Polish at all."
"When you see that name two days in a row, you remember it," she laughed. "I apparently served a couple of your relatives yesterday at lunch, and I just had to ask how to pronounce that name. Is Traci Xixuachrat a relative? I didn't catch her husband's name, although that man is ha-a-andsome. They were quite a good-looking couple.
John knew the waitress was referring to Roger's wife, and Roger turned as red as a stop sign but held his temper in check.
"Yes, she is family," he said. "She and that handsome husband of hers can get a little carried away sometimes, can't they?"
"I'll say. Sometimes it felt like I was interrupting a couple of horny teenagers. I hope I look as good as that woman when I'm in my 30s."
Traci was, in fact, 37, but with a tight body and curves galore, along with flawless porcelain skin and long dark brown hair, she could have passed for late-20s. Roger was guessing that the "ha-a-andsome" Mr. Xixuachrat was in fact Joey Brillion, a salesman in Traci's office who was a diver in college not quite a decade ago and looked like a younger Jason Statham with a luxuriant growth of hair.
Traci had been with the same insurance agency in administration for about as long as she and Roger were married. The Statham doppelganger joined the office about a year ago, and Roger heard about him almost every night after work for about six months. Then all of a sudden Traci just stopped talking about him, like he didn't exist. Perhaps another clue that Roger -- Mr. Trusting -- missed.
John and Roger were very quiet as they drove back to the office.
Roger wasted no time hiring a private investigator. The investigator had incriminating evidence within two weeks, including video of the lovers having sex in Traci and Roger's bed on a Wednesday morning within an hour after Roger left for work. The investigator warned Roger the video was rough, but Roger certainly wasn't even remotely prepared for that disrespect.
"That fucking skank," Roger shouted at the computer screen when he viewed the event in the privacy of his office after hours.
Roger didn't waste any time instructing his attorney to draw up divorce papers. A week later Traci was served at work. After watching the video of his wife and lover performing in his marital bed, Roger didn't have any problem embarrassing Traci in front of her co-workers.
Roger was home early that night as Traci pulled her car into the garage. She practically ran into the house and started to scream at her husband.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing, embarrassing me like that in front of my friends and co-workers... and my boss, for God sakes!" she screeched.
Roger was leaning back in his La-Z-Boy sipping a shot of Larceny bourbon, with the bottle on the table next to his chair. He calmly finished his sip and put the shot glass down.
"Because I wanted you to have just the smallest taste of what I felt like when I watched you and Joey Brillion fucking in our marital bed, you slut! At the very least, you could have told me the marriage was over. You didn't have to defile our marital bed!
"And just for the hell of it, don't you think I at least deserve some sort of apology."
Roger refilled his shot glass while Traci stared at him. It had just occurred to her to wonder how long Roger knew and how he found out.
"At least have the decency to tell me what I did wrong, and how long this has been going on," he said. "Oh, and is this guy the only one you're fucking?"
"You don't have to be so crude about it, Roger," Traci huffed. "We've been having sex for about six months now, and Joey's the only one. It just kind of happened. You didn't do anything wrong. It just kind of happened."
Traci's eyes started welling up with tears. Why the fuck is she crying? Roger thought to himself. She's the one who cheated; not the one who got cheated on.
"So you're telling me that just out of the blue one day, Joey was walking past you in the office, slipped on a banana peel and his dick wound up falling into your cunt? Okay, sounds believable. Good talk."
Traci stared at her husband open-mouthed as he poured yet another shot and quietly sipped it down. For some reason, she hadn't ever considered that her husband would discover her affair, and if he did, how would he react. It just occurred to her that she was awfully cavalier about taking advantage of her husband's love for her.
Roger's family was as devastated as he was when they learned of Traci's betrayal. After all, the pair had been together for a dozen years, married for 11 and practically seemed like the perfect couple. The only thing missing from this perfect marriage was children. Although the pair had decided to have two children when they were first planning their lives, Traci kept delaying on starting a family until one day Roger came right out and asked her if she was reneging on their agreement. Traci tearfully admitted she was, and no amount of arguing by Roger could get her to change her mind. It was a tense few months for the couple, until Roger finally told Traci he would let her have her way.
******
Marie Hewson looked over at her husband of 33 years with sadness in her eyes. Last Christmas with its warmth and fun seemed so long ago, she thought. This Christmas, with the recent divorce of the couple's older daughter, Traci, seemed almost haunted. Yes, the house was full with her second daughter's family of six, but Traci without Roger seemed to be walking around in a bad dream. Plus Roger was always the life of the party when the families got together. Although he and Traci didn't have any children, he loved his four nieces and nephews and was always into some kind of mischief with them.
For their own parts, Marie and George Hewson absolutely adored their ex-son-in-law, and Traci's meager attempts to explain the marriage's undoing never felt adequate enough for them. Roger told his in-laws that the decision to divorce was Traci's, and he would discuss it no further.
Traci could feel the tension from the rest of her family as they spent the few days before and after Christmas together. She had thought that being together with family would help her past the malaise she was feeling inside, but it turned out that being around her family was having the opposite effect. It seemed like everyone was waiting for a better explanation as to why she and Roger divorced. And it seemed like her sister and brother-in-law's children blamed her specifically for Uncle Roger not being around.
The Hewsons didn't invite Joey to their family Christmas, and Traci didn't fight for his inclusion at the event. She would miss his lean, muscular body next to hers in bed at night, but this way she wouldn't have to deal with the awkwardness of him being an outsider. Realizing it was just two months since the divorce was official, Joey didn't put up much fight when Traci told him she was going to her parents for the holiday without him.
Traci was stunned when she was served divorce papers at her place of employment one afternoon in late February. She had no idea that Roger wasn't clueless about her affair. She was so absorbed with her love life that she didn't have any contingencies when she was served. The embarrassment was terrible, and she was pretty sure she caught Joey smirking in the background when she was served.
She had driven home in a rage, but that anger turned to confusion when she confronted Roger. He was quiet and calm and seemed more interested in his bourbon than arguing with her. Plus she knew that she really didn't have any good answers to his questions. He seemed to know an awful lot about the affair, including the fact that she and Joey had a tryst right in their bedroom. It even sounded tawdry to her when Roger mentioned it.
She told Roger the truth when she said she hadn't meant for the affair to happen.
Virtually all of the women in her office practically swooned when Joey joined the staff. His looks and charm quickly won over most of them. Traci noted the younger man was very adept at flirting and seemed to be very good at the seduction game.
She didn't seem overly concerned when Joey started chatting her up, fully believing she was impervious to Joey's advances as she completely loved her husband.
The occasional lunch turned into the occasional dinner as Traci told her husband she had to work late several times. She admitted to herself that she enjoyed Joey's company, and the man certainly was a hunk. On their fifth dinner, the pair wound up in a hotel room, with Traci only hesitating for a minute before she found herself underneath Joey, his dick sliding easily into her soaking pussy. The young man slow stroked Traci for a few minutes before turning her around and remounting her doggy style. His strong arms held her hips firmly before he started brushing her distended clitoris with the fingers of his right hand. The flutters in Traci's lower stomach turned into a buzzing feeling in her wet pussy, and within minutes she was shuddering in orgasm. She had a second orgasm five minutes later, and then Joey flipped her onto her back, lifted her ankles to his shoulders and drove in yet a little deeper.
"Aaiiee!!!" Traci screamed as she was hit with her best orgasm of the session. She stiffened, then spasmed on Joey's cock, causing the young man to squirt an almost literal bucket of cum inside her vagina. Traci knew then that this wasn't going to be the only pairing for the two.
Traci was somewhat surprised she wasn't filled with guilt as the two cleaned up and got dressed. She felt great physically, and didn't spend too much time worrying about her husband.
Completely happy with her young stud, Traci backed off on sex with Roger. Joey's youthful exuberance, his overall strength and his sexual stamina, combined with the illicit nature of what they were doing, kept Traci hot and ready to go for as long as the young man wished. Then the two would spend some time cuddling, talking and laughing together. It might not have been intentional, but Traci was moving closer to Joey the longer they were together.
As Roger had always trusted Traci and gave her space, she felt no pressure in her relationship with Joey. The two were never blatant publicly with the relationship and were always careful with their trysts, except for when they occasionally used Traci's marital bed -- at Joey's request. The young man found it exceptionally exciting to do Traci in her marital bed, and secure that they weren't going to be caught, Traci had to admit she found it a turn-on as well.
Once Traci came to grips with being served, she and Joey began to spend more time together, and not just in sexual congress. She found security and comfort in his strong arms the way she once found that in Roger's arms. She had to admit she was surprised it was that easy to get over her husband.
******
Joey Brillion missed Traci while she was gone at her parents' for Christmas. The pair had started their affair more than a year ago, and gotten closer when Traci's husband, Roger, filed for divorce in February. The divorce became official in October, and Joey and Traci had considered moving in together.
The two had talked about Joey accompanying Traci to her parents', but Traci made the decision to go to her parents' alone after her mother told her that her lover was not invited nor welcome. That was actually fine with Joey, because he wanted to spend some time partying with his friends, and that probably wouldn't happen with Traci around.
If he was honest with himself, Joey hadn't planned on being with Traci this long, but he had to admit she was a beautiful woman and a hell of a good fuck. When he first pursued her at the insurance company, he knew she was married, but that had never concerned him before. He had seduced a number of married women. He just wasn't planning on anything long-term.
The plan changed when Traci's clueless husband apparently stopped being clueless after about six months and had her served for divorce. Joey couldn't believe that Roger would in effect just throw his wife away without putting up a fight. Joey just couldn't figure if Roger was stupid or gutless, but discussing it with Traci got him no closer to an answer.
The strippers were prime and the partying was good the night before Christmas Eve. Joey left his friends about 1 a.m., accompanied by a pretty blonde who had been drinking with Joey and his friends for several hours.
"Fucking guy's just so good-looking the women just can't stay away from him," said one of Joey's friends to another. "But I bet that girl is maybe half the age of his regular pussy."
Both men chuckled as they got another drink at the bar.
******
It had been almost five years since Roger had seen Marie Hewson. He had always liked Marie and George. They had been very good to him throughout the years, and they had no hand in what their daughter had done. Roger still sent birthday and Christmas cards.
Marie was already seated at a table when Roger walked in to the Italian restaurant. Although she and George lived an hour south, she asked Roger to meet her at one of his favorite restaurants near the apartment he moved into after divorcing her daughter. Thinking of the divorce brought some moisture to Marie's eyes. Roger was a great guy, and even now she couldn't understand what Traci had done.
The pair hugged when Roger got to the table.
"It's been too long, Roger," Marie said. "George and I and the rest of the family have missed you. We love you, Roger, and nothing Traci has done will ever change that."
"And I still love all you guys," Roger responded. "I'm sorry I haven't kept up..."
"We understand, Son. It's all good.
"But I have a selfish reason for wanting to see you. Do you remember Traci's cousin, Bunny, the youngest of her bridesmaids at the wedding, who went into the air force soon after the wedding? Well, she's back to being a civilian, and she just got a job at the aerospace firm in your town. I was hoping that you could maybe show her around town, introduce her to some of the right people and just maybe point her in the right direction. Honestly, I'm not asking for anything more than that."
Roger gave his ex-mother-in-law a twisted smile. She feigned surprise.
"It was asking either you or my daughter, and right now neither George nor I feel real good about Traci running her own life, let alone helping someone else get started with their new life."
Roger nodded in agreement at that statement. Enough said, he thought.
Roger called Bunny a few days later and invited her to lunch at the same restaurant where he met Marie. He didn't really know what to look for, because the last time he saw Bunny she was a skinny, blonde, freckled 19-year-old getting ready to go into the air force. She was now a 36-year-old woman. The only hint Marie gave him was that Bunny no longer had freckles, and her hair had darkened into a medium brown color.
Roger waited attentively as the wait staff accompanied three single brown-haired women to other tables. The fourth brown-haired woman turned out to be Bunny.
Roger was more than a little surprised. She was about 5-6 and well-built from top to bottom. Roger thought her time in the service had certainly filled out the woman physically, and her sparkling blue eyes would make her a favorite of single men throughout town.
Roger thought lunch went well. Bunny turned out to be very intelligent and more than held up her end of the conversation. Roger reminded himself to call Marie and thank her for putting him in touch with Bunny.
Roger enjoyed Bunny's company so much he asked her out for a repeat lunch, and then to a dinner and concert. He definitely needed to thank Marie.
******
Traci sat at a restaurant table awaiting her date. At 43, she still was a fine-looking woman with a tight, curvy body thanks to regular gym visits. Her date was a 50-year-old accountant. She was anticipating a pleasant if unspectacular evening. At this point she would gladly settle for pleasant.
Traci thought her relationship with Joey was heading in a positive direction, possibly toward marriage. Early in their relationship, the sex was amazing, Traci thought, and her emotional feelings for Joey continued to grow stronger. About a year after the divorce, though, Traci noted that both the sex and the emotional attachment with Joey had leveled off. She often questioned whether the sexual fall-off was due to the sex no longer being illicit.



As for the emotional fall-off, Traci often thought back to her marriage with Roger. She missed the little things that she shared with Roger; the light touches, the whispered sweet nothings after sex and at the breakfast table. She and Joey often shared stretches of time living at each other's apartments, but the pair moving in together just never seemed to happen.
Traci began to suspect that Joey was seeing other girls. The pair hadn't discussed being exclusive, but Traci assumed that would be the case after Roger filed for divorce. When a burning pain in her private parts was confirmed to be an STD, Traci knew her suspicions were confirmed.
"You freaking bastard!" Traci screamed at Joey when she got confirmation. "I gave up my marriage to a good man for you!"
Joey didn't have a rejoinder. He just smirked back across the table. The light went on above Traci's head.
Two years later, with her STD long-ago cured, Traci stood up to greet her date and kissed Fred Myers chastely on the cheek. She noticed when she leaned in for the kiss that Fred was wearing Superstitious aftershave by Frederick Malle, the same high-end aftershave Roger always wore. She hadn't thought about Roger in about half a day, she chuckled to herself. Talk about fucking up...
******
Joey definitely enjoyed fucking Roger Xixuachrat's wife. She was prettier than most of the other men's wives he had fucked, and she was a great lay. So many women just lay there like dead fish; Traci wasn't one of those. She seemed to really get off on the illicit sex, too.
That excitement started to decrease when Roger filed for divorce from Traci, Joey noticed, but her dependence on him emotionally seemed to grow. At first Joey enjoyed the closeness, but then started to view it as more of a burden. After being exclusive with Traci for about two years, the itch to date -- fuck, to be more accurate -- other women started rearing its head. He started dating other women every now and then on the sly, but since he always preferred bareback sex, it wasn't too long before he picked up a case of syphilis. He didn't get a chance to tell Traci before she found out on her own that he had passed along his problem to her. She was not pleased with getting an STD, along with what the illness meant for the pair's relationship.
Joey didn't lose a minute's sleep over losing Traci.
******
It was a grand 25th anniversary party for Roger and his wife, Bunny. Roger surprised his wife by renting a party room at a favorite restaurant and inviting friends and family, including the couple's 23-year-old son, Daryl, and 21-year-old daughter, Abigail.
No one was more surprised than Roger when a favor for his ex-mother-in-law turned into his second wife. Five years after Roger divorced Traci, Marie asked him to help out one of Traci's bridesmaids who was coming back to town after a stint in the air force. Lunch turned into a relationship, but it wasn't until a couple of months in that Roger found out he had been dating Traci's younger cousin. He didn't know that Bunny had been divorced and her last name was now Donaldson, but prior to that it had been Stengel, the last name of Marie's sister and brother-in-law.
"You set me up, Mom," Roger said with a crooked grin when he met Marie after finding out about Bunny. "I only met her the one time before, and I didn't know she was family. It was a real good plan, Mom."
Marie smiled broadly and chuckled. Roger look confused.
"It wasn't a plan, Roger. I swear," Marie said softly. "I only asked you for a favor. I never expected it to go past one lunch. I knew you weren't dating much since the divorce, but I never figured...
"I can't tell you how happy George and I am. You know we have always thought the world of you, and we love Bunny to death. We know you will do right by that girl, the way you always did right for Traci when you two were married."
"Whoa, Mom. You're moving a little fast now, aren't you?"
"I don't think so, Roger," Marie answered. "You two look right together. She's got your heart, doesn't she?"
"You do know me well, Mom.
"So let's say this does happen. Who do I call Mom, you or your sister, Grace?"
"How about both of us? Grace may deserve the title, but I'd be incredibly hurt if you called me something else after all these years."
Marie was right, Roger admitted to himself. Bunny had his heart, and about 13 months after their first lunch, the pair tied the knot. No, Traci wasn't invited, by mutual agreement between Bunny and Roger. Marie and George only mentioned the slight once, and that was to say they understood completely.
Roger got his first child a year later, and a second two years after that. He thanked Bunny with expensive jewelry after each birth.
"You're not trying to convince me to go for a six-pack, are you?" Bunny asked quietly after receiving her gift after the birth of the couple's daughter.
Roger and Bunny were on the dance floor two hours into the party. Her head was on Roger's shoulder, and she was securely nestled in his arms when Roger suddenly stopped moving and looked deeply into the eyes of his partner of 25 years. He rummaged in his pocket and pulled out a small box, a box that once upon a time held a diamond necklace. Roger had gone into the back of his sock drawer, pulled out the necklace and looked at it for a long time before coming to some sort of a decision. Two days later he went back to the jewelry store where he had bought the necklace many years earlier and traded the necklace for a pair of diamond earrings. He was more hopeful this time that he would get the chance to actually gift it to his wife.
******
Traci eventually found a man with which to grow old. She was 52 when she married Franklin Jameson, a widower who had two grown children. She admitted to herself that while Franklin was nothing special, at this point in her life she was probably not going to find anyone special and would have to be happy with someone who seemed to be a good man who loved her with all of his heart.
In her most private moments, Traci admitted to herself that she threw away her "special" someone with her own selfishness and stupidity. She fell for Joey's good looks and youth and her own lustfulness, mistaking lust for love like a foolish schoolgirl. Despite having 11 good years with Roger, he didn't give her any slack once he found out she was cheating, and that didn't give her any time to examine her options. Who was she kidding, she thought to herself, she was too hung up on the powerful feelings she got from the illicit sex to see that she was actually trading down.
Her parents loved Roger as one of their own and tried to make Traci see the truth of what she was doing. It took her more than two years to admit to herself that she was thinking with the brain below her belt. Getting an STD was an eye-opening experience for a woman who thought she was in control.
Roger marrying her younger cousin, Bunny, was a blow to Traci, especially when she found out her mother had been the one to put the two together.
"She's family, Mom. How could you do that to me, set her up with my ex? He dumped me, for Christ sake," Traci whined.
"You deserved to be dumped," Marie yelled at her daughter. "You CHEATED ON HIM! I would have divorced your ass for that, too."
"Whose side are you on, Mom? You're supposed to be on mine. You're my mother!"
"No, I can't condone cheating. I raised you better than that," Marie said softly. "Roger deserves a good woman, even if she's your cousin."
"And what's with Bunny not even inviting me? She was one of my bridesmaids," Traci said.
"She was respecting Roger's wishes," Marie said. "I think everyone agreed that his feelings counted way more than yours."
Considering that Roger and Bunny and Traci lived in the same city, they occasionally crossed paths. Roger was at best civil when he encountered Traci; the cousins barely did more than glare at each other.
******
Joey eventually settled down and got married. His choice of women was not what it once had been. His mugging when he was about 35 had left him with a permanent limp, and his once-tight muscular body had degenerated into a doughy dad-bod. His patter seemed to lose some effect on the women as his physical presence declined.
In his more reflective moments, Joey knew that he no longer had the top choice of pussy any longer as he moved into his 40s. He settled on an average looking woman with an average body who seemed to truly love him for himself. Even when he cheated, the women didn't seem quite as good as they had several years back, he noted.
Police questioned both Roger and Traci after Joey was mugged. The pair of detectives was convinced that the muggers seemed to take way too much pleasure in hurting Joey rather than robbing him.
As she had figured, nobody questioned Marie Hewson about Joey's mugging. After all, why would the police suspect a sweet, gray-haired grandmother, Marie correctly figured. While she blamed Traci for her own mess, she knew that Joey was at least partly to blame for destroying Roger and Traci's marriage, so he deserved some of the punishment. Although she didn't tell either Roger or Traci about her intentions, she figured this might be something they would have both agreed upon.
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After getting four orgasms using my fingers, I got another four orgasms out of my wife using my tongue, mouth and lips, the last one a shrieking, body shaking explosion. I then put my six inches of meat inside her and we did 20 more minutes before I came like a freight train.
She was panting like an exhausted sprinter and her eyes were glazed over as we came down from our sex high. She had an arm and a leg thrown over my body as we snuggled in our afterglow. I felt like King Kong until...
"Lincoln, we need to talk," she said quietly.
Now... the worst four words in the English language... right after some great sex?
"Linc, you know I didn't come from your dick. I never come from your dick," my wife of five years said as she lifted up off my chest and looked me straight in the eyes. "I love you to death, Linc, but your dick doesn't do it for me. It never has, and I don't want to be some 50-year-old woman who's wasted most of her life looking for an orgasm from intercourse."
To say I was shocked and crushed would be an understatement of major proportions. I had never gotten Traci off with my dick, but I didn't exactly leave her hanging. Between my hands, fingers, tongue, lips and mouth, I always gave her multiple orgasms, usually a half-dozen or more, and often left her limp as a noodle. I was at a loss as to what she was telling me.
"Lincoln, I love you dearly for so many things, but I want a divorce. I need to find someone who can rock my world with his dick, and I don't want to cheat on you to find him. I love you too much to cheat on you, so I think we just need to get divorced while we still love each other and there is plenty of time for each of us to find another partner."
I've had a couple of concussions before, and that's exactly what this felt like: I was hearing the words, but I couldn't process them. Well, actually, I didn't want to process them.
She said she loves me, but then drops a nuke on me about not being able to please her sexually. Wow. Imagine if she didn't love me. To say I was devastated wouldn't even come close to my mental state.
They say love and hate are opposite emotions. All I know is that I just went from loving Traci with all my heart to wanting to smash her face in with my fists right then and there. I figured it was best I get up out of the bed before I followed through on my thoughts.
I got out of the bed and was instantly dizzy upon standing up. Breathing became a problem.
"Lincoln, are you okay? You don't look very good," Traci said.
"No, I'm not okay, you bitch. I loved you more than life itself. I would have taken a bullet for you. Now I'm thinking about pushing you in front of a speeding train!" I responded.
"We've been married for five years, been together for seven, and now you hit me with this? You'd think you might have said something to me before if this was that important to you.
"I realize you never got off on my dick, but not every woman gets off on vaginal sex. I always made sure you got yours. I loved you. I thought love was more than just you getting off through intercourse. Shows how much I know."
"I know it hurts, Linc, but we promised to always be honest with each other," she said. "And I know that if I don't do this now, sooner or later I'm going to resent you and what we have. There's no sense in this going into the dumpster. Let's just end this like adults and we can stay friends."
"I'm not really sure we can stay friends anyway, Traci. You've just thrown away five years of marriage by telling me I can't please you enough sexually to stay married to me, even though you profess to love me."
"Linc, I know we never really discussed our past sexual lives before we got married, but I had a few men before you. I didn't get off from intercourse with all of them, but I did with a couple, so I know it's not me. The guys I got off with were noticeably bigger, though, so I think I need to go in that direction. It's not personal."
"Well, I certainly feel better now. Thanks for that," I said.
"In the interest of being completely open and honest, though, I'd like to state for the record that I, too, have had other partners before you, and while I can't claim to batting 1.000, I gave my fair share of orgasms through intercourse, unless I'm a complete idiot and every one of those orgasms were faked."
"Touché," Traci admitted, "but I'm sure this is the right thing for me."
"And there it is: the right thing for 'me,'" I said, using air quotes. "Not us, me. I always thought of our marriage as 'us.' To quote our British friends, I am obviously a silly 'wanker.'"
Traci and I met as juniors in college. She was somewhat of a party girl, pretty, with red hair down to the middle of her back and curves from top to bottom. I was kind of a geek, an actuarial science major. I spent much of my college years running numbers in insurance scenarios. We met at a dorm party when she put an elbow into my margarita while gesturing during a story she was telling to some of her friends. I was passing behind her when the aforementioned elbow dipped into my drink.
She stopped her story at that point, turned to me and we both stared at each other for a second before I took her arm and licked the margarita off her elbow. I don't know what possessed me to do that, but she squealed in delight as I did.
"Wow. What else can that tongue do?" she inquired cheekily.
Just as cheeky, I responded, "You can find out this Friday night if you'll go out with me."
Traci agreed, and that Friday night I licked and ate her to a half-dozen orgasms before we had intercourse twice. She seemed to really enjoy my efforts, then, and for the next seven years, as well, until...
After all was said and done, I suppose I should be grateful that Traci at least didn't cheat on me, although she might as well have cut my nuts off with the message she gave me.
The divorce was relatively easy, as we lived in a no-fault state and everything was a 50-50 split. Traci repeatedly apologized to me for telling me I didn't please her sexually. Every time she did, she might as well have been plunging a knife into my battered ego. It only took six months for the divorce to go through, but by the time it was done, I wanted nothing to do with women.
"I still think you're a great guy, Linc, and I'll always love you somewhat. I guess it just wasn't meant to be," Traci said at the divorce signing.
What I heard was, "You were a useful schmuck who couldn't please me because I'm a selfish bitch. See ya."
I'll admit to spending my first weekend as a divorced guy in an alcohol-induced haze. God bless Glenmorangie 12-year-old Scotch. After that weekend, however, I was back to being my steady, boring, actuarial self. I learned how to do all the domestic chores that Traci had done when we were married, and I even wondered smugly how she would cope having to do the chores that were my domain, like little fix-it projects and changing light bulbs and batteries.
I didn't keep track of Traci, although some of our former friends apparently felt I needed to and kept me informed of her activities when we ran into each other. Apparently, she hit the ground running, going out on dates virtually every weekend after the divorce was finalized, I was told.
I still wasn't dating a year later when I ran into Traci and I guess her newest boyfriend at a Pizza Hut. I was going in for lunch and Traci and the guy were seated at a four-person table. She saw me walk in the door and before I could react, she was on me, taking my arm and guiding me to their table. I was completely weirded out and I know her boyfriend, Evan, looked uncomfortable. I don't think it even dawned on Traci that either of us wasn't totally happy. She was a total chatterbox about how happy the two of them were together, but at least she had the sense not to tell me how big his dick was. I already assumed it was bigger than mine based on what she had said was her reason for leaving me.
She seemed genuinely distressed when she asked if I was dating and I answered negatively.
"No, Linc. Don't say that. You're a wonderful guy. I know there's a great woman out there waiting for you," she said.
"I had a great woman," I replied in little more than a whisper. "She just had a particular requirement that I couldn't live up to."
Traci blushed and her boyfriend smirked. Humiliation, thy name is Lincoln.
I actually started dating a few months after that, but I didn't date the same woman twice in a row for another year. Her name was Lucy Nguyen, a petite 25-year-old Chinese-American with long jet-black hair down to her waist and the smaller features of a gymnast: muscular legs, butt and small boobs.
Lucy also had the enthusiasm of a five-year-old turned loose at the zoo, and I found my time with her to be incredibly uplifting. We became exclusive after just two dates and had sex for the first time on our fifth. Lucy was quite a bit smaller than Traci and I was afraid I might be too rough for her, but her athletic body more than offset her lack of physical size.
On our first time together, we started in 69, and four screaming orgasms later she almost literally tapped out.
"Linc, Linc, please stop. I need you inside me now, right now!" she hissed.
I can take a hint with the best of them. I crawled up the bed, rubbed my saliva-coated cock against Lucy's opening twice, then slowly started to insert myself. Damn, that woman was tight! I could tell she wasn't a virgin, but she was almost ridiculously tight. I had to be extremely careful because I didn't want to hurt her. It took me almost five minutes to get completely inside her, and a minute later she had a fifth orgasm. Five minutes later she stiffened, screamed and then started yelling unintelligible words as her body quaked in the biggest orgasm I have ever given a woman.
Even in my greatest sexual triumph ever, I had a thought about Traci: too bad, bitch!
Lucy gave me my mojo back in a big way. She had this adventurous streak, too, and I'm not too proud to say that we came very close to winding up in jail for being overexposed three or four times over the next year.
And then I went and ruined everything.
Lucy moved in with me after about six months of dating. I thought I had the world by the ass. She was fun, funny, exciting and beautiful. I knew... I absolutely knew that she was the one with whom I was going to grow old.
She took me home to meet her family at Thanksgiving, and I proposed right after the table prayer. She cried, her mother cried, her grandmother cried, her sister cried and her father threatened my life. Oh, yeah, she accepted.
The wedding was to be in Lucy's hometown. I hadn't met the woman who was going to be Lucy's maid of honor until three days before the wedding. She pulled up in a brand new Porsche Taycan and practically jumped out before she came to a complete stop, her long flame-red hair flying behind her. I know my mouth dropped open as she and Lucy jumped into each other's arms. The woman was absolutely stunning: flawless alabaster skin, I guessed at 36DD boobs, narrow waist, an ass to die for and long legs. I hoped that Lucy was too wrapped up in greeting her friend that she didn't see me practically drool down my shirt.
I took a minute to get a grip on myself, then went to meet Barbie McMillan. Fortunately for me, she didn't greet me the same way she greeted Lucy, because I'm not sure I wouldn't have embarrassed myself physically. Lucy didn't seem to notice that I was suddenly blushing profusely and sweating.
Fortunately for me, my best man and two groomsmen were also mesmerized by Barbie's beauty, so I wasn't the only one acting like a tongue-tied dork. The women noticed immediately, and for the next two days we were the targets of a lot of good-natured ribbing. Because of that, however, I was off my game, and I guess I didn't see what was happening in front of me for most of the first day and a half. For two days Lucy and Barbie were practically joined at the hip as my fiancée spent almost all of her time with Barbie, and practically none with me. What brought that to my attention was when at one point during the hanging around at Lucy's parents house, I went to say something to Lucy and noticed she wasn't around. Then I noticed that Barbie wasn't around either.
I subtly went looking for Lucy under the guise of going to the fridge for another beer. I didn't find her on the first floor, but I did hear some noise coming from the second floor, where Lucy's bedroom was. I really didn't think anything of it as I climbed the stairs, until I heard the distinct sound of Lucy's pre-orgasm moan. I was about to knock on her closed door when I heard that sound, and I just froze in my tracks. A minute later I heard Lucy's muffled screams of orgasm. I assumed she must have been biting a pillow because she'd never come that quietly for me.
I felt gut-punched. I sunk down to the top two steps and sat down.
I listened to another orgasm and then a lot of giggling as I assumed Lucy and Barbie were getting dressed. I was watching the door as they came out, smiles on both of their faces... until they spotted me at the top of the stairs.
"Um, uh, I," stuttered Lucy.
Barbie just blushed.
"I know. It wasn't what I think it was," I said sarcastically.
Neither responded, although Lucy tried, but just wound up looking like a fish out of water sucking air.
I got up and headed downstairs.
"Party's over!" I said to my guys as I headed through the front door.
"Wait! What's going on? Lucy?" yelled Lucy's mom from across the room.
I just kept going, got in my car with my friends and drove to the hotel at which we were staying. I explained to my buddies what I had heard and that the wedding was obviously off.
My phone buzzed repeatedly with texts and calls that I ignored. Most were from Lucy. A few were from her parents.
"Damn, bro. Barbie's that fucking hot, and she plays for the visiting team?" said Vince, my best man, while shaking his head in disbelief. "I didn't see that coming."
"I didn't see Lucy playing for both teams," I replied quietly. "But it makes no difference whose team she is playing for if it isn't my team."
The guys and I cleared our stuff out of the rooms and drove home.
Lucy and Barbie showed up at the apartment the next day, which was originally scheduled to be our wedding day.
"We need to talk, Lincoln," Lucy said, like I had never heard that before.
"We didn't plan for this to happen, Linc, believe me, and Mom and Dad are pissed as hell. They're pissed at Barbie and me and they're pissed at you for just leaving without trying to work things out," Lucy said.
"Work things out!" I shouted, losing my cool. "You don't actually think that's happening, do you?"
"W-e-l-l," Lucy said, dragging the word out. "It's not like there's a lot of... overlap there. Can't we work something out? I love you both. I want you both."
Both women looked at me with puppy dog eyes.
"Linc, I don't know anyone who wouldn't want to share Barbie. That's what we're talking about here. You. Me. Her. You can't tell me you would turn down a chance to fuck Barbie. I saw the way you looked at her at my house."
"Lucy, Barbie is the most beautiful woman I've ever met, and if I didn't already have a woman, I would never pass that up," I confessed. "But I have a woman I love, and I would never cheat on that woman. And at the same time, I don't share my toys... with anyone."
"But Linc..." she started to whine.
"You cheated on me, Lucy. I don't care if it was with another man or a woman. Cheating is cheating. You broke my trust, and gave your body and your soul to another person. You two were practically rubbing my face in your actions for two days, before the sex. Just because Barbie doesn't have a penis..."
"It's not the same, Linc, really."
"It's exactly the same, Lucy, even though you don't want to admit it. The only difference is I'm too much of a gentleman to pop Barbie right in the mouth.
"Now you need to get your shit out of my apartment."
I called Lucy's father over my lunch hour on Monday. He was pissed at me until I gave him the whole story, something his daughter neglected to do, he told me. He told me he completely understood my side of the argument and didn't know his daughter was bisexual. He wound up apologizing to me.
I spent the week working instead of honeymooning in Hawaii. I think that was the only thing that kept me sane. So far, my track record wasn't very good. Losing one woman because I couldn't satisfy her, losing a second to another woman.
Fuck it! After that I just decided to be a male whore for a while; just fucking, no emotional attachment. As long as the woman wasn't a total bitch, I was taking her out and, if possible, fucking her senseless. All colors, all ages, all shapes. In the next three years, I probably had 50 or 60 partners. With apologies to the Dan Aykroyd character on Saturday Night Live, I truly was a male slut.
All good things come to an end, though, and I finally got the urge to find someone with whom to settle down. I was thinking of someone approximately my age, 35, or younger, but as I knew so well, life can be unpredictable. I wound up dating a woman I assumed to be a couple of years older than I was, and after about a half-dozen dates we made it exclusive.
I knew she had two children, but when I found out they were 24 and 21, I realized I had pegged her age very wrongly.
"I'm 48, Linc, is that a problem?" she asked when she saw my reaction at the ages of her kids.
"N-n-no," I stammered. "But I wouldn't have guessed you were even 40. My congrats to your parents on your good genes."
"Well I will take some of that credit, thank you," she said. "Three days a week of yoga and an expensive moisturizer."
Melinda was a big-breasted blonde who also dressed younger than her years. She could rock any tight outfit, and there were times when it was tough for me to keep my hard-on from being too obvious.
She was an attorney, and her previous husband was jettisoned 10 years ago for being a serial cheater. I told her my story, and we both agreed on the sanctity of being true to our partners.
Obviously, Melinda wasn't a virgin when we started to date, but she was relatively inexperienced in her sex life. I would have assumed that with her 38DD boobs, any man would have done the obvious and tit-fucked her, but I happily found out I was her first. I also found out she was not very familiar with receiving oral sex, and our first time together was an experience I don't think either of us will ever forget.
I have always been a huge fan of the taste of pussy, and if the time is sufficient, I will always go down on a woman. I also find that the more I charge up a woman, the more exciting it is for me, as well. So, on our first night in bed, we started off kissing, then I slowly started kissing my way down her body. I stopped for a few minutes to suck on her luscious nipples, then licked and kissed my way down to her pussy. She was getting more aroused by the second, and I was following suit.
She was actually vibrating when I got to her pussy, and my first lick over her opening caused her to literally scream in exultation, levitate off the bed and wrap her thighs around my head, effectively cutting off my air supply for about 30 seconds until she stopped spasming. I pried open her legs to get breathing room, then I resumed my ministrations. She just kept screaming and spasming for the next half-hour before I sensed that she was losing steam. I slid my way up, lined up my rock-hard prick with her opening and then slid inside in three tries. She gasped as I entered and then grunted heartily with every stroke. Five minutes later she had a final orgasm, then appeared to pass out for several seconds. When she reappeared in the land of the conscious, her eyes were glazed over and she had a huge smile on her lips.



"I've only had that done one other time, by a boyfriend when I was about 20," she finally whispered to me. "Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy."
Six months later we were married.
I had always wanted children, but in this case, my two stepsons were grown and out of the house. They were skeptical at first of my love for their mother, but as they spent more time with the two of us they got to see that our love was real and they began to warm up to me. We actually became pretty good friends and enjoyed our time together, although I did have to remind myself from time to time that they were my wife's children first, my friends second. No child wants to hear that his or her mother is a goddess in the bedroom, or wants to know that I am wiped out because their mother and I were up until the early morning hours making love.
Twenty years later, I was standing in line at a Starbucks not, really paying attention to anything, when the middle-aged woman in front of me turned around and started to hug me. I was shocked at first, and she had my arms pinned to my sides. It took me a second before I realized I was looking into the face of my ex-wife.
"Ah-ah-ah... Traci... hi," I hesitated before finally freeing my arms, stepping back and putting my hands on her forearms.
I didn't realize it at first, but I found myself giving her the once-over. She smiled as she watched me. At 56, she knew she still had it, and she knew I agreed with her. I blushed red when I looked back at her eyes, realizing she had watched me appraising her.
"I will take that as a compliment, Lincoln," she said happily.
We got our lattes and went to a table. Actually, she insisted we talk and practically dragged me to a table. I remembered back to the last time we met in public. I was pretty sure it was a lifetime ago.
"So this time you're the one wearing the ring," Traci said. "Tell me all about it."
I told her all about the 20 great years I had so far with Melinda. I then went all parent on her and showed her photos of the boys and their families, including my five grandchildren... also known as the greatest five children to walk the face of the earth. I honestly wasn't trying to rub my good fortune in her face, but I know I rambled on for a good five minutes.
"I'm glad for you, Linc. You deserve it," she whispered to me when I finally shut up.
I looked at her sad face. I really didn't want to ask the question, but I at least had to feign enough interest to ask.
"Any grandkids for you, Traci?"
She looked reflective and then squirmed in her seat. I wasn't sure what I was going to do if she started to cry.
"Well, no kids, no stepkids, so no grandkids," she rasped. "When you're a selfish bitch early, you get to be alone late."
I really couldn't argue with her assessment, but after almost 30 years, much of my bitterness was gone. She must have been reading the expression on my face and figured she owed me more of an explanation.
"It took me a while to figure it out, Linc, but big-dicked guys tend to think the world revolves around what's in their pants. They've done nothing to earn their blessing; it's literally God-given, but they tend to be selfish, very selfish.
"Yes, a big dick gives a woman more to fill her inside and may make for an orgasm or two, but most of those men don't have a clue how to please a woman orally. Once I had the occasional orgasm or two from a big dick, I began to miss all the orgasms I was no longer getting, along with the love... the love... the love. We had that once.
"I traded down... big-time, Linc. I fell for all the press clippings. And I know I hurt you, even though I was trying to sort of do the right thing by divorcing you instead of cheating on you. Still, I don't know if I've ever appropriately apologized for hurting you. I am sorry, really sorry, Lincoln.
"I went through two husbands in seven years and I've slept with more than enough guys to earn the title of 'queen slut.' And yet when nightfall comes, I sleep in a cold, lonely bed these days. I was kind of hoping that the next time I saw you, you would be looking for a bedmate as well. Seems I can't buy any luck these days."
I resisted the temptation to make a snarky comment, and I was proud of myself for not doing it. Okay, so inside I was feeling really smug. Thank you, Melinda.
We finished our lattes and said our good-byes. When I got home, I gave my wife a sensuous kiss and swung her around like we were celebrating something.
"Wow. Whatever that's for, I'd like a second helping, please," Melinda said.
"Woman, you can have as many helpings as you want," I said with more than a little emotion in my voice.
I then told Melinda about my encounter with Traci. I could tell she wasn't totally pleased when I first mentioned my ex, but she seemed much happier as my story went along. After all, she turned out to be the hero--my hero.
Epilogue
"They" say three's the charm, and "they" apparently know what they are talking about when it comes to my love life. Been a great 25 years so far, and I'm looking forward to more. Thanks to Melinda, the worst four words in the world have turned into the best four words: "I love you, Honey."
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Ray McCallum wasn't the biggest guy to play basketball, but he was one of the best to lace up sneakers in Indiana High School history. At just 5-9, he had led his team, the Muncie Central Bearcats, to the Indiana High School Athletic Association title in 1978, and it looked like he was on the way to doing it a second straight time in late winter 1979.
For the uninitiated, high school basketball was king in Indiana in those years, and there were few Friday and Saturday nights when a high school gym wasn't packed when the local team was playing. Muncie Central had won four state titles heading into the season, and the faithful were hoping McCallum and Co. could make it five.
I was a young sportswriter for the Muncie Star Press in 1979, with boys' basketball as one of my beats. I was one of two full-time sports writers at the paper, and covering boys' basketball was the cherry assignment. I had worked at the paper for four years, and this was my third year doing boys' hoop. At 25, I wasn't too much older than the players I was covering.
I grew up on Long Island, and while I never played ball in high school, I spent a lot of time playing ball on the outdoor courts in the town in which I grew up. Those of us who spent a good part of our teenage years playing on those courts got a lot more time playing than the varsity squad guys, although we didn't have the benefit--or handicap--of having professional coaching. Yeah, we didn't do the drills or organized lifting the varsity squadders did, but they didn't play games for two or three hours every day after school from September through April, when a lot of the guys switched over to playing baseball.
The varsity guys did join us in the summer for the after-dinner games in late July through when school started in September, as the evenings were a little cooler, but even then, they didn't dominate. The star player was still the star player, but the rest of the guys were just regular guys on the outdoor courts. They often got pissed at the rest of us because they weren't accorded what they felt was proper respect, but fuck them, they weren't any better than the rest of us.
I could somewhat relate to most of the Muncie kids playing ball, especially when they found out I grew up playing on the courts in New York.
Throughout the winter I was gone almost every Friday and Saturday night for five to six hours, depending upon if it was a home or away game. It was just the way it was if you were a sports writer in Indiana at that time.
My wife of three years knew what she was getting into when she married me. She worked as an admin for a law firm in Muncie. We met our senior years in college at Iowa State University in Ames, IA, then when she got her job in Muncie, I spent several months sending resumes to nearby newspapers before landing at the Star Press about three months later. We lived together for a year before getting married.
Traci knew and I thought understood that small city newspaper reporters had weird hours and were never going to be at the top of the pay scale. It was a steady job, though, in a field I truly loved.
For her part, Traci worked regular 8-to-5 hours and made better money than I did. We didn't have my money and her money. It was all our money. We were a team, or so I thought.
Traci admitted to me it wasn't always easy. Most of the time, she stayed home and watched television, she said, but every now and then, she and her friends went out to eat, drink and occasionally dance. She always told me when she was going and almost always beat me home. I trusted her, the same way she trusted me when I was out working.
It was a Saturday night and I was on the road for about an hour to cover an away game. The junior varsity game usually started about 75 minutes before the varsity, but due to a flu bug the host junior varsity team was unable to take the floor, truly an amazing development in Indiana. Because the JV was cancelled and there was already a good crowd in the gym, the two schools agreed to start the varsity game about 30 minutes early, another amazing development.
McCallum played his usual great game and Muncie Central was an easy winner. I got my quotes from both coaches, put my stats together and headed out the door. I got back to the office early and practically ran through my story because the win was so lopsided. I was figuratively dancing in my shoes because I was going to get home about 90 minutes earlier than usual. I have to admit I was thinking of some rare post-game sex, something that didn't usually happen for me.
I was literally humming a happy tune as I was about to pull into my driveway, but when I looked left to make the turn I spotted a white Lincoln in the middle of the drive. Perplexed, I backed my Ford Pinto down the block a few hundred yards, parked in front of a neighbor's house and sat and watched.
"Son of a bitch motherfucker!" I yelled to no one as 15 minutes later my front door opened and Jason Lafforge stepped out onto the stoop before leaning back in to give my wife a quick peck on the lips. I only saw Traci briefly--I'm sure she was trying to stay out of sight--but I could see she was wearing a short, shear pink robe that I had never seen before. I literally wretched twice; fortunately nothing came up.
Lafforge was one of the partners of Goldberg Lafforge and Statham, the firm at which Traci had worked for the past four years. I wondered how long the affair had been going on.
I jumped out of my car and ran to my front door after Lafforge pulled out of my driveway. As I stepped into the house, Traci called out from the kitchen, "Forget something, Honey?"
"Yup, I forgot where I put my trustworthy wife!" I called out from the entryway.
I heard the shattering of a glass on the kitchen floor, then a stage-whispered, "Oh shit!" and sobbing.
"What the fuck are you crying about?" I yelled at her when I got to the kitchen. "You're not the one who just found out your spouse has been cheating with a scum-sucking attorney!"
She was standing in the middle of the kitchen floor with pieces of a shattered wine glass around her feet, cum leaking down her thighs from underneath her short robe.
"You piece of shit! How long has this been going on?!" I shouted.
She seemed rooted to the spot on which she stood, and had apparently gone mute.
"Ah fuck. It's just glass, you bitch. I'll get the God-damned Shop Vac."
I went to the utility closet, got the Shop Vac and sucked up the shards after picking up the big pieces. Traci started to leave the room, probably to go upstairs and shower.
"Where the fuck do you think you're going, Slut?!" I yelled. "Sit your cheating ass down at the table."
"I-I-I..." she stuttered, then sat down.
I noticed she was still leaking his cum.
"How long has this been going on, Slut?" I asked as I pulled a beer out of the refrigerator.
She studied her folded hands on the table for a good 30 seconds.
"Four months," she practically whispered. "Whenever you go to a road game, or on girls' nights out. Wh-wh-why are you home so early tonight?"
"Wh-wh-why were you fucking this guy?" I asked in mock imitation of her stupid-ass question.
"It was good sex," she answered. "Jason's handsome and we kinda have a thing for each other. We were going to see how it played out before telling you."
"And I messed that up by showing up early because a fucking JV basketball game was cancelled. How fucking rude of me.
"Now go upstairs and take a shower... after you clean the cum you dripped off the damned floor."
When I heard the shower running, I went upstairs to survey the damage. She hadn't had time to clean up the mess she and her fuckbuddy made of our marital bed. I grabbed some stuff out of my closet and drawers and went into our guest bedroom. There was no way I was ever sleeping in that bed again.
I heard Traci moving around our bedroom before poking her head into the guestroom. Before she could say anything, I yelled out, "Leave me the fuck alone. We'll talk tomorrow, Slut."
She quickly jumped back out of the room. Surprisingly, I slept like a brick.
By the time I got downstairs Sunday morning after showering, Traci had prepared a sumptuous breakfast of Belgian waffles and bacon. When I walked into the kitchen, she put a hot cup of coffee next to each of our plates. I assumed she was ready to talk.
"So have you pulled yourself together yet, Dan?" she asked.
Wait. What? Have I pulled myself together? I wasn't the one cheating.
"Oh, I'm together, Babe. You're the one that better be talking... and quick," I answered.
"Well... I'm not really sure what you're thinking. Divorce? I don't think that's the first thing we have to talk about. I think we have some other options."
I was incredulous! If my mouth wasn't hanging wide open, I would have been shocked.
"Actually I see three options for this, Babe," I said, seeing her break into a slight smile. "Divorce, divorce and, of course, divorce."
Her smile faded.
"Did I ever deny you any love, or anything in the bedroom? If you hadn't come home early, you still wouldn't know, and it would be, 'Ignorance is bliss.' Can't we just go back to that, at least for a while, so we can all see how this works out? Then we can all have an adult conversation, instead of yelling and screaming like savages."
"Oh, pardon me, I guess I'm just not as refined as your fucking lawyer. We low-level journalists can't help ourselves. Hell, we've just recently learned how to eat with utensils."
"Jee-sus, you're such a puss, Dan. How about growing a pair of balls?" Traci said around a bite of French toast.
"You do realize you're not helping your cause here, Traci," I responded. "You cheat and yet you think you've earned the right to be a smart-ass.
"So when did you stop respecting me, Traci? Married four years and I'm not enough for you?"
Nothing really got settled, but only because family attorneys don't work on Sundays. I don't think Traci really had any clue as to how I felt, because not only didn't she apologize for cheating, she didn't even apologize for hurting me. Surely that would have been the first thing she could have at least done.
Work on Monday was a godsend. I did take 10 minutes to fill in my boss on what was happening, and I asked if he knew a good family attorney. He had divorced about 10 years earlier, so of course he knew a good family attorney. Surprisingly, he recommended the attorney his wife used.
"She cooked my attorney's ass. Are you kidding? The next time I get divorced, I'm using her," he said, only half in jest.
Still, I knew there was only so much that she could really do. Indiana was now a no-fault state, and beside, we just didn't have much to split. We were more than upside-down in the house. At the least, though, I knew Julie-Anne Howard wasn't going to take shit from whichever attorney Jason Lafforge picked from his firm to represent Traci.
I spent the day doing my usual, which included taking a couple of photos. The Star Press was a mid-sized paper, and every now and then both of our regular photographers were booked or out on an accident or fire when another photo assignment came up. In addition to my writing duties, I was also the swing photographer, something I really enjoyed. Worth Anderson, the paper's top photographer, spent a couple of hours showing me all things photo one day, and I had picked up a used Pentax Spotmatic that I kept with me all the time for both work and personal use. The camera looked like it had been used to fend off attackers, but it was like a Timex watch. It "took a licking but kept on clicking" to corrupt the Timex mantra. The new-fangled "automatic" cameras were just coming into play, but the Spotmatic was completely manual. Additionally, the camera's light meter was broken, but Worth taught me a system to figure outdoor exposures without a light meter, and I got pretty good at it.
Two weeks later Traci was served divorce papers at work. I knew when I went in the door that night that there was going to be hell to pay. What I didn't expect was that Lafforge would be in the house with Traci when I got home. I spotted his Lincoln in the middle of the driveway, so I had to park my Pinto on the street instead of my spot in the garage as usual. I figured he did it just to piss me off; it worked.
"Just fuck you, Dan! Just fuck you!" Traci screamed at me when I got all the way in the house and closed the front door.
"Well, Dickbreath, I'd say it was good to see you, but why lie?" I said to Lafforge, who grimaced but said nothing. "Last time I saw you, you were running down Traci's legs."
I grabbed a beer from the fridge as Traci continued to harangue me, then her lover figured he'd get in his two cents worth.
"If you think you're funny, you're not!" he shouted at me as he came toward me menacingly.
I sized him up as he moved. We were about the same height and weight, but I worked out two to three times a week and he looked like the heaviest thing he lifted was his briefcase. I also knew that a good defense was to beat the piss out of him as quickly as possible, so I put the beer on the kitchen counter and turned to face him, making my hands into fists.
"Think hard about this, Fuckhead! I work for a living. If you force me to hit you, I'm not going to stop until you're on the ground not moving. And then for the first time in my life, I'm going to have to hit a woman... just to protect myself, of course."
Traci's eyes got wide as she took a step back. Fuckhead pulled up immediately.
"That's much more sensible, children," I said smugly. "Now, unless you've got something lawyerly to say, you need to leave. I still owe you."
"He's here with me. This is still half my house," Traci said as she mustered up some courage.
"No doubt about that, Traci, at least for a while longer. But I can't guarantee that he won't get on my nerves. And if that happens, all bets are off."
I don't have any idea what kind of arrangements Traci and Lafforge made, but since I didn't agree to be their willing cuckold, the divorce was final in six months, five months after Ray McCallum led Muncie Central to a second straight hoop title. I moved into a small apartment in Muncie.
You just can't turn off love like you can electricity, so I have to admit that while I hated what Traci had done, I still loved her somewhat. I also missed having someone to come home to every night.
I learned to cook for myself in the ensuing months because I couldn't afford to eat out on a regular basis and I got tired of eating Pop-Tarts at every meal. I never got used to being alone, though, and after about two months I went to a nearby animal shelter and rescued what the shelter workers said was a 2-year-old German Shepherd mix that was turned in by its previous owners when the family's husband lost his job. The dog was potty-trained, beautiful and seemed smart, and if I didn't take him he would have been put down in 16 more days. The shelter held on to animals for 60 days, but when they were full the animals that were there the longest were euthanized.
The dog's name was Leo, and he quickly became my best friend and almost constant companion. It was great to come home to someone who was always happy to see me at the end of the day, whether it was a good day or a bad day, whether it was a regular day or a long one.
Muncie was a pretty decently sized city, sitting about halfway between Fort Wayne and Indianapolis. Between the three cities, there was always plenty to do and explore. I even dipped my toe back into the dating scene. Some of those dates resulted in me bringing a young lady back to my apartment, which irritated Leo because on the nights I had a woman with me, Leo couldn't sleep in his usual spot at the end of my bed. I loved the pup, but the rules were simple: when I had a partner, he was on the floor next to the bed, no matter how much he whined and whimpered.
One of Leo's favorite activities was going to the nearby park to play catch. I had a good arm in my day, and even though I was 27, I could still heave it a long way. Leo would head off doing his best impression of a greyhound a hundred yards away, snatch up the old tennis ball and then hightail it back to me. He could do that two dozen times before finally getting tired. My arm would practically be falling off the next day. I really loved that dog.
Because it gets hot in Indiana in the summer, I took Leo to the park early on a beautiful Saturday morning, and we played our usual game of fetch. About 15 throws in, a young woman and a girl started walking across the field about 20 yards in front of me, apparently unaware that Leo was scampering back toward me at full speed, soggy ball in mouth. He was charging right at me, only seeing me, when he got to within five yards of the woman and child, and he must have suddenly seen the two. He quickly veered a bit to the right and when he passed by the walkers about a foot away, he startled the woman, who suddenly pulled up short, stumbled and fell down.
I felt like shit when I saw it happen, and I rushed over to the fallen woman while Leo followed behind, trying to give me his ball to throw again. She looked more shocked than injured, but I apologized about four times in two minutes while helping her up.
I took her by her right elbow, and while lifting her to her feet looked into the most beautiful pair of green eyes I had ever seen. She then shook her head to clear her thoughts, I guess, making her thick brown hair flip then flop before settling into bangs down to her eyebrows in front, closely framing her face and falling down to her shoulders. She looked up into my eyes and we shared a moment before the girl with her came up and asked if she was okay.
"I-I-I'm good, I think," the woman answered. "What was that blur that ran past me?"
By this time, Leo had come up to the three of us, dropped his ball and sat down. If I didn't know any better, I'd say he had a guilty look on his face.
"I'm sorry, miss. That was my dog streaking past you. He's pretty fast, and he gets kind of single-minded when we play fetch," I said.
She looked past my hip and saw Leo doing his best "good dog" routine.
"It's a good thing you're cute, or I'd really be pissed," she said to Leo, who gave her his patented goofy grin in return.
"How about I take you two over to the ice cream shop across the street to make it up to you?" I asked.
"Wait a minute. Are you using this dog to scope out women?" she said, frowning at first before her green eyes lit up and her mouth curled up into a huge smile.
I relaxed at that, and looked sideways at Leo.
"That's a great plan," I said. "I wish I would have been smart enough to think of it before this."
I bought ice cream cones for the three of us. The woman introduced herself as Kim, and the girl as her kid sister, Elvira. Upon a second look, Elvira looked like a miniature version of her older sister, except with long red hair and light freckles.
We sat down on a park bench and talked for about 15 minutes before Kim said the pair needed to go. I asked for her phone number. Elvira giggled. Kim took a pen out of her purse and wrote the digits on my hand.
I played it cool and waited a day before I called her.
"What took you so long?" she joked, I hoped.
Kim Hale was a 23-year-old bank teller. She had graduated from Michigan State University a year before with a degree in finance. She still lived at home with her parents and her sister. Although she was 14 when her sister was born as an "oops child," the pair were extremely close, Kim said, and often hung out together. I compared it to the relationship Leo and I had.
I told Kim that I was divorced on our first date, but I didn't tell her the full story until our third date. She teared up as I told her the details, and for a minute I thought I blew it, but it turned out she was a very empathetic person and was actually getting emotional thinking about the pain I endured.



"I don't know how one person could do that to another," she choked out. "My parents have been married for 26 years, and I think they are more in love today than when they got married. I remember when Mom got pregnant with Elvie; Dad was in heaven. I know a lot of people might have thought about an abortion at that point, but I don't think it was ever an option for my folks. They just have so much love to give. I hope someday I can find that."
Although it had been almost three years since my divorce, I wasn't sure I was ready for that kind of commitment just yet, but I figured there was no reason to voice that thought out loud. I'd just take it one date at a time and see where this led.
Elvira actually accompanied us on a couple of our dates. Kim was really tight with her sister, and I have to admit she grew on me quickly. She was adorable and quick-witted and her total devotion to Kim intrigued me. Their closeness drew me into a closeness with Elvie, as well. She would come over and hang out with me, even if Kim was doing something at the time. Kim encouraged me to get closer to Elvie. She didn't want her sister resenting me for "taking Kim away from her." Instead, it served to give me--an only child--someone I considered to be a sibling.
I'm sure when we were together people probably thought Elvira was my daughter and Kim my young wife. I caught some women in particular giving both Kim and I the once-over. I know she passed the test; I wonder how they viewed me.
Kim was fine with me taking things slow, and she loved the dates when we took Elvira. We didn't rush the physical part either. In fact, we didn't have sex until our 10th date. We took a long weekend in Indianapolis, and on the second night we did dinner and a show. We were staying in separate rooms, but we didn't use one of them that night. The hotel downtown was close enough that we walked back hand-in-hand from the show, and I knew we were both feeling the electricity between us.
When we got back to the hotel, we headed to my room. We started kissing and Kim's hands started to roam down my body. I took that as a sign, so my hands started roaming as well. Her C-cup boobs felt great in my hands before I cupped her ass cheeks through her dress. I'm not sure how, but we somehow got to the queen bed, and proceeded to use every inch of it. I slowly removed every stitch of her clothing and made sure to appreciate every body part that came into sight. I kissed down her body, starting at her lips, and wound up licking the back of her knees. She gave a shiver, and then I kissed and licked my way up to her very wet pussy.
I gently rubbed her vaginal lips with my fingers, then slowly placed one and then a second finger inside, gently rubbing the rough nerve endings of her G-spot and causing her to moan and shake. I moved my fingers in and out several times, eventually causing a small orgasm. I then dove into her insides with my tongue, and within 30 seconds she shrieked and locked her thighs around my head. I waited for her orgasm to subside so I could pull my face back enough to get a fresh breath of air, then dove back in with glee. She tasted sweet yet musky, and I brought her to three more shrieking orgasms before she insisted I mount her.
"P-p-please Dan. Oh God, please. Climb up here and make love to me."
I didn't need to be told twice. We took our time to hit our stride, then she locked her legs around my waist and we picked up speed. We came together about 20 minutes later.
We cuddled and laid together for about 30 minutes, then I felt her reach down and rub my flaccid prick. It wasn't flaccid a minute later, and this time I made her get on all fours and took her doggy, at least to start. We eventually moved to the edge of the bed, where I flipped her over and put her legs up with her heels over my shoulders, getting inside her as deep as I could go. Judging by her screams, she really liked that. She came twice before I finally let loose.
We fell asleep entwined and woke the same way. I knew right away that I wanted to do that with this woman for the rest of my life, if she'd have me.
I proposed to Kim a month later, and she made me the happiest man on the planet when she accepted my diamond ring. We were married a year later. At just 10 years old, Elvie was her sister's maid of honor.
No one gets rich working at a medium-sized newspaper, but I was doing okay for myself and Kim had been promoted at the bank, so we decided to stay in Muncie after we got married. This made her parents, Larry and Arlene Warner, very happy.
Larry and Arlene were every bit the great couple Kim described them to be, and we hit it off well. They were really great in-laws. Elvie, of course, was a great sister-in-law. She hung out over at our place a lot, which was fine with both Kim and I. In fact, I took Elvie with me on several photo assignments as she expressed an interest in photography. I taught her everything I knew about the craft, and I thought she had a real talent for it. In that regard, she was the exact opposite of Kim, who couldn't seem to shoot anything in focus.
At this point I had a fairy tale life. I've always been a realist, and I was waiting for the other shoe to drop. So what happened next was a huge surprise.
It was yet another boys' basketball season. It was a long drive to an away game, and as usual I got in about midnight. It was almost déjà vu when I went to turn into my driveway and found a car parked right in the middle.
"Son of a bitch!" I shouted to no one again.
I backed up the car and parked in front of the house, absolutely furious. Then I took a look at the car in the driveway. Although I didn't recognize the vehicle, it had Pennsylvania plates. My parents lived in Pennsylvania, but why would they be here unannounced on a Saturday night?
I was sweating profusely. I was angry beyond belief. I ripped open the door expecting the worst... and was greeted by six people shouting, "Hey Daddy! About time you got home."
"What the f...?" I yelled, suddenly feeling numb. It got quiet in my head for a moment, then I realized what the six had said.
"Daddy?" I hazily repeated.
Kim approached and wrapped me in a deep hug.
"In about six months, Honey," she said quietly into my ear.
I screamed something unintelligible in my celebration.
I spent the next three months getting the baby's room ready in our small house.
I got the call about three in the afternoon. Kim had been taken by ambulance to Ball Memorial Hospital after passing out at the bank. When I got to her room, she was out, with a bunch of cables running into her arms.
"We're not sure exactly why it happened, but your wife suffered a miscarriage," Dr. Hiram Lefkowitz told me. "She'll be okay, at least physically, in a couple of weeks. But this is going to take a toll mentally. I can give you the name of a therapist."
The therapist, a Dr. Joan Cullibrant, was a godsend, because losing the baby was tough on both of us. We spent a couple of weeks gingerly walking around each other on eggshells, but Dr. Cullibrant made us see that the way to healing was not being quiet around each other, but sitting down together and communicating. I will be in that woman's debt forever.
Although we kept trying, we never did have a child. I guess there's a reason for everything.
On a rare weekday off, I decided to make my famous veal parmigiana for dinner for Kim, Elvie and me. Kim picked up Elvie, now 13, on the way home from work, where Kim was now an assistant vice president. I had been in the kitchen for several hours, working on the parm, spaghetti and garlic bread. Personally, I thought I outdid myself. It was delicious, and there weren't many leftovers. Since I cooked, Kim and Elvira had clean-up duty.
"Really, Dan? You managed to use every pot and pan we have?" Kim smart-mouthed as she and her sister cleaned up.
Elvie remained silent, but when Kim turned around she stuck her tongue out at me and crossed her eyes. I shook my finger at her until Kim started to turn her head.
I took Elvira home a couple of hours later. As Kim and I were getting ready for bed later on, she had a pain in her stomach. Nothing big, she said, probably just a little indigestion.
"Should have put a helping of Alka-Seltzer on the menu," she wisecracked.
"Oh shit. You're never going to let me live this one down, are you?" I asked.
Kim's indigestion was back again two days later. More wisecracks. More apologies from me. More Alka-Seltzer.
When the indigestion stayed for yet another day, I insisted she see her doctor. That led to an X-ray, and two days later we were sitting in the doctor's office while he explained that she had a small mass in her stomach. He scheduled a biopsy for a week later.
I knew things weren't good when the doctor came out and told me it would be best for everyone if we waited for Kim to wake up and clear the anesthesia before he talked to us. Two hours later my worst fears were confirmed: she had cancer all throughout her body, and the doctor just closed the incision. Kim had less than a year to live, and the best we could do was make her comfortable. Both of us cried like babies for the next hour before we called our parents and gave them the horrible news. Then we cried for another hour.
Kim's parents and Elvie came to the hospital the next day, and we all discussed our limited options. I had to continue to work because we couldn't afford not to have any money coming in, but my boss was understanding and said he would give me time off unpaid as I needed it. Larry was in the same place with his job as I was, but Arlene and he decided she could leave her job to help take care of Kim as much as possible, with help from an in-home nursing service as time went on. Elvie, too, volunteered to help as much as possible. I felt extra-bad for Elvie: only 13 and having her best friend and sister destined for death.
It was both a blessing and a curse, but the doctor's estimate of Kim's condition was way wrong. Seems that opening her up made the cancer metastasize at an incredible rate, and just seven weeks later she was back in the hospital at death's door. When her kidneys started to fail and her lungs started filling with fluid, I knew the best thing I had going in my life was about to leave this earth. She was in pain and groggy for much of the last dozen hours. I was sitting in a chair next to the bed holding her hand and rubbing her arm, trying not to let her see me cry, when she whispered to me.
"Baby, don't cry for me too long," she said. "We had a good run, just a little shorter than I think we both planned. I'm sorry I couldn't give you children to help you remember me. You're too young to go without someone to love you; please don't lock yourself away from love. I will be patiently waiting for you."
As her eyes closed, I managed to croak out, "I love you, Babe." I stood up, leaned over her and planted a soft kiss on her lips. I'd like to believe I saw a small smile on her face as she breathed her last.
My in-laws really went to the wall to help me get through the pain and show me they loved me, inviting me over to dinner frequently and making sure I didn't spend too much time sitting home alone. Elvira spent weekends with me from time to time, and her teenage goofball antiques certainly put a smile on my face from time to time. I couldn't help but notice that she looked even more like Kim as her light freckles began to fade away.
Being alone, so to speak, gave me the impetus to take the next step in my career. Normally, the goal is to keep moving up in the profession every few years, but I put the two of us ahead of my career goals and stayed in Muncie. Now, I applied for and got a sports writing job at the Columbus Dispatch in Columbus, OH. Since I was low man on the totem pole, I got high school sports as my main coverage in the winter, and the Triple A baseball team, the Columbus Clippers, as my spring and summer coverage. Columbus, by the way, is the home of the Ohio State Buckeyes, and the top writer had them for both football and men's basketball.
I didn't see Kim's parents and Elvie much after I moved to Columbus for the first year, but Elvie chose Ohio State for college, so she spent a lot of time over at my apartment the next year. I had always considered Elvira like a little sister, and was very glad to have her with me whenever she wanted to hang out. Otherwise it was back to just me and Leo.
I knew Elvie was a beautiful young woman, but I didn't quite realize how beautiful because I had always considered her like a little sister. Not only did she look like a red-headed Kim, but she was built very similar to her sister. That was as far as I saw things, though, because first, she was Kim's little sister, and second, she was 18 years old to my 39.
I had bought a Pentax K-1000 camera to go along with my ancient Spotmatic, and Elvie and I would hit the Columbus Zoo and museums in the area to take photos. We'd go out to eat after a day of shooting, and we spent hours talking about everything.
Elvie apparently saw our relationship differently than I did, because a few months into the school year she started staying over on my sofa occasionally. I didn't necessarily have a problem with that, but I tried to persuade her to do more with her schoolmates and soak up the college experience. What I said apparently didn't matter much, though, because she didn't spend any less time with me.
I had given Elvira a key to my place so she could come over whenever she wanted, even when I was working. I got in my usual late Friday night time, and Elvie was sitting on the sofa drinking a glass of red wine and crying. Even though she was only 18, I didn't have a problem with her having a glass or two of wine, and I assumed she was crying because she was watching what looked like some sort of a chick flick. I plopped down on the sofa next to her with my own glass of wine.
"So how's your love life?" I joked when I sat down.
She looked stricken, then started to cry harder. Being a typical man, I was completely lost. I scooted over on the sofa, slid my left arm behind her and pulled her into a tight hug. She cried for another few minutes, then looked up at me, waiting for me to look back at her before she started to speak.
"Don't tease me, Dan. You know I don't have a love life. You know I'm waiting for you to get over mourning my sister. She always told me you were the best man she knew, and she asked me to watch over you after she was gone."
I sat there in complete shock for what seemed like minutes.
"Please, Dan," she whispered.
I thought long and hard about Kim and how close she and Elvie were. I wasn't sure Elvie was breathing while I was thinking. I must have thought for a good minute before I realized Elvira was right. I picked her up in my arms and carried her into the bedroom, laying her down gently on my bed. I put my lips on hers, and she sucked my tongue into her mouth. I thought back quickly; Elvie was 16 when Kim died. Surely Kim wouldn't have talked that much to her little sister.
We kissed hard for another couple of minutes, then I slowly began to undress her. With the exception of some light freckles on her upper chest and some wispy red pubic hair, the body looked and felt awfully familiar. It was a little more than weird, and a couple of times I had to shake my head to clear it.
I started by gently pulling on her erect nipples, then I ran my tongue up her jawline to her collarbone, causing her to lightly squeal. I nibbled her shoulder, then licked down the right side of her body to her hip, which I bit solidly. I ran a couple of fingers up and down her pussy before tickling her hard clit. She cried out and came at that point.
I next put my face up to her slit and gave a slow lick from her opening to her clit, causing another orgasm to rumble through her. My next parry was to stick my tongue as far as I could get it inside her pussy, resulting in yet another "O." Then I looped my tongue around her clit and sucked it into my mouth for about 15 seconds, and she tried to break my neck by bucking hard with her hips and legs. I took a peek up to her eyes and they were rolled back in her head, with just the whites showing. When she came out of her stupor, I crawled up to line up my hard dick at her opening and I immediately felt some resistance.
My God, I hadn't considered that Elvie would be a virgin! I had only done one other virgin, about a hundred years ago, it seemed. I was just an 18-year-old kid then, so I really had no idea what to do with a virgin. I was a 39-year-old man this time, and I knew I could do much better. I did, and Elvie got off twice more before going just about comatose.
I lay in bed cuddling Elvira while she slept. Surprisingly, I didn't feel guilty for having sex with Kim's sister. I did feel guilty for having sex with Larry and Arlene's younger daughter.
It took me a few minutes to sort things out when I woke up wrapped around a woman who both looked and smelled like Kim, except for the long red hair. Then I remembered the last night, and I gently kissed Elvie's shoulder. I slowly moved some of her hair to create an opening to her neck, then I licked it as she shrugged involuntarily. She turned to face me, then kissed me gently yet passionately. We then did round two.
We spent the rest of the weekend in bed, occasionally making forays into the kitchen to eat. It wasn't all about sex, though, as we talked about everything in our lives, especially Kim. I also told her about my first marriage and divorce, and how Kim's love had both saved me and brought me back to life. She admitted Kim had told her some of the Traci saga, but had made her promise to never bring it up to me. It was Kim's mission in life to keep me upbeat and happy, she told Elvie.
We made love once in the morning and a second time in the afternoon. Considering I hadn't made love in two years prior to the night before, four times in less than 24 hours had taxed my 39-year-old body. I realized that while I was only seven years older than Kim, I was 21 years older than Elvira. That was more than a little significant. As if to emphasize my point, I promptly fell asleep.
When I woke up about an hour later, Elvie had a leg and an arm draped over me. I couldn't tell if she was asleep or awake, so I hesitated to move. She must have felt me wake, because she pulled back a bit and looked me in the eyes.
"Sorry Baby, but I'm an old man compared to you. I needed a nap," I said.
"Did I wear you out?" she asked innocently. "Not sorry."
She giggled. Elvie always had a great giggle. I used to really like it when she and Kim would get to giggling. They'd do something goofy, and set each other off. When they got like that, the laughing would go on for 10, 15 minutes.
She must have been reading my mind.
"I know you miss her, Dan. I do, too." Elvira said. "But honestly, I'm not trying to replace her. She was her, and I'm me. But we talked about things a lot, and I hung around with you guys enough to see why she loved you so much. I want that, Dan, and I'm sure you can be the one to give that to me like you gave it to Kim. Please, give us a chance.
"But Elvie, I'm 21 years older than you. You deserve somebody that can keep up with you. When you're in your sexual prime 10 years from now, I'll be 49 and on my downhill slide," I said.
"Was it all about sex for you and Kim? I don't think so. I expect the same for you and me. Besides, they have pills for that sort of thing, and I don't think that magic tongue of yours has an expiration date, does it?"
"Well then, we can give this a shot, but I want you to really think about this," I responded. "I would much prefer we end this as friends before either one of us does something to hurt the other. Remember, I've been there, done that once before."



She kissed me passionately again, and once again reached for my dick.
Larry and Arlene knew that Elvira spent a lot of time over at my apartment, but they weren't aware that Elvie was basically living with me until the school year ended. About a week before, Elvie told her parents she was going to stay in Columbus for the summer, and would be moving in with me.
"Ahhh," was all Arlene said to her on the phone, Elvie told me.
That told me the four of us needed to meet for what I was sure was going to be a very awkward meeting. I was hoping that the love the four of us shared for each other would help move this along easier.
Elvie was incredibly upbeat and chatty during the drive from Columbus to Muncie, while I have to admit I hadn't been this tense since I was 15 and asked Mary Lou Kelly out for my first date.
I got my usual big greeting from Larry and Arlene when we got to Muncie. Still, I couldn't quite look the pair directly in the eyes.
Larry got both himself and me a bourbon and the four of us sat in the living room exchanging pleasantries for a few minutes before Elvie jumped into the crux of the meeting with both feet.
"We want to get married and we want your permission," Elvira announced to her parents.
That wasn't exactly how I saw this meeting going. I looked at my in-laws with raised eyebrows.
"Dan, you know we love you to death, but are you sure you're not looking to find Kim Junior? You know that wouldn't be fair to either one of you. Plus she's so much younger than you..." Arlene stated.
"I tried telling her some of that..." I said.
"I love him!" Elvie interrupted. "And I don't want to wait so somebody else can get their hooks in him. You know Kim always said he was a great guy, and I totally agree."
"Okay, how about you, Dan?" Larry chuckled.
"It's so familiar... and so different," I said. "But I do love her, and if you'll have me as your son-in-law again..."
"Not again... still!" Arlene gushed.
We set the wedding for the summer after Elvira's sophomore year at Ohio State. Larry and Arlene agreed to pay for the remainder of Elvie's schooling as long as we agreed that we would wait for her graduation before trying for children.
Elvie and I agreed amongst ourselves that we would wait for her to be at her job for one year before trying for children. She was in the payroll department at one of the larger factories in the Columbus area, and she wanted to get a solid foundation before having to take off on maternity leave.
It turned out Elvie didn't get pregnant for two years after she started working. Kimberly Gayle came into the world at 7 pounds, 1 ounce, featuring her mother's red hair but the same green eyes that her namesake had.
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She was a goddess. I was a geek.
It shouldn't have happened even once, let alone twice.
They will remain as two of the greatest memories of my life.
Memories that until now had never been revealed to anyone else. Memories that I had kept to myself for 32 years.
Maurice Ramrocky died earlier that day, freeing me from a promise that I made 32 years ago. A promise I made so I could keep on living.
Thirty-two years ago, I slept with Maurice's ex-girlfriend twice. He found out about it, kicked the living shit out of me and threatened to kill me if I ever went near her again or talked about what happened. When I awoke from the concussion, I figured he was serious, and indeed, stayed away from her for all these years and never told another soul about sleeping with her.
Maurice didn't even wind up marrying the woman, breaking up with her even before our hook-ups, but I wasn't taking any chances--ever. Maurice was 6-5, 240 pounds and played Division I football for Michigan State. I am 5-10, 175, after lifting religiously for 32 years, and the closest I ever came to Division I football was sitting in my TV room watching on Saturdays in the fall.
The woman in question was named Traci-Gayle Bilyew, 32 years ago. Last I heard, her name had changed to Traci-Gayle Rollins. I haven't seen her since before my unfortunate run-in with her ex-boyfriend. My health has definitely looked up since that encounter, so, no, I wasn't going to go looking for her.
My name is Reynolds Spencer. I'm called Spence by most people. In high school I was one of those faceless, nameless kids in a school of 2,500. Schools stratify into the popular kids, the smart kids, the jocks, the kids who got in trouble all of the time and then the rest of us--2,200 kids in the middle.
I was also one of the smallest guys in my class. I graduated at 5-6, 117 pounds. While I didn't think I was that bad looking, the girls in my school had a lot of choices when it came to guys, and a guy my size wasn't high up on the list. I also tended to be on the quiet side as a way not to draw attention.
Oh, yeah, then there was the hair. That was the one thing that Traci-Gayle and I had in common. I had a shoulder-length dark brown natural, and T-G had a mid-back-length black natural. In the 1970s, there were a number of white people who got perms for Afros; there were also a number of kinky-hair people who had the "Jew 'Fro," a small picked out white Afro. Then there was my hair: under normal circumstances, a true natural; under humid circumstances, a full Afro, no perm needed.
To some in school, I was "the kid with the hair;" to others, I had to be biracial. Either way, the hair was just one more reason for girls not to think that highly of me.
It's not like I had zero dates in high school. I just didn't have a lot, and almost no repeats. So, as my high school career was coming to an end, yes, I was still a virgin.
Prom was rolling around in two months. I had two potential dates lined up, one my choice, the other the choice of several friends who were trying to fix me up. Diana Ballesteros was a short, slightly chubby, dark-haired girl with big brown eyes and a bubbly personality, the kind of girl who had a bunch of friends of both genders. My friends thought I should ask Joyce Salters, a nice kid with wavy blonde hair who rarely went out with anybody, but seemed to be friends with everyone.
I thought long and hard about whom I was going to ask. Prom was a big deal back in the day, and was usually a weekend-long event involving the prom, a meal at a nice restaurant and some sort of outing the next day. It was common to spend $200 or more for the weekend, a lot of money for a kid in those days. Of course, everyone knew that prom weekend was a great opportunity to get laid.
While Diana was my personal choice, my friends thought I should ask Joyce because they knew nobody else would ask her, and she was so nice everyone wanted her to have a prom weekend. I thought Joyce was a great kid, but if I was going to spend that kind of money, I really wanted to go with my top choice. Unfortunately for me, my top choice turned me down in favor of Billy Sullivan. I was crushed, and decided I wasn't going to go at all. My friends really put on a big push for Joyce, but I just didn't want to go at all once Diana turned me down.
Since all of my close friends had dates, I knew prom weekend was going to be a quiet time for me. I had grown okay with that. My plan was to hit a movie Friday night by myself--the ultimate loser move. So much for lifetime memories... until the impossible happened.
After parking my mom's 1972 Ford LTD in the parking lot at the movie theater, I was heading in when I spotted her standing off to the side of the entrance. It was a nice May evening, and she was standing there in short shorts and a thin blue top--obviously braless. I know I did a double-take, and I'm pretty sure I drooled. What was Traci-Gayle Bilyew doing standing there by herself dressed casually when the prom was about to start? Where was her boyfriend, Maurice? Something wasn't adding up.
"Hey, Traci-Gayle. What are you doing here? Why aren't you at the prom with Maurice?" I asked as I walked up to her.
She started to look at me like I was vermin, then her expression changed to one of sadness. She knew me about a minute's worth, mostly because goddesses like her didn't hang out with geeks like me.
"You okay?" I asked.
I could see the wheels turning in her head. I assumed she was trying to decide if she should tell me the truth or make up a lie. Considering who I was in her life--nothing--I guess she figured she could tell me the truth.
"No, I'm not okay," she practically whispered. "Maurice dumped me last week and he's at the prom with Mahalia Freeman. I was just thinking of going into the theater. There's absolutely no one around to do anything with."
Yes, I totally understood where I fit into T-G's life. You get used to it after a while.
"Well, how about we both do nothing together and watch the movie? I'll buy," I said.
She looked around almost as if she was hoping nobody was seeing us together. Fortunately for her, it was just the two of us in front of the theater.
"Might as well," she said. "Awfully nice of you to buy."
I bought our tickets, snacks and drinks. We sat in the back row in the sparsely-filled theater. I couldn't tell you what the movie was because we spent the whole flick whispering back and forth. I was in heaven. I had never before been this close for this long to someone so beautiful.
The movie ended about 10, but I didn't want the evening to end. One of my favorite bars was just around the corner, so I invited Traci-Gayle to grab a beer with me. She accepted.
The drinking age in New York in those years was 18. Of course, at my size I always got carded whenever I walked in to any bar. I had been to this bar enough, though, that most of the staff at least knew my name, which impressed Traci-Gayle for some reason. It was obvious that the bartender and our waitress were also impressed with my partner, and Sarah, our waitress, gave me an approving wink when she took our orders.
We split a pitcher of beer, and while we were drinking and talking, the strangest thing happened. Little by little, T-G started shifting her chair closer to mine, and she started getting touch-feely. It was not hard to notice that her nipples were standing proud through her top.
Although I was a geek, I was far from an idiot, so when the opportunity presented itself five minutes later, I snuck a soft kiss from her beautiful, soft, full lips. She didn't recoil in horror, so after another five minutes, I kissed her again, this time a little harder. This time she kissed back. We spent the rest of the time in the bar kissing and drinking beer.
My car was parked in the back of the lot, and we left the bar hand-in-hand. We got into the back seat rather than the front seat because, as I said, I'm not an idiot. The back seat of a Ford LTD was almost as big as a single bed. We lay down, me half on top of her, and resumed our kissing. She was rubbing my back, then pulled my shirt up and off. I took the cue, and her top came off next, revealing her wonderful breasts. They were firm, large, pert and wonderfully sensitive, with areola a couple of shades darker than the rest of her caramel-colored skin. When I gently bit her stiff left nipple, I had to put my hand over her mouth to stifle her scream.
I lifted my head to see if anyone heard us, and seeing no one else in the lot I turned myself around to directly face her wet pussy. I said a silent prayer of thanks to Hugh Hefner. While most of the young males who read "Playboy" were just looking at the photos, I was the geek, reading the articles as well, including the ones that explained the value of being a good pussy eater. Even though I was a virgin, I knew what to do with my mouth on her pussy, and after shoving her panties into her mouth to muffle her yells, I proceeded to eat her to the first half-dozen orgasms I have ever given a woman. I felt like King Kong.
I then turned around, took her panties out of her mouth and kissed her hard, driving my tongue as deep as I could get it in her mouth. I then lined up my dick with her pussy, rubbed it along her pussy lips, and impaled her in two strokes. I felt her pussy pulse around my dick, then she shrieked out another climax before I emptied what felt like a geyser of cum inside her with an animalistic growl.
"Sh-i-i-t-f-u-u-ck! Wow! That was fucking amazing!" I practically screamed.
"Ssshhh!" Traci-Gayle stage-whispered to me.
We laid there in the back seat, panting like sprinters for about five minutes before we figured we should get dressed. We both noticed the rather large wet spot on the seat at about the same time and grinned at each other.
"I guess I know what I'll be doing tomorrow," I said with a huge grin on my face.
"That was absolutely amazing! Maurice has never done that to me. Who taught you how to do that?" Traci gushed in one breath.
I gave her my best smile.
"I'm a geek, remember? I do a lot of reading," I replied.
"Wow!"
Monday morning at school, everyone was talking about the prom and the weekend. I listened quietly to the stories of my friends with a quixotic smile. I might have had the best weekend of all, but my father always told me that a gentleman never talks out of turn.
While I never said a word to anyone about my weekend, I'm sure Traci-Gayle said something to someone, because several of her close friends sought me out Monday morning to say hello and smile knowingly at me, two things that have never happened before. I didn't see T-G at all until lunch time, when she came over to me, took me by the arm and led me over to a quiet corner of the cafeteria. I'm sure virtually everyone in the room did a doubletake when she walked off with me.
"Could we do Friday night again?" she whispered. "I've got permission to use a friend's apartment this Friday so we can be more comfortable."
To say I was shocked was the understatement of the year. Thank you, Hugh Hefner.
"Oh yeah. Oh yeah. Oh fucking yeah!" I whispered back. "Do you maybe want to get something to eat first? I can pick you up."
"Aren't you the gentleman? That would be wonderful," she answered.
Traci-Gayle's father answered the door Friday night when I came calling. He didn't seem pleased as he literally looked down on me. The man was probably 6-6, 250 and had hands the size of meat hooks. His hand completely swallowed mine as I stuck my hand out to return his handshake.
"Well, at least the jockey knows how to shake hands like a man," he said to no one in particular, but particularly to me. I wasn't born yesterday. I knew it was a warning.
I practically forgot everything as Traci-Gayle came to the door. Not yet being the sophisticate I was later to become, I didn't know that what she was wearing was the legendary "little black dress." All I knew was it was fairly tight across her braless boobs and showed an unimaginable amount of gorgeous caramel leg. Easy, boy. Getting killed by her father before the date wouldn't have been a good thing.
Traci chose a soul food restaurant. She could have chosen Pop-Tarts for all I cared. She looked like a walking wet dream, and knowing what was coming later, I was amazed my brain was still working in any capacity.
When I wasn't looking at her boobs as she was breathing or checking out those muscular, toned and impossibly long legs, Traci's big brown eyes looked almost liquid throughout the meal. I knew I was the luckiest man on the face of the earth.
We had barely got in the door to her friend's apartment when T-G laid the first kiss of the evening on me. We were both naked seconds later, and I have to admit that having a regular bed was easier than the back seat of a car for an evening of carnal pleasure.
I remembered what Traci liked best from the last week and went at her pussy like I was a starving man. I added in a couple of new moves like sucking on her clit and using my fingers as well as my tongue. She screamed, she writhed, she locked her thighs around my head. She came multiple times on my face and even twice on my cock before I finally pumped what felt like a gallon of cum inside her. We lay quietly in the afterglow for about 10 minutes, just playing kissy-face, before T-G slid down, took my dick in her mouth and got me hard again.
"I can't take anymore of your mouth, Spence, but make love to me again. Please."
Like I really had a choice. Of course I made love to her again.
I admit to not knowing what Traci-Gayle and I had at that point, but I wasn't too concerned as we laid together whispering sweet nothings to each other. Was it budding love, lust or something else? All I knew at that point was I had two great Friday nights of sex with an absolute goddess. I was going to ride the bus of good fortune until its very last stop.
There was only one problem with my plan: the big fist of Maurice Ramrocky.
Although I still hadn't told a soul about my liaisons with Traci, I knew she had told several of her friends, and I'm guessing that word got back to Maurice, who must have taken exception to his former girlfriend having sex with someone he probably considered a midget. At the time, I didn't see my hooking up with Traci as any concern of Maurice's because he had broken up with her, but I was apparently wrong.
I wasn't paying attention to anything in particular the next Monday morning at my locker when the right side of my face exploded in pain. I was knocked off balance and I heard Maurice threaten my life before I saw a huge fist coming right at my face.
I woke up two days later in the hospital with a broken nose, a fractured cheekbone and a concussion. I missed my graduation.
Maurice was suspended, but that didn't make any difference to him at all. He already had his scholarship to Michigan State, and they certainly weren't going to rescind that offer based on him beating some little kid senseless. That's just the way it was in the '70s.
Traci-Gayle sent over a get-well card, but she didn't try to see me in the hospital. I found out later that Maurice threatened to hurt me more if she didn't stay away from me. He wouldn't dare threaten her because her father would have gotten involved, but her father wasn't going to go to bat for me. I was on my own, and if it's one thing I had learned, it was the art of survival. I stayed away from Traci-Gayle.
Six years later I was at an accounting seminar in Chicago when a familiar face appeared in front of me. Her wavy hair was longer and now auburn, her curves a little bigger. I hadn't seen Joyce Salter since late in our senior year of high school in New York. I had gone to college in Iowa, she had gone to school for the same major in Michigan. I was working for a firm in upstate New York and Joyce was working for a firm in Chicago.
"I know I'm not your first choice, but how about buying an old friend a drink after today's class is over," Joyce crooned as she approached me during a break in the class.
"Wow, you look stunning for a vengeful harpy," I said.
"And you've grown from an ill-advised munchkin into a full-sized despot, I see," she fired back.
At dinner that night, I found out that Joyce knew about all the people who tried to get me to ask her to prom. She told me that she understood why I didn't ask her, but she admitted that high school Joyce was a lot less understanding. I apologized profusely to post-high school Joyce.
At that point in time, there were only three people alive who knew why Maurice beat the fuck out of me, and none of us were talking. Joyce asked me that night if I had any clue about that, and I did what any sane person would do: I lied my ass off.
Dinner that night was the first of many that Joyce and I shared. We shared bodily fluids after our third date. She continued to show me by her actions that I made a huge mistake when I asked Diana to the prom six years earlier.
I found a job in Chicago six months later, and Joyce and I were married a year after that. We've had three beautiful children in the ensuing 25 years.
I never told Joyce about Traci-Gayle. We've never really had a deep discussion about our pre-marriage love lives, and after 32 years, I didn't see the necessity to talk to anyone else about it.
I hadn't seen T-G since our second adventure. I was told she never returned to town after her second year of college someplace in Texas. I've forgotten exactly where she told me.
I will always treasure my short time with her, even if I took a beating in payment for it. I hope her life has turned out as good as mine.
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My wife had a baby today, and my marriage died.
Well, I'm 90 percent sure it died, but I'll get confirmation in a few hours. It normally takes longer than that, but due to the circumstances, the hospital has put a rush on the DNA test. Obviously, I'm pretty sure it won't make a difference.
My phone is blowing up on the table as I sit in a bar 10 minutes from the hospital. I keep looking at the screen, even though I know it won't be the doctor calling me for at least another few hours. The phone calls I'm ignoring are from my wife, my kids and my in-laws. I'm sure they all want to know what the fuck is going on; for that matter, so do I.
The baby is absolutely beautiful, with blonde curls like her mother. She came out seven pounds, 12 ounces and 19 inches long, a perfect full-term infant. Except according to my wife, she was premature by at least six weeks.
Admittedly, I don't have a medical degree, but I am also not a halfwit. A baby born that early wouldn't look that perfect in its development and coloring. My wife lied big-time to me, and now that I take off the blinders of absolute love, I know my biggest fear has come true: the child that she's tried to pass off as mine is actually the progeny of my late best friend.
The waitress leaves my fifth shot of Jack Daniels. At this rate, I'll spend $150 on a bottle that retails for $25. I just don't give a shit. I go back into my coma.
The Three Amigos was a lifetime ago, literally, in Gary's case. He, Traci and I were inseparable from the time our families moved onto the same block within a two-year period when we were about 5 years old. Gary's family and mine moved in the same summer, and Traci's family came in the next spring. Gary and I were already tight by that time, but Traci fit in seamlessly, because at that time she was a total tomboy. She could run faster than I could and was stronger than Gary, and there wasn't a sport or game that we played without her. When the other girls in the neighborhood were playing with dolls, Traci was playing kickball or stickball with Gary and me and the other guys in the neighborhood, and more than holding her own.
Things changed somewhat as we hit our teens. Traci, in particular, changed from a physical standpoint. She went from a skinny blonde girl with long pigtails to a young lady with developing boobs, a shapely butt and legs and flowing silken hair. Gary and I both noticed the changes, but we never said anything out loud for fear of being pounded into the dirt by Traci.
Although we were still inseparable a year later, I certainly didn't mind the rare occasions when Gary wasn't around for some reason or other. Traci and I seemed to be closer, both physically and mentally, at those times, and, in fact, I got my first kiss one summer Sunday afternoon when Gary was out somewhere with his family and Traci and I were sitting together on my porch swing. I don't even remember what we were talking about, but suddenly she leaned over to me and planted a soft kiss on my lips. Her lips were full and soft and tasted like the strawberry ChapStick she used all the time, and my brain suddenly did a very good imitation of a television set losing reception and going completely to snow.
"Wow," I whispered, completely unable to say anything else.
Traci blushed as we locked eyes. I reached over with my left hand and took her right hand in mine and we just sat together and rocked.
Gary was back with us the next day, and if I hadn't been part of the kiss the day before I never would have believed it had taken place. Traci was back to her usual, low-key self, with no hint that anything different had taken place. At one point during the day I even attempted to take her hand in mine, and she very calmly shook mine off. I was perplexed to say the least.
The Christmas dance was approaching our freshman year and I thought it was the perfect time to make an official move on Traci. She, Gary and I were walking home from school when I swallowed hard twice, then asked.
"Um, Trace, if you're not doing anything next month, would you want to go to the Christmas dance with me?"
Traci, who was in between Gary and me as we walked, came to a complete stop, which caused both Gary and me to pull up as well. I noticed Gary had a smirk on his face as we stopped.
"I... uh... ah... I'm already going with Gary. He asked me yesterday, Bobby."
Traci looked uncomfortable, Gary smirked and I felt like somebody had punched me in the stomach.
"Sorry, Bobby. You snooze, you lose," Gary sort of snorted.
I felt two kinds of stupid. First, I never had any inkling that Gary had any thoughts about Traci, and second, because it's one of those unwritten guy code things: you don't mess with another guy's girl, even if I was just finding out.
"Hey, Gar, I didn't mean anything by asking. I didn't know, Bud."
"I get it, Bobby. We're good," he said jovially.
Traci fidgeted and looked uncomfortable during the rest of the walk home. She and Gary engaged in some small talk while I stayed silent.
I didn't ask anybody else to the dance and I didn't go stag. Yes, I did feel betrayed by both of my best friends.
My father saw me moping around the house the night of the dance and knew the reason why. My parents were in our family room watching TV and I was in my bedroom listening to some music on my CD player when I heard a soft knock on my door and my father poked in his head.
"Girls, huh?" he said as he walked in and sat down in the chair at my desk. "Can't live with 'em, but you can't kill 'em either."
I shook my head to clear out the cobwebs. I looked at him like he had just descended from the moon. He gave me that crooked grin I knew so well.
"Thanks, Dad. Good talk," I vocalized.
Without anything more being said between the three of us, The Three Amigos became The Two Amigos and Their Friend after the Christmas dance. We still did things together, but Traci and Gary were now an official couple. They stayed that way throughout high school. I eventually started going out with other girls.
The Two Amigos were finally separated by college. Traci went to Michigan State while Gary went out to UCLA. I also wound up at Michigan State, but due to my own guy code thing, I barely talked to Traci during our freshman year. She seemed perplexed by this development, but I didn't want to be accused by anyone of trying to snipe her from Gary.
Traci's mom actually approached me one day and asked if I was angry with her daughter. Rhonda and Mark Ford were practically like parents to me, and I respected them as much as I did my own parents.
"She misses the way things use to be in the old days, Bobby," Mrs. F said to me.
"Can't ever be that way again, Mrs. F. We're not 7 anymore. And beside, if she's not dating me, than I can't think of anyone better than Gary," I responded.
The situation didn't change our sophomore year, but late in our junior year Traci invited me to be her date for her sorority's formal. I was both surprised and wary.
"Traci, aren't you still dating Gary?" I asked. "I really don't want to get in between you two."
"Gary and I broke up after the summer," she said. "He told me he's going to stay in California after graduation to attend law school, and he didn't want to hold me back for another three years."
"Law school? Gary? I never saw that coming," I said.
Our first date was tentative at best. She asked if I'd consider taking her out for a second date. We kissed on the second date, and on the fourth date we had sex. I noted to myself that she wasn't a virgin, but if she wasn't paying attention, I wasn't either.
We dated for the next two years before we got married. Although I considered against it, Gary was my best man. It was a little uncomfortable for both of us. I mean, having as your best man the guy who was previously dating and fucking the woman you are marrying is not exactly standard operating procedure.
Gary went back to California right after the wedding, and I didn't give him another thought for more than 20 years.
Our daughter, Kaylee, came along two years after we got married. Our son, Jeffrey, was added into the mix another two years later.
We heard that Gary was making a rare appearance home in a few days from my mom. Our parents all still lived on the same block, and Mrs. Prescott told my mom that Gary was coming home to say good-bye. He had cancer and had been given less than a year to live, so he wanted to see his parents while he was still in good shape physically. My mom asked his mom if it would be okay to put together a gathering so he could see some of his old friends and other family. His mom thought that was a great idea.
Gary was in the first stages of his treatment and still looked pretty good, although it was obvious that he was incredibly depressed. He was alone, having been divorced twice and not having any children. He, Traci and I must have spent at least six hours talking about life--his in particular--and how it was going to end. Toward the end of the night, Traci came up with a brainstorm that wound end up eventually shattering our marriage.
"How about if we come out and take care of you until it's time for you to go into hospice care?" Traci asked Gary.
Both Gary and I looked shocked at what Traci was proposing. It was not something she and I had talked about, and at first glance I wasn't sure how we could even make that come about.
"He's our oldest friend, Bobby. Who else should do this?"
"But the docs say I could have several months before I need hospice," Gary noted. "Surely you guys just can't quit your jobs and babysit me. You're paying for two kids in college now."
"I work for a national insurance company that is big on family leave," Traci explained. "Bobby can use his vacation time and get some personal time."
"That's maybe like two months total time, Hon," I said. "That's not enough."
"Well... you could take like a week at a time and stretch that to four months. I can handle it by myself the rest of the time."
I didn't like where this was going. I knew Gary was our oldest friend, but my wife just volunteered to spend several months away from me and our home to take care of him. And since she did it right in front of him, that meant that I'd have to look the biggest bad guy in the world to rescind her offer. Still...
"Traci, that's a bold commitment..." I started to say, but she shot me a withering look while interrupting.
"Then that's settled. That's what we're going to do!"
I swallowed hard and bit my tongue.
I barely walked in the door that night before I exploded.
"What the fuck, Traci? You're just going to abandon me for a half-year or so to play nursemaid to an old boyfriend?!"
"You selfish bastard!" she screamed at me. "That's what this is about? You can't let it go that he slept with me before you!"
I slept in Jeffrey's old bedroom that night.
It took us three days to come to some kind of agreement on helping Gary, which in married-speak means Traci got her way and we did it exactly as she promised Gary. Gary was humbled and appreciative; I can't even guess how many times he thanked Traci and me. I have to admit that I felt a bit like a selfish schmuck after the first month.
I also have to admit that I was fatigued after the first month between working, taking care of my house and helping out Traci taking care of Gary, who had both good and bad days.
Maybe it was because I was tired, but by the second month I sensed something was a little off between Traci and me. I knew she had to be fatigued with all she was doing for Gary--more than I thought was necessary at times--so I didn't spend too much time worrying about that. I was a little more concerned, though, with the little looks Traci and Gary slyly exchanged several times while I was there, sort of like they had their own special language going on.
Things seemed to slide further downhill the next two months. I actually felt like I was imposing on their time together on several occasions. I was also somewhat surprised that Traci seemed slightly reserved in our sexual liaisons. After a week apart, I was ready to jump her bones upon seeing her, but she almost seemed to be bored. Again, I chalked that up to mental and physical fatigue.
I was out of days after four months, and while Gary had deteriorated, I knew he still had some good time left. Traci would have to pull the load by herself, and I would have to accept the fact that I was going to be alone for a month or more.
After I ran out of time off, our daughter Kaylee jumped into the fray to help out, which I thought was great since Gary was her godfather. She spent two different weeks helping out her mom.
Gary had to go into hospice about a month later, and from there it was just another month and he was gone. I flew back out to California one more time for the funeral. Traci was every bit as inconsolable as Gary's parents. Both of his parents thanked Traci and me endlessly for helping Gary. I deflected most of the thanks to my wife.
Traci was almost standoffish to me for the first week when she returned home, which I attributed to grief. Then it was as if a switch was flipped and for the next three weeks we made love or fucked every single day. I felt like a kid again.
A month after our return home, I got the shock of my life when Traci came out of our bathroom holding a positive pregnancy test. Thinking back on it, I should have been shocked that she didn't appear shocked herself, but I was too busy trying to stay upright after her announcement. Traci and I were both 45, our kids were 22 and 20, and wait, wasn't she on the pill?
"I'm sorry, Baby, but I forgot to bring my pills with me to California, and once I got out of the habit of taking them, I never gave it a thought again when I got home. You know neither one of us believes in abortion. We can do this again, you and me."
I heard myself agreeing with her from somewhere inside my head. Holy shit, I was going to be a father again!
I walked around with a stupid grin on my face for about a week. It didn't hurt that just as with her previous pregnancies, Traci's libido was ramped up, and we had sex every night, sometimes twice a night. It was almost too much to take, almost!
When my daughter came home for a long weekend, she and Traci went out for an afternoon of shopping for maternity and baby items; we had long ago discarded and given away everything from our earlier kids. The girls came home giddy and joking, and I must have carried in a dozen bags from the car.
The girls put together a quick dinner and we all laughed as Traci gave us her random thoughts about the difference between the stuff she bought today and what was available a couple of decades ago. She also noted that she didn't feel totally comfortable with all of the maternity clothes she bought because they were all made for women 10 to 20 years younger than her and made her feel a little out of place.
"Well, Mom, you can't help it if you're a MILF and somebody took it literally," Kaylee laughed.
I saw Traci give Kaylee a quick frown as I pondered her comment. It didn't slide past me that Kaylee said "someone" instead of "Dad." That was no throwaway comment, and my stomach began to churn. I remembered some of my feelings of discomfort when I would go to California to help with Gary.
I kept my thoughts to myself but kept my ears open the rest of the weekend. I heard several more comments that I knew had two meanings, and I wondered whether my daughter was trying to direct them at me or my wife. I tried subtly to find out one time Traci was out of the room, as I asked Kaylee how she felt about becoming a sister again after all these years.
I knew she was thinking hard about how she should answer me. Her eyes looked everywhere but at mine for about 30 seconds, then a giggle escaped her lips before she could cover with a fake cough.
"I think it's great that Mom is such a sexy woman and that you are such a stud."
She looked uncomfortable and found a reason to quickly leave the room. I popped two more Rolaids from the roll I had started to carry in the last week.
Traci got larger, and in my opinion, more beautiful every week, despite my continued feelings of unease. I just couldn't put my finger on things, or maybe I just didn't want to put my finger on it.
I was at the office a few months later when I got an unexpected phone call from Traci, who had taken an unpaid leave of absence from her job after being back to work for just three months.
"Hey, Dad, how about giving a girl a lift to the hospital today?" she asked in a sultry voice.
Since as far as I knew Traci was only about six, six and a half months along, and the tone of her voice was incredibly sexy, I wasn't following along with what she was asking me.
"Why the hospital, Hon? Is there something wrong?" I asked with more than a little worry in my voice.
"Well, Babe, my water broke and I'm just too lazy to walk to the hospital," she purred.
"Oh shit!" was all I could think to reply. I grabbed my car keys, ran into my boss's office to tell him my news and ran out to my car.
I lived 15 minutes from my office, but on that day I made the trip in 12 minutes flat. I just kept thinking that Traci was awfully nonchalant considering that she was only six, six and a half months along. I knew that premature birth was not good for the health of the baby.
I couldn't believe how calm Traci was when I got home, but I guess having had two other children gave her that confidence. Me, I was even more nervous than I was with the first two children.
Ten hours later I was the father of a beautiful, perfect second daughter... except that I wasn't. Sick to my stomach wouldn't even begin to explain how bad I suddenly felt.
After the nurse took the baby to clean her off, she started to hand her to me, but instinctively I cringed back, much to the nurse's shock.
"This is a full-term baby, isn't it, Doc?" I asked in little more than a whisper.
He looked at me, then at Traci, who was still being cleaned by another nurse. They exchanged meaningful looks, then I saw Traci give him an almost imperceptible headshake.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Marstley, but I don't have permission to discuss the baby's health with you. You are not on the privacy list. It's a HIPAA thing," he responded.
I'm not proud of myself, but I lost it at that point.
"Fuck HIPAA!" I shouted while he and every nurse in the delivery room jumped back. "If that's my child, I have every right to ask about her health, and if she's not mine and you know it, then you can't legally put my name down on the birth certificate without my permission... and boy... you definitely don't have it.
"Now get me a God-damned DNA test!"
It was deathly quiet as I turned on my heel and walked out of the delivery room, shedding my delivery room gear as I went. I briefly caught sight of my parents and Traci's parents in the delivery room as I walked out of the hospital.
I stuck around in the bar for shots number six and seven, and ate a hamburger. By this point, just about everybody who was anybody in my life had called me, except for the doctor with DNA results. I guessed that Traci didn't want to waste anybody's time, because at this point it was pretty much a done deal. Ah, fuck.
I guess seven shots of Jack and a ton of stress trumps having your wife give birth to another man's baby, because I slept like a brick that night. My voicemail and my message boxes were completely filled. Assuming nothing went wrong after I left, I was supposed to bring Traci and the baby home today. I took a shower and headed for the hospital, feeling like someone was beating the shit out of my head and stomach from the inside.



Traci was breastfeeding the baby when I got to her room. I walked in and plopped down in the chair by her bed without so much as a word. The baby was snoozing, so Traci unhooked her and put her down in the bassinet by her bed.
"I don't even know where to begin, Bobby," Traci said softly as her eyes started to fill with tears. "It wasn't supposed to happen. I went out there just to help him and be his friend. Honest. But then he had several bad days in a row, and at one point he was crying in my arms... and then we were in bed, and it was good like it used to be. And once it happened once... it was so easy to keep it going, except when you would come down to help. Then you and I would go back to sleeping together, and it was awkward and I felt guilty, but I didn't know how to stop. And maybe I didn't want it to stop. We slept together for four months, the last two non-stop since you weren't around. But honestly, you and I were making love when I wasn't on the pill, too, and it could have been just as easy for you to have gotten me pregnant... only it wasn't."
She never took her eyes off the baby as she told me her story. I took it in slowly, until...
"Wait, you were fucking Gary while Kaylee was visiting?" I asked in a daze.
Traci blushed deep crimson, and it took every ounce of my self-control not to choke the shit out of her.
"She knew and never said a word to me!" I cried in total frustration. "Tell me you at least threatened her or bribed her in some way. This can't be happening!"
"Did Jeffrey know, too? How about our parents? Does the whole fucking world know I'm a God-damned cuckold?"
Traci's eyes grew wide and tears slowly slid out of her eyes.
"I know my daughter, Bobby. I just knew she would understand, so we never tried to hide it from her. Yes, I asked her not to tell anyone. I told her that was on me," Traci said.
"No, Jeffrey didn't know, and still doesn't. Nobody else knows except you, me and Kaylee. I want to keep it that way, too, so we can do what's right for Bobbie Geraldine. I know she's not yours technically, but she's yours now, and we need to be every bit the parents to her that we are to Kaylee and Jeffrey.
"We are her parents. Period. End of story. We do this for her, and to honor our best friend."
"Best friend?" I questioned. "I obviously wasn't his best friend, or he couldn't have slept with my wife. You don't do that to a best friend!"
"He was dying, Bobby. It's not like he and I had never had sex before."
"Yes, but you hadn't had sex with him while you were married to me, unless there's yet something else you're not telling me."
Her blue eyes almost glowed with anger. "No, NO!"
"Bobbie Geraldine? Really? Is that supposed to soften me up? What's her last name?"
"Bobbie Geraldine Martin. That's my last name, too, remember? But she's listed as Gary's daughter on the birth certificate, although nobody but you and I need to ever see that document, if you're still intent not to be listed as her father."
"Oh yeah," I rasped.
"Why, Bobby? He was our best friend. He's gone. I gave him comfort and love in his last days. Is that so wrong?"
"You make it sound so compassionate. But you were a married woman. You went over the line with your compassion. You never asked me before you broke your vows, broke our trust and disrespected me.
"Yes, I get that it is your body and I don't own you. But we took vows of fidelity in front of God and our families. At the least, we should have discussed this first. Our vows were not taken in a vacuum.
"And there is no way in hell I raise a child another man fathered with my cheating wife."
"It's Gary's child," Traci whined. "You wouldn't think twice about raising her if Gary had died and she was alone."
"No, I wouldn't, but I never agreed to raise his love child with you," I said sadly.
"You know I love you, Bobby. I don't want to lose you and what we have over this..."
"Mistake," I said, completing her sentence.
"No, I wasn't going to say that," she shot back. "Okay, perhaps it wasn't the best decision I ever made, but I'm not going to call it a mistake. The mistake was us not talking about it first, and that's on me."
"We didn't talk about it first because you knew I would never agree to you sleeping with Gary, let alone having a child with him," I growled. "And if it wasn't for you getting knocked up, you probably would never have told me about the sex.
"Despite how you say it started, you made a willful decision to keep doing it, and you even did it in front of our daughter. I know how to spell humiliation, and that is B-O- B-B-Y. Thank you very much."
Kaylee and Jeffrey both came home from college the next weekend to see their new sibling. I was at best cool to my daughter when she entered the house, and she looked guilty.
Kaylee and I prepared dinner together that night after she and Jeffrey gushed over the baby for about an hour. She never looked at me directly the whole time we were maneuvering around the kitchen, and it was pretty quiet.
Jeffrey cleared the dishes after we ate, and I grabbed Kaylee by the arm and led her out to the back patio so we could talk in private.
We had barely sunk down into a pair of chairs when I let her have it.
"You fucking knew she was cheating on me and didn't say a word!" I hissed.
Kaylee jumped back at my outburst, and her eyes started to water. She looked down, started to speak and then finally looked at my anguished face.
"I thought it was great what you and Mom were doing for Uncle Gary. And then when Mom did what she did, well... at first, I was kinda shocked, but when I thought about it I began to look at it as sort of... courageous and sad and compassionate and loving and tragic. It was almost like Shakespeare. I never even gave it a thought that she'd get pregnant. I thought he was too sick for that, plus I assumed she was on birth control..."
"A compassionate friend or a cheating whore. I guess those are my options then," I spat at her while she cried. "Eat shit, Bill Shakespeare!
"What about the tragedy that has become my marriage? Did you even give dear old dad any consideration? Of course not."
The kids went back to college Sunday afternoon. It was just the three of us after that, and it was damn quiet around the house. Several times during the next few days, Traci tried to get me to help with the baby, even just to hold her for a few minutes. I deferred every time, much to her consternation.
"You're going to play 5-year-old on me!" she yelled at me one time when she asked me to hold the child for a minute for some reason. "Grow the fuck up. Put on your big boy pants!"
Traci probably hadn't dropped the f-bomb on me more than a handful of times in all the years we have been together. I knew she was pissed, but that wasn't my problem. I looked at her like a zombie and walked out of the room wordlessly.
Work was my solace. I could be out of the house for 40 hours a week. When I was home, I was often by myself. I had a lot to be worked out. I knew I shouldn't punish the child, it wasn't her fault, but at the same time she wasn't my concern. She was Traci's concern. In the end, I came to the decision that divorce was my only option. I couldn't abide by Traci's betrayal and disrespect, and every time I looked at the baby all I could see in my mind's eye was Traci and Gary having sex.
I came home to find Traci sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee and the contents of a large manila envelope spread out in front of her. She was sniffling and crying.
"I guess I'll order out. Pepperoni pizza and breadsticks okay?" I said quietly as I walked into the room.
"That's what concerns you, supper?" she spat at me, total venom in her tone. "Don't you love me anymore?"
I sighed heavily, got a cup of coffee and sat down at the table.
"Not nearly as much as I did several weeks ago," I responded. "You don't or can't see that you ruined everything when you spread your legs for our best friend.
"Now if I was you, I'd get myself a lawyer, and go tell Gary's parents that they have a granddaughter. I'm sure they will be absolutely thrilled."
"You know I don't want a divorce. I love you. I want you to calm down and think about this. Are you going to be better off on your own? I doubt it. Think this through, Hon."
"That's all I have been thinking about. This isn't about me. It's about you breaking our vows... and ripping my heart out," I related.
"But if you love me, isn't there some forgiveness in your heart? We can get past this. We belong together, Bobby, you know it."
"I thought I knew that. But this isn't one of those things that you can just say 'sorry' and things are magically better. Twenty-four years down the drain."
My first call was to my son. I laid out the basics of Traci's actions and the baby being Gary's child. He listened quietly, then I heard a whispered "fuck." I told him I had filed for divorce.
"I should hope so, Dad! That's absolute shit. What was Mom thinking?"
He tried to console me. I could tell he was really angry at his mother. I tried to calm him down by reminding him that regardless of what Traci had done to me, I know she still loved him as much as ever. He asked me what I was going to do about the baby.
"Absolutely nothing. Not mine to support or worry about, either financially or emotionally. I know financially everything will be okay," I answered. "Help look after your sister."
"Half-sister, Dad, half-sister."
I hadn't said anything to my parents until the day after Traci was served. My dad was pissed at both of us, Traci for her betrayal, and me for agreeing to let Traci be alone with Gary for any length of time.
"You knew they had a thing for each other years before. I can't believe you'd be that naïve, even if you trusted her completely. Come on, Boy, you know you can't trust any other man as far as you can throw them when it comes to your woman."
I had to admit he was right. I should have fought harder to keep Traci from staying alone with Gary. That, at least, was on me.
Mom saw things completely different from Dad. By her way of thinking, I was wrong for walking out on Traci and not trying to reconcile.
"Everybody makes a mistake," she told me softly while Dad sat there scowling.
"Mom, a mistake would have been if she had slept with him once. Sleeping with him for four months was a conscious decision, hardly a mistake. And sleeping with him without birth control... unfathomable," I said.
"Still, Bobby, you know you still love her, and she's going to need help raising the child. That's your job, Robert. By the way, I'm still going to consider that baby my third grandchild."
In addition to her vocal tone, the fact that Mom called me by my formal name told me that she was on Traci's side. Dad looked at the ceiling, then back at me. He knew he was going to catch hell from her later on.
I didn't call Kaylee. I figured she was probably Traci's first call after she got served. My thought was proven correct when an irate Kaylee called me later that day.
"Uncle Gary's dead, Dad. Get over the sex. She can't take it back now. Move forward. You and Mom still love each other, and now there's a baby in the mix. Man up for Mom and Bobbie G," she practically ordered.
"Sage advice from someone who didn't feel the need to tell her own father that her mother was cheating with another man. Somehow I don't feel the need to worry about what you think anymore," I responded.
I heard later that Gary's parents were floored and elated to find out they had a grandchild. They were upset that Traci had planned to keep the news a secret, but they told her they understood her reasoning. They called me a day later to plead with me to stay with Traci and raise Gary's daughter. They knew we were extremely close for a lot of years, and they felt I was the best person to be father to Gary's daughter.
"Thank you for the confidence and compliment, but I'm not that person. I've got to admit that I'm so pissed at Gary and Traci that I can't see straight."
I practically felt Gary's parents cringe over the phone as it got quiet on the line. I felt bad, but not that bad. I was being honest.
Of course my in-laws called as well. They also pleaded with me to stay with Traci. They admitted that what she did was both terrible and stupid, but they were sure that she still loved me and wanted to raise her child with me. I thanked them for their concern, but told them I didn't know if I could ever get past "terrible and stupid."
Of course, Traci fought the divorce. She and her lawyer were successful in getting 12 joint counseling sessions scheduled. I knew I didn't have any choice in going, but I wasn't going to be a limp dishrag during the sessions.
Jocelyn McAdams, Ph.D., seemed very prim and professional when I walked into her office. I guessed she was about 10 years older than Traci and me, and she was wearing a gray blazer over a very business-like skirt I saw when she stood up to greet me with a firm handshake. Traci was already seated in a chair to my right in front of a good-sized desk.
She asked Traci to tell her side of the story first, and since I knew the story, I guess I kind of drifted into my own little world. I'm sure Traci played up the compassion angle and downplayed the cheating angle. Anyway, next thing I know, the doc is waking me from my reverie. I assumed, wrongly as it turned out, that I was going to get to tell my side of the story next.
"Mr. Martin, it would seem to me that you are the one who holds the power here. You can keep your marriage and your family together simply by being the bigger man here, putting aside your ego and working to get back to where you were with Traci."
Whoa, I didn't see that coming from the person who was supposed to be the professional. This was virtually the same position almost everyone was taking: it was up to me to man up and accept what had happened. Had I fallen into an alternative universe?
"Wait a second, doc..." I started before she interrupted me.
"Doctor or Dr. McAdams, please. We will keep this professional here. I don't want either one of you to treat me like I am a personal friend or ally."
"That's your go-to, Dr. McAdams? That's the important thing here to you? It seems to me that you've already picked a side, without even hearing my story."
I got up, turned and walked out. On the way home, I called my lawyer and told him he needed to get a neutral counselor, or I wouldn't be attending any further sessions.
The second counselor at least listened to my story after taking in Traci's, but I knew I was still swimming upstream.
"You've admitted you still love your wife, Mr. Martin. Your wife still loves you very much, and now there's a baby involved. What would it take to get the family back together?" asked Dr. Lauren Avent.
"First, we've never been a family. That's not my baby. I won't raise another man's child," I said.
"So this is about your ego, then?" Dr. Avent said with more than a smug look on her thin face.
"I can't win with you guys, can I?" I asked with more than a little disgust in my voice.
"Why is this even about me? Let me draw you a picture with words, and I will speak slowly so you can catch everything. I wasn't the one who deceived my spouse and broke my vows by having sex with another person, and I wasn't the one who had another man's child. You should be asking her why she made the choices she did, and what she thinks she can do to overcome those bad choices, if she can at all."
I glanced sideways at Traci and saw she was frowning. I could see the counselor was trying her best to keep a blank face. Like the old Monty Python joke, nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition, and I didn't see it coming.
"Mr. Martin, if you divorce your wife and in the future would marry another woman who already had children, wouldn't you in effect be raising another man's child?" Dr. Avent asked.
"Well, I guess you got me there, Doc, but in Traci's case, the child in question was conceived while she was married to me, which I think is a pretty big difference, don't you?"
She gave me a small nod, but she apparently wasn't finished.
"But since the man in question died even before the child was born, aren't we just splitting hairs? Aren't you just being petty about that at this point?" Dr. Avent said.
"Petty? Petty is when you know you've done wrong but decide to lie by omission. She didn't admit anything to me until I caught her."
She started to go on, but I was done.
"Look, Doc, this is ridiculous. Yes, I still love her, you don't just turn that off immediately, but how can she say she loves me when she cheated on me, got knocked up and tried to pass off the baby as mine? She might love me somewhat, but if she loved me as much as she says, that wouldn't have happened. This wasn't a one and done, Doc. She and her lover engaged in numerous encounters.
"Now she's been telling everyone that this was purely compassionate. He was a close friend, and he was dying. Well, if it was so compassionate, why didn't she come to me, her husband, and at least discuss this decision with me? Because she knew the answer. I would have said no, and she knew it. I get that it's her body and she probably thinks she can do with it what she wants, but once we said the vows she gave up the right to unilaterally give her body to another man, at least without discussing it and/or informing me, same way I should have to do if I ever want to give my body to another woman, for whatever reason. Once we made vows to each other, we were no longer operating in a vacuum. Simple as that, Doc."
The doc sat there looking like a coma patient except with her eyes open. She tapped her finger on her pad for a few seconds.
"So is there enough love left at least for you to even try to step up and be a husband and father? You say there is still love left for your wife. The baby's biological father is dead. There is no reason to make her a victim in this," Dr. Avent said.
"Step up? Good phrasing, Doc. Attack my manhood. Try some guilt. My wife and our best friend willfully tore my heart out, Doc. If he was alive now, I'd punch him in the face. My love for her grows fainter by the minute. The baby? Unfortunate, but not my problem. Translation: there's no chance to save this marriage."
We had a second session with the counselor. I didn't say anything except hello and good-bye. Traci whined, wheedled and cried.
"I can see that you are not going to reverse yourself and even consider this, Mr. Martin. I will tell the judge that we are done."
"Thank you, Doc."
The divorce was finalized six months later, just in time for Christmas. We lived in a no-fault divorce state, so we split everything down the middle, except Traci paid me for my half of the house, which was fine with me since she had a child to rear. Gary had left us much of his estate when he died, so Traci had the money for the house. She also got a few years of alimony, since I made more than she did.
Although my son was still in my corner, so to speak, I knew he wanted to spend Christmas with as much family as possible, which meant his mother, sister and baby half-sister. I told him I was cool with that, and we would celebrate New Year's together.
Two days before Christmas I stopped off at my former house to drop off gifts for everybody, including my ex-wife and her baby. It wasn't much for Traci and the child, but I didn't want to look petty in front of my kids.
Traci, at first, was surprised to see me when she answered the door holding Bobbie Geraldine. She looked surprised at my two shopping bags of presents, and hesitantly let me in. She walked me in to the living room, where the Christmas tree was set up, and everything was decorated exactly as we had always done. The only difference was that I didn't do any set-up and decorating, as I always used to.



Traci saw the look on my face as I looked around at the decorations and fought back a tear.
"How about some eggnog, Bobby, and then I will put the packages under the tree. Would you mind holding the baby for a minute?"
I wanted to be rude, I really did, but I just couldn't. I hesitantly held out my arms and took the baby--her baby, with Gary--I held down the bile that started up from my stomach as she went to get some eggnog. I stood there holding the child straight out away from my body like she was some sort of explosive device for about 30 seconds, then I tucked her into my right arm football style, like I used to do with my own kids a long time ago, and sat down in a chair. Traci came in with two glasses of eggnog, one for each of us, and sat down in the second chair in the room, giving me a smile as she saw the baby tucked into my arm.
"That brings back a lot of memories, Bobby. You were always so good with the kids when they were little," she said softly. "Not every man has your touch with babies and toddlers."
I smiled self-consciously. The baby was beautiful, mostly taking after her beautiful mother, but I could never be comfortable with her, considering the circumstances. If you don't forget, can you ever really forgive? I don't believe so, although I know a lot of people, particularly many in my family, certainly don't agree with me.
We made some small talk for a while, then Traci took the two bags of presents and started to lay the packages out under the tree. She stopped and got a funny look on her face when she came to the first package with Bobbie Geraldine's name on it.
"You didn't have to include her, Bobby," Traci said as a tear slipped down her face.
"Christmas is for children of all ages, Babe. I couldn't leave your little one out."
I looked down at the little one in my arm. In the right circumstance, she could have been mine. I felt a lump in my throat. Damn. I couldn't hate the child, although I hated what her mother did. I was sure it was no accident that Traci handed me the baby to hold.
Traci choked up again when she found the first package with her name on it.
"Oh... Bobby. Really? You shouldn't have. I really wasn't expecting anything. I... I didn't get you anything. I'm sorry."
"Don't worry about a thing, Traci. I just want you guys to have a great Christmas."
"You know... you could actually show up in person. You'd be more than welcome. We'll have more than enough to eat. I know the kids would love it as well," she said.
"Not this time, Trace. Maybe another year. It's too soon, too raw in my mind, and my heart."
Traci dropped her eyes. I wasn't trying to be cruel. I was honest. My wounds still stung.
Christmas Eve found me at a Barnes & Noble in the late afternoon. I was reading a new Clive Cussler book I had bought for myself and drinking a peppermint mocha latte at the Starbucks inside of the bookstore. I looked around and found two other losers reading in the Starbucks, as well.
They practically had to throw me and the other two losers out when they finally closed up. I went home to a silent house, but I was ready. I had earlier bought some chicken salad the day before and I made some toast to put it on. Ruffle's chips and Don Julio tequila completed the meal. Damn, I know how to live!
I woke up with a slight hangover on Christmas morning. Four aspirin, a couple of brown sugar cinnamon Pop-Tarts and three cups of coffee later, I was ready for a big Christmas celebration. Only one problem: I didn't have one planned. I went over to my parents' and the three of us enjoyed my mom's baked ham dinner and a few gifts. My kids had dropped off gifts for me at my parents' when they found out I would be there for the holiday.
We were enjoying some hot chocolate with peppermint schnapps as an after dinner drink. I have to admit my mind was whirring with memories of past Christmases when we were a family. I admitted to myself that I still loved Traci to some extent, and I did have some doubts that I had made the right move.
Apparently, I wasn't the only one thinking about my past life.
"We hope you don't mind, Bobby, but Dad and I consider Bobbie Geraldine as our grandchild, and we bought Christmas gifts for her," Mom said to break the quiet in the room. "He's dead, Bobby. Gary's gone. The baby will never know him. She will accept any good man as her father. We don't necessarily agree with what Traci did, but we understand it somewhat, and we still love her.
"You could be that good man, Bobby. You should be that good man. Everybody wants that... and I think you do, too. You just don't know how to admit it to yourself. You think everybody will think less of you for taking her back and raising the baby as your own."
Mom had tears in her eyes when she finished. Dad was glaring bullets at me. Could I be the only one not to see it? Maybe, but every time I thought that way I just knew that I could never face myself in the mirror if I did that. She cheated on me for months, she tried to deceive me and she had another man's child. Her cry that sleeping with Gary was compassionate rang hollow to me.
A year later, virtually nothing had changed in my life. I went to work and I came home alone to my apartment. I didn't date, and my number of friends had severely dwindled. To be truthful, I never really had a lot of friends. Traci had a lot of friends and we as a couple had a lot, but both of those mostly left me after the divorce. I wasn't surprised that her friends would leave me, but I was surprised that virtually all of "our" friends would go away. At least I was surprised until one of those former friends sort of explained the situation to me: seems that Traci was telling everybody that I abandoned her after the child was born... without mentioning that the child wasn't mine.
I was sitting in a neighborhood bar--by myself, of course--when Carl and Susie Dimmick came in and took a table. Carl and Susie were one of those couples that I considered among "our friends," but I got a very cool reception when I sauntered over to their table to say hello. Susie flat out sneered at me, while Carl was barely civil. Considering I had never done anything that I could see to offend them, I was pissed off at the poor reception, and wasn't going to quietly walk away.
"What the fuck did I ever do to you two?" I snarled.
"Not to us, but to Traci," Susie hissed. "How could you just walk away from the sweetest woman in the world because she had a late in life child? You suck, you know that?"
"Is that what this is about?" I said in near-shock. "How about you hear the whole story, then decide for yourself."
They both motioned for me to sit down, but I was too wound up at that point, and just stood there in front of their table. I leaned in close because I didn't want to scream.
"So I can assume that nobody mentioned to you that the late in life child you are referring to is NOT MINE, you fuckwads! She lived with and got knocked up by her old boyfriend, and that is HIS KID! He died from cancer about a month after she got pregnant, and she tried to deceive me into thinking it was my kid. Twenty-four years of marriage, and that's the respect and loyalty I get. So no, I didn't abandon her. She abandoned me. Fuck her, fuck both of you and fuck the horse you rode in on!"
I left two stunned former friends at the table.
My second Christmas as a divorced guy started off exactly like my first one. This year's Christmas Eve losers club at Barnes & Noble included four people: me, another guy and two women. I looked over the top of my book and appraised the women. One had curly red hair, freckles and a nice-looking face, and the second one... wow, why was she here? She was beautiful at the least: Asian with waist-length black hair and curves hiding in her sweatshirt and tight jeans. She had perfect ageless skin, and I guessed she was anywhere from 50 to 55 years old. I watched her for about a minute, then figured fuck it: all she could do was say no.
I picked up my book and my latte and made my way over. She looked up when I got within talking distance.
"I didn't see you here last Christmas Eve. You're new to the Christmas Eve losers club. I'm Bobby, club president. What brings a beautiful woman out on this auspicious day?"
She giggled at my poor joke, and it was the most delightful sound I had heard in a long time. I pushed on.
"I know you're not going to believe this, but I actually have a second Hungry Man dinner in my freezer that I can heat up tonight, if you don't already have a reservation. I know we've just met, but..."
I gave her my best puppy dog look, hoping I remembered how to do it.
"Well, I don't usually do something crazy like this, but since you're the club president... and you are talking Hungry Man... yes, I accept. By the way, I'm Angel Wong."
"Bobby Martin, club president, at your service."
I gave her my address, and told her to meet me at six. I left to put the dinners in the oven.
I had both dinners warming up when she showed up exactly at six. I had to admit to myself that perhaps both of us were more than a little nuts.
We had our dinners at the kitchen table and drank a bottle of burgundy. I told her how I came to be sitting at Barnes & Noble on Christmas Eve, and then she gave me her story. She was five years older than me at 52 and had been divorced for 10 years after leaving an abusive husband. She and her husband had been married for 16 years, with his abuse starting after 10 years and lasting until he put her in the hospital with a broken jaw.
Angel was a small woman at 5-1 and maybe 100 pounds. Her ex was about 5-2 and maybe 120, she said. He apparently had been bullied a lot as a child, and under stress he would get loud and abusive verbally. After 10 years of marriage that escalated into physical abuse, but when he calmed down he would always apologize and beg for forgiveness. Like many abused women, she just couldn't bring herself to end it with her husband, believing that she was the cause of his abuse. It finally took a mental health counselor to make her see that she was not at fault, and when she woke up in the hospital after yet another fight, she knew she had to divorce him for her physical safety.
Her husband was convicted of battery and spent two years in jail before disappearing from her life completely. They were divorced while he was in prison. Fortunately, they didn't have children.
Angel hadn't done too much dating since her divorce, she admitted, and didn't have any family in this part of the country. She admitted, while holding back tears,
that Christmas was always the most depressing time of the year for her.
"I know it was crazy for me to agree to come here tonight, but I just didn't want to be alone... and how could I pass up a Hungry Man dinner?" she explained.
I was feeling sorry for myself at Barnes & Noble, but after talking with Angel, I realized I still had it better than a lot of people.
We sat on my couch together, drank wine and watched several Christmas movies, starting with the Mr. Magoo version of Dickens' "A Christmas Carol." I knew there was something special about this woman when she totally agreed with my opinion that Mr. Magoo was the definitive Scrooge.
We then watched "Grinch" and about halfway through "It's A Wonderful Life" I noticed that she had fallen asleep. She seemed to have a smile on her face, and she looked so at peace that I got a big quilt out of the closet, covered her with half and crawled under the other half.
I must have fallen asleep at some point, too, but when I woke up we weren't sleeping sitting up side by side. I'm not sure how it happened, but when I woke we were lying down with Angel's head on my chest, and half her body on top of mine. I had one arm around her body, hugging her tightly, and my other hand slid into a back pocket. The TV was playing snow.
Strange as it was, it also felt so right as I lay there and held Angel while she slept for about another 20 minutes. She stirred and slowly opened her eyes, looking at me in confusion. I leaned my head up as far as I could and gently kissed her nose. She crinkled it up adorably and then gave me the brightest smile I'd seen in a few years.
"Morning?" she asked timidly.
"Merry Christmas," I responded, squeezing her tighter in my arms.
We laid together, unmoving and smiling, for another five minutes, before she finally spoke.
"I've never done this before, I swear," she protested as her cheeks practically glowed red. "But is it just me, or do you feel it, too?"
I gave her an ear-to-ear grin.
"Hell yes I'm feeling it!"
She scooted up on me a couple of inches until our lips were touching, then we kissed passionately. We did that a few more times before clothes started to be shucked off. A few minutes later she climbed up on top of me and slowly impaled herself on my rock hard cock. She put her hands on my chest to steady herself, and settled in when my cock bumped her cervix. She smiled down at me, then started to rock back and forth, before changing to bouncing up and down. We both winced once or twice when she bounced down a little harder than intended. She was much tighter than I had anticipated.
I was playing with her nice-sized boobs, which were bouncing along with her. I thumbed her hard nipples and her pussy sort of twitched around my dick. Her eyes were glazed and her breathing was coming in quick rasps. I then gripped her nipples between my thumb and index fingers of both hands and gave a slight tug, triggering what I would call a massive orgasm and a shriek that probably was heard by my neighbors. She drenched my dick and thighs with her warm secretions, and I moaned in appreciation.
I slowed down while she rode out her orgasm, then I went back to my previous speed and encouraged her to follow suit with her bouncing. She had another sizable orgasm a few minutes later, and as she squeezed my dick with her vaginal muscles, I followed along, shooting several ropes of cum inside her. I had to hang on to her tightly because I almost bucked her small body off.
She collapsed on my chest once I stopped bucking, then planted another fierce kiss on my lips. Then we cuddled together. I smelled her skin; I licked her neck and jawline. I nibbled the inside of her shoulders.
I found myself thinking that this was crazy. I had just met this woman, but we felt so right together. Then I looked up and found her staring at me, and I could tell she was practically thinking the same thing.
"This may be crazy," I started, "But you don't haven't any plans for today, do you, 'cause I've got all the 'fixins' for a first class Christmas dinner. And if I'm going to go through all this trouble... well it certainly wouldn't hurt to have a beautiful woman sitting across the table from me."
Her grin became a wide smile that enveloped my heart.
"I need a shower, and I didn't bring a change of clothes with me. I could run home for a few minutes and come right back," she said.
I smiled back at her.
"My shower is big enough for two, and I'm sure I've got a shirt or something that would fit you."
Her almond eyes danced back at me.
"If you can put up with me without make-up, I'm game," she said.
We showered together and I showed her my skills with my fingers on and in her pussy. I found her one of my smaller sweaters, which she slipped on with nothing underneath. It came halfway down her thighs, and was tight enough to watch her breasts sway and jiggle as she moved around.
"Good look," I related as she modeled the "outfit" for me.
We went into the kitchen and I poured us each a glass of Riesling as I began my meal prep. Angel sat down at the kitchen table and pulled both of her legs up to her, which meant half of her ass was showing and distracting me.
"So you really have no place to be today? Family? Nothing?" she asked.
"Actually, I got invited to the big family Christmas dinner this year, but I told them I had a previous engagement," I answered. "My ex is having everybody over at my old house: the kids, my folks, her folks, Gary's folks. It's a set-up. She'll make sure I hold her adorable kid, all the parents will be there telling me to man up and she'll be there telling me that she loves me and needs me and we can find it again.
"I told her I had a previous engagement, but everybody knows I'm lying. I told her I'd try to make it for a while if I could.
"None of them get it from my standpoint. I didn't cheat. I shouldn't have to apologize because Traci cheated and fucked up. We had something special until we didn't.
"But speaking of something special... how about we talk about us?"
We both smiled. I walked over to Angel and we kissed deeply. Just then I heard a key in my door lock and my door opened. My son walked in, calling out as he did so. Angel and I froze mid-kiss.
"D-a-a-d-d," he called out just before he spotted us. "Oh. Oh shit."
He looked at us kissing, then looked down at Angel's completely exposed legs and half-exposed ass. I think all three of us blushed. Angel quickly put her legs down and stood up behind me, which was about as modest a look as she could manage in that sweater.
Jeffrey immediately turned his back to us, ostensibly to preserve Angel's modestly, although I think he was as embarrassed as she was.
"Mom knows I have a key to your place, and she asked me to come here and drag you back to the house for Christmas dinner, because she was sure you were sitting here by yourself, being pathetic. Well... I guess you were telling the truth about your previous engagement... and she's... that's... hardly pathetic. I'm sorry if I interrupted something."
"You aren't interrupting anything other than my Christmas meal prep," I said perhaps a little too quickly as Angel and I exchanged embarrassed looks at each other.
"Jeffrey, I need you to turn around so I can properly introduce you to Angel, my angel."
Jeffrey reluctantly turned around and came into the kitchen. Yes, it was pretty obvious that Angel was naked under the sweater, but at least she was covered. She looked at me, kind of shrugged and then owned the look.
Jeffrey couldn't help himself, being a red-blooded male. He glanced again at Angel, then gave me what I would call a nod of admiration.
"Good to meet you, Angel. And thanks for being here for my dad," Jeffrey said.
"It's my pleasure, Jeffrey. Your dad is quite the guy," Angel responded.
"Yeah, it seems that some people in the family had forgotten that for a while," he said.
"Did everyone like the gifts I dropped off?" I asked, changing the subject. "How did Bobbie G like her gifts?"
"You still got the touch, Dad. Everyone loves their stuff. The baby loves the stuff you bought. You can't believe how much stuff she got under the tree, with all three sets of grandparents there."
"Good. Good," I answered.
Jeffrey then said he had to go. He nodded at Angel, then I gave him a huge hug.
"New Year's?" I asked. "I promise Angel will have more clothes on."
"Oh yeah," he answered, blushing deeply.
Angel gave me a hard look after Jeffrey left.
"That wasn't too awkward, was it?" she asked. "And what's this about New Year's? I don't get asked first?"
"Nope. Not this time," I said. "But where else would my fiancée be on New Year's?"
"Pretty sure of yourself, aren't you?" she asked.
"Be even more sure when you pick out your ring tomorrow morning at Ciaro's."
"Are you going to let me go home first so I can actually put on some clothes?"
"If you insist," I said, trying to sound disappointed.
Angel picked out a one-carat marquis cut diamond engagement ring the next morning. We then went to lunch and I called my son and then my parents with the news that I was engaged. My son truly seemed thrilled for me; my parents not so much. I think they were still under the delusion that I would take Traci back and raise her child as mine.



"This is so sudden, isn't it, Dear?" my mom asked. "Are you sure you're not just doing this to spite Traci? You know she still loves you, Dear?"
"Mom, I'm not trying to spite anyone. And as far as Traci still loving me, well her actions speak for themselves, don't they? Traci loves Traci."
I didn't bother telling my daughter. We had repaired our relationship some, but she was still taking her mother's side, insisting that what Traci had done was heroic, and about love. I figured she would find out sooner or later, and would call me to give me her pitch for her mother over my pick.
After being with Traci for more than 25 years, my developing relationship with Angel made little sense. I couldn't explain our attraction to each other, and how well she seemed to fit into my life. We could talk about anything, and it felt like we had been together forever. I really didn't believe in love at first sight, but everything told me this was right.
Angel wasn't a kid, either, and she seemed every bit as flummoxed by our immediate and deep attraction as I was. We spent a lot of time examining things early on, but then we realized we were sucking the life out of this, and should just let it flow naturally.
Naturally was good. She moved in with me after a month, and it was rare that we were ever apart for the next six months. Mom and Dad seemed to like her, despite the fact that she wasn't Traci, but Kaylee made no secret of her dislike, I'm assuming because she still wanted me to get back together with her mother.
We arranged a small wedding for ourselves for six months later. I invited both children and my parents and Angel invited a cousin and a friend and their families. I had reserved a party room at one of my favorite restaurants for a small celebration.
It was a great day except for when Kaylee cornered me and wanted to know why Traci and Bobbie G weren't invited, nor my former in-laws.
"Because your mother is my ex-wife and inviting her would be disrespectful to Angel. Also, you seem to forget we are not friends. Ex-in-laws don't get invited either."
Angel and Traci finally did meet two years later when Kaylee got married. Traci planned and executed a beautiful event, and I happily paid for everything. Angel, being a beautiful, smart and classy lady, stayed out of the way of the mother of the bride and her planning.
The only part I played in the wedding, besides being financier, was the traditional role of walking the bride down the aisle. My heart was filled with pride, and my internal memory machine was working overtime. Several times I found myself looking at Traci, seeing memories of her and Kaylee doing things like coloring and baking cookies. That reminded me that it hadn't been all bad between us; we had 24 good years.
Angel read me perfectly and put her arm around me while we were in the church pew. I turned to her and she gently put her lips to mine. I knew then that I could handle the rest of the day.
Angel only interacted with Traci when it was necessary during the rehearsal dinner and the wedding, not out of fear, but out of a sense of what was right. For her part, Traci walked around with a pissed off look whenever she looked Angel's way. I found out later she and all six of the grandparents were of the opinion that she was usurping Traci's rightful place and that this marriage was just a short-term thing.
Epilogue: Our short-term marriage just hit the 25-year mark. Angel and I celebrated with a nice dinner and a quiet evening of lovemaking. Sure, it was not the wild and crazy night of sex it might have been 15 years ago, but neither of us are kids anymore. We snuggled together for a while afterward, then we fell asleep spooning.
Reflecting back on it, I really can't complain too much about the way life has treated me. I had a good first marriage for 24 years, then came back and have had a great second marriage for 25 years.
My two kids are married and have given me three beautiful grandchildren.
Traci never remarried. From what my kids have said, I guess not too many men were interested in a middle-aged woman with a young child, even if she was a good-looking woman. She had some hook-ups along the way, they figured, or otherwise she might have killed someone by now.
My kids make sure to stay in touch with both Traci and their half-sister. The child's three sets of grandparents also made sure to give her every ounce of love they had until they started dying of old age.
My son, the only family member who talked to me regularly after my divorce, told me Traci didn't even date for the first five years after I got married, still figuring my marriage wasn't going to last. I'm sure Angel was sorry to disappoint her.



        The Visitor

        Does a surprise visitor ruin a marriage?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-visitor-58

Title: The Visitor

Author: Hooked1957

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Does a surprise visitor ruin a marriage?

Tags: 




"Mr. Norris, you have two visitors out here who say they need to talk to you," said Layla at the front desk to one of the assistant vice presidents at Commercial Credit Union in Houston, TX.
Andrew Norris glanced from the computer screen he was reading to his appointment book. He was pretty sure he didn't have an appointment for Monday at 9:30 a.m. but figured he should double-check. He hadn't looked at the book since just before he left for the weekend last Friday afternoon at five.
Feeling better that he hadn't forgotten an appointment, the 36-year-old Norris told the office receptionist to send in the visitors. As they got to his doorway, the blond blue-eyed AVP rose from his desk to his full six-foot height and came around his desk with his hand extended.
Entering his office were a pair he had never seen before: a tall handsome older man with a combination of blond and gray hair and a young blond woman who looked to be in her early 20s. They looked to be grandfather and granddaughter, Norris noted, and he wondered why exactly they had specifically asked for him.
After shaking hands with both and introducing himself officially, Norris asked the pair to sit in the chairs across the desk from his chair before the older man spoke.
"You might want to close the door. What we have to discuss is personal, not business," the older man said.
Norris raised both eyebrows at that announcement, but did as suggested and then returned to his seat. He looked attentively into the light blue eyes of the older man.
"We're sorry for taking time away from your job, but this seemed to be the best time to do this," the older man said. "I don't know how much you know about me, or us. My name is Magnus Andersen, and this is my daughter, Genevieve. I'm your biological father, and Gen is your sister, or, at least, your half-sister."
Norris froze in his seat, with his jaws open but no sound coming forth.
"I'm guessing then that your parents, or maybe just your mother, never told you about me," the older man said.
Norris did his best fish out of water routine, sucking air voraciously, but not being able to manufacture words.
"I can assure you, Son, that what I'm telling you is the absolute truth. Your mother and I had a nearly year-long affair 37 years ago, and you are the end product. The man you think of as your father didn't know anything at the time, and either he still doesn't know shit or agreed to raise you as his own.
"If you want to verify what I'm saying, it might be easiest to do an Ancestry.com DNA test. I have taken an Ancestry test, and my results are in the system, along with my tree. I'm thinking at this point that your mother wouldn't tell you the truth. As for the man you think of as your father..."
"Don't you dare disrespect my father, you old fucker!" Norris yelled at the other man, causing both him and the young woman to flinch back in their chairs.
"I know this must be hard: some stranger walking into your office and claiming to be your real father, but it's the truth," the older man said quietly. "I'm sorry to lay this on you after all this time."
"If you're so sorry, then why are you doing it?" Norris asked harshly.
"I had hoped your parents, or at least your mother, would have told you earlier, and you would have tried to find me earlier. But I gave up that hope after 20 years.
"But now my time is limited, and I could no longer wait for you to come to me. I have the beginnings of dementia, and I am trying to put my house in order before my life as I know it goes away."
Drew Norris looked at the pair as if he were seeing ghosts. He noticed that both visitors had the same coloring as he did.
Growing up, Drew always assumed he just had more of his Nordic mother than his southern European father. He had the same coloring as his mother and his mother's basic look, but with both people sitting across the desk from him, he could see himself in both of them, as well.
"I am Norwegian on one side, and Finnish on the other. My roots go back to the Vikings," Andersen said with more than a little pride.
"I have four children: three with Gen's mother, and you. You are the oldest and Gen is the youngest."
"Do you mind if I ask how old you are? You look almost too old for my mother," Norris said tentatively.
"I'm 74, about 10 years older than your mother if I remember correctly. She was a young secretary in the history department at Harvard. I was a tenured professor."
So far, everything the older man had said was in line with what Norris knew about his family, except for the father part. His parents had lived in Cambridge, MA, for several years in the early part of their marriage, and in fact, both he and his older sister, Lucy, had been born in the city. His mother did work for the university, and his father was a mechanical engineer, working in the city.
"After your older sister was born, I remember your mother being self-conscious about the weight she had gained while carrying the baby. It was only about 20 pounds, but she was always worried that your father would be unhappy with her because of that. She was talking about that at lunch one day in the cafeteria at a table right next to where I was sitting, and I remember thinking that your father was a putz if he couldn't see that your mother was a beautiful woman.
"I started making it a point to stop by the history department office and compliment her. I knew what my end game was. I was always a ladies' man. I knew what to say to eventually get them into bed, and what to do once I got them there. Yes, I was already married, but for me this was only a little more than just sex. I knew, though, that your mother kind of felt it was more than that. We had even discussed her leaving your father for me, but then my wife got pregnant with our first, and I just couldn't leave her. Fortunately, your mother hadn't said anything to your father, so she could just continue on with him like nothing had happened.
"She never told me if she was going to tell your father. I didn't ask because I didn't want to intrude. That was between them. It was their marriage."
"That was nice of you, not wanting to intrude," Norris said more than a little sarcastically.
"From what Traci said, she truly loved your father. It was just that she was feeling a little dumpy, and I was there to bolster her confidence when she was feeling low. We started our affair about a year after your sister was born, and two months later she was pregnant."
Norris exhaled after the older man finished his story, not realizing he was holding his breath.
Norris' parents moved to Indiana about a year after he was born. Two years after that his younger sister, Janet, was born.
"Even though I wasn't invited to be a part of your life, I kept track of where you were all these years," the older man said.
Both Norris and his younger sister favored their mother and had their mother's pale coloring. It wasn't out of the realm of possibility that both children could take after their mother's side of the family, Norris thought to himself.
Norris sat quietly for 10 seconds, 20 seconds, a half-minute.
"Bottom line--what do you want from me, Mr. Andersen?" Norris finally asked.
"Just your acknowledgement that I actually exist--as your father, at least biologically. Apparently, your parents or your mother never wanted you to know about me, and that was their choice, but I've always known you existed, and that you are a part of me."
The older man had tears in his eyes as he stood up, with Genevieve following. Norris stood up as well, not exactly sure what was happening. He assumed the meeting was over and stuck his hand out for a handshake, but Andersen grabbed the hand and pulled the younger man into a hug that lasted about 10 seconds.
"That's all I wanted, Son. Thank you for your time," Andersen said.
With that, he and Genevieve left the office.
Drew sat alone in his office for several long minutes, his mind whirring like a blender at high speed. He would definitely have to do an Ancestry DNA test to verify what Andersen had said. Assuming, however, that what Andersen had told him was accurate, he definitely had a dilemma of epic proportions.
Up until a few minutes ago, Alex Norris was the only father Drew had known. He idolized his father, and as Drew grew into manhood, Alex went from just being a great dad to a great dad as well as a great friend.
"Fuck! Now what do I do?" he thought to himself.
Drew knew the questions. He just didn't know the answers, starting with the big one: did his father know that Drew was the biological son of another man? If Alex didn't know, than Drew telling him would tear his heart out, and that was something he wanted to avoid at all costs. But if Alex didn't know and later found out Drew knew and didn't tell him, wouldn't that be the betrayal of all betrayals?
He considered going to his mother first with news of meeting Andersen, but then he realized that if his father didn't know, his mother had been deceiving him all these years, and would probably continue to do so.
Probably the only way this would work out well for Drew was if both parents knew and decided not to tell him. That would result in some hurt feelings, but not be the epic confrontation.
Drew's head dropped to his desk with a noticeable thud.
"I hate Mondays," he said out loud to no one.
Drew went to the Ancestry.com site and ordered a DNA test. He knew that he had several weeks before he would get the results back. Maybe by then he could figure out some way to transport himself to another universe.
Magnus Andersen was completely truthful to Drew, the results of the Ancestry DNA tests proved when Norris got them back several weeks later. By this point, Drew had decided not to approach his parents with what he had found out. He knew it was taking the coward's way out, but he loved Alex with all his heart and would do anything not to hurt the man he still considered his father.
******
Alex Norris was absolutely thrilled when his Ancestry.com DNA kit showed up in the mail. He had a lot of questions about his family history, and there were no older relatives alive to ask. He had joined the genealogical website about a year ago, and was slowly putting together his family tree.
Alex's wife of 41 years, Traci, looked at her husband like he was a child with a brand new toy. She had listened to her husband ramble on about finding various family members for a year, only peripherally paying attention. She knew he was looking at past family members, a chore that would take him years.
Alex saw the bemused look on Traci's face and smiled back at his wife. She wouldn't understand, Alex thought, because she has family bibles on both sides of her family reaching back almost 300 years.
It only took five minutes for Alex to get his swab and get it ready to send. He grabbed his car keys and called out to his wife that he was going to the post office.
"All right. Drive carefully, Alex," she called back.
Alex found several more relatives through the DNA matches when they came back and started corresponding with new family members he had found. He was spending at least an hour a day on the Ancestry site.
"I've paid for your membership for the next year, and I've got a DNA tests coming down for you, Lucy and Janet," Alex gushed to his son over the phone. "This stuff is great. The info is tremendous. You three have to try this."
"Wow, Dad. That's great," Drew responded as his mind started working overtime.
Alex was especially close to his son. The two talked at least once a week. They agreed on practically everything, from politics to sports. Like Alex, Drew was quiet, yet intense on certain things, and had a wry sense of humor. Everyone in the family could see that he treated his wife of five years with the same reverence with which Alex treated Traci.
Two months later, Drew still hadn't turned in his DNA test, and Alex in his enthusiasm couldn't understand why.
"You'll love this, Bud," he said, calling Drew by his familiar nickname. "You'll get to e-mail with family we didn't know we had until recently and..."
"Dad... Dad. I don't need to do my DNA. I already did and you won't find me. I'm not your son... at least not biologically," Drew said in little more than a whisper.
"Wait. What?" Alex said. "What do you mean you're not my son? Of course you're my son."
"No, Dad, I'm not. I had a visitor last year. Does the name Magnus Andersen mean anything to you?"
Alex was puzzled, to say the least. Drew picked up on the hesitation in answering.
"Dad, are you someplace where you can talk? I mean you need to be in a room by yourself."
Alex was talking in the kitchen and Traci was in the family room. Alex moseyed his way outside to the porch swing on the front porch.
"Okay. We can talk now," he said to his son with the most serious tone Drew had heard since Alex gave him the talk about sex when he was 12 years old.
Drew spelled out for Alex in detail his meeting with Magnus and Genevieve Andersen the previous year.
"I'm sorry, Dad. I was hoping to never have to tell you. I wasn't sure if you knew already and just decided to raise me as yours, or what the story was."
"Raise you as mine‽" Alex practically yelled. "You are mine, Bud! I don't care what any DNA test says. Now as for whatever your mother has told you..."
"She hasn't told me anything, and I haven't told her a thing. Dad, I'm sorry for not telling you. You know I would never do anything to hurt you."
"I know, Drew. I know. Not your fault, Sonny-Boy, and it shouldn't have been your problem," Alex said.
"So now what are you going to do?" Drew asked.
"After drinking a bottle of Jack? I have no idea," Alex said. "I always thought your mom and I were in it for the long haul; that we'd grow old together. Maybe we still can, but right now my heart is breaking. Right now we might not have another 10 minutes. I'll call you in a few days, Drew."
"I love you, Dad. Bye."
Alex walked back into the house, went straight into the bathroom and promptly threw up. After cleaning up, he headed for his liquor cabinet and grabbed a three-quarter full bottle of Jack Daniels and a glass. He staggered over to the kitchen table and plopped down in a chair.
"Are any of them really mine?" Alex thought as he downed his third drink.
"Babe, you okay? What are you doing in there?" Traci called into the kitchen.
"Am I okay? Good question," Alex thought. "No, I'm not okay. What the fuck do you think? Much of what I thought I knew was wrong."
Alex seriously considered going into the family room and choking Traci to death as he downed his sixth shot. Everyone who knew Alex knew he was a reflective, slow-to-anger person. He proved their assessment was correct by pouring a seventh shot and remaining at the kitchen table.
Alex thumped his chest with his left hand. He was still feeling sick to his stomach, or was he having a heart attack, he wondered. Was it possible that Traci, his Traci, had cheated on him all those years ago? Several hours ago, it didn't seem possible. Now, after what his son had said, not only was it possible, it was a stone-cold fact.
Forty-three years ago, Traci was a 20-year-old junior at a large Midwestern university waiting in line by herself at a McDonald's for her Sunday night dinner. Alex was waiting right behind her, noticing how well the young lady in front of him filled out her tight jeans. Her pink sweater was enticing him from the back, with her blonde hair hanging down over her shoulders, making him wonder what it looked like from the front. He got his answer when she took her small bag of food from the McDonald's employee and turned to walk past him. She had a pretty face and filled out her sweater nicely. She caught him looking, and gave him a shy smile. Realizing he was caught, he smiled back.
Traci took her time heading back to her dormitory, knowing that the young man would have to wait a bit for his food. She gave him a few minutes, and then leisurely started walking back. When Alex spotted Traci just a few hundred yards down the road, he immediately knew she had waited on him. He hustled over and caught up to her soon after, asking if she wouldn't mind having some company on the walk to the dorm. She agreed, and about two months later, Traci and Alex were a couple. A year after they graduated, she with a teaching degree and he in engineering, they were married.
Alex got a job with an engineering firm in Cambridge, and Traci went to work in the history department at Harvard. They did well for a young couple, and two years later their first child, Lucy, was born. A month after their second child, Andrew, was born, they moved to Indianapolis, IN, where Alex took a job in middle management at another engineering firm.
Alex had remembered those early years fondly, but now that he had cause to reflect back, things apparently weren't as good as they seemed. Alex put in a lot of hours back in those days, but Traci didn't seem to mind, and in fact, she had a few long days herself.
"Shit!" he thought. "Why the fuck would a history department admin ever have to work late? I am a fucking dumbass!"
Traci was surprised the next afternoon when Alex's car was already in the garage when she got home from work. He had seemed a little off the night before, she noted, so maybe he left work early due to illness.
"Hon, are you okay?" she called out as she went from the garage into the home's kitchen.
"No, I'm not," he said quietly from his perch at the table, which startled her.
Traci took a step back, then saw Alex and two cups of coffee already poured. She sat down at her usual spot at the table, where Alex had placed her cup. Alex sat impassively, starting straight ahead, while Traci tried to figure out what was wrong.
"Are any of the children mine, Traci?" Alex hissed.
Traci blushed crimson and her eyes got wide. After all these years, this was the last thing she expected to be talking about today.
"Shit," she whispered half under her breath.
She peered over to her left, expecting her husband to still be staring straight ahead. Instead he was directly facing her, glaring through her, to be exact. Traci immediately dropped her eyes to the table.
"Any? None?" he asked stridently.
"Two. The girls are yours," Traci croaked out.
"So says my cheating slut of a wife!" Alex cried. "Well, I guess that's why they invented DNA testing!"
"There's no reason for name-calling, Alex," Traci said harshly.
"It's like libel, Traci. It's not name-calling if it's the truth, which it is!"
"How... why... after all these years, how did you find out, Al?"
"Our son... and yes, he's still my son... got a visit last year from your lover, who wanted to get a look at the son he had never seen, before he completely succumbs to dementia."
Traci gasped and put her hand to her mouth.
"You mean you've known for a year‽" she asked incredulously.
"No, Drew has known for a year. He kept your lousy-ass secret for a year! He only told me because I kept pushing for that damned DNA test. If I hadn't pushed, I never would have known, and you could have pretended for the rest of our lives that you loved me."
"I do love you, Alex. I do. I made a mistake. I had a lapse of judgment," Traci sobbed. "Let's talk about this. PLEASE!"
"A lapse of judgment! Is that what you call an affair that went on for almost a year! A lapse of fucking judgment!"
Traci broke down sobbing at that point. Alex looked disgusted, got up and walked into the family room. Later that night, Alex went to sleep in the guest room for the second straight night.
Over his lunch hour the next day, Alex called an attorney recommended to him by a co-worker who was divorced several years ago. Since Indiana was a no-fault state, Alex knew the split would be 50-50, although he'd probably have to pay some alimony for a few years due to the disparity in salaries.



Traci was in the kitchen preparing dinner when Alex came home that night. The smell in the house was wonderful, Alex thought. He would miss her cooking, Alex admitted to himself.
It was another quiet meal until Traci finally broke the silence.
"Can we talk, Alex? Please?"
Alex finished the mouthful of food he was chewing, took a drink of wine and pointed at his wife.
"I only have one question, Traci. Why?"
Traci winced at the question. She knew it was coming, but she was sure Alex wasn't going to like the answer. She considered telling him a sanitized version, but she wasn't sure how much he already knew by way of Drew. Getting caught in a lie at this point would probably be the worst thing she could do.
"After Lucy was born I was a little bummed out with the extra 20 pounds I still had on my body, and I guess Magnus picked up on that and started to compliment me and make me feel better about myself. He was a little older than me, and he just had a way of making me feel good just by talking to me. We went out for some lunches, then for some dinners and eventually... well... the friendship turned sexual. I knew I shouldn't, especially since I really did love you, but then the sex was so good once we started. It... wasn't better than what we had, it was different, and since I knew it was wrong, it was very exciting.
"Then I got pregnant, and I wasn't sure who's baby it was, so I knew we had to call off the relationship, and we did. It probably would have been easiest just to abort the baby, but you know I don't believe in that."
Alex took in the story with a stoic face, occasionally sipping his coffee. He expected Traci to give him a sanitized version, and she didn't disappoint.
"Don't you think that after all this time, you owe me the whole truth, not just a cleaned-up version that ignores half the story?" Alex said.
Traci screwed up her face. She didn't expect Alex to want more detail.
"Shit," she whispered. "He was a beautiful strong man, 6-4, with muscles, and he had a nice manner about him. I guess I fell kind of hard for him. Then when I got pregnant, I figured it was probably his, but since his physical characteristics were like my family's, I knew you would never suspect the baby wasn't yours. And, honestly, he was such a beautiful man I really wanted to have his baby..."
That last line was out of Traci's mouth before she could stop herself. She shut up quickly and looked sideways at her husband, hoping he was too upset over the whole issue to really catch what had spilled out of her mouth.
Try as he might, Alex couldn't help but wince at Traci's last remark.
"So when did you find out Drew was your lover's child?" Alex asked.
"My gynecologist did the work on that. He narrowed down the dates and those corresponded to the week that most of the history department went to UCLA for a conference. Do you remember that? Magnus and I slept together every night.
"I was ovulating then, but I knew you would never know where I was in my cycle. You never kept track, and I knew you would never put two and two together."
"So I was a schmuck and a dupe. Perfect," Alex said.
"But you still left out the part where your lover got his own wife pregnant, too, and decided to stick with her and not run off with you. I became a convenient fall-back plan," Alex noted.
"I still loved you, Alex," Traci said. "You weren't a fall-back plan. We had Janice three years later; that's how much I loved you. And you were a great father to our children. We did a good job of raising those kids, and now we're going to grow old together.
"We're so close, Alex. We're 64 years old. Don't screw this up now. Things have been good. Don't ruin everything for a mistake I made more than 30 years ago. Please use your head... and your heart."
"God damn it, Traci!" Alex yelled. "You fuck up and now you're trying to blame me! You've been lying to me for 38 years."
"No, Alex, I haven't been lying to you for 38 years. I did love you then. I love you now. I've never stopped loving you. I know you may not believe it, but it's possible to love more than one person at a time."
"But for a while there, I was number 2. We made vows to forsake all others, Traci," Alex said. "Had I known then what I know now, we would have been history. You broke my heart. You broke my trust."
Traci looked up with tears in her eyes. It seemed that Magnus told Drew everything, and Drew did likewise for Alex. For the first time, she wondered how Drew was taking things. She wondered how Drew and Alex were working things out. She also wondered...
"I know you're wondering," Alex said. "Apparently Lover Boy has dementia, and before he lost everything, he wanted to see his first-born and introduce himself. Seems you two never had a definitive discussion of what you were going to tell Drew about his real father. He even wondered if you had told me and the two of us had decided to raise Drew as ours."
"Dementia. Poor guy," Traci said quietly, tenderly.
"Even I wouldn't wish that on the poor bastard," Alex said. "Nah, I'd feel better if his dick and balls fell off."
Traci pursed her lips, but decided it was smarter not to respond. She realized this was a fight she was not going to win. The best she could hope for right now was a tie, so to speak.
"I apologize for making it so easy for you," Alex said. "Looking back on it now, I should have questioned why a history department secretary had to work late occasionally, but I just had complete trust in you. Complete. Trust. In. You.
"Obviously, I was a fucking moron."
Traci cringed every time Alex said the f-bomb. Up until this point, he tried not to curse at his wife, especially the "big one."
Alex called his son the next day and told him of the previous evening's news, including the fact that Traci tried not to give him all the details. Drew could tell his father was struggling to keep his composure over the phone.
"Have you come to a decision yet, Dad? Remember, you two have a lot of years together, and it would be a shame to see you two split at this point," Drew said.
"I haven't come to a decision, although I have to admit it's going to be hard for me to forgive the betrayal of my trust and the silence for all these years. She would have left me...
"But how are you doing? Seriously," Alex asked. "I know telling me had to be hard. I'm sorry you were put in this position."
"Hardest thing I've ever done, Dad. Never want to have to do anything like that again.
"Are we good, Dad? I'm sorry I didn't say anything sooner, Dad. Honestly."
"We're good, Bud. This shouldn't have been your problem at all.
"You do realize that you will always be my son, regardless of what a piece of paper says."
"I do, Dad. And you will always be my father."
"That said, have you visited with your other family yet. You've got what, a brother and two more sisters--at least halves?"
"I haven't visited yet. Maybe I should," Drew said. "You know, up until last year I had two sisters. Now I've got four half-sisters, a half-brother and a fucked up life."
Drew got a second phone call later in the day, this time from his mother.
"Mom, you do realize I'm working here, right?" Drew said with more than a little undisguised disgust in his voice.
"I'm sorry, Drew, for everything," Traci replied quietly. "You know Dad and I both love you very much."
"How could you, Mom? You cheated on Dad, got pregnant and then didn't say a thing to either Dad or me until you got trapped 30-some years later. Damn. That's cold."
"I'm really sorry, Drew. I loved him. I thought we were going to be together, and then his wife got pregnant, too. But your father... Alex was absolutely the best dad you ever could have had. I know that, and so do you."
"I do know that, Mom. I hope you know that."
Divorce papers were served to Traci at her job a week later. Alex received word from his attorney right after it happened, and his phone started blowing up immediately after. He didn't return a call or text, and in fact, got quite a lot done at his office. Knowing what was coming when he got home, he picked up a pizza and six-pack of beer.
He was two steps inside the house when the verbal barrage began.
"Are you kidding me, you selfish bastard?" Traci screamed. "You just had to serve me at my office to humiliate me, didn't you?"
"Truthfully, the thought did appeal to me," Alex admitted. "Why shouldn't you get a measure of shit heaped on you, like me?"
"That's ancient history, and you know it. It was 38 years ago. You didn't know about it, I never took anything from you. At this point, I'm not going to apologize for something that happened that long ago. I'm sorry that you are having a tough time getting over it, but it's time to man up and get on with life."
"I'm sorry, Babe. I didn't realize that breaking my heart had a statute of limitations on it," Alex said.
"You loved him. You were going to leave me for him until his wife got pregnant and he stayed for her. He chose her, not you. That didn't escape me."
Traci fought the divorce. She and her attorney got the judge to order counseling. Alex knew things were going to be tough when the counselor asked him about his hurt feelings after so many years.
"Mr. Norris, you seem abnormally hurt even though this affair was almost 40 years ago," the counselor commented to Alex in the first session.
"Not to me, Mrs. Ryan. I've only known about the affair for a few months now. It's new to me, and the wound is still raw," Alex responded.
"We had a great life together since then," Traci whined. "What happened almost 40 years ago was a lifetime ago. My commitment back to my husband can't be overlooked."
"But she cheated on me for almost a year. That's why she had to recommit to me," Alex said. "Don't cheat. Don't have to recommit.
"She got pregnant by her lover, and if he hadn't decided to stay with his wife, she would have left me. Left me! Had his kid with him! So because he decides to stay with his wife, she comes back to me, keeping everything secret. I was her back-up plan, for God's sakes!"
Alex was practically screaming at this point. His face was red. His anger was palpable to the counselor, and maybe everybody within a quarter-mile radius.
"Mr. Norris. Please calm down. Volume down, sir," Callista Ryan said.
"Aarrgghh!" Alex screamed.
Traci asked the counselor if she could speak first at the next session. She desperately needed Alex to understand that her love for him was real.
"Alex, I apologize for breaking our vows, but I always loved you. And when I recommitted to you, I did so completely, and never once looked at another man. I came to realize my mistake, regretted it and gave you every ounce of my love after that. That's why we had Janice. She was my gift to you, to our marriage."
Alex looked directly into Traci's pleading eyes. He admitted to himself that if he hadn't learned of Traci's cheating, he would have gone to his death thinking he had a practically perfect marriage.
In another time, another place, he would have gotten out of his chair, gone to her and given her a comforting hug. Stopping him, however, was the nagging thought that he did find out about her cheating, her pregnancy with another man's child and her admission that she would have left him if not for Magnus' decision to stay with his pregnant wife. Any of those three should give him good reason to divorce Traci; all three combined seemed to make for a no-brainer... except for the 43 years of absolute love he had given her.
Traci could see the apprehension in Alex's face. He couldn't keep his eyes on hers.
"You would have left me for him," Alex whispered. "He had become your number 1 love, and you would have dumped me if it wasn't for circumstances. We wouldn't have had the last... 38 years of what I thought was a great marriage because you would have been gone, and I would have been alone.
"Yeah, that's love."
"But I didn't leave, for whatever reason, and I rediscovered you, so to speak. You just admitted it, you thought it was a great marriage..."
"But what I thought wasn't true, was it?" Alex cried. "That was a sham. You deceived me. You disrespected me. You can't call it a great marriage if it's based on a lie... a lie of omission.
"Your lapse of judgment--as you called it--would have resulted in a divorce if I had known about it. How dare you! We took vows! Didn't they mean anything to you‽"
Alex broke down at that point, the first time Traci had seen him cry for anything other than the death of his parents. It was starting to dawn on her that Alex was as devastated as if this just happened recently. Apparently, the counselor had read the situation the same way.
"Mrs. Norris, although you would obviously like this situation to be resolved quickly, your husband has a lot to digest, and it's all fairly new to him. And at this point in your lives, it looks like this reconciliation could be a slow go. It might seem to be better than the alternative, but going into your retirement years with this between you? That's going to take both of you working very hard to overcome. If one of you is not committed..."
Traci looked hard at Alex. Alex caught the turn of her head, but he shrugged his shoulders.
"I don't know, Traci, honestly. I can't answer that," Alex said. "I know the question to ask is 'would I be better off with or without you?' but I keep getting two answers. After all this time, I know I would be better off with you, just for the convenience alone, but it's not about convenience, is it? Can I live with you, knowing that your choice was another? Knowing that you lied to me for 38 years? Knowing that everything I thought was true for the last 38 years was an illusion?"
Traci asked all three kids to call Alex and urge him to stay married. Drew told his mother flat out he wouldn't interfere in his father's decision, but both girls were not shy about calling their father in support of their mother. Alex graciously told both daughters that he would give their request serious consideration, but he couldn't guarantee to them what his final decision would be.
"Please, Dad, don't break up the family for a 40-year-old mistake. Let it go," Lucy said after making her pitch.
"Luc, can I ask you a question?" Alex asked. "If Robbie were to cheat on you, would you forgive him easily?"
"After I cut his balls off? Yeah, probably," his oldest answered.
Alex was shaving a few days later when the answer was almost literally right in front of his face.
"Yeah. You're right," Alex said to his reflection.
Alex asked to go first at the next counseling section.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Ryan, but I now know that I can't stay with Traci, and we should stop these sessions," Alex said.
"Pardon me, Mr. Norris?" the counselor responded. " What caused this epiphany?"
"I did. Well, actually my reflection," Alex noted. "I came to the conclusion that there was no way I could ever look at myself in a mirror again if I let Traci spit on me and just took it."
"I didn't spit on you. It was never like that," Traci whined. "I love you."
"You were going to leave me; leave us. If that's not spitting on me, I don't know what is. You didn't leave only because his wife got pregnant and he decided to stay with her. So the decision to stay with me really wasn't yours. It was his."
Traci dropped her eyes to the floor. She shifted her eyes quickly to Alex, then to the counselor before again looking back down.
"Mrs. Norris?" the counselor asked.
"It... it sounds harsh, but I guess it's true," Traci hissed almost under her breath.
"But what about all those great years? Don't they count for anything, Mr. Norris?"
"She got a do-over, but I got lied to. And we won't even talk about Drew, will we?"
"You're making a horrible mistake, Alex. I love you and you love me," Traci reiterated.
"When it comes to this marriage, obviously it won't be my first mistake," Alex said.
Traci scrunched her face at that comment.
"I don't want a divorce! I don't want a divorce! I don't want a divorce!" Traci shrieked.
Traci didn't get what she wanted, and at 64 she wound up living in a small apartment in a senior housing addition. She was quickly on her way to becoming a bitter old woman. Even her grandchildren weren't too thrilled when Grandma Norris came to visit.
Alex also wound up in a small apartment, but in a regular section of the town. He decided he was going to use his retirement years as a do-over. He bought himself a Harley-Davidson Road King, and after retiring, spent the spring, summer and fall on the road, taking in the sights. He was a good amateur photographer, and would occasionally submit a photo to a magazine and earn a few extra dollars.
Although Alex hadn't been a single man in more than 40 years, his adventures in dating occasionally were aided by the fact that single men in their 60s are far outnumbered by single women in that age group. It also helped that Alex wasn't expecting to find hot, gorgeous women for a night of wild sex. Since he was in pretty good condition for a man of his age, however, when he did date, his partners seemed pleased with his performance.
While Alex enjoyed his occasional sexual liaisons with different women, he noted he missed the familiarity that he enjoyed with Traci. He missed the cuddling and snuggling that would always follow a lovemaking session with his ex-wife. Of course, he realized that most of his hook-ups were purely fucking, not lovemaking.
Drew was pleased that his father was enjoying his "do-over," although he, like his sisters, would have preferred Alex stayed married to his mother. Drew was much more understanding of the decision than his sisters, who sided with their mother on the issue. Considering Alex went through with the divorce with no hesitation, neither daughter wanted to push their father very hard. While Grandma Norris wasn't big on the grandkids' lists, Grandpa Norris was a superstar with his laid-back attitude, longer hair and cool motorcycle.
Drew waited until Magnus died before getting in touch with his other half-siblings. As he explained to Alex, he would always consider Alex to be his real father and Magnus an interloper. His half-siblings from Magnus, however, were not responsible for what happened, so he had no problem contacting them, especially after Alex told him he had no problem learning about the rest of his family.
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"Stee-rike three!" Umpire Billy Golden cried out in his booming baritone to end the top half of the third inning at tiny Admiral Fetterman Field in Pensacola, FL, home of the Pensacola Blue Wahoos, Double A affiliate of the Miami Marlins.
By orders from above, Scout Sam Kasper was in his usual seat at "The Admiral" to check on the progress of the Marlins' No. 1 draft pick of two years ago, Davie "Golden Eagle" Boyd. This was the second trip the scout had made to Pensacola this season. Seems the big club was hoping that last year's bonus baby would be up to "The Show" by September, and they trusted the opinion of no one more than Kasper, who had been scouting for them for 18 years.
Boyd, hitting a solid.286 with 12 homers and 36 runs batted in through the middle part of June, was so far justifying the $1.75 million bonus the Marlins had paid him when they signed him last year, Kasper thought. The 6-4, 240-pound 24-year-old could hit for average, hit for power, field his first base position and run like the wind, Kasper thought, making him perhaps one notch down from the potential of the Angel's Mike Trout, who most people acknowledged as the game's greatest player.
Boyd oozed confidence as he swaggered up to the plate as the third batter of the inning for Pensacola. His long, wavy blond hair trailed out from underneath his batting helmet; his large biceps and triceps filled the short sleeves of his uniform.
Virtually all of the women in the tiny ballpark sat up straighter and paid more attention to the batter. Home attendance was up this year, particularly among women.
Kasper had his pad and pen out to record the at-bat and his observation of it. He might have been the only man in the ballpark to be paying more attention to the batter than the women.
With the bases empty and one out, Boyd ran the count full, then took a 96 mile-per-hour fastball over the wall in left field. The ballpark erupted in cheering. Kasper was scribbling furiously while grinning from ear-to-ear. It was on his recommendation that the Marlins made Boyd their top pick.
Boyd added a run-scoring single later in the game as the Blue Wahoos won 4-2. Kasper wrote some more notes in his pad and then headed for the Wahoos' locker room to talk with Boyd and the Wahoos' manager.
Alyssa Graber and Traci Strickland were sitting in a corner table at La Scala, an upscale restaurant, each eating a piece of cheesecake and drinking a shot of Galliano. The two 30-somethings were well-dressed and seemed to fit in well with their surroundings.
Davie Boyd and Arturo Gonzalez were completely out of place the minute they walked in. They had gone to the restaurant to celebrate that afternoon's victory, and were shown to a table in the middle of the restaurant.
"Ooh, I'll take that blond specimen over there," Traci said, indicating Davie.
Alyssa followed Traci's eyes to the pair of ballplayers.
"Oh, please. The two of them probably haven't read a book between them since 'Sally, Dick and Jane'. Ten bucks says they both order burgers," Alyssa said.
"Deal. You know them?" Traci asked.
"I only know that they're two members of the local baseball team. Your fantasy boy there is their bonus baby. Got a big deal to sign."
"Hmmm. Good looking and rich. That's always a nice combination," Traci said, a slow smile spreading across her face as the pair of athletes looked over at the women.
"Doesn't it bother you that they are probably young enough to be... our kid brothers?" Alyssa asked.
"I don't want to buy one, just rent one for a while," Traci said as she flashed her perfect white teeth in the direction of the players.
"Would you look at that?" Davie gushed to Arturo. "A pair of MILFs just waiting for some company."
Davie, as the player with the big contract and the bonus, was buying as he usually did when he went out with his teammates. He called the waitress over and asked her to take two more drinks to the women at the corner table.
"You do know that both of those women are married, and the one with the shorter hair is the wife of Mayor Richard Strickland?" questioned the waitress.
"That's okay," Davie answered. "I just want to buy them a drink, not rent one for the evening."
The waitress smiled and did as she was asked. The players watched the waitress deliver the drinks, then tipped their own drinks at the women. The women tipped their drinks back.
The players ate their burgers while watching the women talk.
"Damn boy, aren't you already fucking that cute little blonde thing?" Arturo asked.
"What's your point, Artie? We're fuckbuddies, not married. Besides, there's nothing better than married pussy. I'm teaching Blondie how to fuck, but I'd bet those MILFs could teach us how to fuck. They've been fucking for years, and my experience says that right about now they could use some strange."
"I didn't realize you had a degree in MILFs. My hat is off to you, Professor."
Both ballplayers chuckled.
Alyssa was the wife of a banker. She was 36, with long blonde hair, a pretty face with blue eyes and a curvy body. Her partner at the table was 35, with shoulder-length dark brown hair, small boobs but a round bubble butt under her slightly too-tight, slightly too-short skirt. The mayor's wife knew she still had what it took to get a man's attention, and wasn't as shy about showing it off as the mayor would have liked her to be.
"By the way, you owe me $10," Alyssa noted.
The players finished their burgers before leaving to approach the women's table.
"Would you two like some company for a while?" Davie asked.
"Who do you have in mind for us?" Traci sassed.
Davie only missed a short beat with the response. He was a skilled pro at back and forth with women, and recognized Traci's response as the first salvo. He decided Arturo could have the quieter one.
"Well, since you're the one with the saucy tongue, I was thinking of myself. Arturo here is more of a gentleman. I think he would be good company for your friend. By the way, I'm Davie. Arturo and I play for the Blue Wahoos, the Double A baseball team in town."
"I'm Traci and my friend is Alyssa. I guess we can do some intelligent conversation for a while, if you can manage that. Arturo looks like he can handle that... maybe he can cover for both of you."
"Wow. Ouch," Davie said.
The four enjoyed each other's company for a second drink and about two hours. Before they split up, Davie asked for and got Traci's phone number.
"Did you really just give him your number?" Alyssa asked incredulously. "You do remember you are a married woman?"
"A little flirting, maybe a little more, won't hurt anybody. I can tell he's a player. I'm just going to play along with him a little," Traci laughed.
"As long as you know what you're doing," Alyssa commented.
Heading off in the other direction, Arturo asked Davie, "You tossing Blondie to the curb?"
"What makes you think I'd do something stupid like that?" Davie answered. "It's not like Blondie and Traci hang in the same circles or anything."
"As long as you know what you're doing," Arturo said.
"Blondie," as the two Wahoo players referred to her, was in reality a 20-year-old Pensacola native named Jenna Wyatt. She showed up outside the team's locker room after the team's opener, and she and Davie had been an item since. The pair had been having sex two to three times a week for the last month.
Jenna was hardly an innocent townie. Although she was just two years out of high school, her "number" was already in the low double digits. She was a young woman with a big sexual appetite and wasn't shy about going after what she wanted. At this time, what she wanted was the town's stud baseball player.
Jenna was waiting for Davie the next day after the game, wearing a tight black short-sleeved blouse with tight skinny jeans that accentuated her tight ass, Davie thought as he spied Jenna. They left the park and went to the house Davie was renting after stopping to pick up a pizza.
After demolishing the pizza and a couple of beers apiece, Davie and Jenna retreated to the master bedroom and the king-size bed. Halfway to the bed, Davie looked deeply into Jenna's hazel eyes and kissed her hard, attempting to suck her tonsils from her mouth into his. Jenna's knees buckled before Davie laid her down on her back on the bed. He gently rubbed a hand over both of her smallish but perky boobs before his fingers walked down to her waiting, very wet pussy.
Davie gently rubbed his hand up and down on first one lip, then the other as Jenna wriggled on the bed. He slid in one finger, finding the rough patch inside her vagina, then slid in a second, then a third. Just when Jenna's moans started to intensify into shrieks, Davie ran his fingers up to and around her clitoris, pushing the young woman into an explosive orgasm. Davie stroked her completely through the climax before giving her a few seconds of rest. He then repeated the process starting with his fingers inside her pussy, and a second orgasm came soon after.
While Jenna was recovering, Davie changed positions so the pair was in a 69. He took his dick in his fingers and slapped the young woman on the cheek, making her reflexively open her mouth to engulf his flesh. When that happened, he licked as deeply inside Jenna's pussy as he could reach. As she started to orgasm yet again, he sucked in some of her inner flesh into his mouth, and the orgasm went from big to an earthquake. Jenna screamed, wrapped her legs hard around Davie's head and bucked into his face.
When Jenna came back to consciousness, Davie had pulled his head back a bit to get some fresh air. His hard dick was languishing in her mouth, until she re-started her oral ministrations. Five minutes later, Davie shot a huge load of semen into Jenna's mouth, most of which she was able to swallow.
When his breathing returned to normal, Davie grabbed a towel from the bathroom, dried his face and went into the kitchen for another two beers. He and Jenna took their time drinking the cold liquid, then returned to the bed for round two. Jenna took Davie's dick in her hand, had him hard in almost no time and he quickly crawled between her legs. Jenna wrapped her legs around Davie's core and the pair stayed that way through Jenna's final orgasm. Davie then disengaged and pulled Jenna up to all fours before re-inserting his hard dick. He started slow but was soon pounding the young woman for all he was worth, until he felt Jenna starting to tire. He came soon afterward, nearly driving the woman off the bed before he was finished.
Traci didn't recognize the phone number that came up on her phone display at first. Then she remembered she gave her number to that young ballplayer four days ago. She chuckled out loud. She didn't think he would actually call since he knew she was married. He was either incredibly cheeky or incredibly stupid, she thought as she hit the answer button.
"Davie, how have you been?" Traci answered in her sweetest tone.
"Been pretty good, Traci. I was just sitting here in my room thinking about tonight's game when you popped into my mind, and I figured I'd call."
"Are you at home or on the road?" Traci said, catching Davie somewhat by surprise that she even knew about road trips. From their conversation the other night, Davie got the impression she knew very little about the sport, and cared for it even less.
"We're in Birmingham. Be back home in a few days. I was hoping maybe we could catch a quick dessert and drink Thursday evening, if you're not doing anything. You can bring hubby if you'd like. I'd like to meet the mayor. Never met one officially before. I bet you two are quite the power couple."
Traci detected a note of sarcasm in Davie's voice. She knew he didn't want her husband joining them, but was impressed Davie had enough intelligence to play the game. Traci was intrigued.
"He's got a council meeting Thursday night, but I'd be pleased to join you, young man," Traci answered, throwing in the identifier as her way of playing the game.
The two got to know each other better over glasses of Amaretto di Saranno and slices of cheesecake. Traci kept the conversation neutral, letting Davie pick the direction of the evening. He waited about 20 minutes before turning the discourse to more of an intimate nature.
"You're a beautiful woman. Doesn't your husband mind that you occasionally meet men for drinks?" Davie asked.
"Sometimes I meet men. Sometimes I meet women. I have a varied group of friends in my social circle. My husband knows that. He also knows that he can trust me, despite the fact that he knows I am a bit of a flirt."
"A bit of a flirt?" Davie commented. "I'd take a bit of a flirt. How far does that flirting go?"
"How far would you like it to go?" Traci responded.
A grin slowly spread across Davie's face. He reached across the table with both hands. Traci put her hands in his.
Evan McComb watched the cute blonde kind of bounce her way to the counter at the Starbucks from a table near the back of the store. He noted the light freckles across the bridge of her turned-up nose and the light in her hazel eyes. He also noted that her miniskirt was only halfway down her shapely thighs. He knew she came in on a regular basis, and was waiting for her. It took him about a month to work up the courage to finally talk to her.
He got up from his table and lingered near the door waiting. As she approached, Evan made his move, introducing himself to her. Surprised at first, the young woman responded positively to Evan's introduction. She had seen him before in the shop, and was impressed with his good looks and the way he fit his suits. The two wandered back to the table Evan had left, and talked for about five minutes before Jenna said she had to get back to her job. Evan handed the young woman his phone so she could put her number in his contacts.
Evan practically floated back to his job as an accountant. His co-workers noted the usually unexpressive CPA seemed to be humming as he moved around the office. About 4 in the afternoon, his boss, Phil Cunningham, walked into Evan's office and wanted to know if he had won the lottery.
"Got the phone number of the future Mrs. Evan McComb earlier today!" Evan declared.
Phil had been Evan's boss for two years. He liked the younger man, but he had never known him to talk so positively about his relationship with a woman, especially when the two of them hadn't even been out on a date yet.
Evan called Jenna the next day. They set up a date for dinner at one of Evan's favorite seafood restaurants for the coming Saturday night.
Evan gasped audibly when Jenna answered her apartment door in her version of a little black dress. His quick scan revealed that she was braless under the thin material as her nipples were visibly erect, and it came down to only a couple of inches past her round ass. Evan thought that she would have to be very careful when she sat.
"So can I take that as a sound of approval, or are you starting to have an asthma attack?" Jenna offered.
"Definitely a sound of approval. But now I'm worried because I didn't bring a baseball bat with me to fight off the guys making passes at you."
Jenna giggled, and Evan was pretty sure it was the most beautiful sound he'd ever heard.
The two had a great dinner and great conversation. It was natural that Jenna found herself comparing Evan to Davie throughout the evening. While Davie won on most of the physical aspects, Jenna found that Evan was far from a troll, and she had to admit to herself that she seemed to "click" on many more levels with him than Davie. Still, she and Evan didn't talk about their dating others as this was just their first date. Maybe sometime in the future they would have to have that discussion, but for right now they were both just enjoying being with each other.
The evening ended with a chaste kiss at Jenna's door.
The next evening didn't end with a chaste kiss at Jenna's door. Jenna and Davie exchanged a deep, passionate kiss, then moved inside for what turned into a long evening of carnal fun. After some quick foreplay, the naked lovers made their way to Jenna's bed, where Davie took the young blonde first missionary and then doggy. As usual, Jenna got off several times on Davie's cock. Evan was a long way away from her thoughts.
Traci was pleased with the way her relationship was going with the young athlete. He was more educated and well-read than she anticipated, and they enjoyed one outing at a near-by museum and another at an art show opening. The pair had run into several friends of Traci and her husband at the art show, and Davie was surprised at how unperturbed Traci seemed to be at being seen in public with him.
While Traci appeared to be as conservative as her husband, she knew that in another time and place, she could easily have been a wilder woman. Her only outward admission to that was her inclination to flirt and a small tattoo on her left wrist, which was usually hidden under several bracelets.
None of Traci's women friends seemed upset or surprised at her being with the young athlete, although the pairing did raise some eyebrows among the women's husbands. Virtually all of her friends knew Traci was a notorious flirt, but to her men friends, this seemed to be a little more over the top.
Several of those men wondered how much her husband, the mayor, knew about her latest flirtation. In reality, Mayor Richard Strickland knew very little of his wife's most recent activities. Despite her penchant for carrying her flirting a bit too far for his taste, he had always trusted his wife to draw a line in the sand at the right point.
Traci was the well-kept wife of a successful attorney for the first 11 years of the couple's marriage, before the lawyer decided a little more than two years ago he needed to become mayor of the small city in which they resided.
At 41, Richard was six years older than his wife, but like her, gave the appearance of being younger. His short brown here showed no sign of graying, and his regular time spent at the gym gave him a toned and somewhat muscular physique. He was a good-looking man, most agreed, although not nearly on a par with his beautiful wife.
It wasn't much of a contest in the fall election, with Richard garnering about two-thirds of the vote. It seemed most of his constituents were confident that he would bring the same strong work ethic to the mayor's office that he had to his career as an attorney.
As with most mayors, Richard had plenty of meetings to attend, and probably hadn't spent as much time at his job since early in his career with the law firm. Some of his friends wondered if he was spending too much time mayoring at the expense of his marriage, especially when they saw Traci out with Davie.
Traci was the executive director of a non-profit in the city. The job was only about 30 hours each week, which gave her flexibility to have a social life and yet still be a presence in the community. It was not uncommon for Traci to have several lunches out each week in the presence of some of the more influential business leaders in the community.
In recent weeks, Traci and Davie had begun exchanging light kisses in public. Traci noticed that in some company that hardly raised an eyebrow. She started to become a little more liberal in touching Davie on his arms and chest as well. As she continually felt the moisture in her panties when she was around the young man, she knew it was just a matter of time before Davie became her first lover. Although she admitted to herself she knew it was wrong, her growing lust for the young man was quelling her feelings of guilt. While she truly loved her husband deep in her heart, her lustful feelings had her considering that this was something that she was owed.



Jenna wasn't feeling any guilt as she lay entwined in Evan's arms after the pair had just engaged in their first evening of sex. Evan had just given her a half-dozen orgasms with his fingers, mouth and dick. Jenna smiled to herself with satisfaction as she had just had great sex with two different men on consecutive days. Neither man had ever discussed exclusivity, and Jenna was going to enjoy what both men were offering until some sort of a decision needed to be made.
Mayor Richard Strickland and three other men were sitting in a darkened corner in the only high-end Hungarian restaurant in the city. They were working out details on financing for a distribution center that was negotiating to come to the city. The distribution center could potentially bring in several hundred jobs and tax revenue into the city. He needed to be heavily focused on the meeting.
That focus wavered a bit, however, when he saw his wife accompanied by the city's Double A baseball star glide in to the restaurant and get accompanied to a table on the other side of the eatery.
"This one's a good-looking, big son of a bitch," the mayor thought to himself. "She's getting a little brazen these days."
He gave himself another five seconds to think about what he saw, then tuned back into the meeting.
What Mayor Strickland didn't see was the tight black miniskirt Traci was wearing, something she had bought special for Davie. She was obviously braless under her silky black blouse.
Davie was more animated than Traci had seen him before. He was today's hero with two homers, three hits and three RBI, he told Traci. She had no idea what the handsome young man was talking about, but she knew it was something good based upon his smile, his animation and the light in his eyes. She knew that tonight she would take their relationship to a new level.
Davie mellowed throughout the meal, and Traci watched the transformation with quiet pride, feeling that she had a hand in shaping this young man's personality.
"How about we get dessert to go?" Traci asked, giving him her beautiful trademark smile. "Richard won't be home until about midnight. That gives us not quite three hours to eat that dessert."
"Fuck yeah," Davie enthused.
Traci's miniskirt was off within 15 seconds of her getting inside Davie's house. He marveled at her tight ass in the small, tight bikini panties she wore. He pulled the older women toward him, placed both hands on her ass and pulled her in for an open-mouth kiss. She moaned into his mouth as he slid his large hands into her panties.
Davie squeezed both ass cheeks as he kept his mouth tightly on Traci's. He lifted her by those cheeks and carried her into the bedroom before laying her down on her back on his bed. He kneeled down on the floor by the bed, placed her legs over his shoulders and started licking up along her slit. Traci writhed on the bed, trying to slide down a little closer to Davie's face, and when he realized that, Davie leaned in closer and licked deeper. Thirty seconds later, Traci exploded on Davie's face. The young man choked a bit on Traci's fluids, then swallowed and came up laughing. He leaned in again, this time sucking on Traci's clit and causing the woman to squirt.
Traci's brain was completely scrambled by the torturously great feelings flowing through her pussy. She was confused by the liquid she felt, never having squirted before. She heard some high-pitched squealing, then realized it was coming from her mouth.
Davie had had his share of women in his short adult life but had never made one squirt before. He pulled his head back, shook it side to side, let out a shriek of his own and dove back in. He got two more strong orgasms out of Traci, then stood up and removed her blouse, revealing her small but perky tits. He squeezed her nipples until she gasped, then he straightened up, rubbed his hard dick up and down her wet lips and plunged inside in two quick strokes. She gasped and then wriggled to get more comfortable on Davie's dick, which felt noticeably bigger and thicker than her husband's.
Davie started out slowly, pulling almost all the way out and pushing all the way in. Traci's body responded to his slow stroking, and she had another orgasm after about five minutes, her pussy walls gripping Davie like a glove. He concentrated on baseball to slow himself down, then when he regained his physical composure, he started picking up speed. Traci was verbalizing loudly, and after another few minutes screamed her way through yet another orgasm as Davie pounded her pussy.
Traci's last orgasm pushed Davie over the edge, and he came with a roar of his own. As he and Traci lay painting, they had almost the same thought: that was the best sex ever.
Richard Strickland half walked, half staggered into his house at 12:30 a.m., feeling like the conquering hero. His presence and work had just helped secure a distribution center for his city, creating a lot of jobs and tax revenue. The deal was sealed over a fine meal and a lot of drinks at the city's high-end Hungarian restaurant, Magyar's.
Now as he slowly made his way up the stairs, he remembered what he had briefly seen while in the restaurant: his wife in the presence of the city's star ballplayer, Davie Boyd. As the executive director of one of the city's larger non-profits, Traci could have been with the player for any number of legit reasons, but had that been the case, his very organized wife would have told him beforehand. He didn't remember any conversation in which she told him she would be meeting Boyd.
Richard knew his wife was a major flirt and had the goods to back it up, but he also trusted that her flirting was just that and nothing more. From time to time during his 10 years of marriage, he had his doubts, but every time he did some checking, Traci had come up innocent. He was hoping that was the case this time.
Traci was the smartest paralegal Richard had ever hired at his law firm, Atterbury Salerno Strickland LLP. They had started dating a year later, and were married a year after that. She left the law firm right after the pair started dating, and started working for the non-profit a few months after she and Richard were married.
Richard was 31 when the two married. He had been involved in two previous long-term relationships before dating Traci. He was a handsome, successful lawyer, and finding women to date was never a problem.
Traci's flirtatious nature was an occasional bone of contention in the couple's marriage. Her husband had repeatedly told her that in "their place" in the city's society, her flirting was very disrespectful for him.
"Come on, Richie. You know I don't mean anything by it. It's just me having some fun," Traci had said.
"Please think about my feelings occasionally, Traci," Richard had replied.
Richard slowly undressed in the darkness of the bedroom so he wouldn't wake his wife. He slowly got under the covers and snuggled up to Traci, first sniffing her skin and then her hair. The smell of soap and shampoo was still strong, meaning she had showered before she went to bed sometime earlier. Since Traci normally didn't shower before bed, Richard knew that his wife was no longer his alone. He turned around in bed so his back was to his wife. A tear escaped an eye as he drifted off to sleep.
"So who are you dating now, Girlfriend?" Shayla Williamson asked her longtime friend, Jenna Wyatt, as the two were finishing lunch.
Jenna blushed deeply, wondering if she should tell her friend the truth about seeing two guys on a regular basis. She wondered why she felt guilty about that, since neither she nor either of the men discussed being exclusive. Maybe it was because Shayla had known her long enough to know that at 20, Jenna was a long way from being a virgin.
Shayla saw the deep blush and knew exactly what it meant.
"So I'm assuming it's not who, but how many," Shayla giggled. "Come on, spill."
Jenna looked down at the floor before facing her friend. She told her about Davie and Evan.
"Wait. You're dating that hunk of a ballplayer? What's that like?" Shayla asked.
"He's everything you see," Jenna answered. "He's big, he's got muscles, he's got money, he's great looking. And he's terrific in bed. But it's this other guy that's got me twisted up. Not quite as big, not quite as muscular, definitely not the money. But he's also handsome and good in bed and I don't know... there's something about him that gets me going in a way that Davie doesn't. We can talk about anything, and he's just fun to be around. And I miss him when I'm alone. I don't miss Davie like that when I'm alone. Does that make sense?"
"That sounds suspiciously like love, Baby Girl," Shayla said. "You need to see if you can lock him up before he goes on to someone else. The baseball player may be fun, but love is golden. Stake your claim quickly, Jenna."
Jenna looked directly into her friend's eyes. She could see that Shayla was dead serious.
"Sometimes when Davie calls, I know that he just wants to fuck me," Jenna admitted. "Evan wants to be with me. The sex is extra."
"And there's your answer to that question, Jenna."
Despite that conversation, Jenna didn't hesitate to say yes when Davie called and set up a date for two days later. He sent over a ticket to the game, and the two were to go out after.
Evan and his friend, Scott Segura, had good tickets to the Wahoos' Thursday night game. When Davie Boyd slugged a two-run homer in the sixth inning, the ballpark erupted in cheering. Evan, sitting about five rows up from the Wahoos' first base dugout, thought he heard a familiar voice above the din. Sitting three rows in front of him, in the row right behind the dugout where family and friends of the players sat, was Jenna. She was dressed nicely, but seemed to be sitting by herself.
Evan didn't say anything to his friend, but he continued to watch Jenna for the next few innings. He noticed Davie got up and looked directly at the young blonde woman several times, and she seemed to wave in his direction once or twice.
Evan wasn't born yesterday, and he knew what he was looking at. He was unsettled, but as she sat in the stands thinking about it, he realized that neither he nor Jenna had ever made a commitment to being exclusive. He realized that was something he would need to rectify, if she wasn't already an item with the ballplayer.
Evan pointed out Jenna to his friend and told him their story to date. When the game was over, the two men surreptitiously watched the young woman. When Davie exited the ballpark, Jenna practically jumped into his strong arms and the two got into Davie's new Porsche.
Traci never noticed the nondescript black sedan that followed her to the parking lot of the Italian restaurant. The driver of that vehicle parked close enough to take photos and see her enter the restaurant, several minutes before Davie entered. He opened a thick Clive Cussler book, knowing he had at least an hour's reading.
Dinner took a little longer for the pair on this night. They came out of the restaurant holding hands, then each got into their own cars and drove to Davie's house. The sedan followed both cars at a discreet distance. The driver took photos of Traci pulling her car into the home's garage.
Traci and Davie headed up to his bedroom within minutes of arriving at his house. Her short blue dress wound up in a pile on the floor of the bedroom, along with a blue garter belt and stockings. The sex was once again epic, both agreed.
Three hours and 120 pages later, Traci's car left Davie's garage. The man in the black sedan took photos as she drove past his car, her hair disheveled and her makeup gone. He then drove over to Mayor Richard Strickland's office and waited for the council meeting to break up before going in to see the mayor.
Mark Garton, private investigator, waited until the mayor was completely alone before knocking on his office door. The mayor acknowledged the man as he entered the office.
"His bedroom is on the second floor, so I haven't been able to get actual photos of the two of them going at it, but judging by the way she looked both before and after entering the player's home, only an idiot or a puritan would think they weren't having sex. And from what you've told me about her late showers... well, it's a done deal in my opinion."
"Thank you, Mr. Garton," Mayor Strickland said as he handed the PI a check for his services.
After the investigator left the office, the mayor put his head in his hands and cried like a baby.
Breakfast at the Stricklands' house the next morning was a quiet affair, although Traci was most certainly in a good mood, humming as she moved around the kitchen. Richard looked stricken as he ate at the kitchen table.
"You don't look very good, Dear. We've got some Alka-Seltzer in the bathroom if your stomach isn't doing good," Traci said.
"I've got a gun in my gun safe that would make me feel better, too," the mayor thought to himself.
Traci didn't see the signs that the mayor had more than a clue as to what she had been up to. She had always considered herself smarter than her husband, forgetting that her husband's more passive behavior was no reflection on his intelligence.
Traci believed she truly loved her husband, but at this point she believed she deserved her dalliance with the young ballplayer. Her husband was adequate in bed, she thought, but Davie was at least a good two steps up... and she deserved that. She knew what she was doing was technically wrong, but it was so good that she didn't feel guilty. She knew it was cliché, but her affair truly was just about great sex. When it was over, she would go back to being the loving, doting wife.
Richard watched his wife moving around the kitchen and humming merrily with growing anger. He noted that he and Traci hadn't been intimate in about a month. Prior to that, they had been having sex two to three times each week, and Richard didn't think they had a problem in that department.
As with many families, the wife's agenda drove the household. The pair hadn't had a good discussion on children prior to their nuptials, but about two years after getting married, Traci decided she didn't want children. She and Richard had several intense discussions on the topic, but in the end, Traci got her way and Richard got a vasectomy.
In between her job and dating two men at the same time, Jenna didn't realize that Evan hadn't called her for a week. Halfway through a fuck session with Davie the next week, it suddenly dawned on Jenna that she hadn't heard from her other suitor. Davie didn't miss the fact that the young woman was suddenly distracted.
"Earth to Jenna. Come in Jenna," Davie suddenly blurted out from behind her as he plowed into her doggy style. Jenna had stopped moving her hips back into him as he fucked her hard, and Davie realized that for maybe the first time in his adult life, a woman had gotten distracted during sex with him.
"H-e-e-l-l-o-o!" Davie called out again.
Jenna snapped to attention at that moment, realizing that she was somewhere else mentally for some time. She quickly got back into rhythm with Davie, and the young man started pumping her harder, causing her to have her third orgasm of the session. When her wits came back to her, however, her thoughts again turned to Evan. She remembered her friend's warning.
It was too late for Jenna to call Evan when she got home, but she called him the next day during her lunch hour. It was the first time she ever had to call the young accountant.
"Did I do something wrong, Evan?" Jenna asked when Evan answered on the third ring.
Evan carefully weighed what he considered his two options: tell Jenna he knew about her dating Davie, or just let the relationship drop. There was silence on the line for about 10 seconds.
"Jenna, I know you're dating both that star baseball player and me. I know we've never had the exclusivity talk, but I can't abide by you dating... and I'm sure, sleeping with... two guys at the same time. I know I don't have his money, and I'm not a big rugged guy, but I want to be the one and only in your life. I want to find out if there is more to us..."
Jenna's eyes widened on her end of the call, although Evan couldn't see them. She stammered for a second before responding affirmative.
"How about we celebrate our new arrangement this Saturday night?" Evan said.
Jenna didn't stammer this time, crying out quickly, "Yes. Yes. Yes."
A few days later, Davie called Jenna for a date. She politely turned him down, telling him that she was now dating another man exclusively.
"Well, that's great for you, but that doesn't have to affect us, does it?" Davie asked. "I mean, we weren't looking for Brad and Angelina. We were just having some fun. Can't that continue while you date this guy?"
"I'm sorry, Davie. Evan's not that kind of guy," Jenna said. "And I won't cheat when I make a commitment. I've had a great time with you, but I guess we're over."
"Well, okay, but if you ever change your mind, you've got my number."
"Love you, Davie. I hope you have a big career."
Sam Kasper got the honor of telling Davie about his September call-up to the major league Miami Marlins. He showed up at Fetterman Field a few minutes before game time one afternoon in late August.
"Hey, Bubba, my name is Opportunity, and I'm knocking," Sam said when he walked up to Davie in the Wahoos' locker room.
"Seriously, Mr. K?" Davie said with great enthusiasm.
The older man smiled and nodded
"Fuck yeah! I'm answering!" Davie screamed as his teammates gathered around in congratulations.
Davie's call-up made the local news the next day. Richard Strickland read the story in the newspaper with interest. He still loved his wife, but was unsure of his next move. He gave his former law firm partner, Rick Salerno, a call.
A week after Davie was called up, Traci's hormones were raging. She had been having sex with the ballplayer two or three times a week for the past six weeks, and the sudden dry spell was having an effect. She heard her husband in his office, and realized it had been quite some time since the two actually had sex. She tried to remember the last time, and came to the conclusion that she and Richard hadn't been intimate since before she started having sex with Davie.
She and Richard used to have a vibrant sex life, Traci remembered. When had that gone away? When was the last time she and Richard even cuddled? Had she really become that distant?
For the first time since the affair started, Traci felt guilty.
In Miami, Davie, too, was missing the regular sex he had been having with both Traci and Jenna. The pitchers in the majors were having their way with the young player, and he hadn't yet trawled any hotspots to pick up women.
"Hey, Babe. Could you maybe get away for a couple of days this weekend? I really miss what we had going," Davie said when Traci answered her phone.
Traci's panties immediately got moist.
"Oh, God, Davie. I've really missed you!" Traci practically gushed. "Tell me when, and I'll be there!"
That evening when Richard got home, Traci told him she and Alyssa were going to take a few days in Miami to go shopping, if he didn't mind. It was the kind of request Traci had asked and Richard had approved many times through the years. In this case, however, Richard never expected this ask, and he did his absolute best to conceal his shock. Was she this desperate for his cock that she was willing to assume her husband was completely clueless? Was it more than just his cock? How much betrayal, Richard wondered.
Richard tried to conceal the deep breath he needed to take, then acquiesced. Traci had just given him the final answer, he thought.
Traci took a cab from the airport to the apartment Davie was renting. She jumped into the younger man's arms and planted a passionate kiss on his lips as soon as he opened the door. He returned her kiss for about 30 seconds, then placed her gently down.



"Oooh, I want you so bad right now, but I've got to get to the ballpark. This is the bigs, Babe! We'll grab dinner when I get back. I am so glad you're here! I am going to fuck you silly!" Davie exclaimed.
Traci felt more energized and alive than she had since Davie first left. She opened her suitcase and took out a sexy red baby doll and matching panties.
Maybe it was the thought of Traci waiting back at his apartment, or maybe it was just the first of many great nights to come, but Davie had a pair of hits including his first major league home run and had three runs batted in. He grabbed Chinese takeout on his way home and practically threw open his apartment door when he got home. Traci was stretched out on his sofa, one leg bent up, drinking a glass of wine. He put the bag of Chinese food on the kitchen table, and that's where it remained for the next two hours before a weary and sweaty Davie and Traci finally got to it.
About the same time as Davie and Traci were squeezing into Davie's shower the next morning, Richard was reviewing his divorce petition. It was a simple 50-50 split, but Richard was only going to pay alimony for five years, providing Traci was paying for her own housing and Davie wasn't living with her. Richard knew it seemed childish to do it this way, but that was probably the only "win" he could get past the courts.
Evan was practically celebratory when he heard Davie was promoted to the major league team for September. He totally believed Jenna when she committed solely to him, but having Davie no longer living in town was still a great relief. For her part, Jenna understood that Davie being called up was a good thing for him, but since she had committed to Evan, she didn't care that Davie was no longer in town.
Davie and Traci spent much of their three days together fucking and eating at several high-end Miami restaurants when Davie wasn't playing ball. Davie noted that Traci's skirts and dresses seemed to be a little shorter than she wore in Pensacola, and he thought the two of them made a dashing pair. Traci felt the eyes of other customers on them at the restaurants; some because of being with Davie and some because she knew she looked hot. She had to admit that life in Miami felt a lot sexier than life in Pensacola.
Traci felt relaxed as her taxi approached her darkened home. She was hopeful she wouldn't have to talk to her husband too much until the next morning. She had showered earlier in the afternoon before she boarded her plane, so at the least she wouldn't be going home with the smell of sex on her walking in the door.
Richard sat in his darkened living room with a full tumbler of bourbon watching the occupant of the taxi retrieve her bag from the driver in the driveway. He saw her walk up the two steps to the home's front door, hesitate a moment, then put her key in the lock and enter the home, completely unaware of her husband watching her intently.
"Had to get yourself psyched for your boring old husband after spending three days fucking your millionaire stud ballplayer?" Richard asked firmly but quietly.
Traci startled, not realizing anyone was home in the darkened house.
"I-I-I," Traci stammered, unable to form any cohesive sentences.
After jumping back about a foot, she stood rooted to the spot on which she was standing, barely able to see her husband in the darkness. In addition to being surprised by his presence and his accusation, she was also shocked at his use of the "f-bomb" directly at her. He had never used that kind of language to his wife before.
"I know exactly what you're thinking," he continued. "How did your stupid, clueless, cuckold husband find out about your trip... or about your lover in the first place?"
Richard took a drink while Traci stared at him in the darkness. While she and many others considered her smarter than her husband, she was caught completely by surprise and was speechless.
"Don't worry, Alyssa didn't give you up," Richard snarked. "I knew you were going alone, but to confirm I called over to her house. When Glen answered the phone, I asked to speak to Alyssa... and he about fell through the floor trying not to lie to me but trying to tell me that she wasn't there. That's the problem with using a woman with a good and honest husband as your cover. I asked him not to tell Alyssa I called, so she wouldn't call you to warn you. He felt obligated to keep my secret."
Traci let out a slight gasp. Since she didn't know exactly how much Richard knew, anything she might have said in her defense wouldn't be prudent. Silence in this case was her best choice, Traci knew.
Richard also knew that, but the longer she stood there mute, the more angry he became.
"When did you lose respect for me, bitch? When did you stop loving me?" Richard hissed.
"I've never stopped loving you, Richard. This has nothing to do with love... well, maybe a little bit if I'm honest..."
"Wow. Honesty. What a fucking concept!" Richard shouted at his wife.
Richard took another gulp of his bourbon. Traci put down her suitcase and sat down in a chair.
"Okay if I turn a light on? I'd like to see you when I talk to you," Traci said.
"No, you just want to see my eyes to see if I believe any of your lies," Richard spat at her. "Be careful, bitch. "At this point I know about most of your charade. The only thing I don't have nailed down is why."
"I'm not sure if I can really answer that for you," Traci said.
"Richie, you know I'm a big flirt. We've argued about this before. You've always been afraid that I would cross that line, and I always swore I never would. But I was wrong. Something about him got to me, Richie. I can't explain it. He was sexy and sweet, and he just has that... 'je ne sais quoi.'
"And the sex is... was... so good. And once we became a regular thing, I found out he's more than just a ballplayer. He's got brains to go along with his muscles and talent. I guess I got a little enamored..."
"More than a little, Traci," Richard huffed. "And at the same time, you and I haven't even had sex in about three months. I no longer excite you, but you can't keep your hands off of this fucking kid. And then there was this weekend.
"Did you at least go to a game this weekend, whore, or was it all about fucking?"
"Do you really have to be so crude with me, Richard?" Traci said, while in her head trying to figure out exactly when the last time the pair did have sex.
She looked up to see Richard staring daggers at her.
"I was never crude to you when you were my wife. But now that you're his whore, all bets are off," Richard said.
"I'm still your wife, Richard. We need to talk and figure things out," Traci said.
"No, we don't need to talk," Richard said. "I've already figured things out. I was figuring while you were fucking."
"Really, Richie?"
"Fuck off, Traci."
Traci rolled her eyes and pursed her lips, but this time kept her mouth shut.
"So what have you figured, Richard? How do you see this going?"
"Well, tomorrow you will be served divorce papers. You sign them, then 30 days or so later you get to go to your boy-toy permanently and I get a small measure of my self-respect back."
"That's certainly not how I see this going, Richard. I'm pretty sure we can work this out. Yeah, I made a mistake, but there's no reason to take the nuclear option. Let's slow down and re-think this."
"What we have here is a failure to communicate," Richard said in an imitation of Strother Martin's great line from the movie, "Cool Hand Luke."
Traci looked over at Richard with shock on her face. Polite, quiet, steady Richard seemed to be taking a possible divorce in a somewhat joking manner. What was going on here, she asked herself.
Richard had moved his clothes to the couple's guest room. He went upstairs, into the room and locked the door. Traci sat downstairs with her brain working overtime. She never considered getting caught and what the consequences might be.
As Richard told her, Traci was served Monday morning. Even though Richard had forewarned her, she was pretty sure he would have called it off. The fact that he went through with the serving had Traci more than a little nervous. Events of the last two days had actually shown Traci a side of Richard she had never seen before.
Richard focused heavily on his mayoral duties over the next few days as a means of coping. It really wasn't that hard, however, as he truly got a charge out of being the city's mayor.
Traci was considerably less successful coping with what was happening in her life. She spent the remainder of her day Monday in a kind of a daze, and things didn't get much better in the succeeding days.
On Thursday at about noon, she got a call from Davie.
"Hey, Beautiful, how are things? Miss me?" he inquired.
Traci's heart raced when she first heard Davie's voice. Then real life intruded into her thoughts.
"Richard knows about us, and has for some time," she answered in a flat tone. "He knows about our weekend tryst as well. I got served Monday."
"Richard as in your husband?" Davie asked almost rhetorically.
He got quiet on the line as his mind started to race.
"W-e-e-l-l-l... since he knows... why don't you just come back down here and stay with me full time now," Davie said. "In a few weeks we'll be back in Pensacola anyway, at least for the winter. Then we'll either get a place in Miami or Jacksonville, depending where I'm going to be next season."
It was Traci's turn to grow quiet.
"That is so the right answer!" she finally said with enthusiasm. "How about I come back to Miami on Saturday?"
"Great, Baby. I will see you then. Just text me the details."
Traci put her phone away and sat quietly. In the span of a minute, she admitted to herself that while she might still love her husband, her feelings for Davie had grown enough that she was going to abandon Richard for the young ballplayer.
"I'm sorry, Richard," she muttered to herself.
Richard didn't come home for dinner Thursday night, but Traci was sitting in the living room in the dark with a glass of wine when he came in the door at about 9 p.m. She thought the setting was very ironic, and she smiled to herself when he startled as she acknowledged him when he came in the door.
"He-hello, Traci," Richard stammered, realizing instantly that he was being set up for something. "Let me get myself a beer, and we can talk."
Traci had to admit that her ruse didn't seem to put Richard back on his heels as she thought it would. Richard was back in the room with a beer inside of a minute, and gave her a crooked smile as he sat in a chair.
"The floor is yours, Traci," he smirked.
Traci found Richard's self-assurance somewhat nerve-wracking. She started to look at the floor, then realized her husband was staring at her in the dark.
"I'm going to head back to Miami for a few weeks, stay with Davie. We'll be back in October. That should give you time to figure things out," Traci said.
"Are you fucking nuts!?" Richard yelled. "You tell me you don't want a divorce, but you're going back to screw this guy for a few more weeks? I'm nobody's knowing cuckold! If you leave, you might as well stay away forever, bitch!"
Richard jumped out of his chair, dumped his beer in the kitchen sink and stalked up to the guest room. Traci smirked behind his back, truly believing she had taken back the power.
Traci enjoyed her time with Davie when the Marlins played at home, otherwise she felt lonely when the Marlins were on the road. Davie hung out with the younger players, all of whom had younger wives or girlfriends, and Traci didn't find much in common with them. She also didn't have much in common with the older players' wives and girlfriends, who had been around baseball enough to understand and appreciate the game; which she did not.
Davie and Traci flew back to Pensacola when the Major League Baseball season ended in early October. The pair went back to Davie's rental home, but after a few days, Traci figured it was finally time to confront Richard. She knew Richard would never take her back at this point, but she went to her former home to get the possessions and clothes she had left behind.
Traci was surprised when her key no longer worked in any of the home's doors. She was surprised Richard would have thought to change the locks. She wound up having to ring the front doorbell.
"Well, the prodigal whore returns," Richard said as he answered the door.
"Are we going to do this from now on?" Traci questioned.
"Absolutely," Richard said smiling widely.
Traci told Richard she had come for the remainder of her clothes and possessions. Richard took her to the garage, where a series of garbage bags awaited. He opened the garage door and told her to load it herself. She huffed her disgust. Richard chuckled and walked off.
Two weeks later Traci was sure she had missed her period. She remembered that when she first arrived in Miami, Davie had not thought to buy condoms, and yet the pair still had sex twice that first night before Davie picked up a dozen the next day. Davie was quiet when Traci gave him that news.
"We can take care of this. I'm sure the team doctors will know who the best docs are to take care of it safely," Davie finally verbalized.
Traci started quietly crying.
"I can't do that," she said. "I could never do that."
"It's all right, Babe. I've always wanted a lot of kids, maybe not this early, but I love kids and have always wanted a bunch."
"I didn't," Traci said quietly.
Traci was four months pregnant when she and Richard signed off on the divorce. He hadn't seen her since she left to move in with Davie, and did not know she was pregnant. His face expressed shock when he first saw her.
"New respect to your lover, Traci. You never wanted kids with me, but he must be that much more of a man. Well, I guess I can't say you went off half-cocked, now can I?"
Traci blushed crimson, but didn't say anything. Richard's attorney quickly pointed out to all assembled that Richard's name on the birth certificate would constitute perjury.
"Davie knows it's his, and has already committed to paying for the birth and the child," Traci said quietly.
Davie got promoted to Triple A Jacksonville for the next season. As Traci would be more than seven months along by the time the Triple A season started, she and Davie decided she should stay in Pensacola until after the baby was born. Davie got himself a small apartment in Jacksonville for the times he couldn't make it home between games when the team was at home.
June 27 dawned bright and sunny in Pensacola. Around midday, Traci's water broke. As planned, she called her friend, Alyssa, to take her to Baptist Hospital. She called Davie on the way to the hospital, and he told his manager and got in his car to make the approximately five-hour drive.
At 10:47 p.m., Evan and Jenna McComb welcomed a daughter into the world after a six-hour labor. Evan, now an assistant vice president at the accounting firm where he worked, got to cut the cord and felt like he was riding on a cloud. Dr. Leslie Scott congratulated the couple but couldn't stick around because she had another baby on the way to deliver. She left the delivery room and walked down the hall, where baseball phenom Davie Boyd and his girlfriend, Traci Strickland, were getting ready to deliver their first child.
Dr. Scott liked the young ballplayer and his older girlfriend. Although the couple wasn't married, she noted that the young athlete seemed to dote on the older woman, who was handling her first pregnancy well despite her 36 years of age. Dr. Scott, while noting that a first child for a 36-year-old woman wasn't too terribly uncommon, also noted there were more risks than for a 30-something than a 20-something. Traci had carefully watched her weight, gaining only 27 pounds during her pregnancy.
The doctor also noted that the ballplayer seemed a lot more enthusiastic over the pregnancy than his girlfriend. Traci had admitted to the doctor at one appointment when it was just the two of them that she had her soon-to-be ex-husband get a vasectomy because she didn't want children. The pregnancy resulted from a moment of passion that got away from Davie and Traci when they didn't have condoms available. It's not like the two would be the first couple to ever have that happen, the doctor thought to herself.
While Traci and the baby boy stayed in Pensacola, Davie went back to "work" in Jacksonville. Two weeks later he was sitting in a quiet restaurant with an older woman when the pair was approached by an irate man.
"Who's your friend, Cassie? Does he know you're married? How many times you fuck him already?" he shouted to the pair.
It got quiet in the restaurant. Davie looked at Cassie and vice-versa. Cassie stammered several times before Davie slid out of his chair and moved to face the older man, who looked to be several inches and pounds smaller.
When the police and EMS finally arrived at the restaurant, Davie was on the floor bleeding from several cuts to his face. His right eye was swollen shut and starting to turn colors. Harrison Walker, construction worker and the husband of Cassie Walker, had cut and bruised knuckles on his left hand. His wife was still seated at the table, sobbing.
Davie was still in the hospital when the report of the incident in the restaurant made the news. Needless to say, Marlins' management wasn't pleased that one of their high-dollar investments had a potential career-threatening eye injury.
Also not pleased when she heard the news was Traci, especially when she heard the story about Davie being in the restaurant with a married woman. The coincidence didn't escape her.
"Son of a bitch!" Traci yelled to no one. The noise woke her infant, who started to cry.
"No stupid deed goes unpunished," the woman thought.
Being only human, Richard Strickland couldn't help but smile when he heard about Davie's ass-beating. He also didn't feel one ounce of compassion for his ex-wife and her predicament.
"She chose poorly," he thought to himself as he slightly changed a remembered line from the movie "Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom."
Pensacola police declined to press charges against Harrison Walker, especially when witnesses reported that the ballplayer started the fight. Richard Strickland had one of his staffers track down Harrison's cellphone number and the mayor called the construction worker with the name and phone number of his divorce lawyer. He also offered the younger man his heartiest congratulations for the beatdown of the ballplayer.
Two weeks later Traci and the baby, who the couple had named Frederick, after Davie's favorite player, Freddie Freeman of the Atlanta Braves, moved into a smaller apartment Traci rented. Traci had her attorney contact Davie to set up child support payments and visitation. She was still collecting alimony from Richard.
As fall turned into winter, Marlins' officials were very concerned that Davie's blurry vision in his right eye was not clearing. Insurance would cover for the contract, but nothing would make up for the player's potential: the hits, the home runs, the runs batted in.
Life as a stay-at-home single mother took a toll on Traci mentally and physically. She seemed to have lost a significant amount of friends when she and Richard divorced, and what few friends remained didn't seem to want to hang around with a 30-something woman with a baby. She had only lost half of her baby weight before she left Davie, and in the 14 months she had been on her own had put on about 15 more pounds. Her chic wardrobe no longer fit and was pushed to the back of her closet and drawers, replaced with mom jeans and bulky sweaters. Her hair had grown out, and most days she just pulled it back into a pony tail.



The city's two-term mayor was at a four-way stop sign in downtown Pensacola, watching an older woman push a baby stroller through the intersection when she turned an ankle and fell to the ground. Being the gentleman he was, Richard Strickland put his flashers on, got out of his vehicle and went to help the woman. He thought she looked familiar as he approached, then was certain as he helped her to her feet.
"Hello, Traci. Long time, huh?" Richard said quietly as he looked into her face.
In shock from her fall, Traci hadn't recognized the stranger who came to her aid. It was the voice that gave it away, forcing her to take a closer look at her good Samaritan. He looked like an older version of her former husband. Gray streaked his hair and lines were etched into his forehead and around his eyes. His eyes no longer shone bright. Instead they had a somewhat hollow look, despite the small smile he gave her.
"Thank you for the hand, Richard. I guess I've gotten clumsy in my old age," Traci replied.
"If you're old, then I guess that makes me ancient. Remember, I've got you by five years.
"Let me pull my car over, and I'll give you and the little guy a ride home."
Traci waited while Richard parked his car. When he approached again, Traci told him that she was healthy enough to walk home, but if he had the time, she wouldn't mind sitting down with him for a cup of coffee at the coffee shop a half-block away. Richard thought the look in her eyes was more pleading than asking, so he nodded affirmatively.
Traci pushed the stroller ahead of them as they walked the half-block to the coffee shop. Richard's brain was working overtime as they walked. He looked at the child's face as they walked, sadly thinking that in another lifetime this should have been their child. He shook his head to clear that thought, and Traci took a quick sideways glance as he did it.
With that thought gone for the moment, Richard couldn't believe that the woman that he was walking with was his former wife. Although it had only been three years since the divorce, Traci seemed to have aged 20 years in that time. When he first saw her, Richard thought she was the child's grandmother, maybe 50, 55 years old. She only slightly resembled the Traci that was once his wife.
Richard ordered a coffee for himself, a salted caramel latte for Traci and a warm milk for the baby. He had to admit to himself the child was good-looking, being a good mix of both his mother and father.
"You remembered. How sweet," Traci said when she tasted her latte.
Richard blushed slightly. He just ordered without thinking. It was reflex.
"So how have you been, Traci? If I'm not being too forward, are you seeing anyone?"
Traci knew Richard wasn't being invasive. He was being what he always was: a nice guy.
"I haven't dated anyone since I broke it off with Davie," Traci said quietly. "That was quite a shock to me. I guess karma truly is a bitch, but it gave me a chance to get a taste of what I fed to you. Yes, it hurt. I suppose it should give you a little sense of revenge..."
Traci's voice choked off. She had tears in her eyes. Richard sat quietly. At one time, he probably would have reveled in her sad news. After three years, though, Richard's anger had abated. Sadness had replaced vengeance in his heart.
"I'm sorry to hear about that, Traci. Really, I mean that. I don't hate you anymore. I guess if anything, I feel sorry for myself... and for you; for what we lost, and what could have been. To this day, I'm not sure why."
"It took me a long time to totally figure it out, Richard," Traci admitted. "I kind of lost myself there for a while. I think I saw this as a way to indulge my secret fantasy of being a bad girl. I felt like I deserved this, and I could keep you in the dark even though I wasn't really hiding it. I thought I could have my cake and eat it, too. Turns out my cake turned to crap... and all I got out of it was a lousy T-shirt, so to speak.
"And in my stupidity I hurt a good man and threw him away. I'm sorry, Richard. I mean that in all sincerity."
"Well, look at it this way, Traci. One thing good did come out in all this. He's a beautiful child, and at least you will have him around to enjoy his growing up."
Traci looked very guilty at that last statement.
"I know you didn't want children, Traci, but it happened. When God gives you lemons...
"Make the best of it. And never let him know he wasn't wanted. You have an enormous capacity to love. I know that first-hand."
Traci started crying quietly. A moment later, Richard handed her the handkerchief in his pocket. Of course, Traci thought to herself.
"What about you, Richard? Is there someone in your life right now? Please tell me I haven't ruined how you see all women."
"Right now there's no one, Traci, but I'm an optimistic kind of guy. You know that," Richard said. "I guess I'm still a little gun shy. I'll bounce back some day."
Traci dropped her eyes to the tabletop so Richard didn't see how guilty she felt. Richard felt awkward. It was time for him to go. He stood up to leave, but Traci put her hand on top of his to stop him. Richard took the hint from so many years of being with Traci in the past and sat back down.
"Richard... uh... what would be the chance... I mean... you're alone, I'm alone. I know I screwed up once with the greatest guy any woman could ever ask for. But I wouldn't make that same mistake if you would give me a second chance. I can promise you that."
Traci lifted her eyes and looked directly at Richard. He had a thousand-yard stare into the distance for five, maybe 10 seconds before he showed any emotion, finally furrowing his brow.
"God, you can't believe how much I loved you," Richard whispered, causing Traci to lean closer to him. "I wanted so much to believe you were just flirting with him when I saw you two together in that restaurant. I always knew that I wasn't a Greek god, but I truly believed you loved me, maybe even loved me as much as I loved you.
"I gave up my chance to have children. I really wanted kids. You knew that. But I gave that up because I loved you. Then you betrayed my love, betrayed my trust. And then you top it all off by having a child--a child--with that fucking ballplayer!
"I may not be angry anymore, but forgive and forget? Not in this lifetime, Babe."
Richard stood up, ruffled the baby's hair and walked off.
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It had been a weird day at the end of a weird week. When Ervin "Dusty" Dustman left for work that morning, he felt a tension in the air he couldn't quite explain. It had been building from a vague nibbling at the back of his mind since a week ago when his wife told him about the party. He couldn't have explained it if someone had asked him, didn't even consciously put his mind to it and it wasn't even a coherent thought, but he felt unsettled, disquieted, almost as if he was subtly waiting for the other shoe to drop.
It was just a feeling, and it made him nervous and jittery all day at work. He tried to concentrate... He didn't want to go to the party, truth be told. He never liked going to any of his wife's office parties.
"Fucking smug-ass lawyers... they all think their shit doesn't stink," he thought to himself.
"You can't skip an office Christmas party, Dusty. It just wouldn't be right," he remembered his wife insisting when he tried to beg off.
Of course he would do what his wife wanted. He always did what his wife wanted.
As he shut his computer down to end his week, Dusty looked over at the photo of his two sons taken during a fishing trip last year. He smiled brightly. It seemed his relationship with his boys was the only bright light in his home life in the last few months.
Halfway through the drive home, traffic was slowed around an accident in the right-hand lane of the highway. Dusty realized that he was so wrapped up in his own thoughts that he wasn't even aware of exactly where he was on his drive.
Due to the accident, Dusty arrived home about 15 minutes later than usual. Instead of what was once a hello kiss when he walked in the door, Dusty knew the only thing he was going to get from his wife was a snide comment. She didn't disappoint.
"It's not like you couldn't get home on time for once," Traci griped. "Now get changed into your gray pinstripe suit. That's my favorite."
Dusty silently shook his head. He was planning to wear his dark blue suit, which he felt was more commanding. The gray suit was nice, but he tended to blend into the background more. He most certainly didn't want to blend into the background around these people.
James Fielding, the newest partner in Chicago's highest profile criminal law firm, was hosting the firm's annual holiday party in his large north-side home. As they entered, Dusty could feel Traci becoming more and more tense. She was talking rapidly, and her eyes blinked nervously, always a sign that she was feeling stress. As they reached the door to what appeared to be a large entertaining area, Traci's grip on his arm tightened and she pulled him to the side, pressing him back against the wall and wrapping him in her arms.
"Traci... What's going on? Is something wrong?" he asked.
"No, I just wanted to say..."
"What?" he asked.
"Listen, Dusty. You know I love you. I always have, and I just want you to remember that. Whatever happens tonight, it doesn't matter between us. Nothing is ever going to change. I just want you to remember that. We're fine. I know you don't like these people, and it may be... shocking, but as long as you remember that nothing is going to change between us, you're going to be okay."
"I have no idea what you're talking about," Dusty said. "You're right, I don't fit in with all these lawyers and high-powered jerks, but what's different? These events have never been fun for me, but I'll just put up with it like I always have."
"Just remember, we're okay," she said. She stepped back away from him and let him lead her into the room.
Fielding was holding court in front of a large bar, which featured a painting of a naked woman lying on a bed. Dusty moved off to the side of the bar to get a white wine for Traci and a scotch for himself, nodding to Fielding when the two locked eyes for a second. Fielding nodded back and gave Dusty an evil leer. Dusty hated that look; in fact, he wasn't sure he didn't hate Fielding, as well.
Dusty got the two glasses and moved to intercept Traci, who was heading for Fielding and his group. Traci had maneuvered Dusty so his back was to the bar. He stood on the outside of the group. Traci worked her way over to Fielding, who gave her a polite peck on the cheek before going back to pontificating about something.
Standing on the periphery, Dusty really wasn't paying attention to the conversation. He glanced around a bit, catching another quick look at the nude painting, and thought to himself that it was fitting for Fielding to have a nude painting so prominent in the room.
When Dusty zoned back into the room, he thought he saw several people looking in his direction. Instinctively, he looked down at his suit to see if he had spilled something on himself, or, God forbid, his fly was open. He didn't see any spills, and a subtle check on his fly revealed it was up. Still, the looks continued.
Feeling uncomfortable, Dusty turned toward the bar, again glancing at the painting.
The painting was incredibly erotic, Dusty thought. The raven-haired beauty was laying nude and glassy-eyed on a bed, obviously just having had what appeared to be very satisfying sex. It was a look he knew all too well... on a face he knew all too well. The woman in the painting was standing right next to him.
Dusty stopped thinking. For that matter, he stopped breathing, too. He stood open-mouthed staring at the painting. He didn't notice Fielding and his wife exchange smirks. Gradually, others in the room turned toward Dusty, some smirking, others with pity showing on their faces.
After what felt like forever but was probably only 10 seconds, Dusty gathered himself and whispered to his wife, "That's you!"
The room had gone completely silent when Dusty stared at the painting, and his whispered exclamation might as well have been a scream for the volume it carried.
"No..." Traci said quietly. "That woman has black hair, and I have auburn, silly."
She giggled softly, which only seemed to make her disclaimer even more false. Several people looked from Traci to the painting and back again, and several more were laughing quietly. Fielding gave Traci a quick wink.
Dusty looked over at his wife, then shifted his gaze back to the painting. In an almost catatonic voice he said, "Black hair, but auburn pubic hair. Your pubic hair."
Traci looked hard at the painting. Although she had seen the painting before, she hadn't noticed that the painter had left her pubic hair the actual color, not making the change to black like he had with her hair. She quickly wondered if that had been intentional or was a mistake.
Not that it really mattered. Traci had surmised Dusty would eventually figure out that the painting was of her, but she and Fielding had figured it would be later on in the evening, after he had been softened up by a few drinks. Neither had planned on such a quick reveal.
Dusty felt two sets of strong hands grab him by the arms and shoulders. He was hustled out of the main room into a smaller one to the side. Fielding and Traci followed a second later.
Fielding practically sneered at the smaller man.
"Listen, you little nerd. This is how it's going to be from now on. Your wife is going to be my slut, and you get to keep her and your home life when I'm not using her," Fielding said.
"Fight this and the firm will represent Traci and take everything you have, and I'll still be fucking her."
Dusty looked back and forth between Fielding and his wife. He felt both literally and figuratively trapped.
"This has been going on for quite a while now, and you never had a clue," Traci explained. "So you lost nothing. We're not going to change anything. You and I are going to continue on as we always have, and I will continue to see Jim, or I will take half of everything we own in a divorce and continue to see Jim. The choice is yours.
"Most of my co-workers and friends already know you're a cuckold. Just about the only ones who don't know yet are the boys and your friends. This is just about your ego. I mean we can continue to be man and wife, with all that implies, or..."
"Why would I want to sleep with you ever again?" Dusty replied. "You're fucking him. You've made that quite clear. I'm just an afterthought. I'm not taking pity fucks from James Fielding's whore."
"Feel better now, Dusty, now that you've gotten to call me whore? What's next, you going to accuse me of having cooties? God, he was so right about you. You are a just a little man."
Fielding's laughter reverberated in the room as Dusty was escorted out of the room and then the house. Dusty heard the laughter as he left. He held his tears in check--barely.
"Did you see the look on hubs' face when he saw that painting?" crowed Fielding to Traci. "You do know that he's smart enough to figure out when that was done... at least started."
"Yeah, I guess I'm going to have to apologize to him. But when he practically accused me of cheating, I guess I figured I needed to get back at him somehow. The painting was a great idea, Jim."
"But you were cheating on him at that point," Fielding laughed.
Traci followed Dusty out, figuring she would need to calm her husband.
In truth, Dusty had questioned his wife several times in the past year when things didn't quite add up, but each time Traci had gotten on her high horse about her husband not trusting her. That argument had successfully backed down Dusty, who felt bad that he questioned his wife of 27 years.
As the two drove home, Dusty reflected back on Traci's 12-year career with Ascott-Hanson LLC. After staying home raising the couple's two sons until they had gone to school, Traci decided she wanted to go back to work. At first, she was assigned to "Old Man" Hanson, the firm's senior partner, but when Hanson retired three years previously, he was replaced by 35-year-old Fielding, a 6-4, 220-pound hulk who made 47-year-old Traci nervous by the way he looked at her, she admitted. Despite that, she chattered on about her new boss for the first two months, then suddenly went radio silent.
Dusty knew that Traci could still turn heads with her long hair, large breasts and curves. He still thought she was the most beautiful woman he had ever met, and often wondered how he had gotten lucky enough to land that prize.
Not that Dusty was an ugly dweeb. He was only 5-9, but a solid 170. He was quiet by nature and analytical, typical traits most people would associate with accountants, which he, in fact, was. When Dusty found out that Traci's new boss was a large, handsome younger guy, he figured he would try to keep track of his wife's comings and goings.
Traci didn't work late with Fielding any more than she had with the "Old Man," at least until about a year ago. Then, the late nights started increasing before a week-long trip to New Orleans with Fielding for some kind of legal symposium. Dusty wasn't happy that Traci had to make the trip, but he understood that as his admin, there were going to be times that she would have to make trips. He still put in his two cents with his wife, at which point she loudly accused him of not trusting her, despite the two being married for more than 25 years.
No longer in the Christmas spirit when he got home, Dusty poured himself a single malt scotch and practically staggered over to his favorite La-Z-Boy. It's not every day when your life turns to shit in a matter of minutes. He cried like a baby for the next five minutes.
At least until this past year, Dusty thought he had the perfect marriage. Then the little cracks seemed to show up, although at first he didn't want to see them; then his wife denied that those cracks even existed.
Dusty had to admit that aside from working late and the trip to New Orleans, things between the pair had seemed pretty normal. The sex hadn't suddenly ramped up or been cut off. He had noticed, though, that his wife's wardrobe seemed to get younger and sexier, and lately her attitude toward him had turned to shit.
Dusty drank several single malts and finally drifted off to sleep in his chair while watching the classic Christmas movie "It's a Wonderful Life." Traci finally woke him at 1:45 a.m. to try to get him to sleep in the couple's bed.
"I've got to admit, I didn't see that coming, Traci. Not sure I'd ever want the boys to see that painting, though," Dusty commented dispassionately.
Traci blushed deeply. From the look on her face, Dusty realized that she hadn't considered her children when she posed for the portrait.
Dusty was barely able to keep himself from lashing out at his wife physically. She would never know that her deceased father-in-law's teaching had probably kept her out of the hospital.
When he collected himself, Dusty unballed his fists. Traci saw the movement and her eyes got wide. A chill of realization came over her that she perhaps pushed her husband to the edge.
"Well, since we're being so open and honest, how about answering two questions for me. Why, and for how long?" Dusty asked.
Traci studied the pile of the carpeting for a few seconds while her face changed expressions.
"We didn't mean for this to happen. It just did, about a year ago. We found we had a lot in common. You and I had gotten stale. Jim's a take-charge kind of guy, and he kind of took charge of me. I liked it. I liked it a lot. And then when you sort of accused me of cheating, I got mad, and Jim and I came up with a way for me to get even."
"But you were already cheating! That's not getting even, that's rubbing my face in it, bitch!"
She looked up at Dusty like she was going to reply, then put her head down silently.
"So what you're telling me is that you opted for new, young, exciting over same-old, same-old? What we had for all those years didn't mean anything to you?" Dusty said.
"I still love you, Dusty. I'm just not in love with you anymore. Jim and I connect on so many levels, and it's new and exciting."
"Of course it is, you bimbo! You're a new piece of ass to him, and he's a new dick to you. You haven't gone through the rigors of everyday life with him, raised children with him, come home and done daily chores. Shit...
"And what's with that picture... that painting? You would never have let me take a risqué cellphone photo of you, but you pose naked and well-fucked for some painter so Mr. Wonderful can hang you in plain sight in his home and everybody can see what a beautiful slut you are."
Traci blushed deeply again. She started concentrating on her shoes. Dusty kept his eyes on her and she eventually looked up.
"It was very exciting, being naked in front of another man right after having sex with Jim, knowing that he was recording our lovemaking for everyone," Traci admitted.
"Did you fuck the painter, too?!" Dusty blurted out.
"Well, once. After my last posing session. Jim and I thought we owed him one after teasing him for most of the week."
"Of course. Fair is fair," Dusty snarked.
After a few minutes of awkward silence, Dusty asked, "Did you forget about the boys?"
"The boys? What do they have to do with this?" Traci asked back. "This has nothing to do with the boys. They're out of the house now and have their own lives."
"You don't see breaking up our family as having no impact on the boys?"
"You're not going to break up our family. You don't want any more people than necessary knowing you are a cuckold," Traci ridiculed. "Besides, I know you love me. Give me this for a little while, and after this it can be me and you again, just like always."
"I overestimated you all these years," Dusty said. "First, I thought you loved me as much as I loved you. Second, I thought you were fairly smart."
Traci pulled a face when Dusty finished his last statement, so he figured he should elaborate for her.
"Traci, a no-fault divorce does not mean there is no one at fault. It just means the state doesn't want to fuck around with trying to find fault and splitting assets. I am not afraid to tell the world that I am a cuckold, because you are an unfaithful slut. What do you think the boys are going to say to that?"
Traci stammered. She stuttered. Finally, she choked out, "You wouldn't!"
"Watch me, bitch!"
"You would ruin my relationship with my boys to get back at me? You scumbag!" she hissed.
"No, not to ruin your relationship, but to accurately tell my side of the story, you whore! The truth hurts, doesn't it?"
Confident when the confrontation started, Traci looked defeated as she whispered, "Can't we discuss this further?"
"I'm afraid not, who... Traci. You fucked him in his bed. Now you get to lie in it.
"Besides, what have I ever done to give you the impression that I would put up with you fucking another guy?"
Both of the couple's sons were shocked to hear their father's news when he called them the next day.
"Are you sure, Dad? That doesn't sound anything like Mom," Robbie, the couple's oldest, said when Dusty called him first.
"She and lover-boy even had a painting done showing her... after sex. It was hanging above his bar. The two of them--and the rest of their staff--thought it was great fun," Dusty said.
"No! That's fucking ridiculous!" Robbie shouted over the phone.
Mike, two years younger, listened quietly to Dusty's whole story before commenting.
"Wow, Dad. What the hell did you do to piss Mom off? She would never have done something like this without being provoked."
Dusty sat silent for a few seconds, trying to figure out exactly how to respond to his disbelieving son.
"I think I let her down after all these years. He was younger, bigger, more forceful... and basically, someone new and different."
"I'm not buying it, Dad. Sorry," Mike said.
"Believe what you want, Mike. She slutted on me, and I'm not going to take that."
Traci was served a week later. She tried to fight it; tried to get the judge to agree to marital counseling. It seemed like the judge was leaning in her favor until Dusty asked her to explain to him about the naked painting of her hanging in James Fielding's home.
The judge looked shocked at Dusty's pronouncement.
"Seriously?" he asked Dusty.
"Naked and well-satisfied, from the looks of things, your honor."
"In another man's house? Mrs. Dustman?"
Traci started to answer the judge when her attorney put his hand on her arm to stop her.
"Better to keep quiet rather than telling the judge you were a smug, stupid bitch after cheating on your husband," he whispered to her.
Six months later, the divorce was finalized with everything split 50-50. As the house was sold as part of the settlement, Traci moved in with her lover, while Dusty moved in to a small apartment near his place of employment.
Jim Fielding just finished pouring himself a single malt at his bar when he glanced at the painting of his lover, Traci Dustman. He remembered how much fun it was to have Traci pose for that painting after the pair had sex several times, with her face showing how freshly fucked and satisfied she was. Her husband was starting to catch on to the fact that she was having an affair, and the two lovers decided to beat him to the punch and rub his face in the affair. Both were sure that her quiet, unassuming husband would buckle to the new arrangement, but if not, Traci would take half of Dusty's assets and Jim would continue to tap her fine MILF pussy.
The divorce was a little over a year ago, but lately things between Traci and Fielding had seemed strained. She seemed to be getting clingier, although Jim had always made it clear to her that marriage was not on the table.
A little more than a year and a half into their relationship, Traci had noted that the heat of her affair had cooled, along with the actual sex. At least with Dusty, she could count on 27 years of loving affection; little touches, little caresses. She began to understand that the only thing love and lust have in common is the first letter of both words.



Six months later, Traci moved into her own small apartment after she and Jim Fielding called it quits. One week after that, she was reassigned to be the admin for one of the newer attorneys. She knew the reassignment was coming, but the money and benefits stayed the same, so she actually welcomed the change.
Her new direct boss was a handsome young graduate of Georgetown Law School, with the attitude of a hotshot attorney on the way up, Traci thought. She wondered to herself if the attitude came with the jurisprudence degree.
It took all of two weeks before Mr. Hotshot put his lips gently to Traci's. She promised herself she wasn't going to allow him to get to her, but she apparently lied to herself. Six weeks after beginning work for the new guy, 52-year-old Traci had her ankles over the 31-year-old lawyer's shoulders as he pounded her in his bed.
"Did I tell you that MILF was a helluva good fuck?" Fielding asked the young attorney a couple of weeks later.
"That painting over your bar was just a tease. She is awfully good," Mr. Hotshot agreed.
"Got rid of that painting," Fielding said. "Donated it to a fancy-assed strip club about an hour from here for $5,000 cash. I will write off the full $15,000 purchase price on my taxes."
The two lawyers laughed conspiratorially.
The Playpen was not normally the kind of place Dusty would have found himself on a Friday night, but when Jerry Kubiak, his oldest son's best man, had planned the bachelor party, he figured he needed to invite Dusty out of respect. He figured the older man would stay for the obligatory length of time, then head out before things got going heavily.
The party of 15 arrived at the high-end club en masse. After being checked at the door for proper identification, they headed down a corridor before turning into the main part of the club. It was on the wall right before they stepped into the open main room. Jerry, acting as host for the evening, spotted it first.
"Oh fuck, look at that babe! That might be the hottest painting I've ever seen in my life!"
"All of my women have that look after I'm done with them!" yelled Willie Aguilar, another of Robbie's groomsmen.
"Holy fuck! It can't be!" Jerry yelled, pulling up short after reading the nametag attached to the photo.
Jerry went silent, but Willie, not even thinking about what he was looking at, read the tag out loud for the whole group to hear.
"Thou Shalt Not Covet," Willie yelled. "Traci Dustman, as painted by Emile Gaultier.
"Hey Robbie, she's got the same name..."
Realizing what he was reading, Willie went silent. The others in the group pushed forward to see what the card said.
Robbie's face went white as he read the card and looked at the painting. He immediately turned around and looked at his father, then at his younger brother.
Dusty shrugged as Mike's face turned crimson.
"Been there, seen that," Dusty said to both boys as he kept on walking.
The sons looked at each other. They and the rest of the party gathered at three tables on one side of the stage. Everybody was waiting on Dusty to explain.
"This is how your mother and her scum-sucking attorney lover broke the news to me that she was cheating on me. This was mounted on the wall behind his bar at his house. It didn't have a card on it, but I knew immediately what and who I was looking at. They had the fucking painter color her hair black to be cute, but I knew who that was right away.
"It was at a Christmas party at his home, and apparently everybody at the law firm knew they had been fucking and had seen the painting. Your mother and her scum-sucker both thought my finding out was hysterical.
"I don't know how the painting got here."
"Dad, you've got to get them to take that down! That's Mom!" Mike hissed at his father.
"I'll go talk to the manager, but you didn't seem too concerned with what she was doing when I first told you several years ago. I seem to recall you wondering what I did to make her mad at me."
Mike looked sheepish as most of the group looked at him with an accusing look.
"Please, Dad. Do something," he urged.
Dusty seemed to be the calmest person in the group. He quietly got up, went to the bar and asked to speak to the manager. There was a lot of gesticulating and some raised voices before Dusty came back to the group, which was mostly sitting quietly as opposed to what most groups like that do at a strip club.
"The manager says the owner bought the painting from a private individual, and it has been a popular addition to the club. If I want it down, I can buy it for 10 grand," Dusty said. "I told him I had no inclination to spend 10 grand on an erotic painting of my cheating whore ex-wife."
"Dad!" both Robbie and Mike wailed.
The evening's activities were over at that point.
Both of Dusty's sons headed straight to their mother's apartment when they got back to Chicago. Dusty went back to his own apartment and slept like a baby.
Traci looked like hell as she sat down in the groom's parents' row a few minutes before the wedding was to start, Dusty thought. He guessed her spending several hours explaining an erotic, nude, post-coital painting on a strip club wall to his sons was tougher than he thought.
"Last night wasn't too awkward," Dusty said sarcastically to his ex-wife as she sat down a few feet away from him in the church pew. "Did you know scum-sucker sold that painting?"
"Not until last night I didn't," she answered as she blushed furiously.
The former spouses had spent hardly any time in each other's presence since the divorce five years earlier. Dusty had to admit that Traci still looked good, aside from the red, cried-out eyes.
After the ceremony and the mother-son dance, Traci was a popular dance partner at the reception, particularly with Robbie's friends. After talking to Robbie and Mike the night previous, she knew the reason why, and was prepared when several of the 20-somethings tried to pull her in too close or let their hands wander.
"There was a time when you would have put a stop to this pretty quickly," she said to Dusty when she came back to the table after having danced with her fifth handsy partner.
"There was a time when you were my wife and my concern," Dusty said quietly. "Then you became somebody else's concern. Now I guess the concern is yours alone.
"But from what I remember and the rumor mill says, you like them young. Just try to be somewhat discreet tonight, for the boys' sake."
Traci's face showed her irritation, but nothing came out of her mouth. She knew that almost all of her sexual liaisons since her divorce were with men closer to the ages of her sons than her own age. She just didn't know how her ex-husband knew this, as well.
When she wasn't dancing and was sitting at the table with Dusty and several other family members, Traci couldn't help but watch her ex-husband out of the corner of her eye. She noted that the past five years had been good to him, with the only noticeable changes being a few lines in his face and the graying of about half of his hair. His blue eyes remained as piercing as always and the line of his jaw was every bit as striking as it was when the pair first met a lifetime ago.
"God, I left this man for what, a little more sex? A little more aggressive sex? Aarrgghh! What an idiot," Traci thought to herself.
"Yeah, Sis, you blew it big-time," said Traci's sister in her ear, causing Traci to break from her reverie.
"Tell me I just didn't say that out loud," she said to Hannah.
Her sister giggled before replying quietly.
"No, but the looks you've been giving Dusty haven't been too subtle," Hannah responded. "You might as well just ask him to fuck you silly while we're all sitting here."
"Actually, not fuck me silly. Just to make slow passionate love to me, like we used to do. Then cuddle together after. Nobody has done that to me since we split."
"Maybe if you asked him nicely," Hannah said. "After all, it is Dusty, the nicest guy in the world. If he still loves you half as much as he used to..."
If asked, "the nicest guy in the world" would have admitted to still loving his ex-wife, at least to some extent. He was also smart enough to know, though, that he would never trust Traci again, nor would he be able to recover from her betrayal with Fielding.
Dusty didn't even attempt to date for the first year after his divorce, although there were several women in his workplace who made it known they would welcome his advances once they found out he was a single man. In the next few years, he came to find out that single women significantly outnumbered single men in his age range. Finding dates was not a problem. Getting over his trust issues was the problem.
Dusty did in fact wake up in his apartment the morning after the wedding with a beautiful big-boobed blonde. Kristin Alford, aunt of Robbie's bride, was sitting at the Alford family table watching various young men dancing and groping the groom's mother. She kept looking back and forth between the dancing and Dusty's reaction to it--or rather his lack of reaction. She and virtually everyone else at the wedding had heard the tale of Robbie's parents, and she was trying to gauge the continuing level of love Robbie's handsome father had for his ex.
Discerning that Dusty wasn't carrying a torch for his ex, Kristin made her way over to the Dustmans' family table and asked the Dustman patriarch if he wanted to dance. Upon looking at her, Dusty was greeted with the sight of a 5-7 blonde beauty with long legs wearing a dark blue dress that ended mid-thigh and looked to be tailored to her every curve. When he saw that she had no rings on her left hand, he smiled and got out of his chair.
Thanks to Traci's love of dancing, Dusty had taken lessons early in their marriage and was quite adept on the floor. The pair cut a dashing figure. They even got in some talking during the slow songs as "Aunt Kristin" snuggled in close.
Dusty didn't spend too much time at the groom's family table after that. When he and Kristin weren't dancing, they were seated together at the bride's family table, and their eyes seemed to be only for each other. He found out that the 52-year-old Kristin taught high school about an hour away from Chicago, and had been divorced for 20 years from an abusive husband.
"If you don't mind me asking, how does a beautiful woman like yourself stay on the market for 20 years?" Dusty asked.
"Major trust issues for one, plus I don't just jump into bed with any man because I need an orgasm," she answered matter-of-factly.
"Good answer," said a smiling Dusty.
Dusty and Kristin started working on their trust issues together when they woke up the next day. About a year later, there was a second wedding knotting the Dustman and Alford families. Robbie stood up as best man for his father.
Internal Revenue Service Special Agent Michael Dustman made sure that James Fielding was audited 12 years in a row, costing the attorney more than $1 million in additional taxes and fines.
Fielding was a few minutes late heading into the IRS building for his 12th straight audit. His accountant was already inside. Fielding knew that somebody must have targeted him with the IRS, but he had so many enemies the list was long, and he didn't have the time to check them all out.
These IRS bozos were costing him plenty, Fielding thought as he walked toward the building. If he ever found who ratted him out, there would be hell to pay, because he was James Fielding, and nobody fucked with him. He was inside his own head pretty good, and wasn't paying complete attention to his surroundings when a man wearing a baseball hat and dark sunglasses reached out with his left hand as he and Fielding passed each other.
Fielding crumpled to the ground a split second after he felt the pain in his testicles. He had barely heard the crackle of the stun gun. Robbie grinned as he put the weapon back in his hoodie pocket and kept walking.
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Elliott Sieberns put down his glass of Glenmorangie neat on the side table near the comfortable sitting chair in his darkened office.
The lights in the office were off, the curtains were pulled tight against the bright Dallas sunshine of the day. Elliott was alone in his office, alone with his thoughts:
thoughts of anger, sadness, and yes... murder.
Several hours earlier, his life was just about perfect. Now it was in the shitter.
He picked up the contract for the sale of his plumbing supplies manufacturing company to his arch-rival's company for what in reality would be peanuts on the dollar. He thought about signing it, but that meant he'd have to abandon his comfortable chair and go to his desk so the signature would be good; signing something in his lap would make his writing seem weak and half-assed. He put the contract down and picked up the glass of single malt, tilting it to his lips.
Forty-five-year-old Elliott was an aficionado of most distilled spirits. He didn't pour his alcohol into mixed drinks, he drank neat, mostly, on the rocks occasionally. What he drank often depended on his mood. At that moment, his mood was somber. Somber was Scotch, preferably single malt, which meant neat. Only a fucking moron would put ice in a glass of single malt, he thought briefly.
His mind jumped sideways. Nobody would ever accuse Elliott of being a linear thinker. His mind was facile, some would say highly abstract. That was probably how he had turned his fledging company into a multi-million dollar firm in just 17 years.
Elliott didn't follow MMA very closely. Like most people who didn't live under a rock, he knew who Conor McGregor was, along with a few others. He'd seen a few fights, but it wasn't something he followed more than tangentially. Two things he'd learned, however, were that MMA fighters could take pain and had an incredible amount of resolve. Maybe he needed to show more resolve; take more punches, so to speak, and not give in quite so easily.
He took another sip of Scotch, then put down his glass again. He picked up the contract, gave a small growl, then threw it over to his desk.
"Let the games begin," he thought to himself.
"Becky!" he yelled to his admin, whose desk was outside of his office, "Get me that shyster, Lester Wilkins!"
It had been several hours since Elliott's world had collapsed in on him, at least for the moment.
Elliott was seated uncomfortably in a chair across the desk from his arch-rival, Dan Buranski, president of Flowtech International. Flowtech was the biggest competitor of Elliott's firm, Sieberns Manufacturing Inc., for plumbing supplies manufacturing in the Dallas-Fort Worth area. Sieberns was about three times the size of Flowtech, which Buranski had started about a year after Elliott started his company.
Sieberns and Flowtech seemed to always be locked in epic competition for government contracts, among others. Sieberns got the lion's share of the wins, just as Elliott always seemed to get the lion's share of the wins when the pair attended the same high school and college.
Elliott was wary of taking the meeting, especially on his enemy's turf, but Dan, "Bur" to those who knew him well, insisted that Elliott would want to take this meeting well away from prying eyes. This was the first time Bur had ever used this tack, so Elliott figured he needed to find out what the deal was this time. He told Becky where he was going, and told her to call the police if he didn't come back by noon.
It was a little after 9 AM when Bur laid the contract on the desk in front of Elliott.
"Why would I want your company, Bur?" Elliott asked.
"You need to read that more carefully, my friend," Bur smirked. "I don't want you to buy my company. I will be buying yours."
Elliott perused the contract for about five minutes, getting angrier the more he read. He stopped about three pages in and threw the document down on the desk. He started to rise from his chair when Bur spoke again.
"Sit your ass back down and watch this before you go off half-cocked, you self-righteous bastard," Bur sneered.
He turned a laptop computer toward Elliott and slid it across the desk. The photo up on the screen was of Elliott's wife of 22 years, Traci, lying across an unmade bed with her legs spread, cum leaking from what looked like a freshly-fucked pussy. Elliott's eyes about bugged out of his head. Bur smirked.
"What kind of Photoshop bullshit you trying to pull‽" Elliott screamed.
"No Photoshop. Take a good look at the whole photo, you dickhead," Bur chuckled.
Elliott glared at Bur, then looked back at the photo--hard. Traci's only items of clothing were black seamed stockings and black spiked heels, both of which he'd seen before. Then he noticed the bed sheets, the pillows and the wallpaper behind the bed, all of which he'd also been before. The photo was taken in the bedroom he and Traci shared.
"You motherfucker!" Elliott yelled. "I'll kill you for touching my wife!"
Bur held his hands up in a sign of surrender as Elliott started around the desk.
"Whoa there, big boy! I didn't do a thing to your precious princess. And as I've been told, everything that was done was done with her consent, participation and appreciation.
"So now, there's the matter of a bunch of photos and videos which could be available for public consumption... unless of course you are willing to be a reasonable businessman and make a deal," Bur said, pointing to the contract.
"Photos and videos? Oh shit." Elliott hissed.
Bur pulled the computer back to his side of the desk, hit a few buttons and turned it back to Elliott. This scene was obviously different from the one in the photo as Traci entered a different bedroom fully clothed, immediately followed by a dark-haired man that Elliott didn't recognize. The pair engaged in some deep kissing before clothes started to hit the floor.
The unknown man appeared to be the same age as Elliott and Traci. Elliott could see the man was ruggedly handsome, and when his pants and underwear came off, Elliott could see he was a good two inches longer and thicker in the dick department. Traci grabbed the man's dick and quickly engulfed it with her mouth, bobbing up and down like a pro until the man's dick proudly stood at attention. Elliott was shocked at how enthusiastic Traci was, as she rarely gave him head, and never with any kind of enthusiasm. Just then, the man grabbed Traci's head with both hands and pushed his dick into her throat before intensely face-fucking her for a few strokes before pulling back, a long string of drool hanging from his dick to Traci's lips.
The man rubbed his hands over Traci's large breasts before tweaking both nipples. She moaned loudly. The unknown man pushed her back on the bed, put his knees between hers and slowly worked his saliva-soaked dick into her glistening pussy.
"Ah... oooh, ungh..." Traci moaned as the large phallus slowly got more depth.
When the two appeared joined at their crotches, Traci's lover started pumping faster, eventually building up to a speedy rhythm. Traci arched her back trying to get his dick deeper inside.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh. Oh, oh, oh," Traci groaned.
"Do you like this big dick, baby? Do you?" he asked.
Traci groaned her approval.
"Say it for me, Baby," he demanded.
"I love this big dick, Baby. I love the way you fuck me, Sugar."
"Sugar?" Elliott thought.
Elliott could see his wife's excitement level rise. It wasn't long before she was shouting incoherently and spasming out her first orgasm. Bur reached over to the computer and stopped the video.
Elliott sat like a man in a coma for a few minutes, his stomach practically twisting.
"Do I at least get the courtesy of taking this home and looking it over before signing?" he asked quietly.
"Sure, you and your attorney can have 24 hours. That's all," Bur said. "Here, you can keep this video. You'll get the rest when you sign the contract."
"How many times? How many videos?" a stunned Elliott asked.
"Enough to fill a small box. Lover-boy says your wife is a helluva fuck, with a great appreciation for a big dick being wielded by a pro. He also says she is a very vocal, expressive slut. They've been going at it two, three times a week for two months so far."
Elliott was having a hard time reconciling the images he had seen with the sexually-conservative woman he had been married to for 22 years, the mother of his 20-year-old son and 17-year-old daughter and a regular volunteer at their church.
"I've got to admit I was surprised it happened as fast as it did," Bur taunted. "Traci was always such a good girl. I was figuring it would take three months or longer, although Lover-Boy said he could get it done in two or less. That bet cost me another $500 in fees."
Elliott's head came up at that and he got a quizzical look on his face.
"You mean you paid some son of a bitch to seduce and fuck my wife?" Elliott spit out. "You sick fuck!
"You couldn't beat me so you went after my wife? What the fuck is wrong with you?"
Elliott started to rise from his chair. Bur never moved, sitting in his chair grinning like the cat that ate the mouse.
"Try it and everything goes out in public," he said.
Elliott stopped moving and froze for what felt like eternity to him, but was in fact only about 10 seconds. He took the contract and the video and practically staggered out of the Flowtech offices.
On the way back to his office, Elliott thought about his checkered history with Bur. As teens they went to the same high school, where Elliott was a star academically and athletically and Bur was an also-ran in both cases. Elliott was the school's valedictorian, star quarterback and a starter on the baseball team. Bur played wide receiver on the football team and was a sub on the baseball team.
In fact, the school's football team had made it to the Texas state finals in its class, but lost when Bur dropped Elliott's perfect pass to him in the opponent's end zone in the game's waning seconds. Elliott took the loss hard but still tried to console Bur after the game. Many of the other players shunned Bur.
Both boys attended the University of Texas at Austin, but did not run into each other often, despite taking many of the same business classes. That's actually where both also met Traci. Bur had asked the well-built blonde for a date in the first month of their freshman year, but she had turned him down. Elliott asked Traci out a couple of months later, and she accepted. The pair became exclusive soon after that, dated for the rest of their college careers and were married a year after graduation.
She probably wouldn't even have remembered Bur except for him being around at many of the same Dallas social functions as her and Elliott. Elliott had told her that Bur headed up a competing firm and that he would prefer she stay clear of him, which she usually managed to do. That's why Bur decided he needed a surrogate to get to Elliott's wife.
Greg Silverman was an assistant vice president at a firm Flowtech did business with on a regular basis. Bur ran into him at the bar at a Dallas golf course, and watched Greg charm virtually all of the women at the bar. Greg was twice divorced, but since he was unattached at the time, Bur knew he had found his man for the seduction of Elliott's wife. Bur agreed to pay Greg a handsome fee for what became his part-time job.
Greg started his seduction by showing up at the church where the Sieberns attended, quickly volunteering for one of the committees for which Traci had volunteered. The two became friendly and Traci never even gave it a second thought when Greg soon started meeting her for coffee and lunches. A stay-at-home mother, Traci considered herself to be a faithful wife who was just enjoying the company of a male friend.
Wildly in love with what he considered his best friend, Elliott never for a minute questioned Traci's comings and goings. She never told her husband about the coffees and lunches with Greg, and when she started going out to dinner with him she told her husband she was out with friends. She knew she was playing fast and loose with her explanation to her husband, although she knew she was technically playing within the rules.
The pair wound up back at Greg's apartment after the second dinner date. Traci knew she shouldn't have gone back to his apartment, but after a few glasses of wine at dinner, she was feeling good, and for his part, Greg was looking good, she thought.
Two hours later, the pair was lying in bed together cuddling and giggling after what Traci considered the best sex she ever had. Surprisingly, to her, she didn't feel guilty for that the two had just done.
She knew then that she would do this again.
The two did it again two to three times a week for the next two months. Each time they paired, Traci felt more connected to Greg.
*****
Lester Wilkins returned Elliott's call within five minutes. By then, Elliott had watched the whole video, which included a second session and afterglow. Apparently Traci did not know her lover was recording the sessions, and was very expressive of her feelings toward Greg both during and after the sex. If he had any doubts about where his marriage was going after the first photo and video, he didn't after the second.
"Hey, Hack, I need you to prepare divorce papers for me as quickly as possible," he said after the pair exchanged familiar greetings. "Make sure Traci gets everything she's entitled to, but not a penny more."
After a noticeable pause, Wilkins replied, "Seriously, El? This isn't a joke, 'cause it's not funny."
After an equally long pause on his end, Elliott said, "Seriously. She's been cheating on me for a couple of months, and I'm pretty sure she even loves the guy. It's a long story, Hack. I tell you about it someday soon."
"I'm sorry, Elliott. Really," Wilkins said.
Elliott got home at his usual time of 5:30. By the smells coming from the kitchen, he could tell Traci was cooking dinner. He then heard her talking to their daughter, Judith. Elliott had to hand it to his wife; she was as cool as a cucumber, as she apparently had since she started cheating. She looked beautiful and composed as he walked up to her and gave her a peck on the lips. He tried to be discreet as he sniffed about her, trying to determine if she'd had sex earlier in the day. Now that he knew what to look for, it was easy to tell that she smelled strongly of soap, probably meaning that she had showered after having sex earlier that afternoon.
Elliott waited until Judith went to her room after eating supper before he told Traci that the two needed to talk. For the first time since this whole thing had gotten started, Traci's face showed some trepidation, he thought.
"Do you love him, Traci? How long has this been going on?" Elliott said barely above a whisper.
Traci looked up, down and all around the family room, everywhere but directly at her husband.
"How long has he known? How much does he know?" she thought in her panic.
"Ummm... it's only been a few times, maybe a month," Traci lied. "I'm sorry. It was a mistake. It was only sex. I don't love him. I only love you."
Elliott glared at his wife. She had hit the superfecta of lies about her affair. The love he had for his wife when the day started continued to ebb lower.
"We'll talk again when you want to tell me the truth," Elliott glowered at his wife before stalking off to sleep in the room that housed their son until he went to college two years previously.
Elliott didn't sleep worth at damn that night. Not only had his wife been cheating on him for some time, she lied directly to him, trying to figure out exactly what her husband knew so she wouldn't have to admit everything to him. Elliott woke up early and went to work early, for the first time ever, leaving home without giving Traci a good-bye kiss and an "I love you." She noted exactly that when she awoke and found her husband already gone to work.
Bur was expecting to see Elliott show up at 9 AM with a sealed contract, so he was surprised when his secretary said Elliott was on the phone.
"What's up, cuckold?" Bur chuckled when he answered the phone. "I've got a box of porn videos starring your missus waiting to be traded for the keys to your kingdom. Get your ass over here, big boy!"
"Not going to happen, you pussy, now or ever. You want my business? You're going to have to take it from my cold, dead fingers. You want to blackmail me, fuckhead? Have at it!"
"Wait, you're not going to give up Sieberns?" he questioned with a quivering voice. "You think I'm kidding about releasing those video files? You've got customers, family, friends and thousands of others who are going to see what a slut your beautiful wife is."
"Well, fuckhead, that's actually her problem, not mine. She won't be my wife too much longer, and I won't have to worry about what everybody thinks of her," Elliott replied.
"What about your two precious children? How are you going to explain this to them?"
Bur didn't seem quite as sure of himself today as he did yesterday. Elliott figured that's because he never figured Elliott was man enough to face the embarrassment that was sure to come his way. For his part, Elliott was figuring that the embarrassment was Traci's.
"What about Sieberns' customers? They surely won't be happy with this?"
"Not going to affect Sieberns' customers at all if the soon-to-be ex-wife of the former owner is the slut of all time. Be good for a quick laugh for the sales guys before they get down to actual selling, I suppose," Elliott noted.
"Wh-what do you mean former owner?" Bur asked.
"Did I forget to mention that I sold the business yesterday?" Elliott said in a sing-song voice. "Only got half of what it's worth, but what the heck. Now Joe Gagliardi owes me a huge favor."
"You sold Sieberns to Joe Gagliardi? The Joe Gagliardi? 'Papa Joe Gagliardi'?"
"Yes, yes and yes," Elliott answered. "Gotta run. Got to start making retirement plans."
"Listen, douchebag. I was not kidding. Those files will be all over the Internet and in people's inboxes by the end of the day," Bur yelled.
"Wa-wa-wa," Elliott said and hung up.
"God that was fun!" he said to the collection of people who were in his office listening to his end of the conversation.
It wasn't four hours later that Elliott got the first phone call, predictably from Traci. Seems that somebody hacked her Facebook account and put up links to several videos starring her and Greg Silverman. Then there were emails sent to her entire contact list. To say she was livid would have been the understatement of the year.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?!" she screamed at Elliott. "I took my Facebook page down, but apparently you also sent out emails to everyone I knew, you stupid vengeful prick! I'm going to kill you, you bastard!"
She went on in this vein for about five more minutes. Elliott had put the phone down on the desk and just let her rant. When she finally stopped to take a breath, Elliott picked his phone back up and calmly told her he didn't have anything to do with it.
"In fact, that is the first time I've seen most of those videos. I damn near threw up thinking you would do that shit with another man behind my back, you fucking whore.
"But I do know who did do it, and so does your lover-boy. Why don't you ask him?" I shouted back into the phone.
"What does Greg have to do with this, you prick? Why..."
The line went dead. Elliott presumed she was calling her lover, so he kept his phone in his hand. Ninety seconds later, he knew who was calling again.
"Hello again, whore," Elliott answered unemotionally. "Don't tell me, he's not answering."
"H-h-how did you know? Have you done something to him?" she gasped.



Traci's tone of concern pushed the wrong button for Elliott. In one sentence, she showed more concern for her lover than she showed for him when he brought up her infidelity.
"I haven't done anything to your Greg Silverman, Traci. But since you didn't ask, because I'm certain you don't want to know, you were merely an assignment for a highly-paid male escort--a man-whore, technically. He was hired by Dan Buranski to seduce you and get it on video... all so he could blackmail me into selling my company to him at a major discount. He threatened me with releasing those videos if I didn't go along with his plan.
"That loser was so sure I'd trade my company for your reputation... he never realized that once you turned into a slut, you didn't have a reputation to worry about, at least not to me.
"Anyway, I'm guessing he was so pissed about me short-selling the company to 'Papa Joe' Gagliardi, that he released all of your greatest hits."
"You sold Sieberns?" Traci said in an unsteady voice. "And because you sold your company, Dan Buranski released those videos? You could have stopped it, and you didn't?"
Elliott could hear Traci start to sob.
"Why would I have stopped it? It's pretty clear to me you no longer respected or loved me. I loved you with everything I had for 22 years, and this is how you repay my love? Fuck you. Well, I guess you did get fucked... again and again. So why should I care who knows that you're an unfaithful slut?"
"But the kids, my parents, virtually everybody we know..."
"Your problem," Elliott interrupted. "We'll be divorced in a few months."
"What if I don't want a divorce?" she shot back.
"I've seen a few of the videos, Traci. You're completely in love with him AND his big cock. If he didn't just play you for the biggest chump this side of the Rockies, you'd be running back to him in a heartbeat. I don't know why, but you've left me behind.
"I guess my only question to you is... why? Was it something I did or didn't do?"
There was silence in between sobs. In truth, Traci realized she hadn't really considered her actions before this. She admitted to herself that when it came to Greg, she had been thinking with her wet pussy and not her brain.
"I-I-I guess he was so subtle I never realized he had targeted me. He was so friendly, so nice, so handsome. I guess I developed feelings for him before we even slept together. Then, once we did..."
"All right, I saw and heard that part. He's got a big magical dick and he knows how to use it. I heard you tell him that you could never again be satisfied with my dick...
"Don't fight the divorce, Traci. I'll show you more respect than you showed me. And maybe if you're lucky, Lover-Boy loves you for more than a paycheck. Either way, you'll have more than enough money to live on, although maybe not in quite the style to which you've become accustomed."
Traci's sobbing turned to wailing. After listening for about five more seconds, Elliott ended the call.
Elliott hadn't even started back to work when his phone rang again. He guessed that now was as good as any time to deal with his daughter.
"Oh, shit, Daddy. I can't even believe Mom did that. I think everybody in school has seen at least one of those videos. I'll never be able to show my face in school again," his daughter sobbed over the phone. "What are we going to do?"
"Well, I'm going to divorce her as soon as possible. You? I guess that's completely up to you. The fact that's she an internet porn star might be embarrassing at first, but I suppose you'll just have to get over that eventually, 'cause there's nothing else you can do about it. I don't know if she's going to continue doing that, though, because her lover was a paid seducer. I have no idea if they're going to continue, now that he's not getting paid anymore."
"Wait, you mean he was some sort of a... male prostitute? Gross!" she related.
"Yeah, shows you what she thinks of me, huh?" Elliott said.
"Can I live with you until I go to college next year, Daddy?"
"Of course you can, Baby."
The next phone call Elliott took was from his son.
"When's the divorce, Dad?" he asked.
"Papers already filed. Up to the shysters now, Kid."
"All I needed to know, Dad. Call me when you want to talk."
"Thanks. Talk at you later," Elliott said.
Elliott, Traci and their attorneys sat down together two weeks later. Elliott noted that his wife looked haggard. Considering some of the phone calls he had taken in that time frame, Elliott could imagine how bad Traci was getting it. The phone call that he knew came from her parents was probably the worst. Elliott and Traci's parents were always incredibly close, and their phone call to him was filled with lots of tears and apologies, from both parents.
"We're sorry, El. We raised her better than that," her father said at one point in the conversation. "We THOUGHT we raised her better than that. Apparently we were wrong."
"Can I ask you one question, Elliott," her father said. "Is it true that you didn't even consider trading your company for Traci's videos and photos?"
"Absolutely true, Jack," Elliott said. "If you watched any of those videos, you know there was no way I'd trade my company for a cheating whore who is in love with another man."
"I miss you, Elliott," Traci said at the meeting with the attorneys. "Can't we try to save this marriage?"
"What marriage? You trashed that the first time you spread your legs for this guy. And I can't help it if the man you love was just a set-up. And if there's any love for me left, it's way down on your list," Elliott sneered.
Traci's attorney expressed shock at the amount of assets Elliott listed, especially after selling his valuable company. The total amount the couple owned was still considerable, but was less than half of what Traci and her attorney figured. When the attorney questioned the amount to Elliott, his attorney picked up Elliott's copy of the contract and read aloud, "... and other valuable considerations without monetary value."
"What exactly does that mean, Mr. Sieberns?" he said while looking up from his reading glasses.
"It means he owes me a favor that has no legal monetary valuation," Elliott answered smugly.
"Mr. Wilkins, as an officer of the court, you know you can't be party to a fraud, right? If we find out that this is something like a service that has a valuation, we will amend our filing at that time," Traci's attorney droned.
"Mr. Jonas, I happen to know what the consideration is, and I can assure you, sir, that it has no legal valuation," said Elliott's attorney.
Six months later, the divorce was final. Neither Elliott nor Traci went out on any dates during that time frame. In truth, Traci didn't leave her house much because after the videos and photos were seen by many of her relatives and friends, she became a pariah of sorts. Meanwhile, Elliott's family and friends rallied around him.
Six months after the divorce, Dan Buranski slipped in his shower and suffered a traumatic brain injury which left him barely able to function normally. A day later, Greg Silverman was mugged outside of a bar in Los Angeles. The muggers got $220 before one of them destroyed both of Silverman's testicles with a savage kick to the crotch with a steel-toed boot. The muggers were never apprehended.
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It was a beautiful fall afternoon as my daughter's high school soccer team held a 5-2 lead over her school's arch-rival, Frost, late in the second half. Karrie, the youngest of my three children, had scored a pair of goals and looked like she might get a hat trick as she dribbled downfield with just one defender and the goalie to beat. Her mother and I were starting to scream encouragement at a high volume as she bore down on the Frost goal.
Karrie's long blonde ponytail bobbed as she ran, then she gave a head feint to the right and quickly cut back slightly to her left, crossing the ball to her left foot as she did so. It looked like all the money her mother and I had spent on soccer camps was about to pay off again when the Frost defender, having been beaten badly, took a desperation slide at my daughter, knocking her roughly off her feet. She spun in mid-air, then bounced on the ground once, twice, before rolling to a stop. The referee immediately signaled a penalty, which brought both coaches to their feet.
I was already on my feet in the bleachers, watching as Karrie grabbed her right leg and screamed out in pain. When the ref stopped play, I was on the field, rushing to my little girl, who continued to scream in pain. I hugged her to me as the team trainer reached her and ran her hand down my little girl's leg. When Karrie shrieked, the trainer ripped her cell phone out of her pocket and called for an ambulance. I rocked her while she cried. My wife, Traci, joined the small group on the field.
Not quite five minutes later, the ambulance drove onto the field, right up to the small group of adults surrounding the child. Karrie was loaded into the vehicle, and I followed her inside, telling my wife to meet us at the hospital.
They took Karrie right into X-ray when they got her to the hospital. Her right fibula was broken. Orthopedic surgeons were going to have perform surgery to align the bones -- they called it an open reduction. Karrie cried, realizing her season was over. I tried my best to soothe her, but she wasn't having any of that.
While they were waiting for an orthopedic guy to arrive, a nurse was looking at the collection of bruises Karrie had accumulated on her legs so far this season. It's not an uncommon occurrence for soccer players to have bruises, especially on their legs. Soccer as a sport is a lot rougher than most people realize. Then that same nurse started looking at the many bruises Karrie also had on her arms. She asked Karrie several questions about the bruises, then walked over to another nurse and whispered something to her. As I was still trying to soothe a very upset 12-year-old, I didn't pay a whole lot of attention to the whispering at the time.
A minute later, one of the two whispering nurses came over to me and quietly asked me if I had noticed if Karrie had lost any weight. Actually, I had noticed that she was down a little, but I assumed that was because of all the running soccer players do in games and practices. She nodded and went back to the other nurse, whispering some more.
Just then the orthopedic doctor arrived, looked at the X-rays and started issuing orders. They took Karrie to an operating room as Traci and I went to a waiting room.
Karrie was still groggy when Traci and I were allowed into recovery to be with her. We sat with her for another two hours, then left to go home for the night. The doctor had said the operation went well, and we could take our daughter home in a couple of days.
I went to work at my accounting job the next day while Traci stayed home and went straight to the hospital to stay with Karrie. About an hour into my workday, Traci called me and said the doctor wanted to talk to both of us. I was perplexed. I thought the ortho doc said the surgery was a success. Maybe he wanted to talk to us about rehab.
I kissed both Traci and Karrie when I got to my daughter's room, and a minute later, a Dr. Ben Rauh walked in. I was confused because her ortho was a doctor named James Rincon. He asked Traci and I to go with him into a small conference room.
"What's going on, Doc?" I asked first thing.
He put his eyes down and took a deep breath before raising his eyes and facing us. I knew then that this wasn't going to be good.
"We need to run some tests because we're afraid Karrie may have leukemia," he said quietly.
Traci immediately started to cry while I suddenly felt like I couldn't breathe. This was probably the worst news I had gotten since my parents told me my maternal grandfather died when I was 12.
Dr. Rauh, Traci and I went into Karrie's room together to tell her that the doctors needed to run some additional tests. We didn't give Karrie a specific reason, hoping against hope that we wouldn't ever have to tell her the truth.
We didn't tell either of Karrie's older siblings about what the doctor suspected, although we did tell both that she was undergoing some additional testing. Her older brother, Arnie, 19, was a sophomore at Michigan State, so we told him about the leg break and the additional testing by phone. He asked if he should take a few days and come home, but we were optimistic and told him that wasn't necessary. It was different with Karrie's older sister, Ellie, 17, a high school junior. She could see the worry in our faces and wasn't buying the optimistic front we were putting on.
As the baby in the family, Karrie -- Karen, officially -- was probably the most coddled child, but even her siblings coddled her. Ellie often let her tag along with her and her friends when they did stuff, and Arnie was not only her official protector, but he spent hours teaching her how to play sports "like a guy." Karrie never threw a ball or even ran "like a girl," and when it came to basketball, football or street hockey, she was a rough as any boy. Arnie was incredibly proud of his baby sister.
Two days later, the bad news was confirmed. Traci, Ellie and I held the most important family meeting we ever had in the living room before deciding that we needed to tell Karrie the truth as soon as possible. We called Arnie and got his thoughts, as well, and he agreed with our decision. I hadn't heard Arnie cry like that since he was 10 and took a baseball to the mid-back that left a raised welt. He took a few seconds, then apologized to me, for both crying and not being there to help tell his sister.
I felt like part of a firing squad as the three of us and the doctor marched into Karrie's room the next morning. Dr. Rauh had volunteered to do the dirty deed, but the family discussed it and decided one of us should give her the bad news. It fell to me to do the most difficult thing I've ever done in my life. Traci and Ellie sat there in tears, and I think Dr. Rauh was pretty choked up, too, but Karrie took the news like a champ, occasionally asking a question which Dr. Rauh quietly answered.
"That's it, then. I got this, Dad!"
Oh, to have the enthusiasm and chutzpah of a 14-year-old.
Nine months later, things were not looking much better for Karrie. For the first time, Dr. Rauh mentioned bone marrow transplant. We had been reading up on the subject, and were well aware that siblings had a one in four chance of being a tissue match. Arnie and Ellie got tested immediately, but neither was a match. That meant we had to hope on the small chance that there would be a match on the national bone marrow registry, unless...
I had secretly been keeping track of Rick Gardino for the past 14-plus years, since the day I kicked the shit out of him in the back parking lot of First National Financial. I left him lying on the ground near his car and walked out of his life, supposedly never to see him again. I fully intended to make that thought come true, except now I -- actually Karrie -- needed him, or at least his progeny.
Gardino now lived and worked two towns over from us, about an hour to our west. I knew he wouldn't be pleased to see me. I wasn't exactly pleased to be going to see him.
*****
"I don't even know where to start, Tommy," Traci practically whispered one Saturday night after the kids had gone to bed. We were sitting in the family room, me sipping on a shot of rye and she drinking a glass of merlot. She had said she wanted to talk. I didn't have a clue where this was going.
"I'm pregnant, Tommy. There's no other way to say it. I blew it. I really fucked up, Tommy."
I sat in stunned silence. STUNNED SILENCE. After we had Ellie five years previously, Traci asked me to get a vasectomy, and I complied. Obviously, this wasn't my child Traci now carried.
When my brain started to work again, I felt the bile starting to rise in my throat. I made it to the bathroom before that night's dinner made a guest appearance.
I cleaned myself up and went back to the family room, where Traci still sat, looking very uncomfortable. I sat back down and glared at her. She took that as my hint to continue.
"I'm two months along," she whispered. "You know I don't believe in abortion. I know you don't believe in abortion. What are we going to do?"
"We? Who's we, white girl? Which we are we talking about? We as in you and me, or we as in you and your lover?"
Traci looked stricken. I was pretty sure she wasn't acting.
"So who is he, Traci? How long has this shit been going on?" I growled.
My stomach was doing flips. My anger was through the roof. I was as close to striking a woman as I've ever been. Her look changed from stricken to frightened.
"Ahh... uhh... Rick Gardino, from my office. During the trip to London we took a couple of months ago. We..."
"Yeah, I can figure the rest," I grumbled. "You did him bareback? How many times, genius?"
"We haven't used protection in ages, since you got snipped. I guess I just wasn't thinking about that anymore. I guess we got carried away. We did it five times, I guess," she rasped.
"In five days? You work quick!" I snapped.
"That's the only times we did it. I swear," she said.
I dropped my head into my hands. I wasn't sure I believed any of that, but it really didn't matter now, did it? My perfect world was no longer perfect and was never going to be the same. Not ever.
"I'm sorry, Tommy. I really am. I didn't want to hurt you," Traci said.
"You slept with another man several times. You didn't want to hurt me? What the fuck did you think was going to happen when I found out, slut?" I yelled.
She looked up shocked. I had never spoken to her like that before.
"I didn't think you'd ever find out. You wouldn't have if I didn't get pregnant. It didn't mean anything. It was just sex," she blurted out.
"So me not finding out would have made it all right then?" I asked. "What did I do to deserve that kind of disrespect?"
"I guess I didn't see it that way, Tommy. I still love you. It's just that we had gotten a little stale, you know what I mean? This was just a little something different. A little excitement. Just sex."
"Oh wait. Shouldn't we have discussed our little problem then, so maybe I could also get a little strange, too?"
"Ummm," she mumbled.
"Good answer, slut."
"So what do we do next, Tommy?"
"Well, in a perfect world, I'd shoot him dead and you'd have a painful miscarriage upon hearing that. But I know that's not going to happen. But I also know that if I divorce your skank ass, I get fucked financially, and in effect lose, Arnie and Ellie. I can't let that happen."
I went into our bedroom and packed a suitcase. Traci sat crying in the family room.
Two weeks in a dingy hotel room didn't give me any fresh insights into my dilemma. I missed my kids terribly. I spoke to them every night by phone. Every night after they had their turn, Traci got on the line and tearfully begged me to come back.
"Can't keep up with your lovers while being a single parent?" I finally blurted out one night.
Traci burst into tears over the phone -- again. God, I was tired of that act.
"Why the fuck are you crying, bitch? You're the one that caused this by breaking your vows!" I yelled at her.
Numbers are a wonderful thing. You can get lost in them, and during that time you can forgot your troubles. My work did that for me. Numbers don't have emotions. I needed things to be black and white. Numbers are black and white. I finally arrived at a solution: not necessarily a good solution, but at least a solution.
I went and visited Rick Gardino in the employee parking lot at First National Financial, where he was a vice president. I approached him right before he got into his Lexus. He was a little bigger than I was, but I had surprise and rage on my side. I hit him with my best shots twice under his ribs on the left side of his body. He made an oomph sound and doubled over before I punched him in the throat with a great left. He went down in a heap and I kicked him twice in the nuts to make sure I had his attention.
"Here's how this is going to work, fuckhead," I yelled at him. "You are never going to even be in the same room as my wife, Traci, or I'm going kill you slowly the next time I see you. Are we clear on that?"
He moaned in agreement, or at least I took that as agreement. I saw several other First National employees looking on. I figured they would call the cops. I got in my car and headed for my house.
Traci was shocked when I walked in the door, but had to wait her turn as Arnie and Ellie practically stormed me when I walked in. After they let go, she practically rushed into my arms crying, but I got my hands out and stopped her from moving in for a hug. She looked crushed.
I told her we would talk after the kids were in bed.
I got the rye and wine out for the discussion that took place. I say discussion, but in reality, it was a monologue by me after I confirmed that she still loved me and wanted to stay married. I told her that if she reaffirmed her commitment to me, we would stay married and I would raise her baby as my own as long as she never told Rick about the child. Her jaw practically hit the floor when I made that announcement, because both of our families and our closest friends knew that I had a vasectomy -- effectively outing me as Traci's cuckold of sorts. I explained to her that while I was not comfortable raising another man's child as mine, I didn't want to lose watching my children grow up because she made a mistake. I warned her, however, that I would not brook another indiscretion, and it still might take me a while to trust her again, if at all.
"I promise, Tommy, I will be the best wife ever, and I will never give you cause to leave us again," she gushed.
"I guess we'll see, Traci. I guess we'll see."
I knew I made it easier for Traci as Rick quit his job the day after I had my "discussion" with him. A month later, he and his family moved away as he accepted another job.
I don't think Rick was very popular at his old place of employment, as the cops never paid me a visit after I clubbed him in the parking lot that day, despite several of his fellow employees getting a good look at me during the altercation.
Neither of our families are stupid, so there was a lot of consternation expressed when we announced that Traci was pregnant. The first questions came from my family members, with my mother leading the charge. To say she was pissed at Traci would have been the biggest understatement of the year.
"She's making a fool of you, Tommy. Everybody knows you are a cuckold," she yelled at me over the phone soon after we told her about the pregnancy.
I was surprised my mother even knew what the word "cuckold" meant. I couldn't totally disagree with her, but as I explained my thinking to my family members, they understood. Of course that didn't mean they had to like it, and my father in particular was unequivocal about his dislike.
"You certainly didn't learn to be a pussy from me, Tom."
At least no one from Traci's family yelled at me. I think they were too embarrassed over what Traci had done to even look me in the eye.
We had never told either of our other children about my snip job, so we didn't tell them anything other than that Traci was pregnant. They were good with the news.
Rick has darker skin and darker hair than I do, but I got lucky in that Karrie was practically a dead ringer in looks to her mother with her facial characteristics, blonde hair and fair skin. No one even gave that a second thought.
It also didn't hurt that almost from birth, Karrie was a daddy's girl, following me around like a puppy when I was home from work. She was adorable and a tomboy and just as easy to love as my other two children. I really don't think I treated her any different from Arnie and Ellie, well, except for maybe spoiling her a little more as the baby.
*****
Now my baby was fighting for her life. I needed something more from Rick Gardino than his personal pain. I knew Gardino and his wife had three children. They would be half-siblings to my Karrie. That would give them a one in eight chance for being a tissue match. I drove over to his house the next evening after dinner. He visibly flinched back when he opened the door and saw me on his doorstep.
"I-I-I haven't been anywhere near her, honestly!" he cried out as he raised his hands defensively.
"I know you haven't. I'm not here to beat your ass. I... need your help."
I thought the scumbag was going to faint in surprise.
"Did she finally leave you and find a real man, asshole?" he sniped with a bemused smirk.
"I don't need you for that she. I need you for another she... my younger daughter. And actually I don't need you, just some samples from your kids."
Asswipe was smarter than I gave him credit for. He immediately picked up on what I was saying.
"I have another daughter... and she's in some sort of medical distress? Shit! Why didn't she tell me? I had a right to know!"
His wife showed up at the door at that point. He held up his hands in a surrender gesture.
"Something wrong, Rick?" she questioned.
I scowled hard at Rick.
"No, Babe. We're good. An old friend from the old days," he responded. "We're going to grab a quick drink down at The Line. Back in a bit."
I gestured toward my car. We drove a couple of miles in silence. We took a table in the back of the bar.
"You didn't have a right to know anything," I said after we each got shots of Jack Daniels. "She's my daughter. Always has been; always will be.
"That was the price Traci paid for getting to stay in our marriage. You paid in pain."
"So why now? What do you need?"
"My baby needs a bone marrow transplant. My kids are not tissue matches. We need to have your kids tested. They each have a one in eight chance of matching. It's the best chance my Karrie has."
Asswipe turned his eyes down to the table. I know under normal circumstances I would have had to have beaten an approval out of him. This ask, however, was for a child -- technically his child.
"I understand there's a time crunch. I'll have them tested tomorrow," he said quietly.
"Thank you," I responded just as quietly.
He never asked to see any photos of Karrie. I never offered to show him any. We sat in complete silence while we finished our shots. Then I drove him home. We shook hands before he got out of my car. I told him I wasn't going to rat him out to his wife. He could give her any excuse he could think up. I had given him the email address of the hospital where Karrie was.
I didn't see it coming.
"Tom, could you tell me why I got four tissue samples from the Gardino family? They all turned out negative, by the way, which was to be expected since we don't even know who these people are," Dr. Rauh said when he called me a few days later.
"What do you mean you don't know who these people are?" I asked as my volume rose. "They are all blood relations to Karrie. One is her biological father. The other three are half-siblings..."



"Oh... shit," Dr. Rauh interrupted. "I guess I didn't see that coming."
"Uh, Tom, I hate to tell you this, but none of those people are biologically related to Karrie. Why would you think they are related to her?"
"Son of a bitch, Doc! Because I am the stupidest man on the face of the earth! That's why!" I screamed.
"Tom... Tom!" the doctor called out to me, snapping me from reverie. "Don't go do something stupid."
"Fifteen years too late for that, Doc. She cheated on me and got pregnant, told me it was Rick Gardino's baby. She begged for forgiveness, told me she still loved me. And I bit, like a trout."
"I know this seems cold, Tom, but maybe we can still salvage something out of this. We just need to find out if her lover has children, and if we can get them tested quickly we would still have a chance, but Karrie's going downhill quickly."
"I'm on it, Doc. I'll let you know what is happening."
Forty minutes later I stormed into the office of First National Financial, streaking past the front desk like a man whose pants were on fire. The firm's security guard tried to stop me but never even got close as I got to the elevator and hit the button for the second floor. I shot out of the elevator and into the office of one Traci Sheehy, vice president.
"Hang up the phone, Traci. NOW!" I yelled at her.
She obeyed immediately and stared fearfully at me. I'm pretty sure I was breathing like an enraged bull and drooling like a St. Bernard.
"I need a name, whore! NOW! It wasn't Rick Gardino! He and his kids aren't related to Karrie at all."
I didn't have to explain further. She burst into sobs. I wasn't in the mood.
"Stop the bullshit tears, whore, or I'll come over to that side of the desk and slap the shit out of you!"
"If it wasn't Rick, then it has to be Chester Dowd. He's a First Nat guy from right there in London. I slept with him the one night I didn't sleep with Rick. We only had sex once. I'm sorry Tommy. I truly am. I couldn't tell you about the second guy. I wasn't sure you'd forgive me for one. I knew you'd divorce me for sure for two."
"We'll worry about that later. Right now you need to track down this Dowd fucker and have him and any kids do a bone marrow test. Call your HR guy and get him on that now. Dr. Rauh says Karrie's running out of time."
Chester Dowd had left the employ of First National about three years after he slept with Traci. Traci had to explain to the First Nat HR guy why she needed to contact Dowd, and he went out of his way to get her the info. She then explained what she needed from Dowd. He promised that he and his two children would get tested.
The swabs for Dowd and his children came in a week later. While they were related, they didn't have matching tests.
My wife and I didn't spend a lot of time communicating with each other in the next few weeks. Curiosity finally made her ask me how I tracked down Gardino so fast.
"I've always known where that piece of shit was," I replied. "Trust, but verify. I just had no idea about No. 2, or I would have tracked him as well."
She dropped her head to her desk.
We would go to work and then head over to Karrie's hospital room. Arnie came home from time to time to be with his sister and Ellie spent a lot of time at the hospital, too. Dr. Rauh spent a lot time visiting as well. We knew things were going downhill fast when Karrie stopped being a wiseass.
And then...
After what Dr. Rauh called a miracle, Karrie recovered, although it took about a year. It was a few months after Dr. Rauh said she was in full remission that the kids and I had a family meeting, at which time I explained everything about Traci's affair to the three of them. The older two had already figured out something wasn't kosher, so I figured Karrie needed to know everything as well. It was incredibly difficult to tell my baby that she wasn't mine biologically, but I stressed to all three that I felt there was no difference in the way I viewed all of them.
Arnie and Ellie threw their arms around Karrie as she sobbed uncontrollably for a couple of minutes. Then I watched her face harden as her tears stopped.
"Okay, so you gave her a pass once, but we're all assuming that's not happening a second time, is it?" Arnie asked.
I shook my head somberly. I didn't have to say any more.
"So are you planning a room for me, Dad, 'cause you know I'm coming with you," Karrie declared.
As a 15-year-old, Karrie could choose the parent she wanted to be primary. Considering she had just found out she wasn't mine, biologically, I wasn't expecting her announcement. I choked up and it was my turn to sob. I soon felt three sets of arms around me.
When I regained my senses, I looked at all three kids, but spoke to Karrie.
"Obviously, your mother and I have been in contact with your bio-dad, who didn't even hesitate when your mother asked him to get himself and his kids tested as quickly as possible when we were trying to find tissue matches. He didn't even know you existed until we tracked him down, so you can't hold that against him. That's on me as much as your mother, because I told her not to tell Gardino, who she said was your bio-dad. So of course she wouldn't have told Chet Dowd, especially since she never admitted to me he was in the picture.
"He has since told his wife about you, and their whole family would like to meet you, if you want to meet them. I think we could make a vacation trip to Great Britain later this year for the four of us."
We hugged again.
Traci actually tried to fight the divorce, pointing out that I had forgiven her for the affair with Gardino, and the Dowd indiscretion was done during that same time period.
"Are you fucking kidding me, slut? You don't get a two for one discount special on this, Traci," I said. "You cheated on me multiple times with two different men. One is my limit."
Karrie spent very little time with Traci after the divorce. All three kids expressed the opinion that their mother had done me wrong, but Karrie took it the hardest. I found out that Traci complained to Karrie once, accusing me of ruining Karrie's relationship with her out of spite.
"I made a mistake, Karrie. I'm sorry. But that's no reason for your father to be so spiteful," Karrie told me she said.
"Really, Mom? You slept with two men -- two men -- in a week's time while on a business trip, and got knocked up like the cheap slut you were. And Dad sucked it up like the man he is and stayed married to you so we could remain a family. He gave me his love and his name when he didn't have to do either. How about you just shut your whore mouth."
I guess Traci didn't take that very well. I probably should have reprimanded Karrie for the "whore mouth" crack, but then again she's 15... and I didn't totally disagree with what she said.
Epilogue:
My daughter had a full head of steam as she headed downfield with just one defender and the opposing goaltender to beat late one fall afternoon during a junior high school soccer game. I rose from my bleacher seat and continued my verbal encouragement as she made a head feint to the right, then crossed over to her left and sped past the defender. The goalie hesitated, made her own feint to the right, then dove left. Anticipating the goalie's play, my daughter unleashed a hard, low screamer into the lower left corner of the goal.
My wife and I both rose from our seats to celebrate the goal. We high-fived each other, then as she sat down I looked to the team bench and smiled at the team's coach. Karrie smiled back brightly and pointed at me in triumph. I returned the point and smiled back.
Now 26, Karrie was the head coach of the John Adams Junior High School girls' soccer team. After making a miraculous recovery from leukemia, Karrie had starred for her high school team, earning a scholarship to Duke University, where she played soccer for four years and graduated with a degree in education. Four years later, she was the head coach for the same junior high school team she had played for more than a decade ago.
I sat down, put my arm around my wife and gave her a squeeze. Lorraine gave me her usual dazzling smile back. God, how I loved this woman and the stepdaughter whom I considered to be my fourth child.
Lorraine came into my damaged life three years after I divorced Traci. I hardly dated anyone until I met Lorraine. She was 180 degrees the opposite of Traci, being tall and lithe with short brunette hair. She was 15 years my junior at 40, with an athletic 8-year-old daughter. Her daughter, Stephanie, immediately took to my Karrie, who taught her the ins and outs of soccer.
Lorraine and I dated for a year before I asked her to marry me. Her ex-husband had cheated on her after 10 years of marriage, so she understood completely when I expressed my opinions on the importance of fidelity, trust and respect.
Stephanie was just about the second coming of Karrie, and she and I bonded quickly. I was back to being a soccer dad to a mouthy pre-teen. My wife and I spent many a great hour together sitting on bleachers watching soccer.
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I was in that little window of consciousness between sleep and waking, debating in my mind if I was going to get up or go back to sleep. It was Saturday, so no school, and I didn't have anything pressing to do on the morning of my 18th birthday.
Then I felt it: something soft and warm wrapped around my morning wood.
I woke immediately!
When my eyes popped open, I noticed my 20-year-old sister, Traci, lying to my right in my single bed. As I turned my head to her, I noticed she was grinning like a Cheshire cat. It was her hand wrapped around my hard-as-steel rod.
"Happy birthday, Mighty Mouse!" she whispered enthusiastically, calling me by the nickname she had stuck on me back when I was 5. All throughout my childhood, I stood about a head shorter than most of my friends, and like most older sisters, Traci rubbed my lack of stature in my face every chance she got. She especially liked to humiliate me in front of her group of close girl friends, most of whom were flat-out gorgeous, making my angst much worse.
At 5-6, I was still short compared to most boys who were seniors in high school, like me. Until today, however, the humiliation was just mental. The hand wrapped around my hard-on, however, took humiliation to a whole new level. She continued to grin at me while I tried to think.
"This is your lucky day, Mighty Mouse. I am going to teach you something that's going to change your life," she whispered again.
I always slept naked under the covers and never considered that a problem before. Our two bedrooms were connected by a bathroom and we usually locked each side at night, but apparently Traci had used her key to sneak into my room. It looked like she was wearing shorty pajamas, but I really couldn't be sure. Virtually all of my brains were being held in her right hand at the moment.
To be truthful, my sister is a beautiful munchkin of a girl, 5-foot nothing with great curves. Her short black hair was cut pixie style, with her bangs coming down to her dark eyebrows, just over her sparkling green eyes. Her eyes were practically glowing now as she looked from my eyes to my hard dick, and started to slowly jack up and down, occasionally rubbing my balls. I should have been screaming for her to get out of my room, but at that moment I couldn't think, let alone talk.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned as I shot a monster load of cum up into the air and across my chest.
Traci giggled as I exploded. My breathing was ragged to say the least.
Traci had a real look of accomplishment on her face as she looked me in the eyes. I'm pretty sure I was crimson with embarrassment. I was laying there with copious amounts of cum on me and she continued to hold my dick, which was not losing rigidity very fast.
"Does Mighty Mouse feel better now?" she asked in a baby talk voice, obviously done to up the humiliation factor.
I couldn't even speak. I wasn't a virgin, but I'd never been jacked off by my own sister in my own bed before. I didn't think she was counting on me speaking anyway.
"Okay, now that we've got the preliminaries out of the way and I've got your attention, here's the game plan: have you ever eaten pussy before, Mighty Mouse?"
I shook my head slightly. I had no idea where this was going.
"You are in luck today, Brother," she continued. "I am going to teach you. It's my birthday gift to you, and you're going to be thanking me for years to come. Being a good pussy eater is a skill most guys never learn, and every single woman you are with for the rest of your life will be thanking your teacher... me!"
"Okay," I literally croaked out.
Traci released her grip off my now hard-again dick, grabbed a towel she had next to her and gave my chest and stomach a quick wipe, cleaning off maybe half of the cum drying on me.
She sat up in my bed and peeled her small top over her head, exposing her perky tits to my eyes. Just when I thought it couldn't get any better, she leaned back and shinnied out of her bottoms, leaving her naked next to me. I probably should have been incredibly uncomfortable, but considering what had happened earlier, I just watched her while my completely hard tool stood at attention. Talk about shock and awe!
Traci snapped her fingers over my head and I realized I had been staring at her naked body with my mouth open. Once she had my attention again, she instructed me to scoot down and place my face at the junction of her legs. I did as instructed in a bit of a fog. My face was inches away from her glistening pussy. I had never seen a pussy this close up and was incredibly interested... and way turned on.
"Stick your tongue in there and figure it out genius," she commanded.
I moved in a nick closer and then followed her instructions. I briefly tasted and smelled cherries before Traci shrieked, clamped her legs around my head and tried to break my neck by levitating upward. She hit the bed and continued to spasm crazily while completely cutting off my air supply for about 20 seconds. When I finally pried her legs apart to grab some air, we both laid there panting wildly.
"What the fuck was that?" I queried.
There was silence for about five seconds, then Traci lifted her head, her eyes completely glazed over.
"That, my dear brother, was an orgasm... one hell of an orgasm! Well-done, Mighty Mouse. Now get your face back down there and practice some more!"
I again did as instructed, paying attention to what she seemed to like and what she seemed to really like. As I licked up, I found a small hard nub, which from reading porn I assumed to be her clitoris. I flicked around it, then over the top, and she again tried to break my neck with her legs. Just experimenting here, I moved down to her opening and dragged the flat of my tongue across, again causing her body to spasm. This was amazing!
I tried all sorts of things with my tongue, then got my lips involved as well. There was licking, sucking, blowing and even some light nipping involved. If I had to guess, Traci had her face under my pillow because everything sounded kind of muffled, although still pretty loud. For a quick second, I wondered if our parents downstairs could hear what was taking place, because I didn't even want to know what would happen if they came into my room.
I must have been at it for a good while before I felt Traci untangle her hands from my hair and start to tap on my head. She was exhausted and overly-stimulated, and panting like a distance runner.
"Oh fuck, Andy, that was amazing!" she gushed, calling me by my real first name for maybe the sixth time since I was 5.
I was 5 years old when I moved in with the family that adopted me two years later. Rick and Janelle Carlisle were my godparents, and I went to live with them when both my parents were killed by a drunk driver coming back from a dinner out one night. They became great parents to me, and Traci became the big sister that many little brothers fear, especially undersized little brothers. She was pretty much a constant pain in my ass and didn't miss too many opportunities to make my life miserable, especially in front of her friends.
The worst instance was when I was a dinky 12-year-old. I had spent two hours making a fort out of blocks, and Traci and a couple of friends walked through the playroom and knocked it down. I slapped her face pretty hard, but then she just whipped down my shorts and underwear, turned me over he knee and beat my bare butt, right there in front of her friends. My yelling alerted Mom and her best friend, who were drinking coffee in the kitchen, and Mom rescued me by pulling me off Traci's lap. Of course she started yelling at Traci while I stood there crying, naked from the waist down in front of Mom, Mrs. Ringling, Traci and two of her friends. To this day, I can't look Mrs. Ringling or those two girls in the face.
******
By the time I got my face out from between Traci's legs, my dick was achingly hard, and I wasn't even close to thinking logically. All I knew at that point was that there was a naked woman in my bed, and I climbed up her body and slowly sunk my dick into her steaming wet pussy.
"Ooohhh," she moaned as her eyes got big.
She froze for a second and I thought she was going to punch me or something, but she adjusted us and then started humping me back in rhythm. I'm sure we both knew that everything we were doing was wrong, but God, the feelings were amazing, and we finished by coming together. We laid cuddled together for a few minutes before my soft dick slid out of her.
"Traci, please tell me you're on birth control," I said softly.
"Yeah. No worries Mighty Mouse," she responded back just as softly.
We stared at each other for a few minutes. I felt great. I felt wonderful. I felt ashamed. I felt scared.
"You've got skills, Mighty Mouse. Who knew?" Traci finally spoke. "With some practice, I think you could be a truly great pussy eater. And not a bad fucker, either."
I smiled self-consciously. Truth be told, at that moment, I would have done it again in a heartbeat. My own sister, although thank God, not biologically. It was probably the only thing that saved me from thinking I was one sick motherfucker.
"We should get up now before Mom gets suspicious. Dad's out golfing," Traci said.
I got downstairs a few minutes before Traci bounced down the stairs, looking for all the world like nothing different had happened. Mom looked over at her.
"Did I hear you two fighting already? What was that about? It's his birthday, for God sake. Can't you two even take one day off from fighting?"
I turned crimson. Mom must have heard Traci in the throes of orgasm, although I knew she wouldn't think that Traci's shrieks and cries were from sex. Hell, up until a few minutes ago I wouldn't have thought those noises were from sex.
"He wouldn't know I loved him if I didn't fight with him, Mom," Traci said nonchalantly.
Mom looked over at me. I was still red as a beet.
"You okay, Andy?" she asked. "You look like you might be getting sick."
"Mousie never gets sick. Do ya, Mousie?" Traci answered for me.
Much to my surprise, life went on as before. Traci went back to being the pain-in-the-ass sister she had always been, and no one would have been the wiser about our tryst, even me, except for the fact that I was part of it. Then the next Saturday morning I was woken up by a graphic sex dream in which my dick was engulfed in the confines of a warm, wet mouth. It wasn't a dream. When I opened my eyes, Traci had my entire 6-1/2 inches in her mouth and was noisily bobbing up and down on it.
"Morning, Sleepy Mouse. Time for another lesson," she said as she pulled off my dick and looked at me smiling brightly.
I knew it was wrong, but what normal guy isn't going to smile back at the green-eyed beauty swallowing his dick as he wakes up; even if she is his adopted sister. Trust me, I am normal.
I held out for five minutes before I blew a huge load in her mouth. She never even attempted to pull off. Then she further freaked me out by swallowing twice before showing me her empty mouth.
"Oh fuck!" was all I could think of to say. That was the first time in my life that a girl had ever let me cum in her mouth, and obviously the first time a girl had swallowed for me.
"Sweet, Mighty Mouse," Traci said quietly, then slowly climbed up my body. She planted a scorcher of a kiss on me, snaking her tongue into my mouth, and we played tongue hockey for several minutes, with her making sure that I got a good taste of my own semen as we kissed. Since it was mine, I didn't think it was too bad mixed with Traci's saliva. Besides, if she could swallow all of that without a second thought, who was I to complain over a little second-hand taste.
She gave me a wicked grin as we pulled apart, then she turned herself around so we were in a 69. I hadn't had the pleasure before of doing bed gymnastics, but I knew what was supposed to happen in this position. I had never been happier to have a tongue in my life. The angle was different than last week, so it took me a few minutes to kind of figure things out. Traci helped by providing some instruction before I rendered her incapable of coherent speech for the next half-hour.
"Get up here and finish the job properly, Mighty Mouse," she slurred like a drunken woman.
I did as ordered, and Traci had a final orgasm at the end of my dick before we disengaged and she drifted off into a nap. She napped for about 20 minutes while I gently rubbed her entire body up and down. When she finally woke, she smiled at me dreamily and asked, "Have fun, Pervy Mouse?"
"Most definitely," I answered.
Once again, Traci went back to being a pain in the ass as soon as she descended the stairs. Again, I was having a hard time looking Mom in the eyes, and Traci was just as normal as ever. I was actually wondering if she didn't have a split personality. I mean, she was barely civil to me for the rest of the week.
The next Saturday morning Traci again was a sex goddess for me and I again brought her off to multiple orgasms with my mouth, fingers and dick. After she regained her senses, she peered at me with a funny look, like she wanted to say something but couldn't figure out how to start. I was lying next to my sister with my face covered in her juices, and she's having a problem trying to tell me something?
"Just say it, Traci. I don't think there's anything we can't say to each other at this point," I said.
"Okay then," she started. "How would you feel about doing this with several of my friends this summer until you go away to school?"
I looked at her like she had three heads. Seriously? She had some absolutely gorgeous friends. This would be a dream come true.
"Don't fuck with me, Traci," I said. "I've got your pussy juice all over my face."
She gave me a dazzling smile and kissed me hard on the lips. I was lost.
"I'm not kidding, Mighty Mouse. Me and my friends keep talking about the lack of good pussy eaters among the male population in this town. I haven't said anything to anybody yet, but I feel like I've been holding out on them. I don't want to pimp you out or anything, but most guys I know would love to have a shot at Janet, Dottie and Maria."
Janet, Dottie and Maria? Holy shit! I'd kill to do one of them. All three would be a literal wet dream. Who turns that down?
"You wouldn't ever be able to tell anybody, Mighty Mouse, and I'm dead serious about that, or a boyfriend or two might pound you to death. But none of the boyfriends are marriage material, so this wouldn't be like you horning in on anything serious.
"Didn't I tell you that I would teach you something that would change your life?" she asked.
"You did indeed," I answered.
I had three months after graduation before I went to school at a high-end university in New England. The game plan was for me to have a "date" with one girl every Saturday night, and Traci and I would continue every Saturday morning. If I died at the end of the summer, everything would have been right with the world.
To keep everything as innocent looking as possible, my "date" would show up at my house, ostensibly to see her friend Traci. Then she and I would slip out and wind up at a motel about an hour from my house.
Because the women were supposed to be coming over to spend time with Traci, they couldn't get dressed up sexy for me, which at least gave me a fighting chance not to blow my wad in the first few minutes of every date.
Dottie Caliendo was first on the list. From a beauty standpoint, she might have been the most beautiful woman in our town under the age of 25. She had shoulder-length light brown hair, curves everywhere and was a walking wet dream. I have to admit I was nervous as hell, knowing what was expected of me.
"Are you really as good as Traci says you are?" Dottie asked with a gleam in her light blue eyes.
"God I hope so," I answered honestly.
Dottie was braless in a white tank top, her nipples standing proud. I walked up to her and flicked both of her nipples with my index fingers. She gave a shimmy and a giggle as I reached in and planted a hard kiss on her lips. I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed that amazing ass as my tongue sought hers.
Two minutes later she was naked on the bed and I had two fingers inside of her very wet pussy. She squirmed and squealed, then came for the first time that night. I then put her feet up on my shoulders and dove in. She grabbed my long hair and screamed like a banshee as she shook like a rag doll.
I'm sure I looked like a glazed doughnut after 45 minutes of licking and sucking Dottie's delicious pussy in a variety of positions. She was a loud screamer, and I was concerned that somebody was going to call the cops on us. Still, we had a great time, and I fucked her hard doggy style after I pleased her orally. I licked up her entire body, focusing on her perfect tits, and then she sucked me hard before she mounted me cowboy, bouncing on me like a woman on a mission, her tits bouncing wildly as she did.
"I never had a clue, Mighty Mouse. God, you are amazing! I can't wait for my next turn," Dottie enthused.
Maria Easterday was my next date, and apparently she had heard good things from both Traci and Dottie. Maria had short black hair, brown eyes and olive skin, the latter from her Greek heritage. She was a little rounder than Dottie, with bigger boobs and a bigger ass.
Maria's boobs were stuffed into a frilly white bra under her tight white semi-sheer blouse. Her jean skirt came to mid-thigh, which rode up higher in the car as we headed to the motel. It was tough to concentrate on the road as I was trying to see how far up her legs the skirt was riding.
Maria was a little bolder than Dottie. She didn't even attempt to hold down her skirt as she got up out of my Mustang, giving me a good flash of her white bikini panties. I reached under her skirt and grabbed her ample ass through those panties as we locked lips in the parking lot. We stayed that way until a couple passed near us and the woman remarked, "Nice ass, cutie."
Maria blushed deeply, then suggested we head indoors.
I had both of my hands on her ass within seconds of us getting inside. They were two glorious handfuls. Then I moved to the glorious handfuls on her chest. Her nipples stiffened appreciably. She reached down to grab the effect she had created.
Maria had areolas as big as silver dollars and her nipples were at least a half-inch long. I lavished my attention on them until she started to shake in anticipation. I sat her down naked on the edge of the bed and kneeled to worship at her gushing pussy, putting her legs over my shoulders and down my back. I then put my lips around her clit and started humming a happy tune. She exploded on my face, screaming my name... well, Traci's nickname for me. When you've got a beautiful woman writhing on your face, she can call you anything but another man's name.
Maria had better stamina than Dottie and lasted about 45 minutes before I felt her start to fatigue. I moved up and housed my rock-hard dick in her hot love-tunnel and she blasted off twice more before finally crying uncle after about a dozen orgasms.
"That was absolutely wonderful, Mighty Mouse," she asserted.
From what Traci had said, I knew Janet Sunderman was going to be my toughest conquest. Unlike my sister and the first two friends, Janet was on the shy side, even though she wasn't a virgin. She had only given it up to one other man before agreeing to having sex with me.
Janet showed up at our house the next Saturday completely under the radar. Her DD cup breasts were hidden -- as much as she could -- under a bulky sweaty. Her jeans gave away a lot, though, because her body tapered from those very large breasts to a narrow waist and hips and a tight ass. She had long dark brown hair, a southern Italian coloring and, strangely enough, gray eyes. While I had always lusted after Dottie and Maria when they would come over to the house to hang with Traci, I was completely in love with Janet. She would walk in the house, I would get hard and then run to my bedroom to hide.



Janet blushed the whole way over to the motel. I didn't put my hands on her at all until we got into the room.
I always brought a bottle of wine and several plastic glasses to all the
dates, and in this case I was glad I did. It was easy to see Janet was nervous. I poured us some wine and sat down in the one chair in the room, letting her sit on the edge of the bed.
"We don't have to do anything if you're not comfortable with me, Janet. I'm not going to force myself on you. I know that's not why Traci set this up," I said.
"This just seems so weird, Might... Andy. You've always been the pesky little brother. Now Traci thinks you are a sexual savant."
"I don't think I'm a savant, but I am a good student, and Traci was a good teacher," I said with a blush of my own.
"Yeah, about that..." Janet said, now smiling broadly.
"Well, I was kind of a zombie in the beginning, especially the first time when I woke up and her hand was wrapped around my... penis," I said. "It really is tough to think when that happens."
It got quiet as we both sipped our wine. I could feel the moment slipping away, so I stood up. Only a blind woman could have missed the hard-on I had in my jeans.
"Is that for me?" she asked shyly.
"Yes. Didn't you always wonder why I left so fast when you would come to the house? I was afraid that one of you would have spotted this and then never let me live it down... ever."
Janet giggled, got up off the bed and grabbed the front of my jeans. She undid the button, lowered the zipper and pulled down both my jeans and jockeys.
"Oh my, someone's awfully glad to see me," she said as she bounced my hard dick with the index finger of her right hand.
I groaned. She giggled. She grabbed a hold and gave my dick a lick across the head. I hardened even more, and she led me by my cock over to the bed. She told me to lie down. How could I disobey?
I kept waiting for her to take off an item of clothing, but she just sat next to me on the bed, running her fingers up and down on my hard dick. Every now and then she would squeeze out a drop of precum and lean over and lick it off the head. She was cooing at my dick and it was responding almost on its own.
"Uh, Ja-Ja-Janet, I'm going to cum," I stammered.
She squeezed out another big dollop of precum and licked it off. She sat up, gave me a huge smile and then watched like an innocent child as rope after rope of cum exploded from me.
"That was fun!" she squealed like a little girl. "Will you let me do that again?"
What was I supposed to say? No?
"Give me a few minutes to get hard again..." I started to say, when she leaned over and took my semi-erect dick completely in her mouth and started to suck for all she was worth.
"Aaahhh," I mumbled as my cock rehardened in a minute flat. One of the beauties of being 18, I guess.
Janet played with my dick for about 10 minutes. I was started to get a little raw when she noticed.
"Let's see if we can't give him some lube," she said suddenly, stripping off her clothes in about a minute flat and then rubbing my dick against her very wet pussy.
She was in her own world -- just she and my dick -- while I just watched, mesmerized by her gorgeous body. After another couple of minutes, she climbed over me and slowly lowered herself onto my dick cowgirl.
Janet made no attempt to include me in her activities. She bounced up and down on my dick with wild abandon, sometimes hurting both of us, and I watched her eyes roll back in her head as she orgasmed twice. After her second orgasm, she laid down on my chest, breathing heavily, my hard dick still inside of her.
I let her lay there for about five minutes, then I rolled her over and disengaged. I slid down her body, licking her long nipples for a bit before moving down to her triangle. Her seeming exhaustion left the moment I ran my tongue over her opening as she exploded in orgasm. It was game on for the next half-hour after that as I licked, sucked and nibbled her amazing, sensitive pussy to at least another six orgasms. During that time she dug her heels into my back, stood on her toes on my back and tried to twist my head off. I discovered later that she also drew blood from my shoulder with her long fingernails.
While this was going on, she shrilled more than shrieked or screamed and often kept up a running dialogue of incoherent babble.
"Oh fuck, oh God," came the first two words she'd said since we started. I could hear the fatigue in her voice, and knew I needed to climb back up her body for a finishing fuck -- both for her and for me. She was hot and gushing when I pushed in. I went hard and fast, knowing she wouldn't last much longer. She didn't, and when she went over the edge for the final time of the night, she pulled me with her and I flooded her.
We cuddled and kissed for several long minutes, then we both kind of slowly passed out for about an hour. We didn't get back to my house until 2 p.m.
"Was I right?" Traci said to her exhausted friend when we got home.
"Oh yeah," was all Janet could say as I practically carried her into the house.
Considering all of the sex I was getting from Traci and her friends, I didn't need to actually date at all during the summer. It was an amazing time in my life. There I was, Joe Average, having sex all summer long with four beautiful women who were all well above my pay grade. Shit like this doesn't happen for guys like me. The only reason it did was because of my oral skills and my bigmouth sister. How could I ever thank her appropriately?
Although the girls still called me Mighty Mouse, God had been kind to me and I had actually grown four inches during the summer, now standing 5-10 and weighing a solid 175 pounds. Probably happened due to my hormones being overstimulated for much of the time.
While most guys' sex lives improve in college, mine actually suffered because of how great I had things at home. Then came Thanksgiving. I only had four days off, so I decided not to go home. I hadn't counted on my Aunt Diane coming to my rescue, however. She lived in Boston, an hour's drive from my school, and she invited me to spend the four days with her. I quickly accepted the offer.
Aunt Diane was my mother's sister, at 46 older by two years. While my mother was still a good-looking woman, Aunt Diane was still beautiful, with long red hair, green eyes and curves everywhere, highlighted by a very large pair of breasts, which she never tried to conceal. She always seemed to be dressed low-cut with a thin bra on, and her nipples always seemed to be standing proud. We kids -- Traci, me and our three cousins -- quietly referred to her as "Auntie Nipples" behind her back.
Aunt Diane didn't have kids of her own. She had been married for about 10 years before divorcing an abusive husband 11 years ago, and didn't seem to be in any rush to ever get remarried.
Aunt Diane greeted me with a very physical hug, mashing those huge breasts against my chest when I got to her house on Thursday morning. She had her hair against the side of my face, and I noticed she smelled really good. She released me enough to face me and gave me a quick peck on the lips, the first time that had ever happened.
"Somebody has certainly filled out since the last time I saw him," she purred into my ear.
I knew I was being obvious, but I looked her up and down when she released the hug completely. Her nipples looked like bullets sticking out through her thin blue silky blouse.
"Does Auntie Nipples make the grade, Mighty Mouse... or should I call you Andy?"
"You know about Auntie Nipples?" I asked in shock, blushing in embarrassment.
"Quite proud of it, actually," she responded. "Your mother and Aunt Lori clued me in to it a few years ago, and the two of them, your dad and Uncle Rob called me that whenever you kids weren't around. You can keep calling me that, Mighty Mouse."
"Well how about you calling me Andy," I said.
"Deal."
Aunt Diane was an excellent cook and we enjoyed a fabulous meal. I helped her clean up the table, then she handed me a shot of Amaretto and told me to wait for her in her family room. I turned on a movie and sat on her sofa. Fifteen minutes later she joined me on the sofa, settling in right up against me with her own shot of Amaretto. She kind of shimmied her shoulders a bit and I knew what she wanted. I circled my arm around her back.
I had no idea what kind of perfume she was wearing, but I was pretty sure it had some sort of pheromones in it. I was inhaling her scent and then got a hint of something else: female arousal. I smelled it enough during the summer to know what it was, and at that point my own body responded: my pants started to tighten as my dick hardened.
"Oh my, look what we have here," Aunt Diane said as she fondled my dick through my jeans.
I groaned in pleasure and embarrassment. My aunt was fondling me, and I had to admit I was enjoying the feeling.
"It's okay, Andy. I know all about Traci and her friends. Your sister told me all about your summer playtime. Sounds like you are one lucky guy," she said.
I dropped my head in embarrassment.
"She promised not to tell anybody -- ever," I whispered.
"She didn't tell just anybody, Andy. She told me, Auntie Nipples, because she knew I could and would help you."
My head shot up at that statement.
"Traci told me you have a special talent. I think we can help each other."
I couldn't help myself. I peeked down her top at her amazing jugs. She caught me looking and giggled, squeezing my dick hard.
I'm not exactly sure what happened next, but when I was next able to think I was naked and coming a gallon all over my aunt's nice outfit.
"I-I-I'm really sorry, Aunt Diane. Really sorry," I gushed.
She crinkled her nose at me and gave me a dazzling smile. She took my hand and pulled it to her crotch, where I could feel her heat and moisture through her skirt. I lifted her skirt as we rose from the sofa and had her ass cheeks in my hands. They felt more substantial than any other girl or woman I'd had to this point, and for the first time I thought of assfucking a woman, even if she was my aunt.
First thing, though, was following Aunt Diane to her bedroom, where I slowly stripped her and admired her womanly form. I gently ran the fingers of my left hand up and down her pussy lips as I laid her down on her bed. I stuck one finger in and gently rubbed her G-spot as she moaned. I tried a second finger and finally a third. Then I found her clit and ran my index finger around it and then over it, causing her to scream and orgasm hard.
Once again, I had to thank Traci for her "training." She had taught me to go with the flow and use whatever works as much as possible before moving on to trying new things. I kept working my fingers around and on her hard nub and she kept spasming and spewing out appreciative invectives. After about six orgasms using my fingers, I moved down and crawled between her thighs, finally getting to use my mouth and tongue.
"Aaaiiieeerrrggg! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!"
Aunt Diane levitated off the bed, shrieking like a banshee. She squeezed my head between her thighs until I was finally able to pull back enough to gulp some air. I immediately went back to work and she immediately went back to screaming. I have to admit that her encouragement practically sent me into a frenzy of licking and sucking for another 20 minutes.
After her sixth or seventh orgasm from my tongue, I heard her cry uncle.
"Please get up here and put your cock inside me," she gasped.
Being the obedient nephew, I obeyed her request. Twenty minutes later she confirmed for me that she was on birth control before I came buckets inside of her. I was pretty sure I became Auntie Nipples' favorite nephew that night.
We spent most of the remainder of the weekend in her bed, occasionally getting out to eat Thanksgiving leftovers. For me, I spent the weekend eating turkey, stuffing and pussy. It was definitely the best Thanksgiving weekend I ever had.
When I wasn't eating my aunt's pussy or fucking her, I got to play with her amazing tits, which were every bit as big and soft and wonderful as I always imagined they were. Her nipples were big and sensitive, too. Auntie Nipples, indeed!
I admit I was tired when I returned to school late Sunday night. She gave me a deep sensuous kiss before I left, telling me she would see me at the family Christmas get-together over Christmas break.
"You tell that sister of yours she's going to get a great Christmas gift from me for teaching you to eat pussy so good!"
Traci got a gold bracelet from Aunt Diane at Christmas, which Mom insisted was way too much compared to what the other nieces and nephews got, including me. Aunt Diane just smiled at Mom, then at Traci and finally at me. I blushed and shrugged when Mom looked over at me.
The summer between my freshman and sophomore years in college was a repeat for Traci, her three friends and me. Considering what went on the previous summer, Traci's three friends and I had become very comfortable with each other. They still called me Mighty Mouse, but it wasn't said maliciously anymore. As a matter of fact, it was often said in the throes of orgasm, and I wore that as a badge.
The next school year was going along great when I had a surprise visitor show up at my dorm the second Friday in April. When I was called up to the desk to get a visitor, I saw a very pregnant Dottie waiting for me. She was even more beautiful in a real sexy sort of... pregnant way. Then it dawned on me...
Dottie must have seen the shock in my eyes, or it could have been the fact that my mouth was hanging open.
"Hey, handsome, can't a girl even get a hug hello?" she cooed.
I couldn't help myself. I looked her up and down, stopping for a moment at her very large preggo boobs and her large preggo belly. It wasn't too hard for Dottie to read my mind... well at least a part of it.
"No, it's not yours, Mighty Mouse, although I wouldn't mind if it was," she said. "It's Luke's. I had some problems with a medication which negated my birth control pills and I got knocked up about a month after you left. We're going to get married next month and the baby is due the month after that."
I smiled, relieved and feeling guilty all at the same time. I felt even more guilty when she curled into my arms and we hugged, pressing those huge tits and belly into my body. I got instantly hard up against the baby.
"Do you have a pregnant woman thing, Mighty Mouse? I sure hope so," she said.
I took her back to my room and kicked my unsuspecting roommate out for the weekend.
"Is she... yours?" was all he could mumble in shock and awe.
"We're old friends," Dottie answered while she not-so-innocently rubbed her belly and smiled.
My roomie packed a bag and took off for points unknown for the weekend, holding $100 of mine for the inconvenience and a promise that I would explain the pregnant woman.
Once my roommate left, Dottie sank onto my bed, looking at my erection through my jeans. It took all my willpower not to jump her bones right there.
"Dottie?" I asked.
"I know you have rules against doing married people and stealing women in exclusive relationships, but it's always been different for Traci's BFFs, and I'm hoping that's still in play, Mighty Mouse," she said. "I intend to be one helluva wife to Luke and be completely faithful forever... after one last weekend with the best pussy-eater ever. Please, Mighty Mouse. You did promise us that you would always be there for us if we just flashed the special sign."
With that, Dottie lifted her maternity dress to her waist and dropped her panties below her left hip, showing me the Mighty Mouse tattoo on the inside of that hip. All three of Traci's friends and Traci, too, had honored me by getting logo tattoos in various places on their bodies, keeping us bonded together forever, they noted at the time.
"As long as Luke doesn't know you're here. Same rules as always, you pregnant bombshell," I replied.
I crushed my lips against hers, wrapped her in my arms and twisted us so she was lying on me. She was still using the same perfume as always, but her scent was different, probably due to the pregnancy, I was guessing. I confirmed that guess a few minutes later when I had my tongue buried deeply in her pussy, grabbing air roughly through my nose. She not only smelled different, but she tasted different as well. Every woman smells and tastes slightly different, but this was different even for Dottie. Not bad, good in fact, good enough that she kicked me into another gear. She was screaming soon after.
"Oh God, Mighty Mouse, I've missed you so m-u-u-u-ch-ch!" she screeched.
If the other guys on the floor didn't know what I was doing with a pregnant woman before that point, they knew it then... and for the rest of the weekend. I ate her to numerous orgasms -- several of the earth-shattering variety -- and fucked her to several more. We ordered in pizza several times. After we had sex one final time on Sunday morning, she again showered, got in her car and drove off to start her new life with Luke.
Traci took Dottie's place during the summers before my junior and senior years in college. Traci and I went to visit Dottie, Luke and baby Andrea a few weeks after she was born. The baby was beautiful, looking exactly like her mother. Although I never said anything out loud, I was honored that she apparently named the baby after me -- at least that's what Traci told me.
I continued going to my aunt's house for Thanksgiving every year while I was in school. One of us, or maybe both of us, was insatiable on those four-day weekends. I'd always eat a ton of turkey, stuffing and pussy, and always suckle and play with her fabulous breasts like a man possessed. She always seemed to get a charge out of me appreciating her bodacious body.
"You always make me feel like I'm the most desirable woman on the face of the earth, Andy. You always look like a kid in a candy store when I get naked," she gushed.
"You age like fine wine, Auntie Nipples. Any man would kill to have his face in your pussy."
"You're such a romantic for such a young man, Mighty Mouse."
I was sitting in the lounge of a small high-end restaurant in my recently-adopted hometown of Minneapolis, MN, when she walked in. I looked up from my Jameson Black Barrel on the rocks, and I saw the other two single guys in the place also look up. She was dressed a tad too young for her age -- which I guessed to be about 50 -- with a mid-thigh length blue dress. Her legs were a little skinny, but still nice enough to look at, as was her pleasing face.
She had a confidence about her, like she was some sort of professional, and she just knew that she could have company any time she wanted. She had done this before.
The two other single guys and I looked at each other. Fuck it, I decided I would be the one to make the first move. As I approached, I noted that her nipples were sticking out through the material of her top, although she certainly didn't need to wear a bra.
After the initial small-talk, she invited me to sit down. I found out she was Dr. Jennifer Guilfoyle, and she worked as a biological researcher at the University of Minnesota. She was engaging, smart and personable and, although she tried to hide it, she was definitely on the prowl. I could smell her arousal from sitting next to her, and her hands had this almost imperceptible shake, like she had enjoyed one too many cups of coffee. I could see the indent where a ring had set for a long time on the third finger of her left hand, but the tan on her hand told me that no ring had been on that finger for some time.
"Been divorced about a year," she said when she saw me checking her hand. "Was married for 26 years -- are you even 26 yet?"



"Twenty-seven, actually," I answered.
I'm not sure which one of us blushed more.
She was a helluva fuck although her pussy was definitely loose. I could see by her face she was embarrassed by that, and she quickly explained that she had torn when she had the first of her four children 26 years ago. I pulled out, pushed her legs practically back on top of her and pushed back inside, in effect tightening her pussy and making things better for both of us. She groaned her approval when I pushed back in, then started to moan uncontrollably as I pumped her harder and faster. She screamed through her first orgasm five minutes later, and she came twice more before I finally emptied my balls inside of her.
Considering how much fun I always had with Auntie Nipples, I didn't have a problem with Jenny being almost twice my age, and she didn't seem to have a problem either. We went out twice more and had a great time both nights, so I thought it a little odd when she turned me down for a date on a Wednesday, the first time I had asked her out on a weekday. She put me off and told me she would be available on Friday. Okay, maybe biological researchers had some late nights, too.
A month later Jenny and I had a late Friday night of fun. As usual, she was very responsive to my oral ministrations, coming six times before I crawled up her body, put her feet on my shoulders and started to pound. She came twice more before I came, then we both drifted off to sleep. We woke some time after 8, with me spooned around her. I was about to initiate some morning play when she look at the clock on my bedside table and practically went into panic mode.
"Oh shit, I'm going to be late!" she practically screamed at me. "Why did you let me sleep so long?"
"You never told me to leave an early wake-up call, princess," I snarked back at her.
I waited a week before I asked Jenny out again. I waited until we were served dessert before broaching the subject of what was happening in her life that she was trying to keep secret. Tears welled up in her eyes.
"It's never going to end, Andy," she said sadly. "I threw away a great marriage just to have some sex with another man, which turned into several other men over a period of a year. I went from having a great life to being a 51-year-old single mother of a 3-year-old. I went from being a respectable professional to a cock-craving slut and now I have to worry about a precious little boy. I should have been straight with you from the get-go, Andy."
Jenny's little boy was indeed precious. We enjoyed several outings with him, but we both knew that a long-term relationship wasn't in the cards.
A few months later I got a call from Auntie Nipples, saying she needed a favor. How could I turn down my favorite aunt with the boobs of a goddess and a sweet-tasting pussy? Well, it turns out the favor was for a friend... a smart, sexy, curvy friend, one who got a hose job from an ex-husband.
Katelynn Sweeney needed a boyfriend -- not just an escort -- for the wedding of her oldest daughter in a couple of months. The wedding weekend was three days in Boston, and Katelynn wanted to not look pathetic in front of her ex-husband, who had divorced her after 20 years of marriage to marry a 24-year-old trophy wife two years ago.
Auntie Nipples was a long-time friend and co-worker of Katelynn Sweeney, and after hearing the whole story, Auntie Nipples "volunteered" my services. It didn't hurt that Katelynn was 47 but looked 37 and was still a beautiful woman, according to the photos my aunt sent me.
My "job" then was to date Katelynn several times before the big weekend so we could build up a familiarity with each other, then to accompany her the entire weekend of the wedding. Sex was optional, at Katelynn's discretion, Auntie Nipples informed me.
One look at Katelynn in the flesh made me wish the sex was optional on my part. The woman was beautiful, and after two weekends spent with her, I thought she was beautiful on the inside as well. I had to wonder about the intelligence of her ex.
I met Katelynn's daughter, Jocelyn, on my third weekend visit. She was a little shocked that her mother was dating a much younger man, until Katelynn pointed out that Jocelynn's father had actually married a then 24-year old.
"Oh yeah, Mom. I guess what's good for the gander is good for the goose. Well, I'm glad to see you're not alone anymore," Jocelynn said.
As many of the wedding party and guests were from out of town, the Friday activities included touring historic Boston. When Katelynn came downstairs Friday morning, she was braless in a Red Sox T-shirt that was a size too small, nicely showing off her B-cup boobs and nipples, and she was wearing a tight pair of Daisy Dukes. Her long platinum hair was in a pony tail under a Red Sox baseball cap. I'm pretty sure I drooled a little when I looked at her, and I know for a fact that her ex stopped breathing for a minute. I could see that his trophy wife felt a little threatened by the look as well.
"God, Mom, you look hot!" Jocelynn gushed in front of those assembled, causing Katelynn to blush and me to smirk.
"That's my girl!" I quickly followed up, moving to her and giving her a peck on the lips.
I noticed that her ex practically snarled.
We did a couple of museums and a bistro for lunch as a group. I made sure to either be holding Katelynn's hand or have my arm around her for most of the time. I even wedged my hand into her tight back pocket for a while, causing her to smirk at me. I definitely enjoyed watching her boobs bounce and sway in her T-shirt throughout the day, and I also loved the view of her crotch in those tight shorts. She gently smacked my hand when I rubbed the inside of her upper right thigh one time.
I may not be the final judge on women, but I really had to wonder about Katelynn's ex. Trophy wife was definitely a looker, but she had nothing on Kate except she was 21 years younger. Hell, I even caught Jocelynn's intended groom taking a few surreptitious looks at his mother-in-law to be.
Katelynn and Jocelynn prepared a grilled feast at Kate's house that night after we did the rehearsal at the church. I helped out as needed since I had learned the layout of where things were in the kitchen on my visits. I was getting a little tired about 11 p.m., so I pulled Kate aside and quietly told her I was going back to my hotel.
"Oh, no, Buster, you're not going anywhere. Your aunt tells me you're the world's best pussy eater, and I intend to find out if she's correct."
"No pressure there, Babe," I said.
Everybody except Jocelynn finally left about 1 a.m. Jocelynn was staying in her old room, and I followed Kate up to her bedroom. Kate quickly adjourned to the master bath while I stripped down and got into bed. It took Kate a while, and I just assumed she was a little uncomfortable about me seeing her undressed. I was way wrong on that assumption, because a minute later she came out in a frilly white bustier, frilly white bikini panties and shear white stay up stockings, with her hair combed down to the middle of her back. Oh, my God! Amazingly to no one, probably, my earlier fatigue completely disappeared.
I got back out of bed, hard as a rock, and proceeded to run my hands all over "my girlfriend." I found her collarbones to be extremely sensitive to my touch and my tongue. When her breathing got ragged, I pulled her panties off her body, laid her down and slowly inserted one, then two, fingers in her wet pussy. She came hard twice yelling unintelligibly, then I removed the bustier and sucked on her adorable nipples for a few minutes as she writhed on the bed. She was dressed in only her stockings and heels when I put the flat of my tongue up against her pussy and she exploded in a huge orgasm, shrieking out my name as she came and soaking my face in her juices.
Thus encouraged, I placed her legs over my shoulders and went to work, sticking my tongue into her opening until I hit her G-spot. I licked up and flicked back as she went crazy, climaxing at least two more times. I then went to work on her clit as she tried to beat me senseless by ramming her pussy into my face, leaving me dazed if not confused.
I took a few minutes to catch my breath and get my wits back, then crawled up, rubbed my hard prick up and down Kate's nether lips and then slowly sunk in all the way. As she grunted and moaned, I pulled back almost all the way out, then slid all the way back in as she orgasmed again.
I spooned around her as we drifted off to sleep. I thought that I was going to have to buy Auntie Nipples a really good Christmas gift.
Lunch was catered-in heavy hors d'oeuvres at Kate's. Kate wore a short yellow sundress, once again braless, and looked hot and adorable -- if that's possible. I went back to my hotel to shower and change clothes, and when I got back the snacking was in full swing with the whole wedding party and more milling about.
"Hey, Stud! Did you need to go back to the hotel for a little nap?" Jocelynn called out when I walked in the door.
Almost at once, all heads turned in the direction of Katelynn. She blushed from her upper chest all the way to the top of her forehead. I have to admit I may have colored some, too.
I walked over to Kate and gave her a pretty good kiss on the lips. She rolled her eyes at me and I could see them glow. I grinned back at her.
Later on I saw Jasmine, the trophy wife, sidle up to Kate, and tell her that she looked absolutely radiant. Kate smiled and said I was the reason. Jasmine asked her what she had been feeding me, but I didn't hear the answer as Kate leaned close and whispered the answer in Jasmine's ear. They both turned to me and giggled.
There's almost nothing better than a beautiful woman straddling your face in bed. Kate was sitting on my chest, sort of, and I was feasting on her gushing pussy several hours after the reception was over. This woman was a goddess, and I as I was greedily licking for all I was worth, I was trying to figure out how I could get her to come to Minneapolis.
An hour later, we were lying side-by-side in her bed enjoying our afterglow when she broke the silence.
"My god, Andy, I've had an amazing weekend... in addition to my daughter getting married. Thank you for being here for me. You've been great company and kept me from looking pathetic in front of everyone... including my dickhead ex-husband. Everyone thinks I'm hot and fun.
"I've got to thank Diane for everything."
"You are hot and fun, Kate," I said. "Would you ever consider coming back with me to Minneapolis? Or making room in your heart for me here in Boston. I think you are everything I'm looking for in a woman."
She colored adorably. I watched the wheels turn in her head. For a brief moment, I thought she was going to say yes.
"If I was 10 years younger, Andy, I'd be giving you a yes. I feel the connection, both physically and emotionally, but I've been with my company for more than 20 years, and Boston has been my home my whole life. And I wouldn't feel right making you move here to be with an old lady..."
"You are definitely not an old lady..." I started to say, but she held up her hand in a gesture of stop.
"Seriously, Andy, there is a woman out there your age just waiting for you; one that you can have kids with and build a family. I had my family and a great life until that all changed, but thanks to you, now I'm confident I can find someone to spend the rest of my life with. You don't happen to have an older cousin or something out there, do you?"
We kissed and made love gently one more time before falling asleep. We did the exact same thing one more time on Sunday morning. Kate then made me a sumptuous breakfast before I drove my rental car back to the airport and grabbed my plane.
My first nephew was born about a year later. Traci and her husband of five years still lived in my old hometown, so I took some vacation and went to visit.
On my third night in town, I stopped off for a drink at a local watering hole I used to call my home away from home.
"Oh my God, Mighty Mouse!" came the yell from behind the bar.
I looked over just in time to catch Janet Sunderman as she jumped into my arms. She was wearing a tight T-shirt and short, tight jean shorts, and just out of reflex I caught her with my hands on her ass. I gave her a quick squeeze and then she put a lip lock on me that made me instantly hard. She giggled and ran her hand over my crotch.
"Mmm... been a long time since I've said hello to Mighty Mouse Jr.," she commented as I blushed.
She released me and went back behind the bar. She was the night manager and bartender. I made sure to sit at the bar so we could talk and I could ogle her.
As she moved around behind the bar, I noted that her shorts rode up on her legs a bit... and there it was: her version of the Mighty Mouse tattoo. It was as high up on her inner thigh as it could get without being above the bend in her leg and just below her pussy. She caught me trying to look.
"Do you like my tribute to the world's best pussy eater?" she giggled. "You know we all got them... in different places."
"I saw Dottie's a few years ago, right before she married what's-his-name. She visited me at school," I said.
"That little tramp," she laughed. "Did you two...?"
"I normally don't kiss and tell, but you girls were always different for me. Yeah, she was a couple of months away from popping and we... I didn't realize that pregnancy changes a woman's taste," I said.
"Does this mean that I can come visit you when I'm pregnant and you'll take care of me?" she asked, raising her eyebrows meaningfully.
"Kids yet? Who's the lucky guy?" I inquired.
"No kids, and I'm still not married..."
"Wait. What?" I interrupted. "How are you still not married? All the guys around here turn gay? Wait, you turn gay?"
"No and no. You remember Eddie Abbatiello, from back in the day? We got close, then I found out her was cheating on me. That stung real bad. I've had a few boyfriends since then, but nothing serious. And besides, I've never found anyone who can eat pussy like you... not even another woman."
She gave me a coy look, but didn't elaborate. I didn't feel it was my place to ask.
"What about you, Mighty Mouse? Surely some smart woman has latched on to you and your talented tongue by now. I haven't talked to Traci in a bit, so I really don't know."
"There's an old saying, Janet. You can make a girl cum buckets, but you can't necessarily put a ring on her finger."
"Then you haven't been going out with the right girls in Wisconsin," she said.
"Minnesota, but close enough," I said.
"Whatever," she chirped. "You ever consider bringing somebody from here back there?"
I may not be a genius, but I was smart enough to pick up on the hint.
"Do you realize that I've probably ingested gallons of your cum through the years, but we've never actually gone out on a real date? Are you free any night this week?"
Janet's tanned olive skin looked amazing in the skintight white club dress and sandals she was wearing when I picked her up two nights later for our first date. The top was open to the middle of her big boobs and the hemline barely made it down to mid-thigh. I shook my head when she answered the door.
"What? You don't like?" she asked, looking very concerned.
"No, I love. I just can't believe that you're still single."
You don't take an Italian girl to an Italian restaurant; we went to a Brazilian place and both had something spicy that I still can't pronounce. We then went to a dance club for a few drinks to let the meal settle before we hit the floor.
I'll admit I'm not a very good fast dancer, but I can hold my own on the slow dances. Janet didn't seem to mind on the fast ones, and on the slow ones she molded herself to me. That body pressed against me produced the result she seemed to want. We left the club after a while and headed back to her apartment
Her body was every bit as luscious as I remembered from several years ago, and she tasted every bit as good as I remembered. Somewhere about the time she shrieked out her fifth orgasm on my face she suddenly stopped moving and making noise, being passed out completely. I lifted my face from between her thighs and waited until she regained consciousness, then climbed up her body and put my rock hard dick into her sloppy, steamy pussy.
"Oh, Mighty Mouse..." she moaned. "God, I've missed you."
She must have been telling the truth, because I didn't leave her apartment until she had to get ready for work the next evening.
We were lying entwined in her bed after our first romp of the morning when Janet looked at me anxiously. I caught the look out of the corner of my eye. She fidgeted for another minute.
"What? Please tell me you're not really married and I just cucked someone," I said.
"No. Nothing like that," she responded while turning her eyes down. "I-I-I need to apologize to you. Actually, we probably all need to apologize to you -- the three of us -- Dottie, Maria and me. We used you. We used you for sex all those years ago. None of us cared about you; it was all about us getting off. It was pretty selfish on our part.
"I'm sorry. I feel really cheap."
She looked up at me with real tears in her eyes. I was puzzled for a few seconds. Then I just figured since we were apparently telling each other the truth, it was my turn.
"You shouldn't lose a minute of sleep over that," I answered brightly. "I knew you were using me, and I was using you three right back. Come on, Babe. I was having weekly sex with a beautiful woman who otherwise wouldn't have given me a second look.
"Traci didn't lie to me one bit. She told me that her birthday gift to me would change my life, and it has; not only because I got to have sex with her hot friends, but with my confidence in real life. I honestly don't think there's a woman I date that I can't please, and that kind of confidence translates into many other areas of my life.
"And don't discount the fact that I'm addicted to eating pussy."
She laughed uproariously.
"God, I've felt guilty about that for all these years since you left."
"Okay, so how is a decent-looking guy with your skills still on the market?" she asked.
"Because I learned early on the difference between sex and love. I have had sex with my share of women, but I have yet to find the one to love. And when I do find that one to love, she will be the only one I'll ever have sex with again. I guess I'm old-fashioned that way."
"Wow. How come we never talked like real adults before, Mighty Mouse?" she asked.
"Because you were too busy using me as a human dildo, just a mere sex toy," I responded, "and I was Traci's little brother. You women never took me seriously."
"Our loss then," she noted.
"How about we leave the past in the past and work on the present now?" I asked. "Let's drop the Mighty Mouse thing. Try Andy, from now on."
I extended my stay two days and Janet and I spent the time together when she wasn't working. Several times I caught her looking at me strangely and shaking her head.
"Damn, Mi... Andy, you were right in front of me for years and I never even knew it," she said while we were lying in bed together the night before I was to fly back.
We tried a long distance relationship but it didn't work. I needed to have my hands and lips on her lux body, not seeing her on my phone or my computer. I convinced her to join me in Minneapolis, which saved me on hand lotion and her on toys. After six months of living together, I asked her to marry me, and she accepted.
"But you need to know something first, Andy," she said quietly after first shrieking out her positive answer.
I know I visibly cringed. I had gotten close before, only to be disappointed.



"I'm bi, Andy. I love eating pussy every bit as much as you do," she whispered. "I lived with a lesbian for a while a few years ago."
I breathed a sigh of relief.
"Not a deal-breaker, Babe, as long as you realize I won't share you with anybody -- male or female," I said. "What's in the past is past. I love girls, too, but now you're mine... and I'm yours."
She came over to me and sat in my lap. She planted a scorching hot kiss on my lips.
"Just remember that when I invite Traci, Dottie and Maria to be my bridesmaids," she said with a big grin on her face.
Traci was a proud big sister when Janet and I Skyped her later that day to tell her the good news.
"Damn, Mighty Mouse, you must have a lot more game than I realized," my sister said. "You and Janet -- wow. I told you I was giving you a life-changing gift all those years ago."
"Indeed you did, Traci. Indeed you did."
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Again, I would like to thank blackrandl1958 for the invitation to participate in this event, and her help with this story. I hope you enjoy.
In real life, calling a woman a bimbo is NEVER a compliment. The term is used for an attractive but stupid woman. A bimbo is great for dating, but most men don't want one for a wife.
Apparently, I am not most men. I married one... and I couldn't be happier.
She is actually my second wife. I tried conventional for my first wife, finding a beautiful, smart woman who was also sexy. That worked for seven years, until I found out she had been cheating on me for a year. A little over a year later, I was a divorced guy just looking for a new start...
I watched her unnoticed from my spot at the end of the bar.
This was the first time I had ever been in that particular establishment, and I was slowly getting the lay of the land, so to speak, figuring out who were the regulars, who was there to drink and who was there to party.
Most of the time she was sitting at a table with five other women, but she would occasionally leave the safety of the table to dance with one of the young men milling around the bar, laughing and drinking. She caught my eye because she looked out of place. She looked to be about 15 years older than the others at her table, and her partners on the dance floor as well. They appeared to be in their middle to late 20s; she looked like she was about 40. She looked good for 40, very good actually, but she was still noticeably older than her acquaintances, despite the fact that she was dressed in the same style as her younger friends.
Her little black dress was mid-thigh length, perhaps a touch or two short for someone of her age, but she had the legs to back it up. It was also cut perhaps a bit too low in the front for someone of her age, showing off a generous amount of what looked like sizable boobs. Her long blonde hair was done up in a high ponytail and hung down to the middle of her back.
Upon further inspection, she looked like someone's older sister trying to blend in with the crowd. She was just barely pulling it off thanks to her killer body, but I've seen much worse results.
I watched as some dark-haired youngster approached her at the table, obviously asking her to dance. A slow song was playing, and I saw the youngster pull the women close to him and gently run his hands up and down her sides, occasionally detouring to rub her ass or the side of a breast.
She didn't try to stop his roving hands and the smile never left her face. It appeared like this had happened before, she expected it and was used to it. As I looked around, I noticed the same thing was happening with her younger friends. Maybe this was a common occurrence these days. I have been out of the game for 10 years.
Reflexively, I glanced at my left hand, for the thousandth time seeing the barren spot on my ring finger, the spot previously occupied by a wedding ring. The spot had been bare for the past year, my divorce becoming official six months previously. Since then, I had been making the rounds of various bars in the city, having a few drinks and listening to those around me living their lives. I wasn't trawling for female companionship, it was way to soon for that, but it was a way for me to avoid the emptiness of my small apartment.
God, I missed having the life of a married man with two young kids. I loved coming home from work every day to the hustle and bustle of my household: my wife, Traci, preparing dinner and my children, Stevie, 5, and Wanda, 3, charging toward me at the door. I hated being a part-time dad, seeing my kids every other weekend.
I looked up from my shot of Angel's Envy rye to see the youngster grab a full handful of the blonde's ass as the song ended. He whispered something in her ear. I saw her gently shake her head, although the smile never left her face. I wondered how many times she nodded yes to the same question from other men. I noticed she wasn't wearing a wedding ring either, so I figured she was free to nod yes whenever she wanted.
Nodding yes, or at least saying so, was the reason I was sitting in this bar in the first place. My then-wife apparently had no problem saying yes, repeatedly, to her lover of more than a year. I didn't find out for almost a year, then it took me some time to figure out what I needed to do. I didn't want to become a part-time dad to my munchkins, but I knew that staying in my marriage would probably be worse for my kids because I wouldn't be able to hold back on my anger for what would be more than 10 years until the youngest was out of the house. I knew that being the responsible parent would hurt me beyond belief, but you make sacrifices for the ones you love. My wife apparently didn't understand that concept.
I never questioned Traci for a minute... until I questioned her. We dated for almost two years and had been married for seven and I never had a clue we weren't in it for the long haul. When I finally had my suspicions, it didn't take long to confirm. She really wasn't trying to hide her affair, apparently figuring that I couldn't keep up with her superior intelligence.
I'm not sure why the older blonde with the younger women intrigued me. Yes, she was a very good-looking woman, beautiful even, but she gave off the vibe of being a "veteran" bimbo, not something you see every day. Think about it. The two things you never see: baby pigeons and older bimbos.
I stayed around long enough to see the blonde and her younger friends leave all together. That pleased me, although I wasn't sure why.
Although I was mixing it up among the city's many bars, I went back to the same place the very next week, honestly hoping to see the older blonde and her younger friends. An hour after taking the same seat I did the week previous, the same six women came in and grabbed a table. "Blondie" had her long blonde hair in a couple of high ponytails and was again dressed on the edge of too young for her age, wearing a tight red velour dress, maybe just barely reaching mid-thigh, and unbuttoned enough that her frilly red pushup bra and her large boobs were peeking into view on a regular basis. I know my eyes almost popped out of my head when I saw that look, and I could see that I was not the only one who noticed. The dance floor was going to be slick with drool.
I'm not much of a dancer, but I yearned to be closer, so after a while I worked up the guts to ask her to dance. I'm pretty sure I embarrassed myself on the fast dance as I had a tough time keeping my eyes off of her bouncing tits, but the second dance was a slow one and I got to pull her luxuriant body into mine. Unlike the young guys last week, I kept my hands where they belonged. Blame my mother for bringing me up with manners.
I invited her back to sit with me at the bar and she agreed. I was drinking Eagle Rare bourbon and she was drinking a mojito. I did my very best to look at her vibrant blue eyes as much as possible, although she did catch me peeking at her twin peaks several times. She sort of blushed but continued smiling. I guessed she was used to being ogled, especially when she was dressed to impressed as she was.
I found out her name was Jessica Arnold, and while she looked 35 and I had guessed 40, she was actually 45, making her 13 years my senior. She was the trophy wife of a rich business executive until he died four years ago, leaving most of his estate to his two children from his first marriage. After being a kept woman for 18 years, her art degree wasn't very useful and she wound up working in the office of one of the nation's biggest sanitary chemicals companies, along with her friends at the table.
From talking with her, I don't think she realized her personal style was both sexy and perhaps a little young for her. I got the feeling that her late husband enjoyed showing her off. After all, why have a trophy wife if you can't show her off.
I also got the impression that while she seemed to be an incredibly nice person, she wasn't necessarily the brightest candle in the pack. That actually worked for me, because I had seen enough supposed brains in the time I was married.
Traci and I both had college educations and good jobs. I always figured we were probably a good match in terms of intelligence, but when Traci got two advanced degrees online, I started to detect an air of superiority coming from her. Although I actually made more money than she did as an IT director for a defense contractor, she practically threw her doctorate into any room before she entered, expecting everyone to ooh and ahh over Dr. Traci Elliott. That probably worked in her world, as she served as a professor of philosophy at the local college, but it didn't carry an extra ounce in my world, which was based on the ability to do, not theorize.
I loved my wife, but a doctorate in philosophy? All it meant for me was that I had to do more around the house and with the children while she was earning her master's and doctorate.
Forgive me if I seem a little dubious about her degrees. Looking back on it, I can see that her realizing her goal was also the beginning of our marriage unraveling. In her mind, that doctor title made her more important--pronouncing both "Ts"--than anyone in the room who didn't have that title.
Jessica and I talked for about an hour before she figured she should go back to her friends' table, at least for a while. She was back there for about five minutes when a young blond guy asked her to dance. She hesitated but finally said yes and went to dance. I'll admit to suddenly feeling jealous, even though neither of us had made any kind of commitment to each other.
She never came back to my corner of the bar because she spent the rest of the night on the dance floor with various partners. I wasn't alone in spending the rest of my night watching her shake what God gave her on the dance floor. I was nonplussed when she allowed dance partners to rub various parts of her body on the slow songs.
I showed up at the same place the next week, knowing this time I wasn't going to let Jessica get away from me. The six women showed up about 30 minutes after I did, and as usual, Jessica was dressed in what I was now calling in my mind "sexy questionable." Her dark blue dress was even an inch or so shorter than last week's dress, and I figured that her panties would be visible to a lot of the club almost any time she moved. The top was unbuttoned to the middle of her big wonderful boobs.
Jessica and her friends were at a table for maybe five minutes before I walked over, said hello and started to take her to the dance floor.
"Wait a second, buster!" chirped one of her friends, a tall brunette called Phyllis. "What the hell? Are the rest of us just chopped liver? You've never asked any of the rest of us to dance yet!"
I pulled up short. I never really thought about any of the younger women wanting to dance with me. I was flattered, but I was still concerned with Jessica getting away from me. She giggled, and when I looked at her, she kind of nodded toward Phyllis. I took the hint, and in my best courtly manner I asked Phyllis if she would like to dance.
"Mmm. Well, okay," she said in a faux exasperated tone.
It's not that Phyllis wasn't a beauty in her own right. She had curves galore and legs all the way up to the plumbing. We danced a fast song and then a slow one. I didn't start out holding her too close on the slow song, but she pushed her way right up against my body, getting an immediate rise out of my dick. She stayed right there throughout the dance, giving me an evil grin.
"You do realize that Jess is almost old enough to be your mom, right?" Phyllis questioned. "We all love her to death. She's had kind of a rough go these last few years. Try not to be a jerk with her, okay?"
I nodded as I brought her back to the table, where Jessica was waiting for me. When we got out on the dance floor, she pushed her body hard against me, obviously feeling the erection that I had gotten with Phyllis. She gave me a smile and off we went.
We danced several songs, then I invited her back to my corner. My hard-on was obvious through my pants as we sat and talked for a few minutes before I leaned in and gave her a sensuous kiss on her lips. One led to two and two led to many more. I finally asked her if she would like to finish the evening at my apartment, and she agreed.
To make a long story short, her naked body was every bit as good as I imagined it would be. Her big boobs had very little sag for her age, and felt both soft as well as firm, if you can imagine that. She was aggressive, yet demure, as a lover, and her oral skills were incomparable. I always thought Traci was a good sex partner. This woman recalibrated my scale and gave new meaning to the term "great."
I've always been proud of my skill with my mouth and tongue, but I didn't get a chance to demonstrate that skill to her until our second go-round of the night. I made her shake, shimmy, scream, wiggle, wriggle and finally orgasm, multiple times. I was pretty sure she even levitated off the bed once before I finally climbed up her body and sunk my hard-as-brick dick inside of her pussy. She screamed out one final orgasm before I filled a second condom.
"Wow. Somebody actually let you get away? Unbelievable," she rasped.
We kissed deeply several times and I gently licked various spots on her body, like the insides of both collarbones, her neck and her belly button, drawing squeals and aftershocks. I wrapped myself around her and snuggled her securely. Maybe a minute later I heard her even breathing and knew she was asleep. Feeling pretty smug with myself, I drifted off as well.
As it was a Friday night, I didn't set an alarm, and I didn't wake until I felt Jessica stir. My heart fluttered when I opened my eyes and was face-to-face with gorgeous bright blue eyes. It had been some time since I had a reaction like that upon waking.
To be more exact, it had been about two years since I had that kind of reaction upon waking. Traci was my wife then, and this was before I realized that things were already going south.
Traci and I had been up late making love. Things had been a little off between us for the previous two weeks. Looking back now, the lovemaking session was probably to ease my mind so I wouldn't realize we had a problem. Anyway, we went at it twice and she came at least a dozen times. I always considered cuddling and snuggling as part of the process, and we fell asleep in each other's arms. We woke up the next morning still entwined, and my heart leaped upon seeing my beautiful wife. We made love one more time before we got up that morning. If I'd only known...
I fixed brunch. I was wearing a pair of gym shorts. I gave her a long-sleeve dress shirt of mine, which she put on over her white bikini panties. She only buttoned the bottom two buttons on the shirt. The shirt thing was kind of like a fantasy of mine. Damn, she looked hot.
After breakfast, I took her back to her apartment. I figured she would put her dress back on before we left, but she just slipped on her heels, gathered her things in her arms and walked out with me wearing the half-open shirt and her panties. Fuck, that was even hotter. We kissed deeply at her door. I had already lined up a date for the next Friday night.
I took Jess to a good Italian restaurant. We talked a lot and laughed a lot. On the way back to my apartment, we stopped off at her place so she could grab some clothes, but not too many. We spent Saturday at an art museum and I spent as much time looking at her braless tits and exposed legs as I did looking at the art. She was very knowledgeable about a lot of the art and spent a lot of time telling me little facts about what we were viewing, even though she knew I was only half listening. She knew my brain was having trouble keeping up when much of my blood was in my engorged dick. She made sure to brush her hand up against my erection several times at the museum, giggling each time she did it. It was a great giggle.
We started to date on a regular basis. We never discussed being exclusive, though, which I realized when I stopped by the usual place she and her friends went to on Friday nights to dance. We hadn't made plans for that particular night, and I didn't have a problem with her being out with her friends. I did have a problem when her dance partners took liberties with their hands and she didn't stop them. I guess I considered her mine, and since I don't willingly share my toys, I was more than a little upset with others pawing at her. After her third partner put his hands on her, I stepped in and asked her if I could break in. She didn't know I was in the bar, but she smiled and agreed, although her partner was not exactly happy with me. We finished out the song, then I took her outside to my car.
"Maybe I haven't made my intentions clear enough, so I'll just say it, Jess," I began. "I want us to be exclusive. Just you and me. That means all the time. Nobody gets to put their hands on you, even when you're dancing. Can you go with that?"
She blushed and dropped her eyes.
"I'm sorry for that, Jake," she said quietly. "My late husband never minded it and I don't mind it. It's been happening to me my whole life."
"Can't happen anymore, Jess. I don't share and I'm a one-woman man."
She pushed her hair back over her shoulder with her right hand; her signature move when she was thinking. She lit me up with her smile[SJC1].
******
Dr. Tillman Kincaid was perhaps the most respected ophthalmologist in the tri-state area. I didn't realize Traci was having eye issues beyond the ordinary. She had worn contact lenses for years, but Kincaid was well beyond her nearsightedness, and she had been seeing the same optometrist for years. She never mentioned having any eye problems, but there it was, on her iPhone calendar for the next Thursday at 1 PM.
I knew I was invading Traci's privacy and also violating her trust when I took her phone from her purse while she showered one evening. She had breezed in at 8, after supposedly attending a late department meeting and immediately hit the shower, not evening stopping to kiss me or check in on the sleeping kids. This was the second or third time in recent weeks that she practically ran to the shower without first stopping to acknowledge me or the children, and together with the other little things I had been noticing, I figured it was time to get proactive.
She had rarely let her phone out of her sight in the previous few months, but in this case, she had left it zipped securely inside her purse, probably feeling like it was safe. The first thing that surprised me was that she had it password protected; the last time I had used it there was no password. Being an IT geek, it didn't take me long to figure out her password, and when I opened the phone her calendar came up right away. Unfortunately, I heard the shower stop running, so I had to put the phone back before I could check her texts.
Traci never said a word to me about her eye appointment, so I called over to Dr. Roy Pomerantz, our family optometrist, and asked if Traci had any eye problems beyond the ordinary. He hesitated a moment, then answered, probably not worrying about the privacy issue because there was no issue, he assured me. He started to say something, then hesitated again, and finally just asked me if I needed anything else. I said thanks and ended the call.
I took the afternoon off from work, and at noon I was sitting in the back of the parking lot of Traci's building at the college. Thirty minutes later, she came bopping out of the building, got into her car and started to drive. I didn't have a hard time following her because after the first two turns I knew she was driving home. She pulled into the garage and left the door up as I parked down the block. Sure enough, a brand new Cadillac Escalade pulled into my empty spot five minutes later and the door on my marriage went down.



Shit[SJC2]!
******
Jessica and I were at my favorite Mexican restaurant one Saturday night when a couple of my former neighbors were seated a few tables away. I waved at Don and Bonnie Mast and didn't give it another thought at first. Then I noticed the two of them looking over occasionally before I figured it out. The Masts knew that Traci and I were divorced, but I'm sure that seeing me with another woman was disturbing, especially a pretty one wearing a black leather bustier and a very short black leather skirt. I had gotten used to Jessica dressing like a hot 25-year-old, but this was the first time anybody from my previous life had ever seen me with her. I suddenly got very self-conscious being seen with an underdressed 45-year-old... bimbo.
I was incredibly uncomfortable, and I know Jessica picked up on it. Several times she turned to the table where my old neighbors sat. She got very quiet and the two of us ate mostly in silence. She didn't want dessert and we finished eating quickly. To be polite, we stopped at the Masts' table and said hello. I introduced Jessica as my girlfriend and felt really self-conscious when Bonnie eyed Jess up and down, practically looking up her short skirt.
Jessica and I drove towards my apartment in silence for about five minutes, then she whispered to me that I should take her home to her apartment as she was ready to call it a night. I took the hint and dropped her in front of her apartment, knowing I wasn't being invited up.
She didn't even wait for me to go to her side of the car and open the door as I always did; she just popped the door open and started to get out. She stopped, looked back at me and shook her head sadly.
"I thought you were a better man than that, Jake. In fact, up until tonight I thought you were the best man I had ever met," she said almost in a whisper. "I know I'm not the smartest woman you've ever dated. I know I'm not nearly as smart as your ex-wife. I've heard the whispers that I'm nothing but a bimbo. But I'm not pretending to be anything I'm not. I know I'm sexy and I like dressing sexy. You seemed to be very embarrassed to be seen with me tonight, around your old neighbors. I've been disrespected a lot in my lifetime, and after a while you get kind of used to it, but up until tonight you've never done that to me."
She shut the door and walked into her apartment. I sat stunned.
I didn't sleep worth a shit that night. I knew Jessica was right. I was an asshole.
The question I had to come to grips with was whether I could admit to myself that I was in love with a bimbo. If I truly was, than how could I be embarrassed about that? Love doesn't ask you to take an IQ test.
I had been married to an intelligent woman for seven years, and all that got me was heartache and a divorce. Jessica might not have been smart, but she was kind and gentle and seemed to love me unequivocally, in addition to being very sexy. How could I be embarrassed about that?
I sent over an enormous bouquet to her place of business on Monday, with a card begging for forgiveness. I asked her to meet me at our favorite restaurant Wednesday night at 6. I told her that I would understand if she didn't and I wouldn't bother her ever again.
It was 6:10 and I started to get up to leave, figuring that I really had blown it and she wasn't showing. Just then I saw her heading my way right behind the maitre d. My spirit soared, and I knew then that what I felt was real.
We ordered a bottle of wine and appetizers.
"I've just spent two days kicking myself for the way I treated you the other night," I said. "You are a beautiful, sexy woman, and I love that, but I honestly got uncomfortable with you showing so much skin and being so sexy in front of my old friends. I hadn't had a problem with any of that before, but this time there you were, in front of our old friends, and I guess my insecurity showed. I kind of felt like I was a perv, exposing you in front of them."
She watched me hard for about a minute. I was blushing profusely.
"I guess some of the blame might be mine," she responded. "I like showing off my body, and my late husband always encouraged it. Maybe I could tone it down a bit?"
"Maybe you could, but then you wouldn't be yourself, the woman I fell in love with. I admit I love looking at your body, so I guess that means others get to see, too. As long as I'm the only one who gets to touch..."
"Believe me, you're the only one, until you tell me that you no longer want me," she said.
"Haven't I already used up my stupid quota?" I asked.
"Jake, I also know that I'm not valedictorian material. I'll get it if you don't want to keep seeing me."
"Now I'm the one who should be insulted," I said. "You're beautiful. You make me happy. You love me... I hope.
"I was married to a smart woman for seven years. Smart's not all it's cracked up to be."
Both Traci and Dr. Kincaid looked shocked when I walked into the master bedroom about 20 minutes after the pair got together. I had given them enough time to get going because I wanted the shock factor on my side, and I definitely had it. Two heads turned and two pairs of eyeballs about bugged out of two skulls when I opened the door, walked in and fired off two photos with my iPhone.
"Surprise!" I yelled cheerfully and very loudly.
Traci pushed Kincaid off of her and immediately tried to shrink into the bed, while Kincaid just froze in place. I calmly walked up to him and clocked him with my absolute best shot, connecting with his chiseled nose and splattering blood everywhere as he fell back on the bed.
I considered clubbing him into unconsciousness, but I knew the police wouldn't give me any slack beyond my initial shot. Traci started to yell something, maybe an apology, I couldn't be sure. I didn't want to hear it.
"Shut the fuck up, you stupid cunt!"
Instant silence from her. Much better. I got a suitcase out of our closet and proceeded to load about a week's worth of clothes. I went into the master bath and got my toiletries.
I left the house in silence... well, except for dickhead's constant moaning.
Dickhead actually threatened to have me charged with assault. My attorney told his attorney that considering the circumstances, the one shot showed great restraint, and a jury would probably agree. Or else he could show Mrs. Kincaid the two photos I had taken with my phone. The good doctor decided discretion truly was the better part of valor.
Turns out the affair had been ongoing for more than a year. They met when the college art gallery had an art exhibit featuring works by area doctors. Apparently the good doctor enjoyed putting acrylics on canvas.
The good doctor was about 45, handsome and obviously a smart man. As a physician, he was obviously much smarter than I was, and smart enough to charm his way into my wife's panties.
Not only didn't Traci apologize for cheating on me, she didn't even apologize for hurting me. I had no choice but to divorce her, even though I didn't want to be a part-time dad. She didn't put up any kind of a fight, really, beyond making sure she got to be the custodial parent. I was pretty sure that was just vindictiveness on her part, because if she would have thought it out better, me having the kids more would have given her more time alone with her doctor.
My kids, now 6 and 4, absolutely loved Jessica when I got the three of them together. Jessica told me she always wanted children, but her late husband wasn't a fan. She felt she was too old at 45 to have any of her own, but she was like a mother hen to my two, and they took to her big-time. We did plenty of child-friendly events when we had the two, and honestly, it was almost like I had three kids as Jessica displayed as much enthusiasm as Stevie and Wanda. I found out that Jessica didn't have a good childhood and a lot of the stuff that we did as a family was her first experience doing the activities.
Needless to say, Traci wasn't thrilled when the kids told her I had a girlfriend. I guess she'd thought I'd pine for her until the end of time. The kids said she made several disparaging remarks about my "big-boobed bimbo," but my kids, despite their young age, seemed to be smart enough not to let Traci's actions or her ravings determine their level of ease with Jess.
As Dr. Wonderful had a wife and two children of his own, he and Traci weren't really at liberty to bounce around town as a couple. The kids didn't indicate that any man spent time with them when they were at home, although they did know she went out on dates occasionally.
Jessica and I married a year later. We moved into a small home, which had rooms for both kids. To Traci's credit, she started letting them spend more time with Jessica and me as time went on. Of course, part of that could have been to give her more time alone with her doctor. I really didn't care about the latter, because we both loved having the kids with us.
According to my children, Traci and the good doctor ended their relationship about a year after Jessica and I married. She didn't date again for a good while afterward, but when she started again it was with a mathematician from the college. Dr. Matthew Brickley was a 50-ish math nerd who looked like someone's grandfather, my kids opined. I saw the two at one of the kids' events. While he was supposedly just a few years older than my Jess, he looked more like her father. I was unimpressed.
While Jessica always dressed conservatively when she attended the kids' events, she kept to her usual style when we went out together as a couple. I had accepted her style as her own, and even my friends began to get more comfortable with my sexy and somewhat underdressed wife. Yes, I was aware that some of my guy friends had to try extra hard not to stare open-mouthed, and some of my women friends had to try extra-hard not to frown the evening away, but I think they all eventually realized that Jess was such a nice person that they could forgive her for what they saw as questionable style.
She no longer went out with her friends by herself on Friday nights, though. When she felt the urge to get out, we went out as a couple. We usually danced as a couple, but when I got tired, I would let her dance with a few other men, if they showed me proper respect and asked me first. Every now and then one would get a little adventurous with his hands, but Jessica quickly moved them off the unacceptable setting, and she never went off with any man if I was in the restroom or at the bar. She was mine and never for a minute forgot that. Of course, I was hers, and didn't forget that either.
Jessica and I were out at one of our city's nicer steakhouses about a year later when things got out of hand one night. She was wearing that little black dress that I've mentioned before, and toward the end of the meal she needed to use the ladies' room. I helped her out of her seat, and I was returning to my seat when I heard a slight commotion behind me. I turned around to see Traci, her math professor and another couple jawing at my wife. As I headed over to their table I heard Traci mutter, "Jesus, bimbo, how about wearing a dress that actually covers your tits and ass!" The four exploded in laughter as Jessica burst into tears and practically ran into the restroom.
I'm not exactly a hulk, nor do I have martial arts training, but some things you just can't ignore. The foursome didn't see me until I was right up to their table, then they got silent.
"Really, Traci? You're going to be a piece of shit to my wife in public, just because she's prettier than you?" I hissed, not exactly quietly.
Traci's face went from a derisive smile to flushed with anger in a millisecond as half the restaurant patrons turned toward us.
"If you were a man, I would kick the shit out of you right now. But since you're a woman, I guess I'll just have to beat the fuck out of your date here. Stand up and get ready to take an ass-whipping, grandpa!"
I glared at her math professor, hoping he would get out of his seat. He looked terrified, and was shaking his head rapidly side-to-side. By this time, Jessica had returned from the restroom and was trying to get me to return to our table, but I was practically snorting from my nostrils and was running on adrenalin. I wasn't moving, and I glowered at all four, practically daring any of them to say anything.
"Sir, I'm going to have to ask you to leave," the maitre d' said from somewhere behind me.
I ignored him a second time before I picked up math prof's plate of food and crushed it into his chest from alongside him. He jumped back and made an unintelligible noise before someone grabbed me from behind. I started to shake off the hold until I heard Jess's soft voice trying to calm me down.
"Excuse me, sir, but you're throwing out the wrong party," said a man's voice from the table next to where I was standing. "These people insulted the lady in the black dress, and her husband was coming to her defense."
Other people in the area started to voice agreement. The maitre d' looked around before coming to a decision.
"I'm sorry sir," he said to me. "I didn't realize you were the offended party. We would be more than pleased if you would stay and enjoy your meal on us."
I nodded wordlessly because I was breathing like an enraged bull. Jessica gently led me back to our table. I nodded a thanks at the man who first stood up for me.
Accompanied by what looked to be a manager, the maitre d' quietly asked Traci and her companions to pay their bill and leave immediately, and never return. Traci's face was blood red, and I heard her mutter something to the maitre d. He shook his head negatively. The others got up, red-faced, and they left quietly.
"Wow, I had never been treated that badly by anyone in public before," Jessica said to me as we sat at the table "What the hell does your ex care what I wear? She gave you up, you married me. You like what I wear, right?"
"Yes, I love the way you dress. You are a sexy beast, and I'm okay with it. I just assume she's jealous," I answered.
"But she's got so much going for her. She's smart and beautiful and I'm... just a bimbo."
"No, you're not," I said harshly. "You are an amazing woman, the love of my life. You are kind, courteous, sweet and loving, in addition to being beautiful and sexy. And you understand the concept of us. It's a concept that Dr. Bitch didn't seem to understand, despite her three degrees and all of her brains."
Jessica's sexy style and her sexuality were almost always on display, but because she lacked the intelligence of a woman like Traci, it was easy to tell she didn't have an agenda, other than trying her best to be the partner I most wanted. She was an excellent cook and housekeeper and was also a gym rat, which helped explain how she still looked so good in her late 40s.
Ten years later, my kids came to live with us full time, and life got even better. Seven more years passed, and I was proudly walking my daughter down the aisle at her wedding. I had tears in my eyes as I remembered Wanda as a toddler, climbing up on top of me on the sofa as I tried to nap. I finally got her up to the altar, gave her a soft kiss on the cheek and took my seat next to Jessica on the wife's side. Traci and her husband, Dr. Brickley, sat next to me in the aisle.
Jessica looked absolutely stunning in a frilly, dark blue mother of the bride gown that was open to the middle of her big boobs. Her hair was swept up in a tight, high ponytail that was professionally curled into what looked to me like a long roll hanging down her back. Although she was 12 years older than Traci, she looked to be that much younger than my ex-wife.
For her part, my ex wore an off-the shoulder red gown. I will admit she looked good, despite the extra 20 or so pounds she had gained in the last few years. She had chopped her dark brown hair into what I'm told was a stylish pixie cut. I'm a long-hair freak, so I wasn't too thrilled with the look, but it didn't matter to me as she wasn't my wife.
I could see she wasn't pleased with Jessica's gown as she spent much of the ceremony looking down my wife's cleavage and grimacing. I know that Jessica made an effort to sit up straighter and breathe well.
The wedding was a group effort between my daughter, my wife and my ex-wife. Jessica had to convince Wanda to let Traci be a part of things as my kids and their mother had drifted apart in the last few years. I happily paid for the affair, but stayed far away from the plans of the three women. I wasn't born yesterday.
As the evening went on, it was easy to see that Jessica was definitely the hostess of the event, moving from table to table and going around the room happily chatting with our guests. Wanda's friends especially seemed to get along with my wife. Traci, on the other hand, seemed to be out of the loop, occasionally chatting with some of our old friends and family, and spending much of the night watching my wife. I almost, almost, felt sorry for my ex-wife.
Grandma Jess was probably the favorite among all the grandparents for our three grandchildren. Little kids can just sense good, and my Jess would crawl around on the floor, do tea parties and make special cookies at a moment's notice. I did my best to keep up with my wife, and we were definitely the grandparents of choice.
We were having our annual Christmas party, an event we had held for the past several years since we moved into a bigger house that Jessica had to have. The woman absolutely loved to entertain, especially family gatherings. Our Christmas party, held on Christmas Eve, included our kids and their families, the kids' in-laws, several friends and their children and even Traci and whoever the hell she was with that year.
Traci had divorced Dr. Brickley a few years back, and since then had a string of boyfriends, according to information provided me by my kids. I couldn't have cared less what she did with her life, but we did share great children.
About midday, I was making the rounds with refills of both alcoholic and non-alcoholic eggnog. I was moving down a hallway when I caught an exchange between Wanda and Traci in the restroom. I probably should have just kept going, but I have to admit to stopping to listen.
"The woman's a Barbie doll. In fact, a second-hand Barbie. She doesn't have a brain in her head, yet you and everybody else seem to love her like Mother Teresa. Your father looks at her like some lovestruck teenager, for God's sake. He never used to look at me like that," Traci complained.
"Yes, he did look at you like that. You just choose not to remember," Wanda said.
"And Mom, Jess might not have a doctorate like you do, but she's smart enough to know things that you don't have a clue about. She doesn't give a shit about Jean-Paul Sartre, but she has a Ph.D. in Dad."
"Whatever!" Traci replied angrily.
I was incredibly proud of my daughter for seeing the important things. I stifled back a tear, and went back to my appointed rounds of refills.
Hours later, Jess and I were lying in bed, me on my back and Jess half on top of me after a very satisfying but quiet lovemaking session, as we had a houseful of guests staying over. I love the whole process of lovemaking, from foreplay to cuddling after the act. I loved having Jess in my arms during our afterglow, my mind pretty much a blank but my heart absolutely filled with love.
"I'm smart enough, you know," she whispered unprovoked.
"I know. That's why I love you," I whispered in return.
"I'm smart enough to hold on tight to a man I love and who loves me back. Smart enough."
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"You obviously enjoyed that tremendously, right?"
Traci looked left, right and then down at the table, completely avoiding eye contact with Marcus. He noticed little beads of sweat appearing above her upper lip.
Five seconds of silence turned into 10 seconds. Traci tried to gauge the look on Marcus' face by glancing at him sideways. From what she could see, he looked impassive, neither hurt nor angry. She wondered if that impassivity might not be worse for her.
She let out a deep exhale. She hadn't realized she was holding her breath until that moment.
Marcus put an elbow up on the table, placing his face into his upturned hand. Traci could hear his even breathing. He waited patiently.
Traci took a sip of the white wine Marcus had poured for her a minute earlier. She sighed.
"Yes, I did enjoy that," she finally said. "But you already knew that. You saw me."
"But I wanted to hear you admit it after you had a chance to think about it, play it back in your mind. Sometimes upon reflection the event is not exactly what we thought it was while we were wrapped up in the moment. And then sometimes it is exactly that: the passion, the pleasure are every bit as intense as we experienced."
Traci thought about that for a second and realized Marcus had it completely right. When did he achieve such... zen, she thought to herself.
"So because it was that good, you don't regret experiencing it?" he continued calmly.
Traci finally looked directly into Marcus' eyes. They were dark, brooding. The bright, lively expressiveness that normally lived there was gone.
"I-I guess I don't," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't mean to hurt you, but it was a fantastic experience for me, to be honest."
Marcus watched as Traci dropped her eyes back to the table. She ran a finger down her wine glass.
"And because it was so fantastic, you will want to experience that again... and again," he said, "meaning that I would be hurt again... and again, if nothing were to change."
Traci's head shot up, her mouth gaping, as she finally did the math.
"I love you unequivocally, Marcus. I don't love you any less today than I did the day I married you," she cried.
"That's your conscience talking, Traci. You feel guilty because you cheated on me and hurt me. But physically and emotionally, you want to experience that feeling again, regardless of how it hurts me," Marcus said blandly.
Marcus drained the red wine in his glass, went to the refrigerator and poured himself another. He felt Traci's eyes on him as he sat back down.
"I do want to experience that again, Marcus, to be honest. It was the most intense, amazing sex of my life. But I don't want to give up what we have, what we've had for 16 wonderful years."
Traci choked back a tear as she looked timidly at her husband. She expected to see Marcus looking sympathetic; concerned, at the very least. He looked more like an Easter Island statue than the loving husband she had known all these years.
"You want it both ways, but that won't happen, Traci. I just never thought you could be that selfish."
Traci's head was spinning. She hadn't intended to cheat, to have an affair. Once it happened the first time, she knew it was going to happen multiple times, because she enjoyed it and wanted it to continue. What she hadn't thought out, however, was how to keep the affair secret from her husband. She knew she couldn't lie to Marcus--she couldn't lie to anyone because she hated liars--but cheating was more lying by omission than speaking mistruths. It was a small delineation, she knew, but she was in new territory here.
Traci had never considered herself to be a selfish person until Marcus spoke those words. She blushed and squirmed in her chair.
"But Marc, I don't want a divorce. 16 years, Marcus. Surely we can work out something. I love you!" Traci wailed.
Marcus realized he and Traci were talking apples and oranges.
"No, Traci, we can't work out anything. We're already done."
The light bulb went off over Traci's head. Her bottom jaw dropped.
"Wait a minute, Marcus. You can't mean that!" Traci wailed. "I thought you loved me. If you really loved me as much as you say you do, you'd at least give me a second chance!"
"I did give you a second chance. And a third, fourth, fifth and sixth. I know you've fucked him eight times," Marcus said.
Traci's eyebrows shot up at that remark. How did Marcus know about all eight times she had sex with Will Tolliver?
*****
Will Tolliver had no intention of ever telling Traci Rains' husband anything about their budding affair, but it's funny how a broken fibula weakens a man's resolve. Marcus had caught Will by surprise as the latter left a bar the next night, cracking him in the lower right leg with a metal pipe. Will had shrieked and fallen to the ground hard before Marcus had jumped on his stomach and tapped him on the bridge of his nose with the pipe. Blood spurted into the air and Will put his hands over his face to cover up.
"Now we're even!" Marcus yelled at Will. "That's what you get for fucking a married woman, you piece of shit! But for your knowledge, you fucked her, now she's yours!
"But you need to tell me one thing, fuckhead. How long has this been going on?"
Will glared at Marcus until Marcus raised the pipe.
"About a month," Will rasped. "I fucked her... eight times. Only eight times."
"Eight times too many," Marcus said, raising the pipe again as Will cowered. He then stood up, dropped the pipe and walked away.
Will got his phone out of his pocket and dialed 9-1-1. He was taken to the nearest hospital. When questioned by the EMTs about how he got the injury, Will decided discretion was the better part of valor and told them he tripped and fell.
*****
Twenty-four hours earlier, life was much better for Will and Traci. The 32-year-old was pounding Traci doggy-style in her marital bed while she screamed in ecstasy.
"Oh, yeah, big boy, fuck me! Fuck me harder!" she squealed.
Neither Traci nor Will was aware that Marcus was standing quietly in the doorway off to the side filming the action with his cellphone. He had been standing there for about 10 minutes when Traci had her first screaming orgasm. He pocketed his phone and slowly walked out of his house.
Marcus was trembling as he got back into his car. For a brief moment in the house he considered attacking both Traci and her lover, but then he realized he needed to find out more about the man was who had taken his place in Traci's vagina, if not in her heart.
Marcus wasn't expected home from his business trip until Sunday afternoon. He and his team completed business early and took off for home on Friday afternoon, a full two days early. He decided to surprise his wife and show up unannounced Friday night. Unfortunately for him, he was the one surprised.
Marcus found a near-by hotel for the night. Once settled in, he replayed the video he had captured on his phone. Since he was far less emotional than when he had filmed the action originally, he looked to see if he recognized the man fucking his soon-to-be ex-wife. He had several shots of the man in profile. He was pretty sure he had seen the man at Traci's company picnic earlier in the summer. He opened his laptop and got to sleuthing.
Will Tolliver was an assistant vice president and had been working in the same building as Traci for the past year, Marcus discovered. His photo showed him to be a handsome blond guy, and from what Marcus saw with his own eyes, Will appeared to be very fit with a decent build. At 32, he was 10 years younger than both Marcus and Traci.
Marcus wondered if he was Traci's only paramour.
Knowing he wasn't going to get much sleep, Marcus drove back to his house at about 1 AM. He pulled into his driveway and looked around. The house was dark, so he let himself inside quietly. He went directly to his bedroom and quietly opened the door, half-expecting to see the lovebirds asleep. Marcus saw Traci was in bed alone, although the room reeked of sex. He closed the door, went over to the living room sofa and went to sleep.
Traci staggered out of the bedroom naked and headed for the kitchen to make coffee on Saturday morning. Awakening with the noise, Marcus waited until he heard Traci place a cup on the counter before speaking.
"I'll take a cup, too, Trace," he called in from the living room.
Traci's stomach clenched and she froze in her tracks when she heard the familiar voice.
"Fuck!" she whispered aloud to herself.
Marcus was standing in the kitchen before Traci had a chance to get out of the room. She realized that he was looking at the dried cum on her pussy and thighs.
"I know. It's not what it looks like," Marcus said snidely.
Traci let out a gasp and started to leave the room, but Marcus stopped her by stepping in front of her. He held up his phone and hit play. Traci's eyes almost bugged out of her head when she looked at the screen.
"Where did you get that?" Traci growled.
"Shot that myself last night after I got in," Marcus said smugly. "It's pretty good, considering I was shaking so badly from anger."
"You were here?" Traci whispered as much to herself as to Marcus. "Oh shit."
"And now I'm going," Marcus said blithely. "I will be back tomorrow afternoon, like we had originally planned. That should give you time to clean up and get the bedroom cleaned and aired out, like you would have done had I not interrupted you this morning. So inconvenient, your clueless husband finding out."
Traci watched her husband walk out the door looking like he didn't have a care in the world. While that in itself was shocking to her, she had more important things to worry about.
Marcus got in his car and drove back to the hotel room he had taken. He had a lot to get accomplished in a short amount of time, he knew, but first he needed to grieve for the loss of his marriage. He sat down on the bed and sobbed like a baby for about five minutes before hitting the shower.
Several questions haunted Marcus as he showered. He knew he could find the answers to some of his questions, but would he ever know the answers to all? He surmised to himself that the answer to that question was no. The biggest question was "why." Could he get Traci to answer that question truthfully, he wondered.
Until Friday night, Marcus had never questioned Traci's love and commitment to him. He had also never questioned his commitment and love for her, but now he was questioning almost everything he thought he knew.
*****
The pair met as juniors in college. They didn't date until they were seniors, but within a month they were practically joined at the hip. Marcus was 6-2, 185, with blond hair and strong, handsome features. Traci was 5-5 with long brown hair to the middle of her back and a lithe athlete's body. Traci was the more outgoing of the two, Marcus the more introspective.
The two married two years after graduating. They quickly moved up in their respective fields and enjoyed all the freedoms and perks of being "Dinks"--double income, no kids. Not having children was not a deliberate choice of either, but the pair figured they would go in whatever direction was natural.
The two always enjoyed a vibrant sex life, using a variety of positions and some occasional toys. They had slowed down some from their 20s, but still enjoyed sex two to three times each week. Marcus always made sure his wife got several orgasms each time they enjoyed each other.
Traci wasn't looking for an affair when Will started working in the same building. Yes, she, like all the other women in her building, had noted that Will was a handsome hunk, practically oozing charisma. She had several occasions to come into contact with him in a professional setting, and always came away impressed.
The pair hadn't worked on a project together until two months previously. The first time Will leaned in to make a point on something, Traci was practically overwhelmed by the man's personal scent, and surprisingly, felt her pussy moisten. The deep flush of her face, neck and upper chest didn't escape Will's attention.
Will was an experienced skirt-chaser, who didn't care if his prey had a wedding ring on her finger or not. For her part, Traci started to look forward to days where she was going to work closely with Will. Her body continued to respond to the young man's magnetism, and she started to dress a little sexier than usual on the days she was scheduled to see Will, wearing tighter clothes and unbuttoning her blouses lower after getting into the office. She was aware she was playing the flirting game for the first time in her married life.
The occasional "working" dinner with Will came soon after. Traci told an unsuspecting Marcus that she was working late and would grab a delivery dinner at the office. Marcus had no reason to not trust his wife of 16 years.
Marcus had a short weekend trip about six weeks after Traci and Will started their collaboration. Traci had volunteered that information to Will, who did the expected and set up a Friday night dinner for the pair.
As Traci expected, it was a flirty dinner, with lots of personal touches by both. Traci felt empowered and excited, and not the least bit guilty. When Will suggested they go to his apartment for a nightcap, Traci didn't hesitate. After not having sex with anybody but Marcus for the past 18 years, she was about to experience something different, something new. In her mind, this was right. It was owed to her.
When Traci awoke, she and Will were entwined in his bed. She felt magnificent, alive, complete, peaceful. The pair had spent several hours in Will's bed, fucking hard the first time, making slow love the second time. Traci thought back to the numerous orgasms she had. Will's cock was a little longer and thicker than her husband's, and it was obvious to her that he had more technique than Marcus, in addition to having more stamina. Her throat was a little sore from her continuous screaming and moaning. To say it was the best sex of Traci's life would be a grievous understatement.
Thinking of Marcus in comparison to Will was the first time Traci had thought about her husband since she and Will entered his apartment. Will swept her off her feet, metaphorically, and completely rocked her world. There would be more of this in the future, she knew.
The future came less than two weeks later on a night when Traci told Marcus she was going to be working late. The pair left straight from work for Will's apartment and got right to it as Traci knew she was on the clock, so to speak.
Traci was in a bad mood when she got home a little after 8 PM. The sex was otherworldly, but in her mind she blamed her husband for she and Will not being able to go at a more relaxed pace, and not having time for a proper wind-down. When she walked into her house, Traci never acknowledged Marcus and headed straight to the shower, knowing she smelled like Will and sex. Traci knew her unsuspecting husband would have no clue that she had just spent several hours having better sex than she ever had with him.
Marcus had another weekend trip planned for two weeks later. Traci gleefully made plans with Will, this time setting the tryst for her own house. She knew she would feel especially comfortable in her own room and her own bed. For his part, Will took the location choice as Traci aggressively moving their relationship to a new level by cuckolding her husband in the couple's marital bed.
Traci's comfort level definitely helped her enjoyment of the festivities that Friday night. She was in full voice when Marcus showed up midway through the second coupling of the night for her and Will.
*****
Although Marcus thought he was pretty straightforward with his desire for a divorce, Traci fought the action. Her attorney suggested and the judge agreed to a half-dozen marriage counseling sessions.
"What do you expect to gain from these sessions, Mrs. Rains?" the counselor asked Traci at the start of the first session.
"I want to keep my marriage, Dr. Albertson. I know Marcus loves me and I love him. I made a mistake and I want to show my husband that I am willing to do whatever it takes to keep him," Traci said.
The counselor then asked Marcus for his response to Traci's statement.
"First of all, let me state that I do love my wife. However, I disagree that she made a mistake. A mistake in my mind is a one-off. When you keep repeating the action you call a mistake, it is a deliberate action and no mistake; especially when you go back to the well to slake your thirst, so to speak," Marcus said.
"There would be no more trips to that well, Marcus. It would just be you and me from now on. Forever," Traci said.
"Once you went to that well the first time, there was no more you and me, Traci."
Traci smiled brightly during the exchange like she knew something he didn't, Marcus thought. He noticed the counselor seemed to be picking up on Traci's vibe and smiled back at her.
Marcus reached into his pocket, took out his phone and started the video he had recorded of Traci and Will having sex in his marital bed. Traci suddenly looked stricken, and the counselor tried vainly to get Marcus to stop. Marcus sat calmly watching the entire 10 minutes before finally stopping. Both women looked incredulous.
"That was incredibly rude, Mr. Rains," admonished the counselor. "Another display like that and I will report it to the judge, who could then cite you for contempt."
"I certainly wouldn't mind spending a couple of days in jail, Dr. Albertson. That would certainly steel my resolve to end this marriage," he said. "But I think you missed my point entirely, Doc. You heard things today you didn't get from the court briefs. Traci's lawyer didn't lie to you, but she didn't exactly tell you the whole truth, now did she? Did you hear Traci having what she admitted to me was the best sex of her life? She has said she doesn't regret the action, which tells me that she would gladly do it again if she felt she could get away with it. Hell, she'd still be doing it if I hadn't caught her. She's never apologized for cheating. She's only apologized for hurting my feelings. I could never trust her again. That's not what I call a marriage."
"But I would give him up for you, Marcus!"
"How magnanimous of you, Traci. You'll give up your lover to keep your husband.
"You talk to her, Doc. I'm done wasting my breath."
The counselor sat quiet, looking more stricken than concerned. Marcus had made his point.
Epilogue:
The counseling sessions ended that day. The divorce was final in six months.
Marcus wound up going to a mental health counselor for several months in an attempt to put his life back together and come to grips with his lack of trust of women.
Traci didn't wait for the divorce to be final to jump back into bed with Will. Marcus being out of the way upped the frequency of sex for the pair, and by the time the divorce was final, Will was living in Marcus' old house with Traci.
Traci was entwined with Will after a couple of sessions of enjoyable but far from amazing sex. While enjoying the afterglow, Traci had to admit the days of amazing sex were few and far between these days. She wondered if it was simply a case of becoming familiar with her partner, or was it that without being married there was no longer the thrill of the illicit. She definitely knew that unlike with Marcus, there was no love involved. Maybe, just maybe, she admitted to herself, she might have traded a lifetime of love for a small amount of amazing sex.
A tear slid down her cheek.
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Just something different: a short series of three stories about a young guy and a neighbor's hotwife. While they are related, they can be read in any order. I will post them on consecutive days, but it's not up to me when they appear.
Ronnie Barkley was my best friend, and had been for the last 13 years. It wasn't uncommon for me to be knocking on his front door, "calling for him," at about 10:30 on a summer morning.
It also wasn't uncommon for Ronnie's mother, Mrs. Barkley, to answer the door.
"He won't be back until tonight, Travis," she responded. "Andy got four tickets to the Mets game and he took Ronnie, Vivian and Derek with him."
Andy--Mr. Barkley--worked for one of the airlines and would occasionally get perks like sports tickets. He had taken his youngest three children with him. I was guessing the couple's oldest child, Darlene, was out somewhere with her longtime boyfriend, Davie.
"Okay, thanks Mrs. Barkley," I answered and started to turn away to leave when she stopped me.
"You know, it's kind of lonely right now. You could come in and hang around with me for a bit while I do some chores. I would really like that," Mrs. Barkley said.
I looked up into Mrs. Barkley's big brown eyes and saw a hint of a smile. I had known her as long as I knew Ronnie, so I knew she was sincere in her request.
"Okay, I said, as she pushed open the storm door and I started to walk into the house. It was then that I actually looked completely at Mrs. Barkley and saw what she was--and wasn't--wearing.
At 42, Mrs. Barkley wasn't a bad-looking woman for her age, but I hadn't really looked at her before as I was right then, particularly the way she was dressed. It looked like she was wearing a pair of Darlene's tight, short jean shorts, and was doing a great job of that, and it looked like she was wearing one of Vivian's T-shirts -- braless. Darlene was 19 and just a little smaller than her mother, but Viv was only 12, and it looked like Mrs. B had been stuffed into that shirt. I'd guess that Mrs. Barkley was only an A cup, but I could see that her nipples were sticking out at least a half-inch through the thin material.
I was transfixed. I know my dick got rock hard and jumped.
She smiled shyly and blushed.
"So the first thing I'm doing--obviously--is the laundry. Come on. You can carry the basket for me," she said with a big smile.
The first thing she did was grab the big laundry basket on the main floor and hand it to me. She then went into Derek's and Viv's bedrooms and picked up clothes off the floor, keeping me entranced by bending over in front of me in those oh-so-tight, short shorts. Then she would straighten up in front of me with those nipples sticking out like bullets.
I think I might have drooled.
We went downstairs next, and Mrs. Barkley repeated the scene in Darlene's and Ronnie's rooms. I'm not sure I could have been harder.
"Well, somebody sure likes doing the laundry!" she enthused.
She loaded the washing machine and I stood there staring. I caught her watching me from the corners of her eyes.
We walked up the stairs to the kitchen and she directed me to a seat. She then straddled me facing forward, her crotch perched atop my hard-on. She looked directly into my eyes.
"Uh... Mrs. Barkley..."
"Shh. It's okay, Travis," she whispered. "Andy's a bit of a goofball. You know that. Well, he's also a willing cuckold..."
There's a word I'd never heard before. I know I gave her a quizzical look.
"You've never heard of a hotwife before, have you?" she asked.
"Uh, no," I said.
Mrs. Barkley then proceeded to give me a crash course on the hotwife lifestyle. At 18, I never realized that some people are kinky beyond belief.
"And you and Mr. Barkley do this?" I asked weakly.
"Well, sort of, and only away from the house and never with anybody we know."
"Don't I count as someone you know, Mrs. Barkley?"
She smiled brightly again and ground her pussy against my crotch. I took a look down at the camel toe she had going on. Those shorts were pulled up as high as they could be and still be covering her pussy.
"It's Traci, Travis, at least while we're alone. And yeah, you count, but today's a special day... for both of us."
She leaned in and kissed me. I kissed her back hard. We played tonsil hockey while I ran my hands up and down her sides.
I wasn't a virgin, but none of my three previous sex partners were anywhere near the woman Traci was. I was excited beyond belief and intimidated beyond reason.
Traci stood up, sat her ass on the edge of the kitchen table and spread her legs wide. I unbuttoned her shorts and pulled both them and her tight white panties down and off her toned legs. I could see the moisture running out of her pussy and could definitely smell her arousal. I pulled her T-shirt over her head and looked at her small boobs and erect nipples. I ran my index fingers over both of her nipples one after the other. She moaned and I leaned in again and stuck my tongue back into her mouth.
She pulled my shirt over my head before I pulled my shorts and briefs down and kicked off my sneakers. I moved in closer. She reached for my hard cock and rubbed it quickly up and down her wet inner lips. I watched as she did that. Our eyes locked, and I moved forward a little closer and pushed my hard-as-steel dick slowly inside her pussy, noticing her small dark brown bush was the same color as the hair on her head.
I was surprised it took me several strokes to get fully inside her, despite how wet she was and the fact that she had four children. Her insides were absolutely burning hot. She wrapped her legs around my ass and pulled me even further inside. I tweaked her nipples and she moaned into my mouth.
I soon had what I considered a nice pace going, but Traci apparently had other plans and urged me to go harder and faster. I followed along because, after all, she was the one with the experience. I picked up the pace as directed and within minutes, Traci was moaning and cooing. That quickly turned into screaming and shaking as she was overcome with a huge orgasm.
My mind was whirring as we continued the most surreal experience of my life. I slowed my pumping as Traci finished her orgasm. This was every bit as good as any wet dream I had ever had: fucking my best friend's mom on her kitchen table. Get out of town!
I kissed Traci deeply again and started driving harder as she came back to her senses. She had two more climaxes in the next few minutes and then started to urge me to come inside of her.
"Fill me up, Travis. Come on, young man. Please your best friend's mother."
I am nothing if not obedient. I did exactly what Traci asked, shooting several ropes of cum as deep inside her as I could get. As soon as I started to come, she covered my mouth with hers and stuck her tongue deep in my mouth.
"Fuck!" I gasped when I finished shooting.
"Ooh, that was lots of fun," she squealed. "How about we eat some lunch, then play some more."
I know my face lit up. I was living every 18-year-old guy's dream.
Traci went into Vivian's room and came out wearing a tight Barbie T-shirt that barely covered her vagina and ass. I started to get hard instantly. She smiled lewdly as she watched my dick rise. She then proceeded to make us both ham and cheese sandwiches, glancing at me from time to time as I watched her child's T-shirt rise and fall with her movements.
She cleaned off the kitchen table that we had just fucked on and we sat there and ate. I don't think I tasted a thing as I kept shifting my gaze from her pussy peeking out from under the shirt to her hard nipples showing through the material. We hardly talked while we ate.
I was sitting at the table naked with my cock completely hard. Traci was smiling like a kid in a candy store. I was starting to feel a little self-conscious until Traci took my hard cock in her hand and started to stroke me.
"Want to try my bed this time?" she said softly.
I know she explained the whole hotwife thing to me, but honestly, having sex in her bed seemed to really be pushing it. I hesitated for a split second and I know she caught it, but then she reached out her index finger and ran her red fingernail across my balls. Toast. I would have followed her into hell and she knew it.
We walked into her bedroom, she got on the bed on her back and seductively spread her legs. I had never had the opportunity before, and I wasn't missing it, diving in face first--literally. I licked and sucked from her opening up to her clit, and she rewarded my efforts with a trio of screaming orgasms. It was mad erotic, looking up from between Traci's thighs and seeing her shriek and spasm. I had a brief thought that Ronnie would never believe how hot his mom was... not that I could ever tell him.
After her third orgasm, Traci grabbed my hair and pulled me up onto her body.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me, Travis!"
If she insisted...
We snuggled together for a short snooze. Imagine waking up in the bed of your best friend's mom cuddled around her naked body. That's all it took for me to get hard. I let Traci continue to sleep while I gently rubbed my dick up and down her ass crack.
"Mmm... is that for me?" Traci sighed, reaching back to wrap her fingers around my rod.
I fondled her small boobs and played with her wonderful, erect nipples, gently and not-so-gently tweaking and twisting them. Her breathing quickly picked up in pace. I turned her on her back and alternated tonguing her breasts. I used my fingers to entertain her wet pussy for two more orgasms before I lifted her legs over my shoulders and drove my almost aching dick deep into her vagina in one long stroke.
"Aaaaiiiieeee!" or something like that, she shrieked with yet another climax. Damn, I had never encountered a woman so orgasmic before. I briefly wondered if it was her age, or just her. I didn't wonder too long, though, because I got busy drilling her hard. With her practically folded in half, I was able to get great penetration. Twenty minutes later, I was coming hard yet again. I stuck my tongue down her throat again and she responded in kind. Great kisser. Best day of my life--ever!
I don't know when it got to be five o'clock, but we both knew that I had to go and Traci had to get the laundry finished and clean sheets put on her bed before the other four got home. I watched as she went into "Mom mode," putting on a white bra and full-cut white panties under culotte shorts and a white print button-down short sleeve blouse.
"You're not going to tell Mr. Barkley about this, are you?" I asked timidly.
"Well, like I told you, we discuss a lot of things... but not everything. In time, I might tell him something, but definitely not who and where. And since you're never going to say anything..."
Traci gave me the raised eyebrow. I nodded in agreement.
"This was a lot of fun, Travis. I'd love to do this again, if the circumstances would be right."
"Oh, yeah. Today was amazing," I said. "You are a goddess. I never knew."
She lit me up with a huge smile that took over her entire face.
"Now you're just going to have to be mature and cool. Can you do that?" she asked.
"Yes ma'am, I can, but first, can I have one more kiss?"
Traci stepped into my arms and we kissed like lovers. I grinned like the luckiest man alive, turned and walked out of the house.
I walked back to my house down the block. Mom was preparing dinner.
"How are the Barkleys doing? Were you there the whole day?" she asked.
I've never lied to my parents and wasn't about to start that day.
"Ronnie went to a Mets game with his dad, Derek and Vivian, but Mrs. Barkley needed some help with a project. It took a while," I replied.
"You know Dad and I raised you to help out when you can. That's being a good neighbor," she said.
"I try my best, Mom. I try my best."
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Just something different: a short series of three stories about a young guy and a neighbor's hotwife. While they are related, they can be read in any order. I will post them on consecutive days, but it's not up to me when they appear.
I never got a second chance to have sex with my best friend Ronnie's mother before I left for my freshman year of college in August.
My day of good fortune in June--maybe the best day of my life to that point--came about due to the fact that Ronnie, his father, and two of his three siblings went to a Mets game that day, and his other sibling was out for the day with her boyfriend, leaving Mrs. Barkley, Traci, alone for most of the day. I didn't know about Ronnie being at a game, but when I called at his house, a much more sexily-dressed Mrs. Barkley answered the door and then invited me inside.
The rest of the day was a sex dream out of a porn video, as we fucked three times. Turns out Ronnie's mom and dad were into what she called "the lifestyle:" she being a hotwife and he being a willing cuckold. She had to explain it to me completely, at first, but I'm a quick study and caught on, especially with Traci being dressed way sexier than I'd ever seen before. Previously, she was just my best friend's mom, but in tight short-shorts and a way too tight T-shirt, braless with her nipples waving hello, I suddenly realized that she was a MILF of epic proportions.
Being a red-blooded American 18-year-old, I didn't pass up the invitation--three times. But as she explained to me, we couldn't do a repeat unless the same set of circumstances somehow arose again. She was technically cheating on Ronnie's father, because unlike the few other times she had slept with other men, Mr. Barkley had no clue about this tryst, and she told me he would never find out that she slept with one of her son's friends.
So, I was completely surprised when I got a phone call from Traci midway through April, asking if it would be okay if she visited me at school for a weekend. Her bank was sending her about 100 miles away from my university for a seminar of some kind from Tuesday through Thursday, and she would tell her husband that the seminar ran through Sunday if I was agreeable to her visit. She would even make it better if she could be my "girlfriend" for the whole weekend, doing all the college stuff I was going to do that weekend. We would just ignore the fact that she was old enough to be my mother and she would try her best to blend in.
Of course, I was all in for that.
Traci looked like a 43-year-old banker when I picked her up at the airport that Friday evening. I wasn't sure what to expect when she came through the chute, but she walked straight over to me with a huge grin on her face, leaned in and planted a searing kiss on my lips, impaling her tongue firmly in my mouth. I'll admit to being shocked at first, but I recovered quickly and gave back as good as I was getting. We both had our arms wrapped around each other.
"Ahhh-hemmm! Maybe you two want to get a room," a woman's voice said to our right, breaking our kiss.
We both turned to face her, and when she saw that Traci was probably the same age as her, her jaw dropped noticeably.
After I picked up her suitcase off the conveyor, Traci and I left the airport hand-in-hand.
As a good roommate should, my roomie found himself other accommodations for the weekend. I took Traci back to the dorm and she was naked within minutes. I got a great surprise when I unbuttoned her shirt and found she had gotten her navel pierced and had a ring put in.
"Did you do that for me, Sexy?" I asked excitedly. "God, I love it!"
"I had it done three days ago in Chicago, just for you. Andy hasn't even seen it yet. I'm glad you like it."
Maybe it's because I'm a 19-year-old hornball, but every time Traci spread her legs wide I got as hard as steel, and this time was no exception. First, though, I slid down between those spread legs and put the flat of my tongue against her opening. It sounded like a big shriek from where I was, then I felt her body explode and soak my face. That just kickstarted me into a feeding and licking frenzy and three more hard orgasms later, Traci tapped out.
"Oh my God, Trav, that was amazing!" she gushed.
We snuggled and played kissy face for about a half-hour afterward, then cleaned up and got dressed. Traci didn't put her conservative business clothes back on, instead I got the pleasure of watching her wriggle into a tight pair of Daisy Dukes with a lightweight pink halter top that nicely showed off her small boobs and sensitive nipples. The shorts showed off a nice camel toe and I know I licked my lips when I saw the whole look. She had about four inches of bare skin showing in the middle, which included her pierced belly button. It would have been a sexy outfit on a 23-year-old; it was over the top on my 43-year-old MILF girlfriend.
"Too much?" Traci asked with a sexy grin.
"When in Rome... just right," I said.
I drove us over to a popular pub just off campus. Heads turned when we walked in the door, and I know it wasn't because of me. I found a table of friends and took Traci over with me. There was a lot of drooling and wide-eyed looks from my friends, both male and female.
"Wow, that outfit is so hot! You are so hot!" one of the girls at the table said.
Traci blushed, but then smiled brightly. I had my arm possessively around her bare waist, and pulled her onto my lap as I took a seat. Her shorts slid further into her pussy lips and completely to the top of her thighs.
"Damn!" stage-whispered the friend sitting to my left. "Where did you find her, MILFS R US?"
Traci wiggled her ass on my crotch, turned her head and leaned in to kiss me. Her big brown doe eyes were glazed with lust. My hard-on under her ass was a bar of steel.
Traci seemed to fit right in with my crowd, chatting as if she had known everybody for months, not minutes. She didn't seem to have any problem with people gawking, in fact, she seemed to welcome the obvious as a compliment.
A few hours and a few pitchers of beer later, we got ready to go. I thought all the guys at the table would bust a nut when Traci adjusted her shorts as she stood. I leaned down and kissed her hard on the lips while patting her ass.
We fucked like rabbits for half the night back in my room. The woman proved to be insatiable, taking everything I had to give her. I knew that her husband had no prayer to keep up with her if she were to push him, so I guess I could see why, from a physical standpoint at least, they engaged in the hotwife lifestyle.
Saturday began with Traci swallowing a full load of my sperm before we hit the shower in the suite. I brought her to a pair of orgasms with my fingers while sucking her soapy nipples.
I watched as she pulled out clothes from her small suitcase. I knew she would dress as hot as any woman would be dressed on campus. She didn't disappoint.
Traci knew that I had a thing for tight white bikini panties, so that was the first item of clothing she put on. Then came an item I had seen her then 19-year-old daughter wear before, a short, tight jean skirt. It came up to her hips and fell to mid-thigh at best. Very sexy. Then she topped if off with an item of clothing from her 13-year-old daughter, a skintight thin yellow Minnie Mouse blouse that left no doubt that her boobs were small and cute and her nipples were erect and delicious. The blouse probably only reached down to the bottom of her ribs, again leaving a wide expanse of skin and her belly button ring available for inspection.
"Wow," I whispered through my suddenly dry throat. My dick was raging hard.
"Too much?" she asked, while smiling broadly.
We spent the afternoon at an art museum. When we weren't holding hands, she was standing up against me, running her hands down my body or grinding her pussy against my hip. We kissed a lot throughout the day. Needless to say, everyone's eyes were glued to her throughout the afternoon.
I had made reservations for a high-end restaurant for that night, and then we went to a dance club. She had no problem being lusted over like she had been at the art museum, especially when her skirt occasionally flipped up a bit and showed her panties. I was very impressed that she was able to sit in a chair without flashing everyone, although her pantied ass was sitting directly on her chair as it was too short to fit underneath her.
"God, I had forgotten that 20-year-old guys are the horniest creatures on earth," she said at one point during the evening. "But they sure are great for an old lady's ego."
"They can drool all they want. I don't share my girlfriend... well, except with her husband, I guess," I said.
"No, you don't share. My husband shares," Traci said.
I took Traci by the hand and led her back to my car.
"Are we leaving so soon?" she cooed.
"No, but you did say you wanted the whole college experience, so now you are going to be fucked in the parking lot like my last date was when I took her here."
Traci's big brown eyes got even bigger and she flushed a deep red as we left the club.
"Really? I can't do that Travis. In the parking lot?"
"Oh, yeah, Babe. Leaning over my car. Didn't you notice that I parked in the back of the lot, in a dark area?"
I turned her toward me and gave her a sensuous kiss. I reached down and gently rubbed the crotch of her panties under her skirt. She was soaking wet. She flinched when I rubbed her. We kissed deeply again.
I walked her to the back of my car, kissed her and then slid her panties down and off her legs. I was rubbing her slit and kissing her when her pussy suddenly gushed, she let out a small cry and her knees buckled with an orgasm. I was able to catch her and hold her up. Even in the darkness I could tell she was bright red.
"Oh, God, did anyone hear me?" she asked in a shaky voice.
I kissed her deeply again, pushing my tongue deeply into her mouth. I turned her around, bent her over and pushed my hard cock inside of her, burying myself to the hilt in just two strokes.
"Oooohhhh," she said. "Good. So good."
The dance club catered to the college-age crowd, so it was not completely unheard of for couples to get it on in the parking lot, either in the back of their cars or hidden by their cars, as we were. The appropriate behavior for passers-by was to just pretend they didn't hear or see anything out of the ordinary.
Traci had her hands on the trunk of my 2005 Mustang to brace herself while I fucked her with gusto. I had my hands firmly on her hips, except when I reached up to tweak a nipple through her shirt. She wasn't exactly quiet, grunting with each stroke as she built toward several noisy orgasms. I finally came buckets into her wet pussy.
After about five minutes of holding Traci and listening to her eventually regain her breath, I got a towel out of the trunk of my car so we could both clean up.
"God, I need a drink!" she said breathily.
Traci put her panties back on and straightened up as best as she could in the parking lot. Her eyes were glazed, she was a little unsteady on her feet and she had a pink glow to her face. I led her back into the club and she hit the ladies' room first before we found another table.
We had several couples around a table about a half-hour later and Traci was somewhat buzzed on strawberry margaritas when the discussion among the women turned to Traci and her visit to me.
"You are so hot," one of the 20-something women said to her. "I wish my mom could be as hot as you. You guys looked awesome in the parking lot, by the way. Joshie and I were walking in when you guys were doing that. I swear he almost came in his pants. My mom would never do something that hot."
Traci blushed profusely, then laughed with the rest. I raised my eyebrows at her, then leaned in and gave her a big kiss. She kissed me back hard.
"I hadn't gotten fucked in a parking lot since Andy and I were kids," Traci whispered to me. "Of course the last time I was in the back seat of a car. Tonight was a first for me, Boyfriend."
I was rubbing the very bare skin of her back and hips. She gave a small squeal and jumped a bit when I reached under her skirt and squeezed her ass.
"You are a very naughty boy. You can't believe how wet I am. We need to go back to your dorm room, and you need to fuck me senseless, young man."
We said our good-byes to the group, then we went back to my dorm room and I did indeed fuck Traci senseless--both when we got back to the room and then again in the morning. After we showered, she put on the conservative business outfit she wore when she came in Friday night. I took her back to the airport. I tried to suck her tonsils out of her head, then she tried to suck mine out before she boarded the plane.
I hoped Andy realized what a lucky man he is.
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Just something different: a short series of three stories about a young guy and a neighbor's hotwife. While they are related, they can be read in any order. I will post them on consecutive days, but it's not up to me when they appear.
I was surprised, yet happy, when I saw her name pop up on my cellphone. I hadn't talked to Traci Barkley since early spring when I told her I wasn't going home for summer vacation between the end of my sophomore year and the beginning of junior year at college.
Traci is the mother of my lifelong best friend, Ronnie, who grew up down the block from me. She has also been my lover on two occasions, once for most of a day in her own house when her family was gone for the day and the other time for a weekend at school when she came in as my girlfriend. She is still a good-looking woman at 45, but even more than that, she is sexy and playful and can be hot as fuck... at least with me.
She is also an occasional hotwife for her husband of 23 years, although he doesn't know about his wife and me.
"Hey, Sexy, how have you been?" I answered cheerfully.
"Missing you, Lover, that's how I've been," she purred through the phone. "Would you like a visitor in a couple of weeks? I've got another symposium for Monday through Thursday real close to you and can be up there Friday evening to Sunday, like last time."
"Hell yes!" I enthused, remembering when she came in for a weekend my freshman year. We spent the weekend fucking and going out, and she was the hottest woman on campus when we left my dorm room, leaving a trail of college guys and women drooling with her hot, confident outfits. She came in for two days at the end of a business trip and became my girlfriend, doing whatever "college stuff" I was doing for the weekend when we weren't having sex.
"Great. I'll make sure to buy a couple of cute outfits for the weekend," she said.
"Ooooohhhh!" was all I could think of to say.
The airport was busy when I went to pick up Traci two weeks later. It was parents' weekend at the school and we always had a lot come visit for the weekend.
"Wow, what's up with all the people. You guys having a convention of 40-somethings? Traci said when I collected her at the gate.
I crushed her body up against mine and planted my best kiss on her lips, sticking my tongue about as far into her mouth as I could. She responded to me immediately, eagerly accepting my tongue, moaning into my mouth and her body melting into mine sensuously.
I finally responded when we broke our kiss. She was red-faced and breathing heavy.
"It's parents' weekend up here, Babe. Is that going to be a problem?"
"Well I'm might not be able to wear the stuff I bought with all these extra parents hanging around," she said.
"No, no, no," I said. "You're not a parent this weekend. You're my girlfriend, my hot girlfriend. Just like last time."
She blushed, but nodded her head as I watched the dark brown hair on top of her head bounce.
Like the last time, she came into town in her conservative business attire. I would have to wait until we got back to my apartment to see what "fun" clothes she brought.
Before seeing her fun clothes, though, I got Traci out of her business attire. I ran my hands over her A-cup boobs and played with her rock-hard nipples before gently laying her down on my bed. She then raised and spread her legs wide, and I slid my face into her dripping slit. Hello, Kitty!
Fifteen minutes and four orgasms later, I slid up her body, stuck my hard dick into her warm and wet pussy and stuck my tongue deeply into her mouth. She tried to suck my tonsils out. I started fucking her slowly and gradually picked up speed and intensity. She moaned into my mouth, then stiffened, arched her back and spasmed around my dick. If she wasn't already married, I could see myself falling for Ronnie's mom. As it was, I had already fallen in love with her older, but still lithe, body.
It was the middle of the evening before we left my apartment. When we did, she was wearing skintight, hip-rise Levi jeans with a short, tight T-shirt, braless. There were at least six inches of tight bare skin and her belly ring showing, and her always hard-nipples weren't being shy. Her confidence was incredibly sexy.
We went to a near-by rib joint and heads literally turned when we walked in. I gave her ass a firm squeeze as we were escorted to a table, and she gave me a small punch in the arm. I flipped her belly ring twice and she shivered. She planted a hot kiss on my lips.
We made slow, gentle love twice when we got back to the apartment, the first time doggy, and the second time with her up in cowgirl. I watched her little boobs jiggle when she was on top of me and played with her perky nipples.
"Andy likes the belly ring so much he wants me to get matching rings in my nipples," Traci said as she rubbed on me back and forth. "What do you think?"
"Seriously? You're asking me?" I responded. "He's your husband. I'm just... your boyfriend."
She looked deep into my soul with those big brown eyes. I put my hands on her hips, stopped her back and forth movement and started lifting her up and down. A few seconds later, she was bouncing up and down on me like she was on a pogo pony. Unintelligible sounds started coming out of her mouth before she shrieked in orgasm.
Saturday morning I fucked her senseless in the shower as she screamed and cried. She put on a pair of Daisy Dukes and a tight, cropped State U T-shirt. We headed out for lunch and then the parents' weekend home football game.
Traci was a good-looking woman, but not the best-looking or with the best body. Still, she's a sexy package with the confidence of a mature woman. With a distinct camel toe showing in her shorts and her erect nipples showing through the fabric of her shirt, heads turned when she walked into the football stadium... and they weren't all male and they weren't all students. I saw several of the other students' parents looking hungrily at my MILF girlfriend, and I saw several of the wives not looking pleased with the drooling that was taking place.
"Oh God, Travis, this is a little unnerving, with all of these parents staring at me like I'm some kind of bimbo. I don't mind the kids staring, but..." she whispered in my ear.
"Your nipples are sticking out like bullets. I'd bet people sitting across the stadium can see them," I whispered back. "You're definitely enjoying the attention."
She blushed deep red, then slowly nodded.
"I think I'm getting wet."
I smiled brightly, then kissed her hard on the lips. I took her hand and led her to our seats. We wound up sitting right next to my roommates' parents, with Mrs. McNair right next to Traci. I could see Mrs. McNair taking sneaky looks at Traci throughout the game, looking her up and down. I occasionally sat with my arm around my girlfriend, and several times I played with her belly ring. Traci squirmed whenever I did that. I couldn't tell if she was moving around from arousal or embarrassment.
It was a pretty good game, but my concentration was split in several directions. When I wasn't watching the field, I was ogling Traci, and when I wasn't doing either of those it's because I was totally intrigued with the interplay between my girlfriend and Mr. and Mrs. McNair. Traci and Mrs. McNair rarely talked during the contest, but Mrs. McNair watched every single move Traci made, and Traci knew it. Mr. McNair tried to be friendly and occasionally made a comment to Traci, but sitting in between them, Mrs. McNair would glare at her husband for the few seconds he and Traci communicated.
I thought Mrs. McNair would have a heart attack whenever Traci jumped up to her feet. I could see her shorts were clearly resting in the folds of her pussy and her little boobs and long nipples were easily available, visually. I took a quick peek behind her once and saw the shorts had ridden up her ass cheeks about an inch, so the people sitting behind us had to be pleased with their view, too.
Mr. and Mrs. McNair had made reservations for them, their son and girlfriend and Traci and me for a nice restaurant a few hours after the game. Of course, when they made those reservations they didn't realize that my GF was a hot MILF. To their credit, they didn't rescind the invite after the football game.
The front of Traci's shorts was visibly wet by the time the game was over. She was sitting angled toward me, trying to hide the wet spot from Mrs. McNair, although I was sure my roommate's mother could see it, too.
"I can't even begin to tell you how embarrassed... and turned on I am right now," she whispered to me as everyone stood up to leave. "I need you to fuck me senseless when we get back to the apartment."
"Yes, ma'am," I answered with a huge smile.
Traci had my dick out of my pants and was giving me a wet, sloppy blowjob in my car within minutes after we got in the vehicle. With her lipstick smeared on her face and her shorts obviously wet, she was a beautiful, sexy mess by the time we got back to the apartment.
We passed another couple in the parking lot on the way to the building and they smiled at us knowingly when they saw Traci. I grabbed her into a tight embrace, then slapped her hard on the ass.
"Nude up, woman!" I yelled when we got inside the apartment.
She ran inside my bedroom and started shedding clothes. I was right behind her.
"Do me! Do me hard, Trav!" she yelled as I grabbed her hips, bent her over the side of the bed and plowed into her from behind. Not two minutes later, she shrieked out her first orgasm. I kept going hard until she started coming down, then I slowed, but didn't stop, as I gave her a brief rest. I started back hard again, and wordless muttering began shortly after, finally culminating in a screaming climax. God, I love expressive women!
Traci looked extremely uncomfortable once her sexual haze faded.
"What's the matter, Sexy?" I asked.
"I can't face Larry's mom after today," she said earnestly. "That woman's probably my age, and there I was dressed and acting like a college slut."
I lit a joint, took a deep inhale, and passed it to Traci. I knew she wasn't big on weed, but I figured she could use some mellowing.
"And my dinner outfit isn't any more conservative than my football outfit," she continued.
"Ooh. I can't wait to see it," I enthused.
We finished the joint and jumped into the shower. I rubbed all over her body and wound up bringing her off twice more with my fingers. Her eyes were glazed from the weed and the orgasms.
My dick got instantly hard when Traci came out of the bedroom dressed for the evening. Her little boobs were encased in a stretchy white top that barely made it down to the bottom of her ribs, and she was wearing a white skirt that barely covered her tight MILF ass. She topped it all off with white thigh highs that finished about an inch below the hem of the skirt and three inch heels.
"Wow! You look like sex on a stick!" I gushed.
"I can't go out with Larry's parents dressed like a sex addict," she harrumphed.
"Sure you can," I said. "You wouldn't think twice about going out with Larry and his girl if his parents weren't around, would you? No, you wouldn't. But now you're getting crazy just because they're your age. You're beautiful and sexy. It's not your fault that Larry's mom dresses like an old lady. Larry's dad would kill to have his wife dress like you."
"You are just a horny sucker. You know that? You would be happy if I'd just show up naked."
"Well..." I chuckled.
We had about an hour before our dinner reservations. Traci and I each had two glasses of wine. About five minutes before we were supposed to leave, I poured her another, knowing that she would have to chug it down when we left. She was high and half-drunk when we left for dinner. Sue me, I'm not a choir boy.
There was no way Traci could get out of my car in that outfit without flashing anybody passing by, but by this point she just giggled when a pair of men walking past did blatant double-takes. I pulled her to me and kissed her hard. She kissed back just as hard.
We waited in front of the restaurant for Larry, his girlfriend and Larry's parents. When they came walking up, I thought Larry's father was going to come in his pants. Larry's mom saw that and more than playfully punched her husband in the arm.
"No, Ed, I'm not dressing like that," she said to him.
"Wow, Traci, you look... fantastic," Larry said with great enthusiasm.
"Men!" Larry's mom huffed.
Interestingly enough, Larry's mother parked herself on the other side of Traci at the dinner table. Traci's skirt was so short that when she sat down, she was actually sitting on her panties, with her skirt just reaching the chair. Larry's mother probably ran her eyes over Traci's body during the meal as much as I did. From where he was sitting, Ed couldn't see the lower half of Traci's body, but he was almost a statue staring at Traci's nipples poking through that stretchy top.
"Dad... uh, you're being a little obvious," Larry said halfway through the meal.
Traci blushed when Larry chastised his father, who quickly apologized.
"You are a very sexy and confident woman, Traci. I'm sorry my husband is acting like an 18-year-old hornball," said Larry's mother.
High and a little drunk, Traci giggled.
"It's okay. I like dressing... young for my boyfriend," Traci said. "He is a 21-year-old hornball."
It was my turn to blush. I jiggled Traci's belly ring, and she wriggled again.
We agreed to meet the other four at a nice club on the west side of town after dinner. It wasn't the usual club for college-age kids, but it was a better fit for Larry's parents. I told Larry it might take Traci and I a few extra minutes to get there. He smiled at me and gave me a fist-bump.
Five minutes later Traci and I were parked in the deserted parking lot of a closed furniture store. Just like two years ago, her panties were off and she was leaning up against the car trunk with her hands. I stepped up to her, rubbed my hard dick up against her dripping cunt lips and plunged inside in just one stroke.
"Ohhhhh!" she moaned. "Take me hard, Travis."
"Rrrrrr!" I moaned while pounding her hard.
Five minutes later Traci shrieked out her orgasm and took me over the edge with her. Goddamn!
Traci had both of our juices running down to the tops of her thigh-highs. Being a good Boy Scout wannabe, I handed her a clean towel so she could wipe away the evidence.
"I needed that so badly, Travis, but we should get going before Marge gets too suspicious," Traci laughed.
"What do you want to bet she's already figured this out," I said.
"Oh, God, you're going to make me really paranoid now," she said.
"I don't know, maybe this will inspire her and Ed might get some tonight," I related.
Tables in the club weren't covered with tablecloths like at the restaurant, so Traci's legs and ass were on display. I know she flashed half the club several times during the evening. Larry's dad had a smile on his face the whole night, while Larry's mom looked stricken, at least for a while. She was sitting facing Traci at the table and couldn't keep her eyes off Traci's crotch any more than her husband. I knew Traci was both aroused and uncomfortable, so I did my best to keep her occupied by playing with her belly ring, running my hand over the bare skin of her back and sticking my tongue down her throat. Between watching out for Larry's mom and my attentions, I don't think she had time to realize that virtually all eyes in the club were on her.
We danced a few songs, then sat back down at the table. Larry's mom came around the table and sat down on the empty chair next to me.
"Obviously I don't know the whole story, but your suburban housewife is a seriously sexy older woman," she said quietly while leaning in next to me. "She's smart enough to take off her rings, but there's enough of an indent there to see she's married. I hope you know what you're doing, and I hope you're wearing protection."
It was exactly what my mom would have said to me. I had to appreciate that she cared enough about me to look out for me.
"Thanks, Mrs. M. I appreciate the concern. I know it might sound strange, but I've actually known her most of my life. She lives down the block from my parents. Her husband lets her fool around some."
Mrs. McNair looked like she was in shock. Then she smiled knowingly.
"Well, good for you, Travis. Good for you, then."
We exchanged smiles. Then, at her urging, we exchanged seats and she sat down next to Traci. She and Traci then talked like they were old friends for the rest of the time we were at the club, even though she still occasionally appraised Traci's crotch and tits.
"You are one sexy beast, lady," Marge told Traci. "I wouldn't have the guts to go out in public dressed like a 20-yeard-old hottie. You do it well."
"You really should try it. I think Ed would get a big charge out of it," Traci responded.
"Oh, I know he would!" she said, flicking Traci's belly ring and laughing.
"So is the kid good, better and/or bigger than your husband?" she asked Traci.
"Truthfully, he and my husband are about the same size, but with Travis, it's all about me. His goal is to please me first, while my husband is all about himself, and he's gotten lazy. Plus, the kid's 21. He can go several times a day. Just physically impossible anymore for my husband, if he wanted to go more than once."
"So your husband is okay with... this?" Marge asked, sweeping her hand from Traci to me.
"He doesn't know that Travis and I are lovers. He thinks I'm on a business trip right now. But he was the one who pushed me to take occasional lovers. I just wasn't supposed to be doing anyone we both know.
"I love Andy to death, and I really didn't want to do this, but he's got this weird quirk, and he likes it. So I kind of figured that if I was going to do it, I should get something out of it, too.
"So when I'm with Travis, I'm his girlfriend. I'm a kid again. I dress to make Travis happy. It's great fun."
Traci demurely moved her skirt to cover the exposed crotch of her panties. She gave Marge a grin that vacillated between excitement and embarrassment. Marge grinned back and again flipped Traci's belly ring, making her wriggle.
"Sensitive?" Marge asked.
"Oh yeah... feels good. My belly button is one of my spots."
Marge reached over and flipped the ring again. Traci shivered this time. Her face was pink with arousal. Her nipples looked like they were trying to rip through her blouse.
"I think you need to take your girlfriend home now, Travis. Someone needs some attention," Marge said.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied.
Traci and I rose to leave. Marge flipped her belly ring yet again, then with her other hand gently patted Traci's ass under her skirt. I thought Ed's eyeballs were going to pop out of his head.
"Oh God!" Traci moaned.
One of the distinct disadvantages of driving a Mustang is that there is not enough room to have sex in the car without being obvious. Traci had to settle for me rubbing her clit while I drove, after I removed her panties in the club parking lot. She was soaking wet and it was easy to bring her off twice on the drive home.
When we got to the apartment, I helped a very shaky Traci stand up, then I planted a hard kiss on her mouth. I half-walked, half-carried her into the apartment.
Traci was practically shaking like an addict needing a fix when we got inside the apartment. I led her to my bedroom and gently laid her down on my bed. She did that thing where she slowly raised and spread her legs wide. That always triggers my Pavlovian response and I dove into her hotness with my face and tongue. Four screaming orgasms later, I crawled up the bed, lay down on my back, lifted Traci by her hips and planted her on my rock-hard dick. She screamed and shook in a strong orgasm as I slid all the way inside her in one move, nudging her cervix.



I let her recover for a bit, then starting moving her up and down. When she completely recovered, I let her lead for a bit, then I took back over. She came twice more, the second time taking me with her.
I softened and slipped out of her vagina while she laid on my body lengthwise. I stuck my tongue as far into her mouth as I could, then she returned the favor. Her lips were soft but seeking; her eyes large, glazed and unfocused. I thumbed both of her hard nipples and she moaned into my mouth.
We had been kissing and cuddling for 20 minutes when I felt my dick start to stiffen. She felt it, too, and lowered herself to engulf my reviving member. She gave me a world-class blowjob. It's always great to see your best friend's mother sucking on your hard cock, but it's even better when she knows what she's doing... and Traci definitely knew how to suck a cock.
I stopped her after a few minutes, laid her back down and pushed her legs back almost onto her body. She still had her thigh highs on and looked sexy as hell as I plunged back inside that hot, wet pussy.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh... Harder, Trav, harder! Oh Goooood!"
It started as a twitch, then morphed into a full-body spasm that was accompanied by a loud scream before she went silent and still. I looked at her face and saw she was passed out. I just waited patiently until she came to, looking disoriented, then I started gently pumping. I picked up my pace when recognition came to her face, and I came a few minutes later. We both fell asleep soon after that.
I awoke Sunday morning with Traci draped over me. When she woke up, we made soft, gentle love, the kind of love I hoped to make with my wife someday. For the moment, though, I was doing it with somebody else's wife. I gave it my absolute best effort, because I wasn't sure when the next time I'd get to have her--if ever.
We showered together after we made love and I made sure that she was clean from head to toe. She then got dressed in her business attire and I drove her to the airport. We crushed lips and played tongue games for several minutes before one of the airport traffic Nazis told us we needed to get moving. She got out, grabbed her little bag, gave me a wink and headed off.
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"This is the Los Angeles County Coroner's Office. Am I speaking to Sam Howard?"
The woman's voice certainly sounded official enough. Only problem, though, is I didn't know anyone in Los Angeles County.
"Yeah... yes. I-I-I'm Sam Howard," I stuttered, totally confused. "What do you want with me?"
The woman introduced herself as Assistant Coroner Lori Vandenburg.
"We have a body here we can't identify, and we were hoping you could help us," she said in that official voice. "The body had no ID on her and her fingerprints aren't on file in any database that we can find, but she had a letter stamped and addressed to you at a previous address. We were able to get a phone number for your parents, and they gave us your current number."
The woman said the body was a she. I guess in the farthest reaches of my brain I knew that there was a slight chance it could be her.
"Her" was an old flame... fiancée to be exact. Nine years ago, Traci Jernigan was on course to be Mrs. Sam Howard. Four months before the wedding, however, the course of both of our lives changed when Traci ran off to Los Angeles with my then-best friend, Ray Hall. To say I was devastated didn't even begin to explain the carnage that became my life.
"We can't open the letter, which has no return address, and we don't think a photo of the remains will help, although we will email one to you if you would like. But we would gladly fly you out here and give you the letter with proper ID, and maybe that would help us get her an ID."
I agreed to have her email me a photo first. Not a clue as to whom I was looking at, so I accepted the plane ticket to LA for the next day.
My boss agreed to give me the day off. My wife, however, was a touch less sanguine about the whole situation.
"Why you?" Jackie said. "That was a long time ago. Couldn't they track down her parents?"
I was surprised that my wife was so irritated with the coroner's request. She is just about the nicest person anybody could ever meet. She had no beef with Traci. That was over and done with years before I found Jackie.
"I suspect it might be Traci, but they don't really have a clue, so they just can't contact people willy-nilly. They are really hoping the letter will give me the ID," I explained.
Jackie grumbled but then agreed that I needed to go.
"It's the right thing to do, Sammy. I know that. It's just...
"I guess I'm jealous, Hon. She was yours years before we met. But... she was yours. If she hadn't screwed up so badly, she would be Mrs. Sam Howard... and I would be..."
I saw the tears in my wife's eyes and knew they were genuine. In her mind, she came within a whisker of missing out on me... and a son and a daughter.
"That's ancient history, Babe. And if it's her, she's no longer competition for anybody."
"I know. And part of me feels bad for her parents, if that is her," Jackie said.
I took a redeye from Charlotte Douglas International Airport in Charlotte, NC, to Los Angeles International. The flight went quickly, as my mind was a virtual "Wayback Machine."
Traci and I were both juniors when we met at the University of North Carolina. I was an accounting major. She was a theater major. We couldn't have been from worlds further apart.
I'll admit I'm probably a boring guy. Both of my parents are teachers. My sister is a police officer. Accounting is not exactly a flamboyant field, either.
Theater majors are in their own world. They act goofy. They dress weirdly. They don't communicate well to the rest of the campus, let alone the business majors like me.
It was a complete freak that we met. I was in the library trying to find a book on economist John Maynard Keynes. To this day, I have no idea what Traci was doing there. I'm not sure she even knew why she was there. Regardless, I came around an aisle and almost literally walked right over the top of this 5-2 pixie with long straight raven hair, bright blue eyes and curves galore. I felt terrible, apologized profusely and literally lifted her off the floor with both hands.
I just didn't see the sprite. I towered her by a foot and doubled the approximate 100 pounds I guess she weighed. She didn't look happy when I picked her up and set her back down on her feet like a toddler, but nothing came out of her mouth when she tried to speak. I barely croaked out an apology. I was in love. Well, probably lust, to be truthful, but it was something. For her, though, it was probably nothing, because once I set her down and she gave me a look, she was gone.
I didn't see her again for two weeks. Several of the upper-level theater arts majors were performing scenes outside of the student union one sunny afternoon, and while I normally would have walked right on by, I spotted my little pixie and stopped to watch.
The troupe performed for about another 10 minutes before finishing. I didn't waste any time approaching her and asking her if she would like to grab a coffee. To this day, I'm not sure why she accepted.
We were practically joined at the hip after that and set a wedding date for eight months after we graduated. I already had a job at an accounting firm in Charlotte, and Traci wound up getting a job in the theater department at UNC-Charlotte.
Ray Hall lived a couple of doors down from the apartment I rented at UNC. He was also a business major, with his concentration in finance, but everybody who knew him assumed he was going to go to law school. He was a big guy at 6-4, 230, and had the dark, brooding looks of a Hollywood hunk. He definitely had the aggressive nature of an attorney, but like with Traci, somehow our differences worked for us and Ray and I became best friends.
Through me, Ray and Traci became friends. She was always amazed that Ray had a string of beautiful girls on his arm. He'd date a beauty for a couple of weeks, maybe a month, and then he'd show up at my apartment the next week with a completely different stunner.
"What was wrong with the last one?" Traci would say to Ray when the new girl would go to the restroom.
"Variety is the spice of life, Babe," Ray would respond.
"So by your way of thinking, Sam should have disposed of me months ago?" she would ask.
"No, I wouldn't get rid of you either if I had you," Ray always answered.
Traci would giggle, shake her head and walk away smiling.
Apparently, I was too much of a trusting idiot.
Traci and I usually went out either Friday or Saturday night, and stayed in together on the other night. Very often on those nights she and her mother would be on the phone discussing wedding plans.
Traci had been busting my chops for several weeks to take her to this new hipster bar that just opened in town, and I finally gave in, agreeing to take her the next Friday. I wasn't surprised when she showed up at my apartment dressed to kill, but I was surprised she showed up about 30 minutes early. Traci was NEVER on time, let alone early.
Yup, you guessed it: those famous four words.
"We need to talk."
Basically, she talked and I sat there making small gurgling noises. I found out she had apparently been re-thinking our marriage. She said she wanted to experience more men before she locked herself into one for the rest of her life.
"Wait a minute! You want to fuck more guys before we get married?" I practically screamed.
"Wow. That's kind of harsh, but yeah, that's it basically," she replied. "I want to go out a few more times with other men before the wedding... starting tonight. I have a date with Ray."
"Ray, the friend you always called a sleazeball because he fucks so many different women? You're going to fuck my best friend?"
"He's always said he wanted to fuck me... and he's a great-looking guy. Why shouldn't I start with a friend, rather than finding a stranger?"
I blinked once. I blinked twice. My brain kicked in.
"I suppose it could be worse. You could have hit me with this after we were married..."
"So then you're good with this?" she interrupted.
"Of course not, you stupid bitch! How could anyone with half a brain even think that?
"Traci, here it is. You go out with Ray tonight... or anyone else before we are married, and there won't be a wedding. If you can do this to me now, I don't want to wait around to see what or who you will do when we are married," I said.
"You don't own me! It's my body! I can do what I want!" she shouted at me.
I rose, grabbed her by her arm and escorted her to the apartment door before shoving her onto the stoop.
"You are so right, young lady," I said.
Traci tried to argue, but I closed the door in her face.
I didn't have to check to see if Traci went on her date. I knew she would. Just in case I didn't know, though, Ray--good old Ray, my best old ex-friend Ray--sent me a selfie of Traci and him out at some bar. I threw my phone across the room.
Not having a phone for a couple of days, I didn't speak to Traci, or anyone else for that matter. When I got my new iPhone set up, I had about a dozen messages from my former fiancée, two from her parents and one from my mother.
Traci's texts started out friendly, then concerned, then apologetic and finally angry. I didn't respond to any. What difference did it make? She couldn't unfuck Ray, now could she?
The first message from her parents was concerned, but the second was angry. Cancelling the wedding was going to cost them a bundle. I don't know why, but I kind of expected they might be apologetic for their daughter's actions.
My mom was heartbroken. Traci gave her only half of the story, like she did with her parents, and hoped my mom could get me to relent. When I gave her the rest of the story, she didn't believe me at first. I sent her the photo of Ray and Traci.
I never again talked to Traci. She tried to approach me several times, but I wasn't taking the bait, especially since I had been told by several friends that she had continued to date Ray. After a few weeks, she stopped showing up in front of me. I found out later that she and Ray had moved to Los Angeles.
I would like to say I moved on with my life, but that would have been the biggest lie since the last presidential election. Traci destroyed me, destroyed my confidence and my trust in people, particularly women.
I buried myself in work. I didn't even go on a date for two years. Then Jacquelyn Rivas walked into my life. Actually, she walked in the door at the accounting firm, looking for an accountant to bail her out of a jam with the Internal Revenue Service. I was up, so she got routed to me.
There's an old saying among accountants that says it's just as easy to help a beautiful account as it is to help an ugly account, and I guess it was my turn for some good karma. When I got to the front office, a very good replica of the singer Sade was standing there in a tight, knee-length skirt, completed with a flowing silk blouse and three-inch heels. She even sounded like Sade--if Sade had a Jamaican accent--when she introduced herself.
Thanks in part to the movie "Cool Runnings," a lot of Americans have the impression that Jamaicans are somewhat lazy, party-type people. In reality, nothing could be further from the truth, especially among the old-school families. Jamaicans are hard-working conservative types, with the mother being the backbone of the family. Mom rules with an iron fist, and there's a lot of "Yes ma'am" and "No ma'am."
We set up an appointment for the next week, and I have to admit I couldn't remember the last time I was so excited for a tax appointment.
I wore my absolute best suit on the day of our appointment. Ms. Rivas showed up with a fairly tight black leather skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. Her hot pink blouse was considerably tighter than the blouse she had on last week, revealing a sizable pair of boobs and a small waist. Her hair, done in a tight bun last week, was done in a loose, curly ponytail that went over her shoulders.
I asked for and received Jackie's phone number as our meeting ended. I walked her to the front office and watched her leave the building, then dialed her cell number. I could hear that she hadn't even reached her car when she answered. I knew she wouldn't recognize the number.
"Hello, Jackie. What are you doing after work today?" I asked.
"What took you so long?" she purred in that smooth-as-velvet voice.
Jackie turned out to be seven years older than me, at 30. She had had a couple of long-term relationships, but nothing that approached what I had going with Traci. She was what I would call "stalwart Jamaican," and wasn't going to marry someone she didn't think would go the distance with her. In other words, she was my kind of woman.
Our relationship came together quickly. The only negative vibration came from Jackie's mother. Because of what happened with Traci, she had her doubts that I was the man for her daughter. I had told Jackie about my story with Traci, but I had asked her not to tell her parents. I could see, however, that she had her doubts about my past relationship, so I figured it was time to give her the grisly details. I could see her face as I told her, as her emotions went from disbelief at what I was telling her to anger at Traci for the way she treated me.
"That child's parents should be humiliated. I would turn that girl over on my knee and tan her butt," Jackie's mother said.
I could tell Jackie's mother understood. While I doubted Jackie would ever do to me what Traci had done, I knew that if she did, I could count on her mother to at least get a little retribution for me.
I didn't get Jackie into my bed until our ninth date, but I have to say she was more than worth the wait. When I finally did get her there, I licked virtually every inch of her caramel-colored, smooth-skinned body. I found her collarbones to be very sensitive and had her wriggling and cooing within minutes. I dropped down to her large breasts for a while and then started licking up from her knees toward her pussy.
When I finally got to the promised land with my tongue, Jackie was so worked up that she came within about a minute, trying to buck my head off while she came. I let her recover for about 30 seconds, then restarted my ministrations. When Jackie went from moaning to screaming, I went into overdrive. She wrapped both of her legs around my head on her next orgasm, and for a few seconds there I thought I was going to pass out from lack of oxygen.
My favorite position in the world is cowgirl because not only can I get as deep as possible inside my partner, but it's also prime for playing with her tits, and Jackie has magnificent orbs with which to play. She rode me for 20 minutes before coming again and taking me over the top with her.
I proposed to Jackie a few months later, and this time we actually got to the altar. Two years later our son, Ellery, was born, followed by our daughter, Jada, another two years later. Life has turned out good for me.
*****
A car picked me up at the airport when my flight landed, and we went straight to the coroner's office. Lori Vandenburg took me to the body and handed me the letter. At best, the body could be called decimated. She had apparently been dead for a couple of days before she was found in an LA park.
"It's been a long time, Ms. Vandenburg. Nine years since the last time I have seen her," I said. "She looks... emaciated and old."
"Apparently a bad meth habit will do that to a person," Vandenburg said. "She had meth in her system, her teeth are shot and it looks like she might have been living on the street for a while. Were you two an item at one time?"
"She was my fiancée. We were going to be married in four months before she ended it by dating my former best friend. They came out here together. I wonder what happened to him?"
Vandenburg asked me what his name was. When I told her, she went over to a computer and did some typing.
"Ray Hall's been in prison for six years. Drug charge. Why wouldn't she have gone back home?" Vandenburg queried.
"She never told her family the real reason for our splitting up. I guess it was easier to stay here and keep the lie," I said. "She knew what he was when she hooked up with him. Besides, what does it say for a man who so easily betrays his best friend?"
"Ooh. I'm sorry. But if you're not sure that it's really her, then maybe you should open that letter you've been twirling in your fingers for the last few minutes."
I didn't realize I had been flipping it in my hands. The handwriting on the outside looked like Traci's, but again... nine years. I opened the envelope and read:
"Dear Sam:
"If you think this letter is an apology, you can put that notion to rest now. It's you who owes me the apology. If you had just let me have a few dates before we got married like I asked, everything would have worked out like I said. We could have been starting our family by now. Instead, you shoved me into the waiting arms of your good buddy, Ray Hall, and as we can see, that didn't work out too well for me. Ray was nothing but a hustler. You let me down."
She didn't even bother to sign it, but, yes, I knew it was her letter.
"It's her," was all I could say.
We stood in silence, until I had a thought. I reached for my wallet.
"I-I've got a photo... in the back of my wallet," I whispered. "Been stuck in there for a lifetime."
Like most men, I keep my wallet until it falls apart. I've had my current version for about 12 years. I have six photos back in the plastic photos section. I have to peel the plastics apart to look at them because after all this time they are molded together with the curve of my butt. The last photo, in the last slot that backs up against the cowhide of the wallet, was a photo of Traci and me that has been in there for almost as long as I'd had the wallet.
I peeled the photos apart and found the last spot empty. Some of the cowhide was peeled off, meaning that the photo had to have been peeled out. Although I hadn't looked at that photo in years, I found I was sad that it was gone.
"I guess I don't have it anymore. Sorry," I said.
"That's okay. It wasn't necessary. You've confirmed the ID," the assistant coroner said.
I told Vandenburg that Traci's parents were alive and living in North Carolina. She would have to be the one to tell them, though, because even after all these years, Traci's parents still hadn't forgiven me.
I called Jackie on the ride back to the airport. It was funny, but this was actually the first time that my past life and my current life had intersected. Once I had finally gotten over the pain of my past life and met Jackie, her essence... her being... her presence... had given me a new start--a do-over. My past life, at least that part of my past life, had basically ceased to exist. It was almost as if my life began anew with Jackie and the kids. It was a good life. I never had a reason to revisit my old life.
"It was her, Babe," I said quietly into the phone. "And apparently it wasn't pretty toward the end. And she blamed me for everything."
"That's nonsense, Hon, and you know it," Jackie said in a tone both firm and loving. "She made her choices. She set you free. I scooped you up, and I'm never letting you go. And when you get back here, I'm going to wrap these legs around you for hours and show you just how much you belong to me."
******
When I walked in the door at home, Jackie practically crushed my ribcage with the hug she gave me. I knew she was going to make good on her promise that she would wrap her legs around me for hours. She surprised me, though, when she took me over to her nightstand and opened a drawer, pulling out an old photo that had small pieces of cowhide stuck to the back side. The front side showed a younger me with my arm around my then-girlfriend, who later became my fiancée before she caused me to break the engagement.



That explained the missing photo in my wallet, although I wasn't sure how Jackie wound up with it. To say I looked at her quizzically would have been an understatement.
"You asked me to get something out of your wallet about a year after we were married," Jackie explained softly. "I had never touched your wallet before, and I let curiosity get the better of me. I looked through your photos, and I knew what I was looking at without even being told when I came to that last one. I'll admit to being intensely jealous, even though I shouldn't have been, and I peeled it out of the wallet and hid it. I'm sorry, Hon."
Jackie dropped her eyes while she blushed profusely. I thought about it for about five seconds, then realized I was incredibly turned on by her simple act of love for me. Lord, I truly loved this woman.
She was still holding the photo out to me. I shook my head without saying a word. She looked at the photo one final time, ripped it into small pieces, went into the master bath and flushed it. Neither one of us would miss it.
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Another big thank you to blackrandl1958 for inviting me to participate in her event. I hope I've justified her confidence in me. A thanks as well to her for her editing handiwork and patience.
It's not everyday a father hears that his 21-year-old daughter has just inherited $44.13 million.
Then, in the same sentence, he hears that she's another man's daughter.
The din in the room suddenly became crushing for Brady Robbins. The pressure on his chest was unbearable as he slumped in his chair, sure he was having a widow-maker heart attack. If only I would have had the attack 10 seconds earlier, I could have died a happy man, he thought to himself. Instead, it seemed he would die a miserable bastard.
Just then, everything went black.
When the lights came back on, he heard a soft beeping in the background as he tried to open his eyes. When he finally prised them open, he was looking at the white ceiling of a hospital room. He scanned around the room, noticing that he was hooked up to a multitude of machinery. He was alone for only a couple of seconds before a nurse walked in quickly, giving him a bright smile when she saw he was awake. He reflexively smiled back; after all, she was a good-looking woman.
"Welcome back, Mr. Robbins," she said brightly.
He had to clear his throat to be able to croak out a response.
"Fuck!"
The nurse looked at him in shock and concern. He realized he should explain his utterance.
"Can't buy a fucking thrill!" he spat hoarsely. "A lucky man would have died."
"Whoa. Whoa. Whoa. You are a lucky man. And not many people die from a combination of gastritis and extreme anxiety," she said.
Brady looked at the nurse quizzically.
"Gastritis? Anxiety? I was sure I was having a heart attack," he said.
"And you wanted to have a heart attack? Because..." she asked.
"Because dying would have put me out of my misery," he said, barely above a whisper.
Sasha England recognized pain when she heard it. She pulled a chair next to the bed.
"I know I'm not a shrink or a bartender, but my husband says I'm a good listener. Why don't you see if he's right," she said.
"Have you ever heard of Bryan Patrick?" Brady asked.
"The tech millionaire who died of a heart attack about a month ago at only 45 years old?" she replied with a question to his question.
"The very one," Brady answered. "He was my best friend in the world for the last 40 years... or at least I thought he was. I found out at the reading of his will that he fu... had sex with my wife... and that my daughter is his biological child."
"Does that mean she's now a multimillionaire... oh... I'm sorry, Mr. Robbins," she said as the light bulb went on in her head. She dropped her eyes to the floor.
"It's not your apology I need, but thank you for your concern," Brady said.
"How long have I been here?" Brady asked. "Has anybody from my family come to visit?"
"You've been here four days. Your family's been here for hours each day. They usually show up after breakfast and a combination of them stays until supper. They seemed incredibly relieved when the doctor told them you didn't have a heart attack.
"They'll probably be here in a little bit."
Brady's wife and two children were ecstatic when they showed up 20 minutes later and found Brady awake. His wife, Traci, planted a soft kiss on his lips and his children--new multimillionaire, Ariel, and her 19-year-old brother, Lenny, gave him kisses on his cheek.
The conversation was light and breezy for the first few minutes as the rest of the family expressed happiness over Brady not having a heart attack. The talk then drifted over to Ariel's recent windfall, which was set up as a trust to be turned over to her when she reached 25. Brady stayed quiet during the discussion, although his family didn't notice.
"I think I'm still in shock," Ariel said at one point. "Uncle Bryan was always super-cool, but this is amazing."
"It will be amazing if you throw a million my way," Lenny said.
Brady could tell that while Lenny appeared to be kidding, the tone of his voice was despairing. Taken at face value, Lenny was probably wondering why Uncle Bryan left the bulk of his fortune to his sister, and nothing to him. That meant both Ariel and Lenny didn't hear or pay attention to the rest of the thought Bryan had when he made the bequeathment.
Did anybody besides him hear the full statement, he wondered?
"I leave the bulk of my estate to Ariel Robbins... my only biological child," the lawyer had read, pausing for a beat after naming Ariel before finishing the remainder of the sentence.
The room, which included the entire Robbins family and about eight other people, exploded in gasps and exclamations after Ariel's name was read, in effect drowning out the rest of the statement for most in attendance. Brady heard the full statement before suffering his blackout. He now wondered who else heard the full statement. It was obvious his two kids didn't hear it. If his wife heard it, she wasn't saying, but then again, why would she?
Within two weeks after Brady was released from the hospital, he had DNA confirmation that Ariel was not his biological child. After that, he didn't need confirmation as to who her biological father was.
Brady was close to both his children, and he knew in his heart that Ariel would always be his daughter, regardless of DNA. Whether Traci would always be his wife was another matter.
It wasn't hard for Brady to pinpoint the time in question. Bryan had come to stay with Brady and Traci for a week, but Brady got called out of town for a couple of days to substitute for another employee who was auditing a company, but who suffered a death in the family. Brady left on a Friday morning and got back Sunday morning.
Although Bryan was his best friend, Brady was not blind to the fact that he was a major pussyhound. He had continually warned his wife to be vigilant around his friend. Apparently, she had not heeded his warning--in a big way--and had been playing him for a fool ever since.
Brady and Bryan had been best friends since Brady's family moved next door to the Patrick family when the boys were 5 years old. The two did everything together, from playing sports to even double-dating.
It was over a girl that the two had their first real argument. Brady had found a girl that he was head over heels in love with during the boys' junior year in high school, and he and Bryan had gone out on several double-dates during this period. Bryan, a handsome, natural flirt, had a roving eye and always had a pretty girl on his arm, while Brady, no less handsome, but more introspective and quiet, dated far fewer girls, but usually for longer periods of time. In this particular instance, Brady had been dating Kathleen Howe for more than two months, but unknown to him, Bryan had started spending more time with her, and when it came time for junior prom he asked Kathleen and she accepted. When Brady asked his girlfriend a few days later about the event, she informed him she had accepted Bryan's invitation, devastating Brady at the time. The two friends actually came to blows over the incident and didn't talk for another two months.
Bryan took Kathleen to the junior prom and had one more date with her. When he didn't call her for two weeks after the second date, the young woman took the hint and tried to get back together with Brady. He laughed at her and then hung up the phone.
Bryan apologized to Brady a few weeks later, but it took a few more weeks before the two re-started their friendship back on a serious basis. While they again got close, Brady never forgot.
The dynamic duo was broken up when Bryan went to Michigan to study computer science and Brady went to Michigan State to study accounting.
While Bryan continued his ways of bedding virtually any pretty co-ed that came along, Brady stuck to his pattern of being monogamous for months at a time. He started dating Traci Hysong his senior year in college, and the two were married three years later. By then, Traci had met Bryan several times, and the latter was Brady's best man at his wedding to Traci.
Like most women, Traci found Bryan handsome and charming. Brady, however, made sure Traci knew that he didn't trust his best friend around his girlfriend... and later his wife. He repeatedly warned Traci not to fall for Bryan's advances... especially under the guise of his "just joking around."
"You act like you don't trust me. Have I ever given you cause not to?" Traci inquired after Brady cautioned her for the umpteenth time.
"I trust you... although not all that far," he told her honestly. "I don't trust him as far as I can throw him. I made that mistake once. Won't happen again."
Traci dropped her eyes. Brady was uncomfortable with that.
******
Brady got the week off when Bryan came out to visit. Everything was going great until Carl Wexler's father-in-law died unexpectedly. Carl was already taking Brady's place on a key audit for a government contract, so when Carl had to leave, Brady had to go in. He once again warned his wife to be careful around Bryan. This time his wife just harrumphed at him.
With Brady off on his trip, Traci took the day off from work so Bryan wouldn't be left alone. To show his appreciation, Bryan took Traci to a local mall so he could buy her a nice dress for an evening out at a swanky restaurant and then dancing. Bryan was doing very well at his job and could easily afford the night out. He was a good dancer and knew that many women responded well to an evening out on the dance floor.
Bryan made sure he was the perfect gentleman as the pair hit several women's clothing stores, saying the right things and being very complimentary in a chivalrous sort of way. Traci started out picking conservative outfits, but gradually went sexier at Bryan's urging as the afternoon went on.
"Are you this daring with your girlfriends?" Traci asked.
"Actually, my girls go a little more daring, but I don't want to get Brady pissed at me," he said.
Traci grimaced and shook her head.
"Look, I'm not some 18-year-old virgin who needs her husband's permission to buy an outfit," Traci said defiantly.
The next dress was a short, tight, red number with spaghetti straps that showed off her braless C-cup boobs through the thin material and slender legs several inches above her knees.
"Ooh. That looks great. Let's get some heels, too," Bryan said, knowing that few women can resist the allure of shoes.
Traci could feel her nipples stiffening as she and Bryan enjoyed their meal and drinks. She caught him smirking at her several times. She felt herself starting to get aroused, although she didn't want to admit it to herself.
Bryan took Traci to the hottest dance clubs in the city. She was duly impressed. They found a table and enjoyed a couple more drinks before Traci dragged Brian out onto the dance floor. She was very aware of her boobs swaying and bouncing as she danced, and noticed several men around her watching. When the music shifted to a slow song, she molded herself to Bryan, enjoying the feeling of her erect nipples pushing into his chest. When they finally left the floor to get some more drinks, they left hand in hand.
Several men approached their table and asked Traci to dance. She looked to Bryan for approval as she would have looked to Brady. He always gently shook his head.
Traci was a little giggly when the pair left the club holding hands. He let her hand go and wrapped his arm around Traci's waist, pulling her up against his hip. She knew this was getting a little intimate, but she was enjoying the contact.
It was after 10 when the pair got back home. Bryan put his hands on Traci's hips as she walked in the door ahead of him, turning to face him directly when the door closed. She leaned into Bryan and gave him a gentle kiss as he kept his hands firmly on her hips.
The two looked at each other as they broke their kiss. She reached for his hand and led him into the master bedroom. He didn't hesitate for a split-second.
Gentle kisses turned more passionate. The new red dress hit the floor seconds later, followed shortly by her red bikini panties. Bryan smiled smugly as Traci helped him shed his clothes.
A skilled seducer with a lot of experience, Bryan let Traci dictate the pace of their mating. She seemed to prefer slow, sensuous lovemaking, probably the same as Brady would give her, so Bryan made sure to give her exactly that. Traci's body was very responsive to his touch, although he was almost the exact same size as her husband. She briefly had the rational thought that what she was doing was wrong, but that quickly faded as her lust grew.
Traci had three orgasms before Bryan finally exploded inside her. They lay together, smiling at each other for several long minutes before Bryan slid down her body and started sucking on her nipples. Traci cooed her increasing arousal before Bryan worked his way down to her wet, slippery pussy. He didn't find his own cum off-putting and licked her to two more climaxes. They giggled, talked, laughed and cuddled for about 15 more minutes before drifting off to a very satisfying deep sleep.
Traci was awakened early the next morning by a couple of fingers circling and rubbing over her clitoris. She opened her legs to provide more access, then shrieked and clutched the disheveled sheets as she came.
"Good morning, Sleepyhead," he said softly as she was coming down from her orgasm.
He sucked her close nipple into his mouth while he continued diddling her clit, a few minutes later getting her to explode into orgasm yet again. He licked the juices off his fingers before rolling on top of his friend's wife, rubbing his erection up and down her slick cunt several times and then sliding it inside.
The pair slipped back into sleep after Bryan filled Traci's pussy again. When Bryan awoke at about nine, he looked over to see Traci staring back at him, small tears in the corners of her eyes.
"I really do love him, you know," she whispered.
"I know. Never doubted it. This stays just between us, always," he said.
The pair showered together. Traci gave Bryan a slow, loving blowjob before he brought her to a screaming orgasm with his fingers.
The couple dressed and went into the kitchen to make lunch. They were barely done when Traci reached down and squeezed Bryan's crotch. They practically ran into the master bedroom like giddy kids.
An hour later, they were back in the shower. When they were done, they both put on jeans and T-shirts. Bryan tried to get Traci to go braless, but since they were going to a local pub for a casual meal and a few drinks, she was afraid they would run into someone she and her husband knew. Being seen with a friend of Brady's might not be a red flag, but being overt might be asking for trouble.
Traci introduced Bryan to several people at the pub. The evening was a success, Traci felt, as the food was good and Bryan seemed able to fit in well with the crowd. Nothing would seem out of sorts if Brady were to ask anyone who had seen Traci and Bryan that night, Traci thought.
Traci took Bryan by the hand and led him back to the master bedroom as soon as the pair got back to the house. They made slow, passionate love once and had a wild, rough fuckfest once. Traci then told Bryan he needed to sleep in the guest room as Brady would be back sometime in the morning and she didn't want to take the chance he might get in early and catch them in bed. Bryan nodded in agreement and Traci went about stripping the bed and remaking it with fresh sheets. She jumped in the shower, cleaned vigorously and went to bed alone. Before she did, she stopped in the doorway of the guest room and smiled at Bryan.
"Thank you for a wonderful weekend; now it's time for neither of us to ever mention it again. Agreed?" she said.
Bryan nodded in agreement, but then wrinkled his brow.
"Just one question," he said. "Why? You say you love Brady, and I believe you."
"I adore Brady. But he seems really hung up on me not having sex with you, so... it became a challenge for me. And unless you or I say something, he will never know. Simple as that."
"Nobody will ever know from me. I'll take this secret to the grave," Bryan said.
Brady got in about noon and had no clue what had taken place during the weekend. Although he did some surreptitious checking, he found nothing that aroused his suspicion. He felt much better and had a great day with his wife and friend. They both seemed very open about how they had spent the weekend, Brady noted to himself.
Bryan flew out the next day.
About three weeks later, Traci called in sick to work after waking up nauseous and finally throwing up. While she was retching over the stool, the thought came to her that she had not had her period. When her stomach finally started to feel better, she drove over to the near-by pharmacy and got a home pregnancy test.
"Welcome home, Daddy!" she chirped brightly when Brady came home that evening. She pulled the positive pregnancy test from behind her back and handed it to her surprised, but happy husband. He lifted his wife and spun her around before placing her back on the floor and moving in for a deep, passionate kiss.
Traci smiled inwardly. She knew her husband did not follow her cycles, and with just a little fudging on the dates, he would have no clue that he was not the father. Best of all, Brady and Bryan both had dark, curly hair and blue eyes.
Traci debated with herself about telling Bryan. She decided that knowing a secret without being able to tell at least one other person was like peeing in your pants in a darkened room.
Traci's baby bump had started to be noticeable about the two-month mark. She waited another month so it was indeed obvious underneath the thin white T-shirt she wore for the photo taken by her best friend, Felecia. She told Felecia she wanted to take a photo dressed pregnant and sexy for Brady. When she had the photos developed and printed, she made sure she got an extra photo, and mailed it with a little note to Bryan.
"Just thought you should know. You don't have to worry about a thing. I know Brady will be a great dad to our baby."
Bryan chuckled. He absolutely loved the photo of Traci with her pregnant belly wearing nothing but a T-shirt that came down to just past her vagina, a vagina he remembered very well. He put the photo into the top drawer of his home office desk.
Two years later, Traci gave birth to a boy that truly was Brady's biological child. He and his older sister both favored their mother, and both seemed to be as good-looking as their mom. Traci thought to herself that nobody would ever be able to tell the difference in the siblings' parentage.
"Uncle Bryan" visited the Robbins' household several times a year while the children were growing, and always made sure to do a pretty good impression of Santa Claus when he visited. He and a partner had started their own tech firm, and within two years Bryan had a net worth of more than $1 million and growing.
As he and Traci had agreed, Bryan never acted as anything but an adoring uncle to both Robbins children. Traci and Bryan never exchanged so much as a wink between them, and as far as Bryan could tell Traci was the perfect wife to Brady... well, practically.
With all the Robbins playing a role, Bryan got married when he was 30 to a woman who practically could have been Traci's twin. That fact wasn't lost on both Brady, who was best man, and Traci, who was a bridesmaid. Ariel was flower girl and Lenny was the ring bearer.
Unfortunately, Bryan's marriage wasn't nearly as good as Brady's, and seven years later he and his wife were divorced. Bryan got good advice, though, and had a solid pre-nup, so he held on to most of his millions.



Bryan's fortune had grown to $56.13 million when the unexpected heart attack struck. The autopsy showed Bryan had an enlarged heart but was in otherwise great condition for a 45-year-old man.
The whole Robbins family was devastated. After the funeral was over, a man who identified himself as Bryan's attorney told Brady that he would be in their city in a month to read the will, and the family should attend. Brady was too devastated at the sudden loss to really give consideration to the attorney's statement.
Bryan was always a philanthropic guy, and gave away $12 million to various entities. Various bequests of property came next, and then the remainder of Bryan's estate--$44.13 million--went to Ariel, and that's when things went to hell for Brady.
Traci was appalled when she heard the full statement. Bryan hadn't given up the secret during his lifetime, but apparently hadn't really given much thought to dying young, because he certainly hung her out to dry in death. She could only hope that Brady hadn't heard anything beyond the monetary bequest, as the room was enveloped in noise.
Brady was at work when the envelope containing the DNA results was delivered. Although he knew what the results would show, he still harbored the slightest hope that he was wrong. There was no way in his mind that he could brook the blatant disrespect his wife had shown him for the last 21 years, let alone the betrayal.
Traci was just as shocked as everyone else when Bryan's lawyer read the will and announced that Ariel was to receive more than $44 million, but not shocked enough that she didn't hear the complete sentence. She took a quick sideways glance at her husband at that moment, but was not quick enough to catch the look of sorrow on his face before he passed out.
Traci was pleased that Brady never said anything about the bequest when he regained consciousness in the hospital, so two weeks later, she was not expecting a despondent Brady to come home and toss a manila envelope in the middle of the kitchen table. Brady's face told her everything she needed to know. She didn't need to open the envelope to know what was in it.
"How long did this go on? Tell me it still isn't going on, with other men," Brady said in barely more than a whisper. "Tell me something, bitch."
Traci dropped her eyes to the floor. Up until a few weeks ago, she was sure she would never have to worry about this again.
"It was a mistake I made one time almost 22 years ago, Brady," Traci rasped. "In that time, did you ever doubt that I loved you with all my heart and soul? If Ariel hadn't been outed in Bryan's will, you would still think I loved you with all my heart and soul, which, by the way, I still do, even though you seriously doubt it."
"Why would I think you didn't still love me, just because you cheated on me 22 years ago, got knocked up and had another man's child and then had me raise it? What the fuck am I thinking?" Brady yelled.
"God, you men are all about ego, aren't you?" she yelled back. "She's your daughter, not his. Your raised her. She loves you. Did I ever give you any less love? No. I love you. One time 22 years ago. Come on, for God sake!"
"How can you call lying to me for 22 years love? You cheated on me, is that love?
"And as far as Ariel, she's my daughter, plain and simple, regardless of whether Bryan donated her sperm. I raised her. I helped her with her homework. I sat up with her when she was sick. All your fucking lover did was donate the sperm.
"But you and I have a problem. You lied to me. You disrespected me. You broke your wedding vows.
"How many times, Traci? Why? What did I do wrong?"
Traci looked around the room, being careful not to look directly at Brady.
"One time, Bra..."
"Truth time, Traci," Brady interrupted. "You were together an entire weekend. You only fucked him one time?"
Traci sat there open-mouthed. She realized her hesitation spoke volumes.
"Several times. We fucked the whole weekend, Brady. Is that what you want to hear?" she hissed.
"I wanted to hear the truth, even if it is 22 years late," he sneered. "Now how about some more truth? Why?"
"Because I could, Brady. That's why. You were so concerned that something might happen. I decided I could do something, and you would never know. You still wouldn't know if the rich dumbass hadn't died. This had nothing to do with you.
"You've been a great husband and father. This had nothing to do with you. This was about me, and what I wanted. I wanted it. It was good. It was different. That's all it was. He didn't initiate. I did.
"I never loved you less. I don't love you less now. It was one weekend... a weekend out of time... over 20 years ago."
"Because you could do it and get away with it?" Brady asked. "That's a great reason for cheating... and getting pregnant with another man's child."
"Twenty-two years ago! Twenty-two years ago!" she yelled.
"So you're saying that if I killed someone 22 years ago, it should be okay now because it was a long time ago," Brady reasoned.
Traci threw up her hands in disgust, got up and walked out of the room.
It didn't escape Brady that Traci showed no remorse. If anything, she seemed angry with him for challenging her, he noted.
Traci and her attorney fought for counseling and the judge in the case agreed.
Brady was leery when he walked into the first counseling session and Traci was there with a woman about the same age as the couple. Dr. Rachel Winslow asked both to give her the Reader's Digest version of what they saw as the problem with their marriage.
Traci went first and spent most of five minutes explaining that Brady needed to get past an indiscretion that happened more than 20 years ago.
"We had a great marriage for more than 20 years until he found out that I cheated on him for a weekend all those years ago. Now he's freaked out and wants a damn divorce. It was a weekend more than 20 years ago. He needs to get over it. Jeez," Traci verbalized.
The counselor turned to a clearly agitated Brady and told him to give her his side of the story.
"Doesn't matter if it was 22 years ago or last weekend," Brady said as his voice rose in volume. "She cheated on me. She disrespected me and she's been lying by omission ever since.
"If I had known about the cheating for 22 years and lived with it, then I guess I could see her point, but I've only known about this for a few weeks now. It's not old news to me. I'm grieving over this now."
The counselor surprised Brady when she agreed with him.
"Although you've moved on, his wound is fresh, like the incident just took place. At the very least, you have to give your husband time for anger, grief," the counselor said.
Traci was shaking her head while the counselor spoke.
"But he wants a divorce. Can't you make him see that we should stay married while he works this out?"
"Everybody has a different way to work out anger and grief. And make no mistake about it, your husband is grieving. He's grieving what he sees as the death of his marriage," Dr. Winslow said in a flat voice.
"If that stupid bastard didn't give our daughter all that money, Brady still wouldn't know about the affair. Right now he would be thinking that everything was still great in his world. And it is. I never loved him less in all those years and I don't love him less now. He never got anything but my best... always," Traci hissed.
"What about the deception for over 22 years? Is that what you call love? And you had me raise another man's child. Is that what you call respect? You're delusional!"
The counselor raised her hands to stop the bickering.
"Mr. Robbins, for a minute let's pretend your wife hadn't cheated on you all those years ago, and had just done it this weekend. Could you forgive her and move on?"
"Probably not, Doc. And I'd definitely be taking a baseball bat to my former friend's face!" Brady immediately responded.
The counselor's face showed real concern. She asked Brady if he would want to get physical revenge on his wife as well.
"I'd never hit a woman, Doc. It's not the way I was brought up," Brady answered.
While the visit to the counselor went better than Brady thought it would, the reaction of his children to the divorce filing went the other way. Both agreed with Traci that since the cheating was so long ago and he had no clue about it, Brady should just learn to live with it.
"You're still my daddy. Nothing's ever going to change that," Ariel said soothingly. "And now we're rich beyond belief."
"No, Ariel, we're not rich. You're rich," Brady answered. "And I want nothing to do with Bryan's money. You were given that money because your mother spread her legs for a guy I thought was my best friend."
Ariel gasped when Brady said that.
"You're making Mom out to be a whore... a prostitute. You know she never planned on me getting all this money," she said.
"She might never have planned on it, but it did happen. Whether it was actual payment or just a tip because she was such a good whore... She spread her legs for him and you got $44 million. That's not just a coincidence," Brady said.
"That's harsh, Dad. You know she still loves you, and you still love her. If you get divorced that will just leave you two as lonely and bitter."
"I do believe she loves me to some extent, but it obviously is not an all-encompassing love, like I have for her, otherwise she couldn't have done this," Brady said.
Halfway through the third session with the counselor, Traci was still going on with her argument about leaving the past in the past, when Brady finally cracked.
"Do you know she's never apologized to me for cheating, Doc?" Brady said. "She's never apologized because she's not sorry. She wanted to have sex with Bryan and she did it because she was sure she could get away with it. And she really did get away with it, at least until Dickbreath died.
"She told me she wanted to do it, so she did it, just because she could. Is that love?"
"Yes, Bryan, I told you I did it because I wanted to. But it was just sex. There was no love for him from me. You always got all my love. It was just a pleasurable physical act. You don't think there aren't husbands and wives all over the world who haven't cheated on their spouses and were never caught?"
"That doesn't make it right!" Brady shouted. "Not getting caught doesn't make it somehow right!"
As the fourth and final session was finishing, Dr. Winslow told the couple that she was going to recommend the judge let the divorce proceed. The only concession Traci had made during the sessions was to admit that her cheating was wrong, regardless of the outcome, and Brady's only concession was to admit that he still loved his wife to some extent, although he couldn't overcome her deception.
"I understand your anger, Mr. Robbins, but I still don't understand your refusal to try to work through that. You profess to love your wife, but yet you seem okay with throwing out that love with the garbage."
"You don't eat week-old tuna fish salad, Doc. Sometimes it's best just to throw it away."
Brady made sure his daughter had a very good financial adviser in her corner well before she turned 25 and the trust was turned over to her. He also let her know that he wanted absolutely nothing from her financially: no money or gifts that would be over the top for an average 25-year-old.
"Like you would turn down a Ferrari or something?" she asked in a sing-song, offhand manner.
"Actually, yes. I would always know where the money came from and why, and never be able to enjoy the gift," Brady explained.
"But it's my money now, not Uncle Bryan's, and any gift I wanted to give you was from my money," she argued.
"I understand what you are saying, and while you are technically correct, please honor my request by not rubbing your mother's infidelity in my face," Brady said.
Through little fault of each, Brady's relationship with his daughter disintegrated through the years. Ariel naturally wanted to know more about the man who literally gave her a fortune, and her curiosity was like a wound to Brady.
"What was my... biological father like?" Ariel asked her mother one day.
"He was a great guy," Traci enthused. "Witty and fun and your father and I always enjoyed having him around. He could be a real knucklehead sometimes, and he had a thing for the ladies... and they liked him back. Including me."
Traci dropped her eyes at that admission. Giving her daughter details of her affair was not going to be easy, but she owed that story to Ariel, she knew.
"You should really ask your father about him. They were friends from the time they were little kids. I'm sure your father's got a million funny stories. The question is, will he want to talk about him. I probably screwed that up pretty good," Traci admitted.
"Why, Mom? Why did you do it to Dad?" Ariel asked.
"He was handsome, and like I said, witty, funny and a bit of knucklehead... charming when he wanted to be. Your father kept warning me about him, and I guess something inside me just had to know why. It was a whole weekend of wild sex, but it was just that... sex, not love. And I knew we would never get caught, and we didn't. But I made the mistake of telling him about you, just to let him know. And then he dies and leaves you all that money.
"That was the ultimate good news, bad news joke. No good deed goes unpunished, I guess."
Brady wasn't happy when Ariel asked him about Bryan, despite the fact he understood she wanted to know more about her biological father. It was another chink taken out of his relationship with his daughter, he knew.
Still, Brady loved his daughter unconditionally, so he told her everything he could about her bio-dad. Most of it was good, but he filled her in on Bryan stealing a girlfriend when the two were in high school, and then what he knew about Bryan's tryst with Traci. He tried to be dispassionate about the latter, but he still teared up as he told his daughter the tale as he knew it from his perspective.
"She told me she did it simply because she wanted to and could, and thought she could get away with it. That wasn't love then, and it wasn't love to hide it from me for all those years. She hid it because she knew it was wrong, plain and simple," Brady said.
"I know I wound up getting you out of the deal, but... she cheated on me, Baby, and disrespected me for years. I would have divorced her then had I known about the cheating. Just because I didn't find out for years afterward didn't change things. In fact, that probably made it worse. She had to know what I would do if I ever found out."
Brady wasn't thrilled when Ariel had her name legally changed to Ariel Patrick-Robbins. He knew she was honoring her birth father, but still felt slighted. He felt she was splitting his fatherhood with Bryan. She didn't ask for Brady's opinion until after she had done it. When she told him, Brady just turned and walked away, figuring that sometimes silence speaks better than words.
Brady knew that when someone has north of $44 million, they don't need nor care about anyone's opinions or feelings except their own. He had been saving for Ariel's wedding since she was a toddler, but she totally ignored his thoughts on the way to buying herself a helluva wedding a couple of years later. Her fiancé was the scion of a wealthy family from the north shore of Long Island. Brady didn't like him much; seemed like a smarmy playboy, but nobody asked his opinion and he didn't give it. He tried to seem supportive. He walked her down the aisle and kept a big smile plastered on his face. He handed her off to Edward LaFontaine and walked to the far side of the bride's family pew. He and Traci locked eyes for a brief moment as he moved in next to her. He knew that in another time and place, that would have been the time for an emotional hug. Instead, he just walked past and sat down.
******
Brady could barely understand what she was trying to tell him when Ariel called one evening six years later as she was sobbing like a 5-year-old after falling off a bicycle. It was probably the first time the two had talked in more than six months.
"He cheated, Daddy. He cheated on me!" Ariel shrieked over the phone. "I caught the stupid bastard in our bed fucking some blonde bimbo!"
Brady knew the pain she was experiencing and didn't try to calm her down. He just let her vent for more than five minutes before saying his first words.
"It hurts, Baby. I know," he said quietly when she finally stopped yelling over the phone.
The silence lingered for probably a full minute.
"Oh! Now I get it! I'm sorry, Daddy! I never really knew the kind of pain you felt. I thought I did, but it isn't even close to this," she said.
She melted into more sobbing before falling silent again.
"You know I've got a second bedroom here if you and Justin want to hide out for a few days and figure out what you want to do. You don't need to rush into any decisions, you know."
"That sounds good, Dad. Your grandson and I will be over at your place tomorrow. We'll catch a red-eye and rent a car."
"I'll take a few days off and we can just hang, Pumpkin," Brady said.
Ariel carried her 2-year-old son into the apartment and fell into Brady's arms, sobbing. She got her son settled while Brady got them both a cup of coffee after he calmed her down. She gave him the whole story, which amounted to her husband cheating on her for several months with an old college girlfriend.
Brady and Ariel probably spent more time talking than they had since before the reading of Bryan's will. Although the reason behind it wasn't good, Brady enjoyed the closeness he was again sharing with his daughter.
"Have you talked to Mom yet, or Lenny?" Brady inquired.
She shook her head silently.
"I called Lenny on the drive from the airport," she said. "I haven't called Mom yet. I'm not sure I can speak to her just yet."
"Something wrong between you and Mom?" Brady asked.
"You could say that. She did this to you, and now that I know what it feels like, I guess I'm mad at her. Guilt by association."
"Well, I can't say I don't understand how you feel, but you need to talk it out with her. She's still your mother, and what she did, she did to me, not you," Brady said.
"Yeah, but the fact that she could do that at all. To you. To anyone. Dad, right now I want to kick the shit out of Eddie. I don't even have a clue as to how you haven't killed her. And Lenny and I thought you were being unreasonable because it happened so long ago. But you didn't know until then, so it was... new to you... and just as painful as mine is to me right now.
"Damn, Dad, I'm sorry for not being more understanding."
"It's okay, Pumpkin. It's tough for someone who hasn't gone through it to totally comprehend. It's a searing pain, isn't it?"
Ariel slowly nodded her head in understanding.
Traci called Ariel midway through the afternoon. Since Ariel said she hadn't told her mother yet, it was obvious Eddie had called his mother-in-law and asked her to intercede on his behalf. Ariel put the call on speaker but didn't tell her mother.
"I know you're hurting right now, but calm down before you make any rash decisions, Baby," Traci said. "You don't want to make an asshole decision like your father did and tear your family apart."
"Like you had nothing to do with that, slut!" Brady called out.
"Shit! Where are you right now, Baby?" Traci hissed.
"I'm at Dad's. He's the one with the experience in unfaithful spouses," Ariel answered.
"Just don't go off half-cocked, Baby. I know Eddie's sorry for hurting you. You two need to talk... better than your dad and I did," Traci sneered.
"Yeah, leave it to one cheater to defend another," Ariel said.
"Don't smart off to..." Traci started to say before Ariel ended the call.



Ariel had already blocked Eddie's phone, so it was no surprise when Eddie called Brady's phone a couple of minutes later.
"You do realize you've probably called the absolute worst person you could have?" Brady said when he answered. "I divorced your mother-in-law because she was a cheating slut. If you were here right now I'd rip your spleen out through your fucking nose!"
"Ummm..." was all he said before he ended the call.
A solid pre-nup was in place before the wedding, so neither Ariel nor Eddie would get hurt financially. Ariel just had the hard decision of whether she wanted to give Eddie a second chance, or was one enough. Brady didn't offer his daughter any unsolicited advice, but Traci felt free to fight for a second chance for Eddie, which to Ariel seemed like she was taking Eddie's side.
"I guess it takes one to support one," Ariel said after one such call from Traci.
Brady hadn't initiated any contact with Traci since the divorce, so she was more than a little surprised when she saw who was calling her.
"Wow. This is certainly surprising. What can I do for my stupid Boy Scout ex-husband?" Traci answered harshly.
"Do you love your daughter... and more important... do you want to be shut out of her life and Justin's for a long time?" he asked with venom in his voice.
"What the hell are you talking about?" she snapped.
"Look, I know you want Ariel to forgive Eddie so you can feel more justified in your hatred of me, but you're not seeing the forest for the trees... because you don't want to. He cheated on her. She's hurt. You don't get it. You've never gotten it. But she's hurt, and you pushing her to give Eddie another shot just makes it seem like you're taking his side against her... against your own daughter. I'm telling you this is not going to go well for you.
"Now you're going to do what you want, but I'm telling you, you will lose Ariel if you keep doing this. Just let Eddie sink or swim on his own. Stop being his advocate," Brady said.
There was silence on Traci's end of the line for at least a half-minute. Brady quietly ended the call.
******
She was stretching on the padded floor area of the gym usually reserved for the exercise classes, but considering it was New Year's Day at 9 AM, there were no classes being held. He didn't expect anyone else to be there, let alone a woman.
Brady watched her surreptitiously as he removed his sweatsuit. She was wearing a cute, stretchy, tight workout top and pants, and the top wasn't totally hiding a nice pair of tits. The bottoms couldn't have been any tighter, and he noticed that her ass was to die for. He chuckled to himself, noting that he needed to stop thinking with his dick and start working his muscles.
At 54, Brady knew his way around the gym and looked it. He did his program without paying too much attention to the woman, who had moved into the weightlifting area of the club but kept her distance from him. He was impressed, however, when she started to do squats on the Smith machine.
"Old school. Nice. Don't see many guys doing that anymore, let alone a woman," he called out to her while he was on break between sets of biceps.
She nodded at him once she finished the set she was on.
"Old school for an old woman," she said.
"Ha. That's good," Brady laughed. "What are you, 35?"
She smiled brightly, and Brady noticed the big black almond-shaped eyes, the perfect almond-colored skin and the straight black ponytail that reached almost to her waist.
"Add 14 to that, you charmer," she said.
Brady returned the smile, and got back to his next set.
When Brady finished lifting, he went over to a wall of treadmills and got on one. A couple of minutes later, the unknown woman got on the treadmill next to his. He strained to use his peripheral vision to get a better look... until he realized she was looking straight at him while walking.
"Ahhh. I apologize. I'm not really a creeper," he muttered quietly while returning her gaze.
"Then I will take your attention as a compliment," she said brightly. "I'm Annie, by the way. And you can stop looking down my top."
Brady blushed deeply. He had been looking down her top, but part of that was the fact that he was 6-1 and she was only about 5-2.
"Are you really 49? You seriously don't look like you could be in your 40s," he gushed.
"Hard workouts and good genetics from my people... I'm Scandinavian on my mother's side," she grinned.
Brady laughed and almost stumbled while walking.
"I did not see that coming," he said.
"Most don't, but it's true," she replied. "Chinese and Scandinavian. Several of my ancestors helped built the Transcontinental Railroad."
"Wow. That's pretty cool. I don't think any of my relatives were even in this country until the turn of the 20th century," he said.
"Newcomers!" she said flippantly, causing him to laugh again.
"I'm Brady, by the way. What brings you here on New Year's Day? I would have expected someone like you to have been partying late on New Year's Eve," he said.
She gave him a noticeable frown, causing him to flinch.
"Someone like me? You mean Chinese-Scandinavian people?" she harrumphed.
Brady knew he stepped in it, and Annie saw the wheels in his head turning. He decided to go with truth.
"I mean, I would have expected someone who looks as good as you to have a date on New Year's Eve," Brady said.
"Once upon a time, Brady. Once upon a time. But that was another time and place," Annie said. "I haven't been out on New Year's for the last three years.
"So what's your excuse? And don't tell me it's because you're shy."
"Not shy. Divorced and not trustful," Brady said. "Greatest marriage ever, so I thought, until I found out it wasn't. Twenty-two years. Took the ring off eight years ago."
"I'm sorry for you. I guess we're just a couple of losers," Annie said, drawing a frown from Brady.
"Nah. Not losers. Hardcores, babe. We're hardcores," Brady said.
"Yeah. Hardcores. I like that."
"Tell you what, the Zoas are on me," Brady said.
He got off his treadmill, went to the concession machine and bought energy drinks for both of them, passing one to his new friend. The two sat down and continued to enjoy each other's company.
"So, for how long was there a Mr. Annie?" Brady asked.
"Not a mister. A misses. I play for the other team," Annie said.
She looked into Brady's eyes and was surprised at what she didn't see: his surprise. He noticed.
"This is the 21st century, Annie," he said. "Maybe 30 years ago I would have been surprised. Not anymore. She has good taste, or at least had."
"Seventeen years, then I found out she'd been stepping out with a co-worker of hers," Annie said.
"I get it, totally. You take vows, you honor them," Brady said. "My wife gave herself a hall pass for a weekend, just because she wanted it and thought she could get away with it. I raised another man's child before finding out.
"But she's still my daughter, even if I'm not the sperm donor. My wife thought that since it had happened more than 20 years ago, I should just forgive and forget. Wasn't going to happen.
"And now I'm drinking a sports drink with the most beautiful Asian-Nordic lesbian I've ever met. Funny how life works, isn't it?"
Annie smiled brightly. Brady knew he wanted to see more of that, even if he would never get to sample those lips.
The pair became lifting partners and fast friends.
"Brady, can I ask a big favor?" Annie said during a lift about six months later.
"Anything for my Chinese Viking queen," Brady said.
"I need a date for an important event at the bank in a couple of weeks. I'm tired of going solo and having to fight off wandering hands... and looking pathetic," Annie said.
"So you're talking hard shoes and a jacket and tie, on my day off?" Brady asked.
"How about if I promise to wear something low-cut, you pervert?" she responded.
"Deal. God, I really am a lech," Brady said.
"Hell, I got off easy. I was prepared to go all the way to short dress, as well," Annie said.
"Shit. I got snookered. Can I renegotiate?"
Brady stared open-mouthed when Annie answered her door two weeks later. Her little black dress was tastefully low-cut and the hemline was only halfway down her legs.
"Where would a short dress have come to?" Brady inquired.
Brady's presence as Annie's date attracted interest from several of Annie's co-workers, all of whom knew she was a lesbian as she had worked at the bank for 12 years. For his part, Brady treated Annie the same as he would have treated his ex-wife on a night out.
"This charming gentleman thing is really annoying," Annie said. "I don't know how your ex put up with it for more than 20 years."
Brady chuckled as the others at the table shifted in their seats uncomfortably. The two sometimes played rough with each other in public.
Being the gentleman he was, Brady walked Annie to her door at the end of the night. Annie could see he had an internal argument going on as they got to the door. He shook his head slightly, then leaned in and kissed Annie gently on the lips. She surprised herself by not stepping back, and actually closed her eyes during the kiss. She smiled at Brady's back as he walked away--somewhat jauntily, she thought.
Annie hadn't kissed a man on the lips in more than 30 years, she noted to herself as she went inside her apartment. Actually, Devin Mossberg wasn't a man, he was a boy, and it really wasn't much of a kiss. It was wet and sloppy, and the boy actually made a poor attempt to put his tongue into her mouth. It was the second and final time she would let a male kiss her.
Two weeks later, Annie got her first kiss from another girl, and it was lust at first taste, so to speak. She never went back to the other side of the street.
Brady's kiss was much different than Devin's. Annie thought about it long after Brady left her.
"Why?" she texted Brady an hour later.
"Felt right," he texted back.
"Yeah," she texted back.
Nothing was said the next two times the pair worked out. An hour after the pair finished their workout on the second day, Brady texted Annie.
"Salerno's tomorrow at 6? Short dress this time?"
"U perv. Yes," she texted back.
"Pick you up at 5:30," Brady finished.
The short dress was red, and finished maybe three inches under her ass, Brady observed. It showed just as much cleavage as the black dress. Brady was mesmerized.
"Where are my prom flowers?" Annie squealed.
Brady felt like he was 17 again. Dry throat. Butterflies in his stomach.
"We... we need to go," he practically whispered, reaching for Annie's hand.
Salerno's was the best Italian food in the city and lived up to its rating that night. Both Brady and Annie thought the company was every bit as good as the food. Annie was ambivalent. Brady was smitten.
After the after-dinner drinks were served, Annie looked across the table at a wide-smiling Brady. It would be up to her to start, she figured.
"I'm confused and scared, Brady. Can we take this slow... like glacially slow?"
"We can take it at any pace you want. I want to keep you as a friend... the rest would be gravy on the cake," Brady said.
"I hope you mean icing on the cake. Gravy would be kind of disgusting," Annie laughed.
Brady smiled. Annie got him. He got Annie. The only problem they seemed to have was that Annie didn't necessarily get herself.
******
"I don't understand what is happening, Brady," Annie told him a few months later when they were at his apartment. "I've never had an attraction to a man before. I guess this means... I'm bisexual, not lesbian."
"So does that mean I could have twice the competition in the future?" Brady said, sudden shock appearing on his face.
Annie didn't comprehend the look on Brady's face. She was in the middle of her own internal retrospection.
"This changes everything I based my life on. I was in a relationship with another woman for 17 years. I've only ever been with women. What if I change my mind again?" she asked.
Brady's face took on another unreadable expression as he realized Annie's confusion wasn't necessarily about her confused gender identity. Like Brady, she was afraid of commitment.
Brady walked over to Annie and engulfed her in a hug. She held him back just as tightly.
"Do you feel that?" Brady asked.
"Yes," she said.
"That's our connection. It has nothing to do with your past, or whether I am a man or woman. It has everything to do with us... just you and me."
Brady gave her a passionate kiss and walked her into his bedroom. He began undressing her slowly as he continued kissing her lips. She began to remove his clothes, stopping when she came to his hard dick.
"I've never had a real one of these before. Be gentle, please."
"Of course," he whispered.
Annie lay asleep, nestled into Brady's arms. He thought she looked angelic as she breathed in and out smoothly. Brady smiled as he thought back a couple of hours.
After spending long minutes with the two locked in intimate kissing, Brady had used his fingers and tongue to bring Annie to several screaming orgasms. He enjoyed her enthusiasm and volume.
"Aarrgghh! God! Oh God! Braaadyyyy!" she cried out. "Pleeeease take meeee!"
Brady had always been an attentive lover. He rubbed the head of his hard dick up and down Annie's wet folds before slowly pushing inside. While he knew she wasn't a virgin at having toys inside her, he knew the real thing was different and was as careful as possible. The two started slowly in missionary and gradually built up speed. Her second noisy orgasm with Brady inside her pulled him over the edge as well, and the pair spent the next minute in mutual climax.
"Oh, fuck, you just took my virginity... again," she whispered. "That was fantastic."
Brady kissed her hard. She kissed him back just as hard before a series of aftershocks shook her body. She snuggled in before drifting off to sleep.
Forty-five minutes later, Annie opened her eyes to see Brady looking down at her with a big smile.
"Because it felt right," he whispered.
"Oh yeah," she responded just as quietly.
The two laid together in silence for several minutes before Annie finally spoke.
"That was great," she said. "Very different, yet sort of familiar, know what I mean?"
"Not really, but I'll trust you on that," Brady said.
"Anyone ever tell you before that you eat pussy like a girl? I am impressed. Where did you learn that?" Annie commented.
"A man's got to have some secrets now, doesn't he?" Brady answered.
The two smiled at each other in silence for a few minutes before Annie took Brady's flaccid dick in her hand and started to gently rub.
"I'm new at this. How long does it take for this to regenerate?" she asked.
"At this age, about an hour," Brady said.
Annie looked disappointed for a second, then her face brightened. She released Brady's dick and worked her fingers into Brady's mouth, taking his tongue between her index finger and thumb.
"How about regeneration on this?" she asked.
Brady made an unintelligible noise as Annie continued to hold his tongue. She released his tongue and he answered again.
"Almost immediately. Your wish is my command, Sexy Beast."
"I guess I've got a lot to learn," she said.
"I'd like to think I'm a good teacher," Brady said.
Six months later the two were living together, and a wedding was scheduled for six months further out. Brady's children were pleased that their father was no longer alone, although both were unsure about Annie, due to her past. Annie and Brady decided they wouldn't hide nor advertise Annie's previous sexual preferences.
"Dad, get real. She was with a woman for 17 years. I don't see this ending well for you," Ariel said. "This is not like a choice between chocolate syrup and caramel syrup on your ice cream."
"Well, to be honest, my last marriage didn't end well for me either," Brady asserted. "And her 17-year marriage would have been a lot longer than mine if I had found out about your mother cheating on me when it happened."
Ariel bowed her head. Her relationship with Brady had suffered since her mother's cheating was uncovered and Ariel's biological parentage was revealed. If she had to admit the truth, most of the problem was her fault. Things only got worse when she changed her last name to honor her biological father.
Inheriting more than $44 million from her biological father had made her life better in most ways, but it did nothing to help her relationship with Brady. Brady refused to let Ariel use any of her inheritance on him and wouldn't participate in anything that Bryan's money helped fund.
"What's the use of having millions if you can't use them," she often thought to herself.
Ariel's relationship with her mother wasn't much better. When Traci tried to get Ariel to forgive her then-husband's cheating, she lost a lot of standing in her daughter's eyes, and gave Ariel a better insight into what her father felt when he found out about his wife's infidelity. While that relationship had improved since then, especially when Brady got Traci to stop advocating for Ariel's husband, it had never returned to what it was previously.
Like many, Traci was confused about Brady dating a lesbian when Ariel and Lenny told her. She figured it was her chance to take a shot at her ex to her children.
"He's replacing me with a dike? Really? Obviously, I was too much woman for him," Traci giggled when Ariel mentioned Annie and her previous marriage.
"Umm. Mom. I think you might want to see this first before you go shooting off your mouth like a homophobic bitch," she said as she waggled her phone at her mother.
Ariel handed the phone with the photo of Annie up to Traci. Traci's eyes got wide, then a frown appeared on her face.
"Ooh. Hell. I'd almost chase her," Traci said languidly. "She's a lesbian?"
"She was. Not anymore, obviously," Ariel remarked.
"You're not going to try to steal her from Dad, are you?" Lenny laughed.
That earned him a frown from his mother, but a grin from his sister.
******
It was a small wedding, exactly as Brady and Annie wanted it. They honeymooned in the U.S. Virgin Islands. Brady let Ariel pay for the airfare after the two argued about it for a couple of weeks.
"Please, Daddy. Let me do something!" Ariel insisted.
******
Brady and Annie spent months teaching each other new things. Brady was amazed at the woman's enthusiasm and flexibility. At one time while they were playing, Brady got carried away, lifting Annie by her ass cheeks while using his tongue deeply inside her pussy. She was hanging almost upside down with just her shoulders and head on the mattress, and right after she came hard on his tongue, she went limp, having passed out.
Brady was surprised and concerned as he lowered Annie back to the bed. He listened to make sure she was breathing. Thirty seconds later, she lifted her head groggily.
"What the hell was that? What just happened?" she timidly asked with glazed-over eyes.
"You passed out after having a big orgasm while just about standing on your head. I think being crunched down like that might have hindered you getting enough air. Sorry," Brady explained.
"Wow! This hetero sex thing can get intense!" she exclaimed.
"Not necessarily a hetero thing, Babe. A Brady thing," he responded.
"Wow again," she said quietly. "Is that part of this 'connection' thing you keep talking about."
"Exactly," he said.
"Got to tell you," he added, "the stereotype about you people being flexible is on the money."
Annie frowned visibly.
"You people? You suddenly got a problem with lesbians?" she cried.
"Huh? Lesbians? What the hell are you talking about?" he responded harshly. "The stereotype is about Chinese gymnasts being as flexible as Gumbys."



"Oh, that stereotype," she said with her eyes looking down. "I-I'm sorry. I got defensive."
Brady leaned over and gave Annie a soft kiss on the lips.
"You never have to be defensive with me," he said. "I could care less about whether you like girls or boys, as long as from now on you love me... and only me."
"Done deal," she said as she raised up and crushed her lips to his.
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Man Plans
"Man plans, and God laughs." Old Yiddish proverb.
Mike:
I had plans. I had dreams. Hell, I even had a secret savings account for the special around the world dream trip we were going to take in just a few years.
I watched my wife of 23 years blush deeply, then just continue to glow pink while she talked with a couple of co-workers during the annual employee get-together put on by her small college employer in mid-September. I was standing about 15 feet away from my wife at the time I spotted her reactions, ostensibly talking with another group of her co-workers.
Traci was talking with Rafe Searcy, whom I was introduced to earlier as a new English lit associate professor, and Janet Barnes, who worked in administration, as did Traci. Considering it was a Christian college, I doubted one of the other two told an off-color joke, meaning there was only one reason for Traci's coloring, especially her continued hue: she was very sexually aroused.
Now I possibly had an answer to a question I hadn't asked.
When you are married to someone for 23 years and together for 25, you get to know pretty much everything about that person, even if you are not paying much attention. If you are paying attention, well...
As a gambler would say it, I knew all of Traci's tells... her sexual tells. Ten minutes before, I thought I had a perfect marriage to a practically perfect woman. Now I was piecing together the puzzle of some of my wife's recent strange behavior, behavior that until that moment, I hadn't realized was strange.
Traci and I were best friends, lovers and parents of two great children. Unlike many couples, we could spend days together and never tire of each other's company. We could talk about anything from sex to history, and we shared laughter on many of those discussions. I had always joked that the best way to test marital compatibility was to take a long car ride with your potential spouse, and if you didn't kill that person, you should marry them immediately. Traci and I fit that profile to a "T."
In my opinion, our sex life was great. Yes, it had cooled off from the white-hot lust of our courtship and early marriage, but it had picked back up when the younger of our two daughters left for college a year earlier. Being empty-nesters for most of the year seemed to re-ignite our more lusty urges, and we alternated between making slow, passionate love and hard physical fucking three or four times a week.
Being gym rats, we were both still in good physical condition at 45. Traci had long blonde hair, big boobs and curves galore. Yes, she was probably 15 pounds heavier than before having our kids, but it was still put together well.
I was actually 20 pounds more muscular than when I graduated. Plus, I had 25 years of experience pleasing my wife with my dick, fingers and mouth.
Something changed two months ago, and since it mostly changed for the better, I wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth. I never gave it a second thought. While Traci was always a willing and active participant in our sex, she rarely initiated. Suddenly, she was initiating as much as I, and the physicality was through the roof. However, we weren't making love anymore, it was all fucking. It was great, but our focus had changed. I didn't question it then. In hindsight, that was a mistake.
Except when I was with her mingling, Traci and Rafe were never more than five feet apart during the outing. Now that I knew what I was looking at, I was able to determine that Traci's "glow" came on every time she was in proximity to Rafe, even when I was around. He would usually disappear quickly when I showed up, but as soon as Traci left my side, she would acquire a mingling partner.
I surreptitiously kept my eyes on the pair throughout the event, although I didn't have to try very hard. Traci seemed to forget everybody else when Rafe was around. I never once saw her look around, as if she might be checking to see where her husband was. Throughout the evening, she made sure to lightly touch him at every opportunity.
My emotions ran the gamut, starting at nervous and scared at first, to full-on rage after I was sure what I was seeing. What I was seeing sure looked like the end of my marriage.
I practically had to prise my wife away from Rafe at about 11. She didn't look happy when I showed up and told her it was time to go. For a brief moment her eyes flashed anger, then she dialed it back, but it wasn't quick enough for me not to have seen the look. Again, the 23 years of marriage thing.
Normally, the discussion on the evening would have flowed freely on the ride home, but I intentionally sat quietly, waiting for Traci to start. She seemed to be preoccupied for a while, staring out the passenger window until she realized that it was uncomfortably silent. Then she quickly jumped into the void with some inane conversation about how poorly dressed the college president's wife was. I wasn't very responsive.
"Wow. I'm really beat. I'm going to head up to bed," Traci said when we got home. "You coming?"
I wasn't sure if she was just trying to avoid talking the rest of the night or if she was trying to get me to go to bed so she could work out any frustration from being aroused all evening. Either way, I wasn't biting, and told her I was going to watch television for a while. I think she looked disappointed.
The next day was Saturday, so I was able to spend the whole day outside working in the yard, which gave me enough time to calm down and think things through. If Traci had any idea that things weren't golden in our universe, she did a good job of not showing it.
Things seemed a little strained around the house the next week. For my part, I tried to play it cool, but I used the Find A Phone app on my iPhone about six times each day, and in every instance Traci was where she was supposed to be, so to speak. At night, she seemed more than willing to have sex. She seemed a bit restrained the first night, but after that she went back to her recent pattern of physical fucking. As usual, I made sure to please her by providing her with several strong orgasms.
Nothing was changed the following Monday, but on Tuesday the Find A Phone app told me Traci went home at lunchtime. Fifteen minutes later, I quietly walked into my house and confirmed my marriage was toast. They weren't exactly being quiet up in our bedroom, so I didn't need to sneak up the stairs to confirm that Traci's partner was indeed Rafe.
"Ohhhh God, Rafe! Fuck me hard!" Traci screamed out at one point during the festivities. "Ohhh God, Baby! You are the best!"
That last bit REALLY hurt. It took all my self-restraint not to run into the bedroom and kill the bastard. I didn't go into the room, though, because I knew if I started beating on him, I wouldn't stop until I killed him. Neither one of them was worth a jail sentence.
******
Traci:
I am fully aware that saying I love my husband more than anything sounds self-serving, but it's completely true.
I'd loved him for a quarter of a century. I hoped to love him for at least another quarter of a century.
In the interest of full disclosure, though, I've also had to admit that I have a lover on the side: a lover who was so wonderful that I couldn't give him up, although I know sooner or later I would have to because it would be the only way I could keep my marriage.
Mike, my amazing husband, would be devastated when he found out I had a lover. That's why I was doing my best to hide my affair. However, I wasn't stupid enough to think I would never get caught. I knew the longer it went on, the more my odds went up of getting caught.
Mike had been my rock for the last 25 years. We were married 23 years, and had two wonderful children. He was my BFF, my soul mate and a wonderful sex partner. We talked about everything. We laughed a lot. Well, until recently.
It was not my intent to take a lover when I met Rafe Searcy. He walked into the admin building a couple of days before classes started for some reason, and without exaggeration my life literally changed. Rafe was 30, tall at 6-2 and very fit, with short brown hair and soft gray eyes. He was handsome, but he's no George Clooney. All that being said, when I saw him, my panties immediately got wet: not just moist, but absolutely soaking. It was like he had shot an electrical thunderbolt right to my pussy.
I got no work done the rest of the day as I couldn't get Rafe off my mind. By the time I got home, I had my nectar running down my legs. I'm pretty sure I about killed Mike with sex. We fucked hard, doggy the first time, and I screamed my way to three orgasms before Mike had his first come. I sucked him hard again, climbed up his body and bounced up and down on his dick cowgirl, coming twice more. After a little clean-up break, Mike ate me to three more climaxes, then we made slow, gentle, satisfying love, with me coming one final time. I know Mike fell asleep exhausted and with a big smile on his face. I would never tell him that it wasn't him I was thinking about while we were engaged.
I continued to fuck Mike's lights out for the next two weeks, then my darling husband opened the door of opportunity for me as he had to make an overnight trip out of town the following Wednesday. I knew it was wrong, but I was practically shaking as I called Rafe on Monday morning and invited him to lunch on Wednesday afternoon. I had already checked Rafe's schedule, knew he didn't have any Wednesday afternoon classes to teach, and I took the afternoon off as admin time.
Rafe met me in a small Italian place and we had a nice lunch, talking and laughing a lot. I know I laughed a lot, anyway, and had a tough time keeping my hands off his arms and hands as we talked. I was blushing profusely and felt like a virgin on her very first date. My panties were soaked within five minutes of us sitting down at the table.
Rafe and I had never discussed having sex, but he knew what the anticipation was. He smiled a lot back at me, held my hand for a while and even smirked occasionally. I knew he felt the same connection.
Being the gentleman, Rafe paid the check, then quietly said, "Where to?"
"My house. I live 10 minutes from here. Leave your car and I'll drive," I answered in a voice that sounded a lot more confident than I actually was.
Knowing Mike wasn't going to be home until Thursday evening took a lot of the worry out of the coming event, but I have to admit to still being nervous. I knew that after having two kids and being 45 years old, I didn't have the body of the nubile young things Rafe was probably used to.
I should have been feeling guilty about what I was about to do, but for some reason, it was a fait accompli in my mind. I loved Mike with everything in my heart and soul, but my time with Rafe was definitely going to happen and I wasn't going to deny myself a second of pleasure by feeling guilty.
I pulled my car into the garage and dropped the door.
The next 10 hours were among the best of my life. Rafe apparently felt the same connection as I did, and everything we did felt AMAZING. I was not a virgin when I met Mike, but I always thought he was a great sex partner. Rafe recalibrated the scale completely. He wasn't any bigger or thicker than Mike, but everything he did was way off the scale. We made love, we fucked, we sucked. It was all fantastic!
I don't know how many orgasms I had during the day, but when Rafe finally took an Uber to get his car, I felt as spineless as a jellyfish and as mindless as a sponge. I remember a lot of screaming and some crying, and I'm pretty sure that came from me, but I really couldn't swear to that. Hell, I couldn't have sworn to my own name. I now knew what being fucked senseless feels like. I definitely wanted more.
"You are an amazing woman, Traci! That was probably the best sex of my life!" Rafe enthused as he slid his tongue deep into my mouth for our final kiss of the day.
Rafe:
I knew exactly what Traci McGowan had in mind when she called me. I saw the reaction she had when I'd met her two weeks before in the admin building. I knew we'd be doing each other after we did lunch, although she never came out boldly and said so.
The woman was definitely a MILF: pretty face, big boobs and long blonde hair. She might have a few extra pounds on her, but I wouldn't pass that up for anything.
I had seen the rings on her fingers when I first saw her, but I knew that didn't mean a woman was off the market. Besides, I had come to find out that married pussy is the best. Married woman are usually well-experienced, and a little strange always seems to drive them wild.
We had a great lunch and then she drove me to her house for what became most of a day of carnal delight in her marital bed. Seems her husband was on a one-day trip out of town, so instead of just having lunch hour sex, we fucked the entire day away. It turned out she was the most physically responsive woman I'd ever fucked. She matched me stroke for stroke throughout the day, screaming, yelling and making unintelligible sounds along the way. We fucked three times and she blew me once to completion, making a big deal out of swallowing the whole mouthful. It was the greatest sex of my life to that point.
As an Uber took me back to my car in the restaurant parking lot, I hoped there would be another day like that one; in fact, many more days like that.
Mike:
I was shocked at how deceitful Traci could be. She continued her Academy-Award winning perfect wife performance the next week while I quietly got things ready for the divorce that was coming. I met with an attorney on the next Wednesday morning, and she told me Traci would be served the following Wednesday. Although we lived in a no-fault state, I still filed on grounds of adultery. It was petty, I know.
I had absolutely no clue what I had done to drive my wife into the arms of another man. Or was it simply a matter of him being about 15 years younger than me and able to go more often each time they fucked? Regardless, this was no one-time, drunken affair. As if I needed confirmation, the Find A Phone app showed Traci had gone home over lunchtime three more times in the last 10 days. I didn't feel I needed to go home to figure out Traci wasn't going home to eat cheese sandwiches.
I chuckled to myself on that thought. At one point in that time period, I had gone into our snack cabinet to grab a pack of brown sugar cinnamon Pop-Tarts, only to find none. I had eaten the next-to-last pack the day before, and knew there was one pack left. I also knew that Traci didn't eat them, because she hates Pop-Tarts, so apparently not only was Rafe fucking my wife, but he was also stealing my fucking snacks. Damn him!
Traci:
I woke up Thursday morning feeling like a million bucks after the greatest sex of my life. Logically, I should have felt guilty, but in reality... I just wanted more.
I waited until noon before I called Rafe.
"My husband isn't supposed to get in 'til about 9. If you came over right after I get off at 5, we would have time for another round, maybe two," I said brightly. "Pull your car into the garage."
"I love a woman who knows what she wants," Rafe responded.
I was pretty sure I started lubricating the minute I heard Rafe's car pull into the garage. All I know for sure is that I was soaking wet between my legs when he walked into the house.
"I am so glad you called!" Rafe said.
We made slow passionate love missionary the first go-round. After a brief cuddle break, I sucked him back to full hardness and straddled his hips, fucking him enthusiastically from up top. I came a half-dozen times and it was just as good as the day before.
Rafe left about 7:30. I quickly stripped the bed and changed the sheets for the second time in two days. I made sure to put both sets of sheets at the bottom of the hamper. I felt wonderful as I jumped in the shower.
Ninety minutes later, Mike walked in the door. My "moment out of time" was over, and I hugged my husband powerfully. I truly loved this man. I will admit to feeling a little bit guilty, though, when Mike practically rushed me to the bedroom for some loving. That was the first time in my life that I ever had sex with two different men on the same day. Truthfully, it was incredibly hot for me.
"That was fantastic, Mike," I said quietly as we cuddled together after our second joining of the night.
I truly meant that. Mike was an excellent lover in his own right. The way I connected with Rafe, however, was off the charts. It was almost as if we were doing something completely different than what Mike and I did. I couldn't feel guilty for doing something that amazing.
In my mind, having sex with Rafe was separate from my life with my husband. Sex with Mike was about emotion, sex with Rafe was about amazing physical feelings. We were doing it twice a week. I knew this couldn't go on forever, but I was going to enjoy it while I could.
Mike:
I knew Traci was going to be served divorce papers Wednesday at 10 AM. It took two minutes before my phone rang.
"No-o-o-o, Mike. I don't want a divorce!" she bawled over the phone when I answered.
"And I don't want a cheating cunt for a wife, but we don't always get what we want, do we?" I replied.
"I can explain. I made a... decision for myself. One that we need to talk about," Traci cried.
"Since you ignored our vows and us, I also made a decision for myself. So, no, we don't need to talk about your decision," I said, ending the conversation.
I was actually able to be productive at work. Unfortunately, I knew what I was going to be facing when I got home, and Traci didn't disappoint.
"Don't you think you owed me a conversation before you filed for divorce?" Traci yelled at me when I walked in the house. "After all, we've been married for 23 years."
"Why? Those 23 years didn't seem to matter to you when you cheated on me repeatedly," I threw back at her.
I could see by her eyes and smeared makeup that Traci had been crying.. I wasn't exactly feeling chipper myself.
"I love you, Mike. Really. What I had with Rafe was... just physical. It was..."
"A decision for yourself?" I finished for her.
To say the least, Traci looked perturbed.
"I'm sorry for hurting you, but I think you're overreacting. We can talk about this," she said.
"I don't see how, Traci. You cheated multiple times, probably a lot more than I know," I said.
"I know it looks bad, Mike, but..."
"I know, it was just a decision for yourself, Traci," I reiterated. "Why don't you explain it to me."
I thought it was obvious I was being sarcastic, but Traci seemed encouraged by my reaction and actually smiled at me.
"I can't explain it, but it's like we've got this special physical connection. He turns my legs to jelly when he's near me, and it's..."
"The best sex you've ever had!" I finished. "I heard."
Her eyes got big as saucers and she looked scared for the first time.
"You heard?" she questioned, both tearfully and fearfully.
"Do you want me to play it back for you? I was in the house last week. You two were so busy making a mistake that you never heard me. I will never be able to unsee that mistake."
She at least had the good grace to look down in shame.
"It was purely physical, Mike. I love you. I can't tell you how much I love you. Can't we at least try counseling? I know I've hurt you, but I know you still love me."
She was right about the last bit, and that's what hurt the most. I did still love her, although not nearly as much as I had two weeks earlier. Twenty-five years of loving someone doesn't just go away in a heartbeat.
Traci:
Although I knew what I was doing was risky, I was still shocked when I got served with divorce papers at my office on a Wednesday afternoon. I never had any inkling that Mike knew about my affair. Hell, not only did he know, but he apparently caught Rafe and I in our bed one time, and had video. Even worse, he heard me telling Rafe that he was the best I ever had. Shit.



I knew I could never satisfactorily explain to my husband the connection that Rafe and I shared, but I knew Mike's love for me would win out in the end. I would start out trying to get Mike to agree to me keeping Rafe as a lover on the side, and fall back to keeping the marriage alive as a last measure. I suggested counseling. He agreed.
Our first session with the counselor didn't go very well for me. The counselor was a woman, but like Mike, she couldn't understand that I just couldn't ignore my attraction to Rafe. I guess I was expecting her to be more understanding, maybe be on my side.
"Did your vows mean nothing to you, then, Mrs. McGowan?" she asked after I finished telling my story.
"No, they mean everything to me, but this... this... is different," I explained. "It's like nothing I've ever experienced before. You're a woman. You've experienced arousal before. Well, it's like that... only so much stronger, almost like I've been drugged," I said.
I could tell by looking at her face that she didn't believe me. Mike just looked bemused.
"Men often get blamed for thinking with their 'small brains,' but women are just as guilty of doing it, if today's divorce statistics are any indicator," the counselor calmly told my wife. "Yes, 'the thunderbolt' is a real thing, but most people realize they have a choice to ignore that. You chose to give in to your base desires."
I couldn't believe this woman was, in effect, telling me I had no self-control. It was the next thing to calling me a slut.
Then she asked me the question that probably sealed the deal for the divorce.
"If Mike could forgive you and took you back, do you think would you be able to resist your physical urges and stay true to your husband?"
Goddamn, I thought that woman would be on my side. I just sat there, afraid to even answer the question. Better than a lie detector, Mike would know I was lying.
"I love you, Mike. Please, can't you work with me on this? I don't love him, but I have to have him. It's the best sex of my life. Don't ask me to give that up."
I was crying hard when I finished talking. I took a quick look at Mike, expecting to see a sign that his resolve was weakening. After all, he admitted he still loved me. I saw dead eyes... nothing.
"I'm sorry, Traci. I do love you back, but I won't give you a free pass to cheat on me. And I can't forgive what you've already done.
"I'm sorry I was not man enough for you."
"You are more than man enough for me, Mike. I love you," I said. "I don't love him. I will give him up if that is what keeps us together. Please, don't give up on us. I haven't."
"You gave up on us the first time you fucked that asshole," he fired back. "Don't put this on me. I just never knew how selfish you are. It's all about you, after all.
"And you just don't love me as much as I love you."
Two weeks after seeing the counselor for the last time, I was in my bedroom riding Rafe like a stallion. I didn't know if Mike was having me watched, but at that point I didn't care. I had seen Rafe on campus the day previous, and called him when I got back to my office. He was more than willing to come for a lunchtime tryst. Yes, the sex was outstanding.
The divorce was finalized six months later. During that time, Rafe and I had sex dozens of times. The sex was always fantastic. He was my kryptonite. I loved Mike, but I lusted after Rafe. I had to have him. I knew I wasn't going to ever get Mike back because of that. He didn't love me enough to let me have Rafe.
Mike:
I couldn't believe Traci actually tried to get me to let her keep her boyfriend and still stay married to me. "If you really love me..." What a fucking delusional bitch! Forget the boyfriend, there was no way we were going to stay married, period. I might have been a clueless cuckold, but I wasn't going to be a dumbass cuck, too.
I was very surprised that the marriage counselor we got didn't live in the same dreamland she did. She practically called my wife a slut at our first session, and it didn't get any better from there. She ended our sessions after the fourth one, telling my wife there was no way I was going to waver from my position, and that she supported me. I thought Traci was going to fall through the floor when the counselor told her about ending the sessions.
I don't know if Traci asked my daughters to try to intercede on her behalf, but they both tried hard.
"You're breaking up the family, Daddy," my youngest cried when I told her.
"No, Baby, I'm not breaking up the family. Your mother did that. I'm just making it legal," I said.
She screwed up her face and furrowed her brow. I could tell she was thinking hard.
"I guess you're right, Daddy," she finally said.
Rafe:
I really didn't want to ruin Traci's marriage, but I looked at it as more her husband's problem. I knew she really loved the guy, but we had an amazing physical connection, and the sex was practically otherworldly. If she wanted to have me, hell, yes, I was going to give it to her.
I supposed I couldn't blame him for not wanting to be a cuckold, but again, that's between Traci and him. Mine is not to wonder why, just to fuck or die...
Traci stayed away from me for two weeks after Mike filed for divorce. When he didn't relent and take her back, we restarted our affair. In fact, things even improved, because with Mike out of the way, I was getting all of her physical attention. I have to say that Traci was the best fuck I've ever had.
Despite Traci being a great fuck, I never thought we'd last any real length of time. At 45, she wasn't marriage material. I knew I wanted children of my own, and she already had two grown kids. Also, if she could do what she did to the man she said she loved above all else, what could I expect? I continued to look for Miss Right, although I didn't talk about it with Traci. She had enough on her mind after losing Mike.
Things changed when I found Lucy Ralston about a year after Traci got divorced. She was 24 with short brown hair, a lithe dancer's body and we hit it off right from the start. I didn't tell Traci about Lucy at first, but finally 'fessed up after about two months. I knew I hurt Traci's feelings, but it wasn't like Traci actually loved me. She and I absolutely connected physically, but emotionally we were just good friends. When Lucy and I committed to being exclusive, I had to tell Traci we were over.
"But I gave up my husband for you!" Traci cried when I told her.
"No, you didn't. You gave up your husband for sex with me. There was never an us. It was all about fantastic sex. And that was your choice. But that's not my choice. My choice is about having a wife and family," I said.
Traci:
I was devastated when Rafe told me he was going to be exclusive with Lucy and would no longer have sex with me.
"But I gave up my husband for you!" I cried when he told me.
Rafe gave me a look I could only see as pitying.
"No, you didn't. You gave up your husband for sex with me," he corrected.
I knew he was right, but still...
Then, of course, there was the embarrassment of my kids finding out. Mike didn't gild the lily when we split up, telling the kids that I cheated on him multiple times for the "best sex of your mother's life." Neither of the kids were happy with me, but they eventually got over it. Telling them a year and a half later that Rafe left me so he could have a family with a younger woman just made me look... pathetic, even to me. I didn't ask them not to tell their father, but I sure was hoping they wouldn't.
I'll admit to not exactly coming forward with this development in my life. When the kids came home for Christmas, my older daughter just nonchalantly asked if they were going to meet my "boyfriend." At that point I confessed we were no longer together.
"So you gave up a quarter of a century of love with Dad for a couple of years of sex with some younger guy. Oh, wait, I'm sorry; a couple of years of the best sex of your life," my daughter bitched.
There wasn't much I could say. I looked down at the floor.
Losing Rafe actually wasn't as bad as losing Mike. I mean, Rafe was an amazing sex partner, but Mike was my soul mate, my everything. Going home to an empty apartment after work every day was soul-crushing, but at least I could look forward to amazing sex several times a week. When Rafe left, I had nothing.
Loneliness turned out to be horrible, so I guess I was pretty receptive to dating at first. I was surprised that most of the men interested were in their 30s; some even in their 20s. Maybe this old woman didn't look too bad for 47. I enjoyed the company of a number of men, although none even approached the quality of my ex.
Maybe because I had been out of the dating scene for so long, but I definitely noticed that men's expectations had most certainly changed in a quarter-century, especially among the younger guys. They seemed like they expected sex on the first date, and if that didn't happen, there usually wasn't a second date. Not that I was a prude at this point, but I also wasn't looking to jump into bed with everybody and anybody.
When sex did happen, it was usually pretty good from my standpoint, and all of my partners seemed very satisfied. The younger guys especially seemed to really be into my big boobs, while the older guys seemed more into oral sex. Most of the sex was just fucking, though. I guess I didn't date anyone long enough to get into actual lovemaking. I REALLY missed lovemaking.
I tried to be subtle when I talked to the kids and inquired about Mike. I didn't think he was dating at all, which meant I still had a shot at getting him back. I knew the odds weren't very good, but why wouldn't he date me if he was going to be dating other divorced women. We had a great marriage for 23 years.
I knew, though, that I would have to be the aggressor if that was going to happen.
"Mike, would you maybe want to get a cup of coffee with me sometime," I said, after he answered his phone when I called a few months later. "I know I hurt you by what I did and I'm sorry about that, but I'd really like it if we could be friends, the kind who sit down and drink coffee together and maybe sometimes even eat together. I really miss sitting down with you and kibitzing."
"Uh, sure Traci, we could do that, I think," he responded warily. "I... I do miss your company, and I think I'm in a much better place now than I was."
We set up our coffee date for the next Saturday.
Mike:
I have to admit that Traci looked fantastic when she walked into the Starbucks where we agreed to meet. I hadn't seen her in two years, and time didn't hurt her one bit. She didn't look a bit older and her weight was probably the same as the last time I saw her. She had cut her hair up to her shoulders, and the tight sweater she had on really showed off her full breasts. She wore almost no makeup, which just highlighted the fact that she was still a good-looking woman.
I stood up to greet her and stopped in my tracks, not being sure if I should hug her or not. She answered that question for me by walking right into my space, kissing me softly on the cheek and wrapping her arms around me. I returned the hug.
"How come somebody hasn't swept you away by now?" I asked her in all sincerity.
She blushed adorably.
"Apparently, not everyone has your good taste," she answered with a smile on her face.
I looked down to regroup. We ordered our coffees and each got a pastry.
We talked about a lot of different topics, just like we did when we were married. The talking was so good we each had a second cup of the over-brewed Starbucks caffeine.
"This was fun, Traci," I said as we stood up to go. "How about next time we do lunch?"
I think I surprised her with that invitation, because her eyes got big as she looked at me.
"Sure. That would be nice," she said quietly. "Give me your phone and I'll put in my new number."
I called her two weeks later and set up a lunch date. Date. Huh. It had been over 25 years since I went on any kind of date, absolutely none since Traci and I divorced. Although I was crushed by what Traci had done to me, I tried my best to feign indifference to the general public. In reality, however, what she did absolutely ripped my heart out, and I had stayed away from all women since the divorce.
Traci and I enjoyed a very nice lunch at our favorite Italian restaurant one Saturday afternoon. I know she was hoping I would invite her over to my apartment after lunch, but she was hoping for too much. I walked her to her car in the parking lot, gave her a friendly kiss on the cheek and walked to my car.
We enjoyed several lunches over the next year. I kept it to lunches because I could control things better. In my mind, dinner gets you to after dinner, which gets you to... I wasn't going anywhere near that.
Traci:
Mike must have gotten smarter through the years. I knew he enjoyed the time we spent together, but he never asked me out to dinner. I figured at one point he would go there, and from there it would just be a small step to us spending the night together. I knew he wasn't dating and I figured if I could rock his world once I would have a fighting chance to get him back. He just never game me that chance. Lunch at IHOP is hardly conducive to winding up in bed.
I took the hint and started dating others again. I guess I would just have to accept that I was probably going to just be another piece of ass on the dating scene.
Mike:
Traci fucked with my head so badly I didn't actually date any women for five years. I definitely didn't consider my lunches with Traci as dates, although I know she considered those as dates.
I was in my favorite liquor store checking out the many brands of tequila available, looking for something new, when I sensed a presence to my right. She was apparently doing the same thing I was. She looked pleasant enough, so I figured she could benefit from my extensive knowledge of distilled spirits. I was just trying to be friendly.
"Are you looking to drink the tequila or drown it?" I inquired with a smile on my face.
"I would never drown a good tequila. I drink my tequila like I drink my coffee: straight up with nothing in it," she answered. "Margaritas are fine for parties, but when I'm drinking for real, I don't mix."
Wow. A woman with a clue. I didn't know any woman who drinks tequila straight up. For the first time, I turned to face the woman. Shit. Drinks tequila straight up and looks pretty damn good. No rings on her left hand either.
I was guessing she was a little younger than me. She had a mop of curly dark auburn hair almost to her shoulders. Her skin was pale and her eyes were a sparkling blue. I was guessing Irish, like me.
I didn't realize I was staring until I heard her speak, then I realized that she asked me a question.
"Subtle. Real subtle," she said when I zoned back in to the real world.
I know I colored.
"I'm sorry. I was lost in the moment," I said weakly. "A dozen brands of tequila and a beautiful woman who understands how to drink the stuff. That doesn't happen very often in my world."
She gave me a crooked smile. I figured she was about to move on when she spoke again.
"And what world would that be, Mr. Tequila Snob?" she asked.
"Loserville, USA, ma'am," I mumbled.
"Ma'am? Did you just ma'am me?" she asked incredulously. "Wow. Do I look like your mother or something?"
"Sorry about that. It's a manners thing. Blame that on my parents. But no, you don't look like my mother. I loved my mother to death, but not on her best day did she look as good as you."
I couldn't believe that actually came out of my mouth. I winced. She looked surprised, then that look slowly morphed into a sly smile. By that point, I had taken a good look at what appeared to be a tight, curvy body for a woman her age.
"So why Loserville, Mr. Tequila Snob? If we're going to be polite, you don't look like you'd have any problem getting a date or two."
"I haven't been on a date in five years... since I divorced my cheating-ass wife," I said quietly.
"Ooh. Sorry about that," she said, looking uncomfortable.
There was an uncomfortable silence for more than a few seconds. I didn't have enough game to break the logjam, but she did, thankfully.
"So what's your recommendation?" she asked, going back to the tequila.
"I'm a big fan of Don Julio Blanco, and I also like the new Guy Fieri-Sammy Hagar Santo tequila," I answered. "But if it's a real special occasion, then go for the Don Julio 1942. Expensive as hell, but it's really good stuff."
"What do you consider expensive?" she asked.
"A buck 85 for a bottle," I answered. "Primo stuff."
She nodded at me, ending the conversation, I thought. I grabbed a bottle of the Santo off the shelf. Then I thought, 'what the hell.' I stuck out my hand.
"Mike McGowan. How would you like to do some tequila sampling next door, on me? Then you could make a more informed decision," I said, giving her my most sincere look.
She gave me that crooked smile again, looked me up and down blatantly, then accepted my invite. We walked next door to the bar, and spent the next two hours sampling tequila by the glass. I made sure to buy us a couple of servings of snacks, too, because I didn't want either of us getting picked up for a DWI.
I had Rose Smart's digits when we left the bar.
I can't even begin to explain what went on in my head for the next week. I was thrilled that I got the number of a beautiful woman, but that meant that I needed to call her for a date. The last time I went on a date was right before the American Revolution. Shit. I guessed I could take her to a restaurant. Maybe I could find a roller skating rink... or a bowling alley. I got queasy.
I had a good job and made decent money. For the most part, people seemed to like me. I was well-read about current events, and I would never talk politics on a date. I noticed I was sweating profusely.
I figured out that one thing hadn't changed. When it comes to dating, women have all the power... and they know it. She had given me her number without me having to pull a gun on her, though. That had to count in my favor, didn't it?
The debate in my brain raged on for several days and might have gone on for a lot longer except for fate stepping in: fate disguised as Anna Sciortino, whom I literally stepped into in the hallway in the office where I worked. I was still trying to sort out what to do about Rose when I bumped into Anna. She stumbled on her three-inch heels and I grabbed her arms to stop her from falling, apologizing at the same time.
"I know I'm not very big, but I don't think you would have noticed I was there if I had bells and whistles on," Anna said to me after I steadied her. "Problem?"
Anna was probably the same age as my younger daughter. We would talk occasionally, usually with me giving her some sort of fatherly advice about something. She was also my in-person advisor on the younger generation. If I needed something explained to me that was generational and I didn't want to call my kids, I would find Anna and she would explain things to me face to face in words that made sense to my 50-year-old brain.
"Uhhh... yeah, actually," I mumbled, probably sounding like a feeble buffoon.
Anna looked up at my face like she was trying to read a sign. She broke into her patented goofy grin. I was perplexed; not uncommon.
"Would this problem have to do with a girl... a woman?" she said in this sing-song manner.
"Kind of... yeah, I guess so... yes," I continued mumbling.
She stared at me for a few seconds, then made a decision of some kind.



"Okay, you can tell me about it after work at Murphy's. And I want no razzing when I get my froofy drink, or you're on your own," she lectured.
Anna sat opposite me with a very amused look on her face as I stumbled and stuttered talking about Rose when we met at Murphy's later that day.
"So you haven't dated anyone since your divorce five years ago? No one? Wow. I knew you were kind of lame, but I didn't realize you had moved the needle all the way to pathetic," she mocked.
I cringed at the mockery, yet I knew Anna was right. I also knew her tone with me was still caring.
"So how long ago did she give you her number? Are we still in the same month? Year?"
"It was five days ago, Missy, and you keep up with the smart mouth and I'll turn you over my knee," I admonished, only half seriously.
"Ooh, we both might like that," she chirped back.
One of us blushed, and it wasn't her.
"Seriously, Mike, what's the problem? You're not a troll, you've got a lot going for you. Give her a call," Anna said.
Anna spent the next half-hour telling me about some of the things she and her friends do on dates. I resisted the urge to pull out a pad and take notes.
"Can you dance?" she asked at one point.
"Does the pope have three left feet?" I responded back.
"I'll take that as a no, then. You know, women really like it when a man takes them dancing. It's kind of physical, gets things revved up," she said with a big grin on her face.
"It does? Seriously? I always thought that was sort of an urban legend," I said.
"Truth, 100 percent. It's sort of like foreplay," she said.
"La-la-la," I said as I covered my ears.
She gave me that look, then grinned again.
"Oh, and by the way, don't forget to have a condom with you. You can't be too prepared," she said, looking me straight in the eyes.
"Yes, Mom," I smarted back.
I called Rose when I got back home that night and set a date for the next Saturday.
Anna told me not to spend too much time talking about my previous marriage, but to answer honestly any questions about it that Rose asked. I was uncomfortable talking about what happened with a relative stranger, but Rose was very empathetic. She then told me her tale of woe, which included a 15-year marriage ended when her she caught her husband in bed with a neighbor of theirs.
Traci:
The actual physical pain of the syphilis I had contracted was nowhere near as bad as the humiliation I got at my doctor's office. Don't get me wrong, the doctor and the two nurses I dealt with were completely professional, but I could see they were appalled at having to deal with me. It didn't get any better when I listed six different men as recent sexual partners for them to notify.
"Shit. Six notifications," I heard one nurse whisper to the other after she first perused my sheet. Probably a good thing she's not 25."
I probably would have ripped her face off if she had said that out loud to me, but I had to admit to myself that it sounded really bad when I heard the comment.
I hadn't thought about it too much, but I guess I had taken liberal advantage of my being single for the last several years. When Rafe dumped me after Mike divorced me, I guess I kind of went a little nuts. I think I might have been searching for someone to replace Mike and Rafe, but if that was the case, I didn't even get close. How do I replace what Mike and I had for 23 years, and how could I replace the incredible sexual connection I had with Rafe? I don't know, maybe in my mind I was making up for quality with quantity. I never really gave it a thought as to how many men I was sleeping with until I had to account for my partners.
Without a doubt, fucking most of my partners bareback was stupid and irresponsible. It's not like I was a drunk slut. I was always sober enough to know what I was doing, and I always chose guys who looked clean and well-groomed. I guess like the old story goes, when you sleep with someone you are also sleeping with everyone they have slept with recently. I just never thought... idiot. At least I didn't have to tell anybody else about my problem.
Mike:
Rose and I were married about a year after our first date. We both still had some trust issues, but we worked through them with love and the help of a really good counselor.
I pushed off Rose gently and we lay on our sides facing each other, both of us panting from exertion. After 25 years of marriage, and both being 75, once a week lovemaking was enough. We would spend another 10 minutes kissing and cuddling before drifting off to sleep.
To say Rose was my savior wouldn't be an overstatement. After divorcing Traci, I was lost. Hell, I didn't even know how to date. She let me feel my way--sometimes literally--and we kind of grew together. Although I wouldn't have put money on it, I found a soul mate with which to grow old.
Traci:
I was a little more suspect in my choice of partners once I was back in circulation after my... uh... problem. Some of it was probably because of menopause. Some was probably because while I still looked pretty good as I hit my 50s, the 20-somethings and 30-somethings were no longer looking my way. In fact, with a lot more available single woman than men in their 40s and 50s, the competition was pretty stiff in those age groups, as well.
If somebody would have asked me a few years ago, I would have told them it was a done deal: I was going to grow old with my loving husband, Mike. Because I was an idiot, it didn't work out that way.
I way overplayed my hand with Mike. I mistook his being a nice guy for weakness. I thought he loved me so much that at the very least, he would forgive me my transgression.
I moved into a senior community a few years ago. My old house was way too big for me as a solo act. I see my kids and grandkids every few months. It took several years for the relationship I had with my kids to return to somewhat normal.
The relationship between Mike and I has stayed friendly, although we stopped doing our lunches after I figured out it wasn't going to get me any closer to him.
It took several years, but Mike finally started to date again after several years of being a hermit. I admit to being jealous of the way he looks at Rose. When the whole family gets together for holidays, I can't help but notice the adoring looks, the cute ways they interact. Makes me want to puke. It should be me.
Was it worth it, I ask myself. I never like the answer.
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Phil Trapp sipped his cup of Keurig hazelnut coffee as he went through his list of emails sent to him since the bank he worked at closed up the previous night at 5. He had 105 emails on the list, but he knew he could count on about half of them being complete junk and having nothing to do with banking.
How many emails can that fucking gecko send out each day, he wondered?
Maybe it was the coffee or maybe it was the fact that it was Friday morning, but Phil was in a chipper mood. He glanced at the clock on the wall: six hours and 53 minutes to go for the week. Add in about 90 minutes drive time, and before dark he would be in the arms of his loving wife of 26 years, Rawley, for the first time since before he left for work on Monday morning.
Rawley was now spending almost all of her time at the couple's lake house near Lake Tippecanoe, in northeast Indiana. She had done this for the past two summers, and the couple decided to extend it to include this summer. Phil would go back and forth from their Fort Wayne-area home to work during the week and join Rawley for the weekends, going up on Friday night and heading back to Fort Wayne on Monday morning.
Rawley and Phil officially been empty-nesters for two years, ever since their younger son graduated from Michigan State University. With neither of the kids home anymore, Rawley spent about a month walking around depressed and alone in their empty Fort Wayne home before she suggested she stay at the lake house on a permanent basis in the summer. If she was going to be alone most of the time, she might as well be at the lake house where she could swim and hang out at the beach.
Phil certainly missed her, but he could get along well enough by himself during the week and take care of the lawn and other projects.
Phil and Rawley had owned the cottage for 10 years. When the boys were in school, the family spent many a weekend at the three-bedroom home. Then Jeff graduated and got a job two states away, and finally Robbie graduated and got a job on the West Coast. It was quiet in the house and quiet at the cottage.
Phil was glad his wife got to enjoy herself at the lake while he was working. He was very pleased when she retired a few years ago, and when she suggested she just stay at the lake house and he drive up for the weekends, he was in favor. Isn't that what a lake house is for: for them to enjoy it as much as possible, he thought?
******
"Glad you're back fulltime. It will make things so much easier for everybody," Glenn Zahm told Rawley over lunch at the lake house on a Thursday afternoon. "It's so much easier when we don't have to facilitate meetings and sneak around."
"A little inconvenience to keep everything kosher," Rawley replied with a coy smile.
"Well, finish up that salad and let's see how you like my kosher salami," Zahm said with an evil leer on his face.
Rawley raised her eyebrows and pretended to look shocked. She then got off her kitchen stool, walked slowly to Zahm, unzipped his pants as he stood and reached inside.
******
"Hey, Babe. Miss me?" Phil asked Rawley Friday as he was leaving the bank to get lunch.
"Y-yes, Baby. I wasn't expecting your call," she answered with a slight hesitation. She stopped moving and put her palm softly on the chest of the man she was riding cowgirl. He quickly caught on and stopped moving under the curvy blonde.
"I figured you wouldn't call and just meet me here at 6:30 or so," Rawley continued.
Phil caught the slight hesitation in Rawley's voice but didn't spend more than a moment worrying about it. He was just pleased to hear his wife's voice.
"Just wanted to say 'hey.' God, I've missed you. I forgot how tough this was the last two years," he said.
"Calm down now, Big Boy. You'll be here in just a few hours," she said.
"I know. Just needed to hear you. See you soon, Babe. Love you."
"Love you, too."
Rawley ended the call and tossed the phone on the bed. She grinned at the man underneath her, put both hands on his chest, rose up and then slid down, repeating the action again and again.
"Sorry for the interruption." She smiled down on the man. "You know how possessive husbands can be sometimes."
"Yes, I do," he smiled back at her, reaching up to fondle her large boobs.
The pair gradually picked up speed and got into a strong rhythm for about 15 minutes before the man groaned, grunted and shot what Rawley considered to be a large load of cum inside her wet, warm pussy.
"Ooh, somebody sure missed me," she cooed.
Ten minutes later Rawley folded several $100 bills into the pocket of her short robe, gave the man a quick kiss on his cheek and closed the door behind him.
The Trapps' cottage was the only one on the winding street. It was located a couple of blocks away from the more expensive homes on the beach. It was fairly easy to get into and out of the street without being seen by too many people.
Rawley headed for the master bath to get herself clean and ready for her husband. She knew, however, that after five days away from her, she could probably leave Mark Washington's smell all over her and Phil would never even catch it. He would walk in the door and she would be on her back within five minutes. Still, she knew there was no reason to ever take that chance by being stupid or careless.
Rawley timed dinner for 7:30; after the couple had their reunion sex. Rawley gave Phil every ounce of herself. She truly loved her husband and physically rejoiced in their joining.
The couple woke entwined on Saturday morning. Phil let his fingers do the walking south, and five minutes later Rawley was wet and panting. He started making circles around her hot button and then latched on to her right nipple with his teeth. When he pulled back on the nipple, Rawley screamed and started flopping around like a fish out of water.
Phil kept working his fingers through Rawley's strong orgasm and was rewarded as she exploded a second time. He slowed his work as she rode out the second climax, then restarted immediately. Orgasm number three followed soon after, before Rawley tapped out.
The pair showered and went to a local restaurant for lunch. Several people waved at Rawley as she and Phil took a seat. Phil noted that she was fast becoming part of the community.
"That's good for you," Phil laughed. "I wonder how many of them think I'm your father."
Although Phil and Rawley were the same age, Phil knew his wife looked 10 years younger than him and could still turn men's heads. He had seen several heads turn when they entered the small restaurant.
"Oh, come on," Rawley said with a lilt in her voice. "Not my father... older brother though."
Phil grimaced.
"Well, when you retire, too, more people will get to know you," Rawley said.
Among those in the restaurant quietly watching the couple banter was Glenn Zahm.
******
Arden Cunningham was a very good customer of Glenn Zahm's car dealerships. He was a handsome man of 50 who kept himself in good physical condition. He reminded Rawley of a former athlete with his 6-4, 220-pound frame.
Rawley was on her back relaxing naked on the bed when Arden strolled back into the bedroom from the bathroom. A trickle of cum made its way down from Rawley's gaping pussy to the sheets below.
"Mmm... That was fabulous, Big Boy!" Rawley enthused.
"You were pretty good yourself," Cunningham said. "I can fuck you all day and all night. That pussy is so sweet. Your body is so much fun."
Rawley's eyes lit up at the handsome man's compliments. She rubbed her hand over his chest when he laid back down. It was 4 when the couple woke from an hour nap. Rawley reminded herself that Phil always called on Wednesday afternoon when he first got home from work.
Arden slowly pushed Rawley's head down the bed. She knew what he wanted and scooted down. She slid her lips over Arden's sticky, hard dick and proceeded to bob her head up and down. Having already come once, Arden knew he could go quite a while before a second eruption. Rawley knew that, too, and took her time, making slow passionate love to Arden's cock with her mouth. She occasionally peeked up to gaze at his face, watching his various expressions of extreme pleasure.
Rawley loved being able to please her men. It was almost a feeling of power. It was one of the reasons she loved her... she never really thought of it as a job. Profession? Avocation?
Twenty minutes later, Arden was about to blow his load. He wrapped his fingers in Rawley's long hair and had her move back up the bed, positioning her on her back. As she held her tits together, he rubbed his length in the valley between until his penis exploded thick ropes of cum all over her face and then down onto her peaks. He gave a roar as he exploded, and Rawley broke into a wide, satisfied grin as sperm fell over her lips, chin and nose.
Rawley knew she had come so far in the last 27 months. Prior to moving up to the lake house for the summer two years before, she never would have considered giving a man a blowjob when his dick was covered with both of their juices. She would never have considered letting him come on her face. Most of all, she would never have considered having sex with anyone except her husband.
******
Glenn Zahm walked into the coffee shop with the confidence of a man who had the world by the ass. In his case, that was an accurate description. He was 55 years old, fit from hours in the gym, with attractive gray streaks in his thick, wavy black hair. He was handsome in a manly Russell Crowe sort of way. Maybe just as important, he carried a nice bulge in his pants. As the principal owner of 17 automotive dealerships in Illinois and Indiana, Zahm always carried a thick wallet in his back pocket.
There weren't many people in the shop at 10:30 on a Tuesday morning in May, Zahm noticed. There appeared to be two retired couples, two retired single people and then a lone, pretty blonde woman who appeared to be in her late 30s, maybe early 40s. Zahm noted the woman had on tight jeans and a tight long-sleeved blue sweater that showed off a decent-sized chest. She was reading off a tablet.
Zahm smiled to himself. His many years as a top car salesman was a great asset when it came to talking with people. The game was on.
He got his large dark roast coffee and ambled over to the blonde woman's table.
"I can guarantee that I'm much more interesting than whatever it is you are reading," he said to the woman.
Rawley looked up from her tablet and gave the handsome man a polite smile. She offered him a seat at her table.
"Sometimes I like cheeky from a handsome man on a Tuesday morning," she quietly said.
"What a coincidence. I'd like to think I'm handsome, and I do specialize in cheeky," Zahm said. "I'm Glenn Zahm by the way. I live on Lake Tippy."
Rawley smiled at the man involuntarily. She thought he had a pleasing manner in addition to being handsome. She introduced herself, telling Zahm she also had a home by the lake.
Zahm had noticed the wedding ring on the woman's finger. He was not deterred by it in the least.
"So Mr. Trapp lets you out of the house all by yourself?" he inquired in a sing-song, joking matter.
Zahm's smile increased as Rawley explained about her moving to the lake house for the summer. His chances at having sex with this woman took a major leap forward with her husband being gone for most of the time, he knew.
Zahm told Rawley his story over a second cup of coffee. He had been widowed for more than five years as his wife of 25 years had died from cancer. She didn't seem to recognize his name, so he figured he would come clean and tell her about owning the car dealerships.
"Right! I've seen you on those corny car commercials!" she related.
"Guilty as charged," Zahm admitted. "But those commercials have made me a lot of money."
The two met for coffee again a few days later, then Zahm asked her to lunch a few days after that. Two dinners then followed. All Rawley told Phil was that she had met several of the neighbors.
The next dinner, on a Thursday evening, resulted in the pair finishing up at Zahm's large lake home. After a tour of the 6,000-square foot home, the two wound up sitting side-by-side on the very sumptuous divan, drinking an expensive dessert wine. Zahm leaned in and planted a soft kiss on Rawley's lips. She blushed, but didn't flinch away. He went in for a more forceful kiss the second time, and their tongues dueled inside Rawley's mouth.
When they came up for air, Rawley looked into Zahm's eyes with a confused expression on her face.
"I've never done anything like this before," she practically whispered. "I couldn't cheat on Phil."
Maybe with any other man the evening would have ended there, but Zahm was an amazing salesman and just as good at seduction. He countered Rawley's hesitation.
"We don't have to do this, but you know we both want to," Zahm said gently while holding Rawley's left hand in his right. "You're not taking one thing away from your husband. He is not even here, so it's not like you are sneaking around behind his back. You are a grown, sensual woman, not his property. This isn't love, just sex. We both like sex. The decision is yours."
Rawley shifted her eyes from the joined hands to Zahm's handsome face. He leaned in for another kiss.
Rawley wasn't the most experienced woman Zahm ever had. Her experience was limited to her husband and two men before him. Still, Rawley was enthusiastic and gave herself to him completely. She did need more practice with oral, grazing him with her teeth several times. She admitted that she hadn't given Phil very many blowjobs in their 28 years together. Phil didn't force himself on his wife.
Zahm started the bedroom workout by using his tongue and fingers on Rawley's pussy, getting four orgasms out of her before he slid up and pushed his cock inside her gushing, hot vagina in missionary.
"Ohhhh... ooohhh!" she moaned as Zahm settled in.
Rawley had one more orgasm before Zahm got his own release. The pair snuggled in together, talking and kissing. Rawley was exhilarated, every nerve in her body seemingly alive. She was surprised that she felt only a brief pang of guilt.
An hour later the two engaged in a second round. At Zahm's urging, Stacy licked his sticky dick back to life, then the two started in doggy before ending up in cowgirl. Stacy and Phil didn't do cowgirl very often, but she really liked Zahm's hard cock reaching up far inside of her.
Rawley stayed the night at Zahm's house. When she awoke, he was spooned behind her with his hand resting on a breast. She and Phil often woke in the same position.
Phil got up to the cottage the next day a little after 6:30 p.m. By 6:45, he and Rawley were making torrid love. A few minutes in, Rawley maneuvered her husband onto his back. He was confused as she momentarily disengaged, then she climbed back on cowgirl. Phil sunk in all the way to his pubic bone, noting briefly to himself how wet and hot his wife was. His wife's face was one of pure bliss as bounced up and down on his dick like a gymnast. Ninety seconds later she exploded in a screaming orgasm, falling onto her husband's chest.
Monday morning after Phil left for work from the lake house, Rawley got a call from Zahm, asking if she was okay with everything that had happened and if she had a good weekend with her husband. When she answered affirmative to both questions, Zahm asked her if she would go to dinner with him on Tuesday. She didn't hesitate to give him a third affirmative.
Tuesday night's dinner ended the same way the previous Thursday dinner had. Both participants enjoyed the evening tremendously. The Tuesday-Thursday sex nights quickly became a staple.
It was mid-July when Zahm asked Rawley if she could do him a favor. He had a very close friend coming to stay with him for several days, and was hoping that Rawley would go on a date with him.
"I'm not asking you to sleep with him, Doll. Andy's an old friend, and I just want you to show him a good time. He's had a bit of a rough time since his wife divorced him last year. Just asking you to be your beautiful, charming self."
"Only for you, Handsome," she replied. "We'll just play it by ear."
She gave Zahm a conspiratorial wink and a grin.
Rawley had heard all the horror stories of having a blind date, but as a beautiful woman, she never had to experience one before. She was more than pleasantly surprised when Andy Siegfried showed up at the cottage to pick her up for her date. He looked to be in his early 40s, had short blond hair and big brown eyes. He stood about 6-4 and didn't have an ounce of fat on his long, rangy frame.
"Nicely done, Glenn," she thought to herself.
The date went well, Rawley thought. The pair wound up back at Rawley's cottage. A few hours later, two satisfied lovers kissed at the door. Andy gave Rawley a card and a handful of bills wrapped in a $100 note. She tried to hand the bills back, but Andy insisted and refused to take them back.
"You are awesome. I'd love to see you again when I get back this way," he said.
"Oh, yeah," Rawley enthused.
******
"Was the money your idea?" Rawley said to Zahm when the pair got together for their Thursday night dinner. "You know I don't need the money, don't you?"
"I know. Andy's a good guy. You were a special date. He knows," Zahm answered.
"He was really... fun. I wouldn't mind another date with him," Rawley said with a smile.
"As long as that doesn't interfere with us," Zahm said.
"Oh, by the way, don't leave big chunks of money laying around. Hubby sees that..."
Rawley was leaving Zahm's cottage on a Wednesday morning several weeks later when he asked her if she would be up for another date the next week. She hesitated for a few seconds before agreeing.
"As long as he's gorgeous like your last friend," she said.
"I won't ever do you wrong," Zahm noted.
******
Rawley took most of the cash she had received from Zahm's friend Ronnie Gordon and went to the drive-through of the small bank where she had set up an account after Andy Siegfried had given her money after she had sex with him. She set up the account so it was in her name only and strictly online.
Phil took a week's vacation and spent it with Rawley at the lake house the first week in September. They spent the week grilling food, drinking margaritas and making love every night. Rawley wore several skimpy bikinis around the house during the week, and Phil thought he was indeed a lucky man as his 48-year-old wife still had the body of a 20-something.
Rawley had forewarned Zahm that her husband would be at the lake house the entire week. Zahm made sure he stayed away, although he truly missed what he considered "his pussy" on Tuesday and Thursday. To make up for Zahm missing his Tuesday and Thursday pussy, Rawley and Zahm were together from Tuesday through Friday at noon the week previous.
Rawley and Phil closed up the lake house on Monday and Tuesday of the following week. After being gone from her regular home for the entire summer, Rawley was glad to get home and see her friends from the neighborhood, but she was not entirely comfortable with going back to her previously staid existence. She knew she would get together with Zahm several times during the fall and winter.
Phil was thrilled with Rawley's return. In addition to having his wife and lover back in his bed, he got his best friend back. The little conversations, the touches, the looks: he had missed all of her.
******
Phil was hooked almost from the first time he had seen Rawley on the campus at the University of Iowa. Both were juniors, but Rawley had just transferred in from the University of Northern Iowa. She was an English major. He was majoring in finance. He needed to fulfill a requirement, so he signed up for English lit 212, a course on the women in Shakespeare's stories. Rawley was in the class because she thought it would be fun and an easy "A."



An average American male, Phil noticed Rawley immediately when he looked around the classroom. She was sitting a row over from him, right next to a football player. The pair seemed friendly, and Phil wondered if the player had already claimed the blonde beauty as his girlfriend.
The next time the class met, Phil didn't see the women until she came hustling in just ahead of the professor. She quickly looked around the room for the few empty seats and finally chose the one next to Phil. Phil inwardly cursed at his bad luck, because with her sitting right next to him he couldn't stare without being obvious. He therefore turned his attention to the window just to his left and spent most of the class watching students walking back and forth across campus.
Phil was in his own little world when he felt a tap on his right shoulder.
"Class is over, genius," the blonde said. "You know, you might get a better grade if you actually listened to Dr. Schwartz instead of tracking the coeds walking past the building.
"Besides, why are you tracking the girls walking past the building when I'm sitting right here? Am I chopped liver or something?"
Phil colored, then stammered as he tried to speak before his tongue finally caught up with his brain.
"Gourmet pate at the very least," he said.
"That's better," she said flippantly. "So why haven't you been checking me out?"
"Because you're sitting too close for me to do it without being obvious," Phil replied. "There are guy rules for this sort of thing, you know. Next time sit a few seats away, and preferably a row up. Then I'll be able to eyeball you with minimal distraction."
"Or... you could take me to the coffee house on campus and check me out right now. I don't have a problem drinking coffee while you undress me with your eyes," she said as she blushed.
"Hell yeah!" Phil enthused.
The pair dated for the next two years, becoming intimate on their third date. Phil assumed the two were exclusive, never knowing that Rawley had sex with three other men while they were in college. Rawley knew she loved Phil with all her heart, but sex with the others was more about the act than about love, she knew. After all, Phil didn't own her, and she certainly did love sex.
The pair was married a year after they graduated. Phil became an internal auditor for a bank. Rawley got a job teaching English in the same community. As Phil was bringing in good money with his job, Rawley became a stay-at-home when she had her first child two years later.
******
Glenn Zahm waited a month after Rawley moved back home to call. His experience told him to give the woman a few weeks of alone time to increase her receptiveness.
"I'm going to be at my Fort Wayne dealerships for a few days next week. How about we do lunch Tuesday or Wednesday, preferably Tuesday and Wednesday," Zahm said.
Rawley and Zahm did lunch both days before retiring to Zahm's hotel room, which was on the opposite side of Fort Wayne from Phil's bank. The pair set up another couple of days to meet a month into the future.
"What about doing something with Andy as well?" Zahm asked. I keep my room reservation throughout the year. You guys could use it when I'm not here."
******
Phil was not completely clueless that things had changed somewhat in his relationship with Rawley. She seemed to be moodier and somewhat more distant in the bedroom. The twice-weekly sex with Rawley was still great, especially since Rawley seemed more receptive to more positions and more oral, but the downside was that the couple seemed to be fucking more and making love less, Phil noted to himself. He tried to ask Rawley once if there was a problem between them, but she cut off the discussion by telling Phil he could use his right hand more if he wasn't happy. End of discussion.
******
Phil wasn't completely sold on the idea of Rawley spending the entire summer at the lake house the next year, but Rawley didn't exactly open the subject to debate.
"If you want to spend more time with me, than come up to the cottage during the week sometimes!" she said plaintively, knowing that her husband wouldn't want to make the 90-minute drive from the cottage to his job and back more than once each week, except for special circumstances.
Rawley and Phil opened the lake house in mid-May, and by the end of the month she and Glenn Zahm had resumed their Tuesday-Thursday hook-up schedule. A week later, Zahm arranged for Rawley to have a tryst with yet another friend.
As the summer progressed, Zahm encouraged Rawley to have sex with a number of his well-heeled friends. She was soon doing "friends" twice a week along with Zahm twice a week, and her husband on the weekends. Her bank account from her trysts with Zahm's friends was growing at a nice rate, and she had gotten her own credit card to buy some sexier clothing and lingerie, which she kept hidden in the back of her closet at the cottage. Considering her husband was only at the house on the weekends, and was usually having sex with her when they were at the cottage, she knew it was highly unlikely that he would ever be looking in the back of her closet.
From time to time, Phil noticed small inconsistencies in Rawley's actions and behavior, but as he trusted his wife completely, he never put the actions and behavior together. In her heart and mind, she loved her husband, and what she did with other men was just physical pleasure and separate from what she and Phil shared. The money was never a consideration. Technically, Rawley knew that getting paid for sex was prostitution, but she never asked for the remuneration. Glenn apparently had worked something out with the men he sent her way. She certainly enjoyed the sex she had with his friends, all of whom seemed to be fairly well-off and were good sex partners. Life was good for Rawley, even if closing the lake house at the end of the season made her trysts a little more inconvenient.
Andy Siegfried was Rawley's first and still her favorite "client" provided by Zahm. He had been asking her to go away with him for a long weekend some time after the summer, but she didn't feel comfortable going away with another man and leaving Phil home alone, until the opportunity presented itself by chance. Phil announced that he would be attending a weeklong banking seminar in San Francisco in late March, leaving on a Sunday and getting back home the next Saturday.
Rawley didn't waste any time calling Andy and telling him of the lucky break. Andy immediately made reservations for the pair for a four-day, five-night stay in Miami, FL.
******
Jorge Alvarez was the assistant manager of the Crossroads Bank branch in Leesburg, IN. Sitting next to him at the dinner table on day three of the banking conference was Phil Trapp, a senior vice president at a Flagstar Bank branch in Fort Wayne, IN. When Jorge saw the nametag, he smiled to himself. What were the odds that he would know the wife of the man sitting next to him at a conference in San Francisco?
The six bank officers at the table discussed the day's seminar topics for a while before getting on to more personal discussion. Halfway through the meal, Jorge told Phil of their connection.
"I helped your wife open your account at my branch a few years ago," Jorge told Phil. "I appreciate the business.
"How long have you had your lake house?"
Phil was at a complete loss. He did all the banking and bill paying. He knew nothing of an account at Crossroads Bank. He was hoping his mouth was not hanging open stupidly.
"About 10 years now. Rawley has stayed up there the whole summer the last two years. I go up and join her on the weekends. Do you see her a lot?"
"I don't actually see her. It's primarily an online account, she told me. I've seen her at the drive-up once or twice or week, though, making deposits."
Phil's brain was working overtime now. He knew technically Jorge shouldn't have said anything to him about the account since Phil wasn't listed on it.
******
Rawley had gone shopping especially for her trip to Miami with Andy. She spent about $6,000 on several outfits, new shoes and, of course, several pieces of exotic lingerie. The money was a drop in the bucket for what she had put away in her secret account, and Phil never saw her separate credit card bill.
Rawley loved the feel of Andy's fit body during their playtimes. He was also very creative and took the time to learn about Rawley's preferences. The sex was more equal with Andy than with most of her other assignations, where she would do her absolute best to please her partner without concern for herself.
Being honest with herself, Rawley knew that she probably had too much emotional connection to Andy. While it was just sex with the others, including Glenn, she knew she was slowly falling in love with Andy. Spending all this time together wasn't necessarily good for her marriage, Rawley knew.
Rawley flew out about six hours after Phil drove off to the airport. The four days passed quickly for Rawley. The pair ate at good restaurants, went dancing, went shopping and spent some time at the beach, interspersed around what Rawley considered some amazing rounds of sex. It felt almost like she and Andy were newlyweds.
Rawley was quiet and reflective on the flight home on Friday. For the first time, she questioned her actions. Until this week, it was always just sex. It wasn't necessarily better sex; it was new and different and illicit. This week was a new wrinkle.
Rawley put her hands in her lap, her right hand brushing up against the large lump of bills in her pocket. Andy reached over and covered her two hands with one large hand. He knew what she was: wife to one man, lover to another, whore for him and others. What if he had met her before her husband? Would he be her husband now? And if he were her husband now, would he be a cuckold, too?
******
Both Phil and Rawley had a lot going on in their heads when Phil walked in the door Saturday night. Their greetings to each other were lukewarm at best, but both were so much in their own heads they didn't really notice. There was no reunion lovemaking, nor even reunion sex.
Phil was glad to get back to work on Monday so he wouldn't have to be around his wife. He had to make some phone calls.
Jorge Alvarez was surprised to hear from Phil Trapp on Monday afternoon, especially since Phil wasn't exactly Mr. Warmth at the conference in San Francisco. The two were seated next to each other at one of the dinners and seemed to be getting along, but suddenly Phil clammed up and didn't say much the rest of the meal. He all but avoided Jorge for the remainder of the conference.
"Jorge, I think I owe you an apology, and I need a professional courtesy," Phil said after opening pleasantries.
Phil explained to Jorge that he had no knowledge of his wife's account at Crossroads and was completely taken by surprise as there was no reason for Rawley to be depositing money into a private account. Although it was illegal and unethical, he asked Jorge to send him the account details as a professional courtesy. Jorge did as asked.
Phil was shocked when he saw that Rawley had accumulated $58,000 in her private account, which included a $6,000 deposit made at 9:15 that morning. Most of her deposits were made when Rawley was staying at the lake house, but there were deposits made every few weeks throughout the rest of the year as well.
As a veteran in the banking industry, Phil knew exactly who to call when he needed investigative work and video surveillance.
Rawley again went to live at the lake fulltime starting in early May. She thought it was a little odd that Phil was so easily amenable to the arrangement this year after being reluctant the previous two years. For a brief moment, she wondered if her husband wasn't actually glad to get her out of the house. Could Phil be having an affair?
Rawley's worries about Phil disappeared during her first Tuesday tryst with Glenn Zahm at his lake house. It had been three weeks since the pair had hooked up in Fort Wayne, and Rawley was more than ready to have Glenn's hard dick inside her mouth and pussy. It was a wonderful night and morning after, Rawley thought, as Glenn dropped her off at her own lake house. She would have several hours to lie out on the deck before getting ready for her first date of the summer season. She always enjoyed the convenience of having sex in her own bed when she wasn't fucking Glenn in his.
******
Phil knew his marriage was over five minutes after the investigator started his report. In the month since Rawley moved back to the lake house, she had sex with Glenn Zahm at his house on eight separate occasions, as well as having sex with six different men at the Trapps' cottage on seven separate occasions. On every occasion at the Trapps' home, Rawley's partners handed her a wad of cash. The investigator also handed Phil a memory stick with video from Rawley's activities at their house.
Phil barely held his tears in check. This was much worse than he had imagined: his Rawley was a prostitute as well as a cheater.
******
Phil looked at his watch for the 12th time. Thirty minutes had finally elapsed since the downstairs lights in his lake house had gone out and the lights in his bedroom had gone on. Based on what he had seen from the videos taken of his wife and her clients, by the time 30 minutes had elapsed, they would be past any foreplay and oral and into the fucking part of their evening.
Phil quietly let himself into the house and walked up the stairs. With the noise coming from the master bedroom, he probably could have come in with a boom-box on his shoulder and neither of the two occupants would have heard him.
"Fuck me, Arden! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!" Rawley shrieked while Arden Cunningham grunted hard.
"Playing through! Don't mind me!" Phil called out as he strolled into the bedroom.
"What the fu..." Arden started to yell as he disengaged from Rawley.
"NOOOOO!" Rawley screamed as she attempted to disappear into the sheets.
Phil walked directly over to his wife and handed her the ubiquitous manila envelope. Arden reached over and grabbed Phil by his left arm before Phil spun and clocked the naked man with a right-handed haymaker to his face. Arden let out a shriek of his own as blood exploded from what used to be a chiseled nose.
Phil reached to the floor, grabbed Rawley's discarded white bikini panties and wiped the blood off his hand. He went into the room's main closet, grabbed a few items of clothing and left the room, whistling a happy tune as he descended the stairs. When he got to the bottom of the staircase, a thought struck him.
"Probably not getting paid for tonight's work, Babe. Sorry," he called back up.
Phil chuckled to himself and walked out the front door, leaving it wide open.
******
Rawley was at least smart enough not to even try contacting Phil until Friday, hoping she could persuade him to join her at the cottage for the weekend like usual.
"Obviously we need to talk," Rawley texted her husband.
"Ya think?" he responded.
Rawley had hoped Phil would come up Friday evening as usual and stay for the weekend. She had to settle for him agreeing to come up Saturday morning.
Obviously Rawley was shocked when Phil showed up at the lake house the previous Wednesday night. Considering he brought divorce papers with him, he knew in advance of that night about her extracurricular activities. How had that happened? How much did he know? He knew enough, that much was sure, but she certainly hoped he didn't know the whole story.
Rawley had doughnuts and coffee ready when Phil showed up at the house Saturday morning. As far as Phil was concerned, the doughnuts were the highlight of the meeting. The couple sat in silence until Phil finished his first.
"I'm so sorry, Phil," Rawley began while staring down at her own coffee cup. "I'm especially sorry you had to see that the other night."
Phil let the silence hang for a few seconds.
"Seen it before, just not that up close and personal," he said quietly.
This time it was Rawley who was silent. She was mulling over the implications of what her husband just said.
"I know it may not seem like it, Phil, but I truly do love you... and only you. I know it sounds trite... and I guess it is trite, but it was just sex," she whispered.
"A hell of a lot of sex, with a hell of a lot of guys... and that's just this year," Phil said sharply. "How long has this shit been going on? The whole time you were up here? What about when you were home with me?"
Rawley was starting to see that her husband was not quite the mushroom in the dark she thought he was. She figured she should keep her answers closer to the truth than she was originally planning.
"Yes, it started the first summer I stayed up here. I missed you, and I made a mistake. I enjoyed it, though, and figured since you weren't here, I wasn't taking anything away from you..."
"Seriously?" Phil interrupted. "Not taking anything away from me? Because I wasn't with you? Since when does fidelity have a proximity clause?
"I must have missed that in the wedding vows. Shit, I could have been fucking other women for three years in Fort Wayne while you were up here!"
Rawley's head finally jerked up from staring at the table. Her lips were moving, but no sound was coming from her mouth.
"One more thing: bad enough that you've been a cheating slut, but a whore, too? A prostitute... literally? It's not like you needed the money, Rawley."
"It was just about sex with new and different men... and the naughtiness of sneaking around made it so much more exciting," she said. "I never asked for the money, but when they handed it to me... to think I had just been paid for sex like a high-priced escort; that really ramped me up and made me want to do my absolute best for my partner. You know I don't do anything halfway, Phil."
Phil just nodded slowly.
"So is there anything I can say that would keep us together, Phil? Anything? I don't want a divorce. I love you."
"More than your lover, Zahm? You've had almost as much sex with him as you've had with me the last several years. How about the Siegfried character? I've seen the way you look at him, the way you come with him."
Rawley blushed deeply. Somehow Phil knew everything. There wasn't a lot she could say in rejoinder.
"Could we try marriage counseling, Phil? Anything? I don't want a divorce."
"Yeah, well I don't want my wife to be a prostitute, either, but I guess sometimes you can't always get what you want," Phil said.
******
Rawley and her attorney were able to persuade the judge in the divorce case to order marriage counseling. That lasted one session. When the judge found out that Rawley had been a prostitute for three years, she shut down the counseling.
"I was not a prostitute. That money was given to me as a gift," Rawley cried when the counselor called her a prostitute.
"Yes, they probably couldn't arrest you, but a rose by any other name..." the counselor said. "Did you ever consider personal counseling, Mrs. Trapp?"
******
Phil was looking for something different to read and was perusing the shelves of non-fiction in a branch of the Allen County Public Library. He was lost in thought when he heard what sounded like someone jumping up and down just a few feet from him.
He turned to see that it was in fact someone jumping up and down. A short blonde, maybe five feet tall, was making an attempt to pluck a book from an upper shelf. Her short skirt was levitating and falling with each jump, giving Phil quick peeks of the black panties she was wearing. The young woman blushed when she realized that Phil was watching her.
"Oh, sorry," she said to Phil as she smoothed down her skirt. "Could you possibly grab me that book about Hemingway on the second shelf?"



Phil blushed, as well, when he realized the young woman caught him looking at her panties.
"Sure, no problem," he said as he handed her the book she requested.
The short blonde had twinkling blue eyes and round cheeks, Phil noted as he handed her the book. She was probably the same age as one of his children, yet there was something in those eyes that captivated Phil.
"Have you read much of his stuff?" Phil asked the young woman.
"I've read about three of his books so far," the woman replied with a smile that revealed two rows of perfect teeth. "I'm not as convinced as others are that he was a great writer. Maybe for the day, but nowadays some of the stuff he wrote wouldn't cut the mustard. I think he was half-hype, half-genius."
Phil was taken aback by the answer. He felt the exact same way about Hemingway, but didn't expect to hear that opinion reflected back at him from a youngster.
"What? Are you a Hemingway apologist or something?" she asked.
"No, first of all I'm shocked that a kid actually reads a hardcopy book. I thought you youngsters just read iPad books. But I'm also surprised because you're the first person I've ever met who agrees with my opinion of Hemingway. I think he was a pompous blowhard who wasn't nearly as good as everyone else thought he was."
The woman giggled. It wasn't a sound Phil had heard too often up close and personal in the last year.
"I hope I'm not being too forward miss, but could we continue this conversation over a good cup of coffee?"
"Yeah, that would be great. Let me check this book out first," she answered.
The pair walked over to a near-by Starbucks.
Chantal Pierson turned out to be a 25-year-old graduate of Indiana University with a degree in marketing. She worked as a copywriter for a small ad agency in Fort Wayne. Phil gave her the Reader's Digest version of his life, including his divorce.
She found Phil as engaging as he found her. When they were about to end their visit an hour later, she asked to see his cellphone. He thought she needed to make a call, so he handed her the phone. She started thumbing numbers and letters furiously for several seconds, then handed back the phone.
"There you go. Got my digits and my name. I'd love to do this again with you," she bubbled cheerfully.
"Yeah, me, too," Phil answered shyly.
Phil spent the next few days thinking about the young woman. She was the first woman he had connected with since he divorced his wife. Still, he felt awkward with the fact she was half his age. It took him another few days to make the phone call.
"Hey, I was hoping you'd call!" Chantal enthused. "I really enjoyed your company the other night."
"How about we expand on that and do dinner this time? How would you like to do Oyster Bar?"
"Ooh, I'd really like that. I haven't been there in a long time. It's not somewhere I get to go on my budget," she said.
The pair was halfway through a great dinner when Chantal addressed the elephant in the room.
"You're pretty cool for an older guy. You know that?
"You're like the first guy that hasn't tried to undress me in the first half hour of a date in the last year. Either I don't interest you or you are a gentleman. Which is it?"
Phil blushed and got a deer-in-the-headlights look, which caused Chantal to giggle.
"Y-y-you definitely interest me," Phil said. "But I am also a gentleman. Been this way my whole life. My father would have beaten me within an inch of my life if some girl had said I was handsy with her.
"But you're also a lifetime younger than me."
"How about we just enjoy this moment right now?" she asked.
"You know, you also might be a lifetime smarter than me," Phil said.
******
Rawley and Glenn Zahm were just finishing up when Glenn asked her if she was up to another "date." She always enjoyed the dates Glenn set up for her, and she had to admit things were much easier without having to worry about her ex-husband. That also gave her free weekends, which she often used to entertain dates.
"How would you feel about a younger guy this time? Say someone about 30?" Glenn asked.
"As long as he has your seal of approval. You know I trust you," Rawley said.
Rawley's date was the son of one of Glenn's friends. He was a former college basketball player and still in good physical condition. While he didn't necessarily have the refinement of many of Rawley's other dates, he had youth and physicality on his side. He pounded Rawley mercilessly for about 45 minutes before coming the first time, then after a 10-minute break was shoving his sticky cock into her mouth to start the second round. Rawley screamed through several orgasms along the way before the pair went to bed after about 2-1/2 hours of relentless sex.
They finished up the next morning with Rawley deepthroating the young man for his first come and then him pounding Rawley some more in the shower for his second.
While she enjoyed the sex, Rawley admitted the young man was a bit more than she was used to physically.
"God, I need a nap," she said to herself as the young man handed her a stack of bills on the way out the door.
******
Phil was amazed that despite the difference in ages between he and Chantal, they were still dating six months later. They became intimate on their third date. Although he was not physically the man he was 25 years ago, Phil made up for that with experience, enthusiasm and love. Although she only had a few suitors to compare him to, Chantal thought he was an excellent lover.
The two were cuddled together after an exhilarating session of lovemaking. Phil was big on cuddling after lovemaking and taught the young woman to appreciate the act, as well. After a few minutes, Phil felt her body stiffen. He looked down to see her looking up at him with an unreadable expression on her face.
"Phil, you know I love you, right?" Chantal whispered.
Phil was pretty sure he knew where this was going, and rolled onto his back, letting out a large sigh.
"No, no, Phil. It's not like that!" Chantal quickly blurted out, realizing what Phil was thinking. "I think we're great together, but I think you can do better."
"Do better? Than you? Not likely, Sweetie," Phil chuckled.
"Well, what would you say to me plus 25 years?"
"Huh?" Phil mumbled.
"There's only one other woman in the whole world I could think of who would be better for you than me... and that's my mom. Could you do me this one little favor and take her out once. Please."
"Your mom? Seriously? But wouldn't it be weird if we were to wind up... here?"
Chantal batted her blue eyes and gave Phil her most charming smile.
"Shit," he whispered.
Phil was shocked when he picked up Lori "Lala" Pierson for their date two weeks later. Chantal had told Phil that her mother was 25 years older, but if Phil didn't know better, he would have guessed she was Chantal's older sister. The resemblance between the two was uncanny, except Lala had strawberry blonde hair.
Two years younger than Phil at 50, Lala had been married for 18 years to Chantal's father before divorcing him because he was a serial cheater. As Chantal explained to Phil, she and her father reconciled after several years apart. Her mother, however, still wasn't even talking to her ex.
Both Phil and Lala enjoyed their date, even though Lala caught him looking askance at her several times throughout the evening.
"What?" she finally asked.
"You and your daughter are so much alike it's almost scary," Phil answered. "It's kind of like dating sisters. Ummm... how much did you guys talk before this date? Should I have performance anxiety?"
Lala giggled; sounded just like Chantal. Phil loved the sound, but thought it was still weird.
"That's up to you. I wasn't making any definite plans. Chantal trusts you completely, so I figured I would just follow your lead. It's not like either one of us is a kid anymore, now are we?"
"I guess that takes some of the tension out of it then," Phil said.
"But I need to warn you, I'm not nearly as flexible as my daughter is," Lala said.
"I understand perfectly," Phil chuckled.
The pair did wind up at Phil's place at the end of the evening.
******
It was the Wednesday before Thanksgiving. Rawley was going to host a family dinner. The kids were scheduled to arrive Thursday morning, and Phil and a plus one were coming in the afternoon in time to eat.
Before the big day, however, Rawley was enjoying her new favorite client, 30-year-old Jason Lafforge, and one of his friends, Tommy Wickersham. Rawley was introduced to Jason right after her divorce from Phil, and he quickly became her favorite due to his age and vigor. He had asked Rawley if she would be willing to do her first threesome, and she agreed after a moment's hesitation.
Rawley was riding Jason on a chair in her kitchen while Tommy was holding her head and face fucking her when Rawley's younger son, Robbie, let himself into the lake house with the key he had. As he led a young woman into the house, he stopped in his tracks when he looked into the kitchen and saw his mother entertaining a pair of guests.
"Mom!" he cried in anguish.
Rawley tried to speak when she realized there were more people in the house, but with Tommy's dick deep in her mouth all she could do was moan loudly. The intense noise sent Tommy off immediately, causing the young man to shoot a bucket's worth of cum into Rawley's mouth. She swallowed as much as she could before the remainder dribbled down her chin and onto her breasts.
The resulting action caused Jason to shoot deeply into her pussy, and he came, grunting harshly while Rawley was sputtering and choking on Tommy's load.
"We've gotta go!" Robbie said to the young woman who started to walk in the house after him.
The young woman was frozen to the spot watching the action in the kitchen as Robbie tried to push her back out the door. Her introduction as Robbie's fiancée would have to wait until later.
"Oh, God... noooo!" Rawley finally yelled as she disengaged from her young lovers.
******
Phil's phone was ringing even before Robbie pulled his car out of the driveway at the lake house.
"Oh shit, Dad! She was fucking two young guys at the same time when Claire and I walked into the house! How can I ever face her again?" an exasperated Robbie blurted out when Phil answered his phone.
"Wait. What?" Phil responded. "Slow down and talk to me, Robbie."
Robbie explained to Phil that he had come home a day early for the holiday and to introduce his fiancée to his parents. He wanted to surprise his mother and didn't call, using his key to enter the house. The surprise was on him.
"You have to remember, Robbie, your mother is a single woman now and doesn't have to answer to anybody for what she does in the privacy of her own home. You probably should call in the future before using your key, or maybe even give the key back," Phil said.
"I can't believe you, of all people, are defending her being a skank, Dad."
Phil thought for a second, then chuckled. Teaching children is a lifetime thing, he thought to himself.
"If you were lucky enough to have two girls in your room, would you consider yourself a male skank, Robbie?" Phil said.
"I'd consider myself a dead man, because Claire would kill me," Robbie said.
"But if you weren't engaged, then what?" Phil said. "Just because your mother is over 50 doesn't mean she isn't a sexual being."
"Well, I can tell you what, Dad, she's only getting a plus-one invitation to the wedding like everybody else, not a plus-two," Robbie joked.
"Seems fair to me," Phil said.
Robbie and Claire spent the night at Phil's house. The next day, Thanksgiving, everybody drove over to the lake house for turkey and all the trimmings.
Rawley took her son and his fiancée aside and apologized as soon as they got to the lake house. When Phil walked in, he looked at Rawley and silently shook his head. She blushed appropriately.
******
After a half-dozen dates with Lala, Phil knew he was over Chantal, but he didn't want their friendship to die, so he called her and set up a lunch date. For her part, Chantal was effusive over the relationship Phil had formed with her mother.
"But how would you feel if we took it further, Chantal? I don't want this to be weird for any of us," Phil said.
"I'm okay, Babe. Remember, I was the one who gave you to Mom," she said, smiling brightly.
"Okay, okay, you've got a point. But I would still like to keep you in my world as a friend, you little minx. You've grown on me."
"How about as family?" she enthused. "I would make a great daughter-in-law, you know. Mom thinks I'm a great daughter."
"You are about as subtle as a pie to the face," Phil said. "It's only been six dates."
"Yeah, but we've been out on a lot of dates, too. Can't you just transfer my account to her?"
Phil put his head in his hands and shook his head. He raised his head with a big smile.
"You two make a great tag team: half-pints squared."
She giggled and smiled.
"Don't wait too long, Phil... and if this doesn't work out, don't hurt her."
"I could never hurt either of you," Phil said. "I've got a soft spot for sprites. You know that."
Phil asked Lala to marry him six months later. She moved into his house a month after that.
******
Rawley took her good friend Glenn Zahm to Robbie and Claire's wedding and Phil took his fiancée, Lala. The two couples came face to face for the first time when they sat down next to each other in the groom's parents row a few minutes before the ceremony was to start.
"So we finally meet, Phil. I'm Glenn Zahm, a friend of Rawley's," Zahm said as he approached Phil with his hand extended.
Phil looked blankly at Zahm and didn't extend his hand.
"Friend and pimp is my understanding," Phil said just loud enough for only the foursome to hear.
"Yeah, whatever," Zahm said as he retracted his hand.
Rawley glared daggers at her ex-husband. She was too busy to notice Claire's mother glaring similar daggers at her. Claire had told her parents what she had seen at the lake house the year before.
Robbie had introduced his mother to Claire's the previous night at the rehearsal dinner. When Rawley started to step forward for the expected hug, she got a firm hand to her shoulder from the other woman, stopping her forward movement. She looked up, shocked, and blushed a deep red, knowing Claire's mother had heard about the lake house meeting.
Claire's mother didn't hesitate to hug Lala, and it was obvious that the two women had spent time in each other's presence before. Rawley knew she was the odd woman out.
******
Glenn Zahm was not a happy camper when he was notified by the Kosciusko County Health Department that a sexual partner of his had contracted syphilis and he needed to get tested and turn in the results to them within a week.
"God damn it, Rawley, I warned you about these young guys, always thinking they're fucking invincible, fucking everybody bareback!" he screamed at her over the phone.
Rawley had moved the phone away from ear during the outburst. She sat on the edge of her bed sobbing. She had found out about her STD the day before from her doctor's office. The continued burning pain in her crotch told her she had a big problem.
The next day Rawley found out she had an even bigger problem. In the ensuing years, several other homes had been built on the street on which Rawley lived. One of those homes belonged to a highly-regarded doctor and his wife, the latter who figured out exactly what Rawley's occupation was.
Glenn Zahm's attorney was a good one, and combined with the arrest being the first for Rawley, she wound up being sentenced to just one year jail time, with six months probation, although she could have gotten up to six years on the felony charge.
Worse than the conviction, though, was the effect the crime and resulting publicity had on her family and her life in general. Her children and her parents were mortified.
"So that day I caught you at your house fucking those two guys, that was business? Oh my god, Mom. A slut and a prostitute?" Robbie said in a phone call several days after Rawley was arrested. "How many guys have you fucked?"
Rawley didn't answer the last question, hoping it was just a poor reaction to the situation and not a real ask.
******
While Rawley was spending her days in orange, Lala chose cornflower blue for her wedding dress. Robbie served as his father's best man and Chantal was the maid of honor for her mother.
******
Rawley's conviction encouraged the Kosciusko County prosecutor's office to take a further look at Glenn Zahm, especially with the encouragement of several of Zahm's neighbors. Zahm at first laughed off the investigation, but when it branched out to several of the cities in which he had dealerships, and several areas of his various businesses, it became a considerable concern. The negative publicity of Zahm being investigated for being involved in an escort ring sent his dealerships into a steep decline.
Zahm lost millions when he sold his dealerships two years later.
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I threw the final shovel of dirt on top of the grave, patted it all sort of flat, then sat down on the grass near-by and started to sob... not for the first time that day.
The funeral ceremony was long since over. Everyone who wanted threw a handful of dirt on the grave. Some, not many, picked up the shovel thrust into the dirt pile and threw a shovelful of the brown dirt onto the white coffin... the coffin she picked out for herself when it became obvious to all that she wasn't getting out of this... "adventure," as she liked to call them, with only minor scrapes and bruises. This time, her punishment was going to fit the crime, she had said.
Her crime, she knew, was being too selfish to live life like most other people. She had the gifts of music and beauty, and she used them like weapons of mass destruction to get what she wanted, and to hell with anybody else. She didn't care if you loved her or hated her, as long as she got what she wanted from you. It was better if you hated her, because then she would just use you for a while and toss you away. It was much worse if you loved her, because then she would heap all sorts of abuse and indignities upon you until there was nothing left, finally crushing you under her boot heel like a spent cigarette butt.
Of course, then there was me. I loved her and she loved me back, so she kept telling me, and I got the ultimate indignity of being crushed over and over again, like a cat with nine lives losing one every so often. All because I loved her, and she loved me back.
I don't know how long I sat on the grass sobbing, but I eventually noticed several of the cemetery workers approaching to finish up at the grave site. I picked up my suit coat off the ground, fished my handkerchief out of my breast pocket and dried my eyes. I folded my coat over my arm, nodded at the worker who appeared to be in charge, slowly walked to my car and drove off. That would be the last time I was sober for a month.
Everybody called him Father Ron, but technically he was Rev. Ronald Combs. He appeared one day when I was heading into my local liquor store, a 10-minute walk from my quiet country home. The store opened at 10 AM, and by 10:05, I usually had made my day's selection of a bottle and was heading home. Not on this day, however. On this day, Father Ron was waiting for me by the door to the liquor store.
"I know you know she's not going to show up again no matter how long you stay drunk," he said to me as I reached for the door handle.
I jumped back like I'd touched hot metal. I had no idea who the hell this guy was, only that he was dressed like a Catholic priest... and I wasn't a Catholic. At that moment, I couldn't have told anyone what religion I was, and I didn't care. I was one hungover son of a bitch, and I wanted my daily bottle of drunk. I was actually thinking it was going to be a tequila day until that Goddamn priest got in my face.
Maybe it was the hangover, but to me the priest sort of looked like Gene Hackman from the 1970s movie, "The French Connection." That struck me funny, and I chuckled. Okay, I actually coughed and choked a bit. I looked from the priest's face up into the sky, and mumbled, "You've got a helluva sense of humor there, Big Guy."
"You talk to The Boss, too?" Rev. Hackman Look-Alike asked.
I know I gave him my best "fuck you" look, but after being drunk for almost a month straight, I probably looked more like a pathetic asshole than a pissed-off drunk.
"No, former Yankees owner George Steinbrenner's been dead for a long time. I was talking to God, you yutz," I mumbled.
"That's who I was referring to, as well," the priest said in his best friendly tone.
"Then why were you talking about Steinbrenner?" I asked.
I was pretty sure he was sober, but he seemed to be making less sense than me.
"Reverend, one of us needs help, and I'm sorry to say it but I don't think it's me."
"You wouldn't happen to have a cup of coffee at your home, would you?" he asked.
That was an easier question to answer. I was starting to like this guy.
"Sure do. Why don't we head on over to my place, and I'll make you a good cup of coffee. Can't do any of that froofie shit with the creamy stuff and the crazy flavors, but good old black coffee I can do," I said.
We walked back to my house. On the way he told me his name and the name his congregation called him. He told me he was outside the liquor store waiting specifically for me.
"Was it God or George Steinbrenner who told you about me?" I asked.
"Neither. It was a friend of yours, Steve Rodriguez. He told me you'd had a rough go of it recently and figured I might be able to help."
"Yeah, Steve's a good guy," I said. "I knew he was just trying to help me when I threatened to throw him through my front door recently."
"You wouldn't hit a man of the cloth, would you?" he inquired, not looking too awfully worried.
"Only if you try to put anything other than milk or cream in your damned coffee," I answered honestly.
"Fair enough," he said.
I'm not sure what Father Ron was expecting when he got to my house. It was a four-bedroom, 2,500 square foot ranch, with an attached professional music studio off the back end. Prior to my life coming from a liquor bottle, I was a pretty good music producer by trade.
The house was clean because I had a maid come in every day. I think the good father thought I was going to be living in a hovel... at least maybe a pig sty.
I made a pot of dark roast for my guest. I'll admit to getting the shakes as I started to sober up.
"Why don't you sit here and drink some coffee and I'll be right back. You interrupted my booze run, remember?"
"No, why don't you sit your ass back down in that chair and drink some coffee with me."
It was a command, not a request. I was confused.
"Wait a minute," I protested. "Priests aren't supposed to curse. That's my job."
"No, right now your job is to drink some coffee and tell me what's gone wrong," he said.
"It might be quicker if I tell you what's gone right," I responded.
******
We lived down the block from each other when her family moved into my family's neighborhood when we were both five years old. Even at that age, I thought she was adorable. She had what I call long "blondie blonde" hair and glowing bright blue eyes. She was just as skinny as I was.
At that age, I kept my distance from most girls due to them having "cooties." Somehow Kennedy Stevens was different. I wanted to be around her. We held hands almost any time we had to go somewhere, even when my friends made fun of me. She didn't play baseball and I didn't play dolls, but we did virtually everything else together. If I wasn't at her house eating dinner, she was at mine. We were Ick and Snick.
Kennedy gave me my first girl kiss, on Valentine's Day when we were six. She also gave me my first real kiss, on my birthday when I was 13. We dated exclusively through most of the first two years of high school, until Larry Thomas asked her to junior prom in the spring of that year. I was devastated when she accepted.
"He's a junior, Bobby. You can't even ask me to junior prom because you're only a sophomore," she said with a happy squeal when she told me about Larry asking her.
To say I was devastated wouldn't even have come close to how I was feeling at that moment.
"But I thought you were my girlfriend!" I whined.
"I am, Bobby, but a junior asked me out to the junior prom!" she cried. "I can still be your girlfriend, but just go on that one date with him."
I was hardly a worldly man at 16, but something just didn't feel right about my supposed girlfriend going on a date with another guy, even if it was the junior prom.
"No, Kennedy, if you go on a date with him, I guess you're his girlfriend," I said and walked off.
"Bobby!"
Kennedy didn't come to my house for dinner and I didn't go to hers for the next week before my mother said something at the dinner table.
"Did you and Kennedy have a fight, Robert?" she asked stiffly.
The formal parent tone in her voice told me she did not approve of whatever I did to cause the rift.
My father, older brother and younger sister all stopped eating and turned to look at me like I had just killed Mother Teresa. Dead man walking. I started to choke up, then realized that I didn't want to look like a pussy in front of my family when I didn't cause the problem. I grew a backbone before responding.
"Not a fight. Kennedy told me she's going to the junior prom with Larry Thomas," I said flatly.
"So? She's still your girlfriend, isn't she?" Mom asked.
I lost tons of respect for my mother right then. I mean, I understood she was a parent and had to honor some sort of parent code or something, but she was also a girl, and had to know that a girl can't go on a date with a different guy when she's got a boyfriend. Everybody knows that.
"No, Mom. Not anymore. If she wants to go to the junior prom with Larry, then I guess she's his girlfriend. Jeez, Mom!"
"Attitude, Bobby!" warned my father from his spot at the head of the table.
"Come on, Mom, even I know that Bobby just got dumped big-time, and I'm only in eighth grade," said my sister, Susie, who was grinning like the mouse that got the cheese.
"This isn't any different than when Mrs. Sproat from down the block went out on a date with Mr. Sproat's boss," interjected my brother, Arnie. "Mr. Sproat divorced her so fast her head is still spinning."
Both of my parents blushed at that. I guess they didn't think we kids were old enough to figure out what was happening.
My father cleared his throat, which meant whatever he was going to say next was earth-shattering and should be written in stone to be remembered for all time by the whole family.
"Well, just don't be mean to that girl, Bobby. We still like her, and who knows, maybe you guys will kiss and make up sometime."
"Yes, sir," I said as respectfully as possible.
Eating resumed at that point, and that conversation was over, even though I could tell my mom wasn't ready for it to be finished.
Kennedy went to the junior prom with Larry and had a good time, she told everyone. I guess she dated him for a while after. I really didn't pay attention. All of her friends made sure I knew about her relationship. It took several months before we resumed a casual friendship.
By junior year I was actually a football star of sorts, and didn't lack for female attention. I was still skinny at 6-2, 150, but I was fairly fast and had the gift of grab: I could catch almost anything thrown my way. I had several college scouts tell me I would have been scholarship material if I were just big enough. While it wasn't good enough for college money, my notoriety, long curly brown hair and big brown eyes were more than good enough for the girls at my high school.
Another thing I had going for me in high school was my musical talent. I was a pretty good guitar player and singer, and was a member of our school's concert choir band all four years. The old saying that "chicks dig guitars" is an old saying for a reason.
The choir director actually tried recruiting me for the choir because of my baritone, but I preferred playing guitar to singing and dancing. He wasn't happy with me, but the choir band director was ecstatic.
Kennedy made the concert choir our junior year. She loved music and had a decent soprano voice. She was also a pretty good dancer, which combined with her good looks meant she was often up front on most of the routines. She also always had her share of admirers hanging around her, which was fine with me, seeing as we were only friends at best.
At least that's what I thought.
I had already nailed down my date for the fast-approaching junior prom when Kennedy and her BFF Hailey sat down with me at lunch one day -- not exactly something that was a regular habit for either of them. I had to admit that Kennedy was a beautiful girl and her body had filled out nicely from the days when she was a skinny five-year-old. Anyway, after giving both she and Hailey a perfunctory up-and-down, I put my burger down and sighed loudly.
"What can I do for you fine ladies today?" I inquired in a formal manner.
"Well... I know you are aware that junior prom is coming up soon, and you seemed very upset about not going last year," Kennedy started. "So I'm here to let you know that I'm available to be your date this year."
She looked me right in the eyes without flinching. If anything, I thought I saw a hint of a smirk on her face. Hailey, on the other hand, looked anything but comfortable. Hailey and I hadn't been this close in proximity since I broke up with Kennedy.
"What about Larry... or who's the latest guy, Chad?" I asked confidently.
Kennedy flinched visibly. Hailey took a huge gulp of air.
"I just told you... I'm available now. I'm not dating anyone. I can be your girlfriend and we can go to the junior prom," she said.
"Just like that?" I asked.
"Just like that," she said.
"Well, not quite. Already got a date. Already got a girlfriend," I said.
It seems somebody wasn't up to date with my life. Kennedy blanched, then teared up. Hailey's mouth dropped open in shock. I resisted the temptation to smile.
"Uhhh... okay," Kennedy said quietly before rising from her seat and leaving along with Hailey.
I gained another 20 pounds during the next year and had another excellent football season, although I still wasn't big enough for a Division I scholarship. I did get a partial ride, though, to a D-II school, and decided to be a music major.
Except for a few passing hellos, I hardly talked at all to Kennedy during the next year. A few days before I left for college, though, we wound up at the same good-bye party for the kids going away to school. We nodded at each other, but didn't talk to each other for the first couple of hours. That didn't stop me from kind of keeping track of her throughout the night, and at one point I noticed both she and Hailey were MIA. I took a casual look around the house we were at, noticing one of the homes' bedroom doors was closed, but there were several voices coming from the room. The smell of weed was also coming from the room. I grabbed a beer and hung out near the closed-door room. Twenty minutes later, Kennedy and Hailey stumbled out of the room, giggling. I walked up to both, put my arms around them and hustled them off to the back yard, where most of the people were.
Since I hadn't been keeping track of Kennedy, I didn't realize she was into marijuana. I rarely did anything of that sort; it just wasn't for me. I was a drinker, though, so I really couldn't put down stoners too much. Anything harder than that, however, like coke, pills and heroin, was on my no-fly list.
I had to assume the weed made Kennedy horny, because after a few minutes in the back yard she was all over me, running her hands up and down my body and trying to check my tonsils with her tongue. At first I thought she was just goofing around and I played along in front of our friends, but when things intensified I stopped playing and started getting serious, especially when she started rubbing her big tits up against my chest. I was getting very uncomfortable in my jeans, and quickly revised my plans to ignore her gyrations. I walked my giggling ex-girlfriend to my car, where I pushed her into the backseat and got serious.
Forty-five minutes later, I had tasted forbidden fruit to the tune of three noisy orgasms, and fucked Kennedy to two more. I found out that neither of us were virgins when we began our activities. I have to admit that for a moment I was disappointed that I wasn't the one to take Kennedy's cherry.
Once we finished and got re-dressed, I took Kennedy to a near-by International House of Pancakes. No surprise, she had the munchies. I also wanted to give her time to come down from her high, just in case she encountered her parents when she went home.
"Damn, Bobby! How come we haven't ever done this before?" Kennedy giggled. "Why the hell did you ever give up on us in the first place?"
It was easier to take knowing she was high as a kite. Otherwise I would have been tempted to jump a lot harder than I did.
"I didn't give up on us, Kennedy. You did. You just had to go to the junior prom with Larry," I said quietly.
"But that didn't have to end us, Bobby. That was your choice. It was just one date," she moaned.
"Maybe in your world it didn't have to end us. In my world, we don't have timeouts in our relationships. Ever. You were asking for something I just could not give."
She dropped her eyes to the pancakes she was eating. They stayed there for the rest of the meal.
"When did you start sparking up? That a new thing?" I asked as we drove home.
"Nothing to worry about," she answered. "Hailey and I just do it from time to time. You're not going to give me the lecture about weed today, heroin tomorrow, are you? Isn't that kind of hypocritical considering you drink?"
"No lecture from me, and for the record, I don't make the connection from pot to heroin. What I do worry about, though, are the people," I said.
******
The band was setting the house on fire on a Friday night in a Nashville, TN, hotspot when I spotted her at a table near the front, but off to the side. She was sitting with three other friends, who all looked to be hot, but it was easy to see she was the hottest. She had on a short jean skirt, tight pink top that clung to her boobs and her blonde hair was in a high ponytail that came down to mid-back.
It took a few minutes, but we finally made eye contact, and I saw the glow in those blue eyes. I was playing to her and she knew it. She got up and walked to the edge of the playing area, where she encountered our lead singer, Rick. Like all lead singers, Rick thought the hot girl was up there for him, but when she pointed to me, he moved out of the way and she practically got face to face with me while I was playing. We hit a groove and moved in sync, our eyes locked on each other. I was in the middle of it, and I could still tell it was hot. It went on like that for another two minutes as we finished the song, me playing and us swaying while Rick, obviously inspired, hit a new level on his vocals. Even with everything going on, I could hear and feel the crowd buzzing. Rick did a big arm circle as the song ended, and once I took my pick away from the strings, Kennedy and I stepped toward each other and kissed, soft and gentle on the lips, as the crowd roared.
We stood like that, in our own little world, for about five seconds, the crowd on its feet clapping and loud, before I finally came to my senses.
"Hey, I've got to go back to work. Hang around, got a break coming soon," I half-whispered.
She smiled brightly, nodded and went back to her table as we lit into another song.
Our break came 10 minutes later. I unplugged, turned my gear off and headed for Kennedy's table. She was standing up, waiting for me and when I got within a few feet of her, she moved into me and wrapped herself around my body while we kissed like lovers, really hot lovers.
For the second time in a few minutes, we lost ourselves in each other, until one of her friends brought us back to the moment by loudly "coughing." We separated about a step and both of us inhaled deeply.
"Ladies, this is Bobby Winkler, and if you can't tell, he's a very old and very good friend," Kennedy said. "We've known each other since we were about five years old."
A waitress put a cold Corona in my hand, and I sat down at the table with Kennedy and her friends. Kennedy held my free hand the entire time. After a few minutes, I had to get back up and play, but Kennedy promised to stick around until we ended our show.



All four girls stuck around until the end of the show. None of the guys seemed to mind when the girls hung with us as we packed up.
We called ourselves "Road Noise," and were pretty successful in the Nashville area. Alan Beauchamp and I both worked at a Nashville recording studio, which was my first real job after graduating from college. We would sit around and noodle after the day was done, sometimes joined by other co-workers. Through friends, we found ourselves a bass player, Mike Rogers, and Rick Jones, a guy with a pretty good set of pipes. My boss let us use a practice room from time to time, and before we knew it, we were playing some clubs. As our reputation grew, so did the size of the clubs and our paydays.
While all four women were pretty, I could tell my band mates were most impressed by Kennedy, which didn't surprise me in the least. It was pretty obvious to everyone, though, that she was most impressed with me, as most of her looks and conversation were directed my way.
I hadn't seen Kennedy since just before our freshman years of college when we had sex in my car. We both knew what that night meant, and we hadn't kept in touch at all since then. We were both surprised to find the other in Nashville.
It seemed Kennedy's philosophy degree didn't open any doors in any field she found interesting in the year since she graduated. She had just drifted around since graduation before finally landing a job at an art studio in Nashville through her cousin, Alexa, who lived here. She had been here for just two months.
Kennedy and I became an item of sorts. We shared a lot of good history and she was certainly a beautiful woman. About a month after we got together, we were sleeping together, and a month after that she had moved into my apartment and bed.
Kennedy started coming to our practice sessions, and when the guys found out she was a pretty good singer, they encouraged her to sing backing vocals for us. She got pretty good at that and enjoyed it, and I had no problem with her doing it. In fact, I wrote us a song that had her singing lead, and after smoothing over Rick's hurt feelings, he was okay with taking back-up on it. She had great stage presence, too, and I think our audiences really enjoyed it when she moved from the side of the stage to center for her song.
I know for a fact that Kennedy really enjoyed the rush she got from performing. I could count on her being incredibly animated and loud during sex after our shows, regardless of whether we attended a party after the gig first or went straight home. She was always wound up and very physical, and I have to admit that she just about gave me a concussion several times when I ate her pussy in bed after performing.
I didn't know it at first, but some of Kennedy's rush wasn't just from performing. Somewhere along the line, she developed a taste for cocaine. At one of the parties after a gig, I lost sight of her for a while. Remembering that she would occasionally do some weed as a teen, I figured I should go find her and keep a watchful eye on her. Not being shy, I poked my head into the rooms with the doors closed, usually finding several people inside smoking. I found Kennedy in the fourth room I looked into, where there were several people sucking up lines of coke off of a coffee table. Kennedy had some coke ringing her nostrils and her eyes were lit up. She was laughing hysterically at something somebody had said. The crotch of her white panties was showing as she sat on the floor.
"Time to go," I said to the crowd in general as I walked up behind Kennedy and lifted her to her feet.
"No, Bobby! We're just having some fun," she whined as I lifted.
She fought me a little as I got her to her feet, but stopped when I tapped on the end of her nose none too gently with my right index finger. I pulled her out of the room by her elbow while she acted like a petulant child.
Her high was in full swing by the time we got home. Her mad was gone and she wanted to fuck. I was too weak to resist, and we wound up fucking twice before we both ran out of steam and drifted off to sleep.
Kennedy was quiet and recalcitrant when she staggered to the kitchen table the next morning. At least this time, I knew her apparent hangover wasn't from booze.
"How long has this been going on?" I asked as I slid a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her sorry-looking face.
"A while. Maybe a couple of months," she responded in a whisper.
"Not liking this at all, babe," I said in a voice that reminded me an awful lot of my dad's. "I'm okay with the weed, but this crosses the line. You know sooner or later you are going to go too far and somebody's going to take advantage of your high ass."
"I know where the line is and I can look out for myself!" she snapped defensively. "You don't have to run in and rescue me like a knight in shining armor!"
Although she tried to hide it, I knew she was doing coke at every party we went to for the next few months. She was too high to know that just because I didn't see her doing it, I could still tell she was high. It became a big turn-off for me, although she always wanted rough, physical sex when she was high. I started to turn her down, which resulted in several knockdown, drag-out arguments, including one where she finally went too far.
"You know I can find a hard dick whenever I want one! I don't have to put up with this shit from Mr. Holier-Than-Thou!" she shouted at me.
"There's the door!" I shouted back. "But after you find that hard dick, you'd better find a new place for your ass to sleep!"
She flounced out of the room and our apartment. I heard a car pull up and assumed she took a taxi somewhere. She didn't come back until the next afternoon, looking the worse for wear and wearing clothes that weren't hers.
I didn't ask, she volunteered, "Stacey gave me some things to wear after I spent the night on her couch."
I had spent a sleepless night pacing around the apartment. I tried tender. I tried tough. I knew nothing was going to change until she wanted to make the change. I also knew that I was at my wits' end, and I wasn't going to let her take me down this rabbit hole with her.
We didn't go to another party for a month, even though she begged me every weekend after we'd performed. I started seeing the old Kennedy come back and I was more than a little pleased.
We were packing up after another show when the begging started. As I had for the last month, I turned her down flat. This time, things were different.
"If you won't go with me, I'll just go with Mike," she said, referring to the band's bass player. "He'll take me, and he won't lecture me like my father. He'll let me party."
"Will he take care of you, too, after I'm gone?" I asked deadpan.
The rest of the guys had stopped packing up and were listening and watching us. I shot Mike a death glare, and he decided at that moment to put some more stuff in his trunk. I was well aware that my band mates would all take a shot at Kennedy if I weren't around, even though they were supposed to be my friends. There is friendship... and there is friendship. Kennedy walked out the door of the club without another word.
"I've got my stuff. One of you guys can take the band's things," I said.
"We'll watch out for her, Bobby, I promise," Alan said.
Sometimes you just know things. I wish it was different, but it was what it was. I knew, but I had to confirm it. Had to see it with my own two eyes. I showed up to the party about two hours later. I grabbed a beer and made my way around. No sign of Kennedy, which meant she was in a room with a closed door. This time it was Door Number Two. I opened it and saw her and Mike fucking doggy-style. They were so into it, both making lots of noise, that they never bothered to look my way. For a brief moment, I thought about kicking the shit out of Mike, but that wouldn't have changed a thing except it would have made me feel a lot better. She was the one that needed to be beaten, except I don't hit women.
I closed the door to the room, and just as I turned to go, I looked up and there was Alan standing a few feet away.
"Waiting for your turn?" I asked. "Good job of watching out for her, by the way."
I downed the rest of my beer, after all, no sense wasting good beer, then made my way to the door and left. Fuck, fuck, fuck!
A few hours later, I woke up in my 1985 Ford Mustang at a rest stop about 200 miles west of Nashville. I brought my seat up to a sitting position and cleared my head. I took stock of my two guitars and two suitcases in the back seat and remembered that the rest of my gear and stuff were in the small trunk. I also remembered the exact reason I was sleeping in my 16-year-old car and not in my bed.
Fuck, fuck, fuck.
My boss was not happy when I called in from the road on Monday morning and quit on the spot. I gave him the Reader's Digest version of why and he wished me luck.
Most people of a certain age know Fort Wayne, IN, as the home of Maj. Frank Burns from the long-running television series, MASH. Nowadays, Fort Wayne is also known as the home of Sweetwater Sound Inc., the largest retailer of musical instruments and pro audio equipment in the United States. If you were looking for a good place to do recording engineering and hide in 2001, Fort Wayne was as good a place as any.
Sweetwater employed a menagerie of musicians in a variety of jobs, and finding a band needing a guitarist was not hard. I not only missed the performing, but I missed the thrill provided by a receptive audience.
It wasn't long before I became a highly sought-after engineer, and the new band I was in, Crushing Grapes, was busy almost every week. Whether it was because of the band, or just because I was a fairly handsome guy with a good personality, I was enjoying a big social life, which translated into a big sex life, too. Perhaps the only thing I really lacked was sleep. It was a good problem to have.
The snake slithered into the Garden of Eden a few years later, thanks in part to social media. As I found out later, Hailey Kissinger was watching music videos on YouTube when she spotted a familiar face. A second look confirmed that the guitarist playing with some no-name band in Indiana was indeed a former classmate of hers, Bobby Winkler. She squealed with glee, whipped out her cellphone and called her lifelong friend, Kennedy Stevens, to tell her about the video with Kennedy's former boyfriend of a lifetime ago.
I was trying to figure out which musician needed assistance as I headed to the lobby of the Sweetwater recording studios. I looked at the woman standing there once, twice, finally three times before I recognized the face of Kennedy Stevens. She was still a pretty woman, but looked about 10 years older than her actual 28. I had to guess that her coke habit was responsible for that. I wondered if she still partook.
We looked at each other awkwardly for about a minute while I waited for her to speak.
"You look good, Bobby. It's been a minute, hasn't it?"
"You lost?" I asked. "What brings you to the end of the earth?"
"Hailey was watching music videos on YouTube and guess who popped up? You. I did a little research and... here you are. I decided I needed to catch up," she said.
"Well, how nice. Great talk. See ya."
I turned to walk away. She reached out and grabbed my left arm.
"I need to apologize, Bobby. At least let me do that," Kennedy said. "Can we talk?"
Shit. I really didn't want to do this, but sometimes being an adult means you have to do things you don't want to do.
"I'm working right now, Ken, but if you come back at 5, we can grab dinner and talk. You still like Italian?"
She nodded brightly. I felt myself smile. Somewhere in this woman was still the five-year-old girl I fell in love with many years ago.
She was waiting for me in the lobby at 5. I led her out to my Mustang.
"I can't believe you've still got this car!" she chirped happily.
I drove us to Olive Garden. After all, she didn't deserve good Italian. I'm sure she knew exactly what I was thinking when I pulled up in front of the restaurant.
We sat quietly for a minute after the waitress took our order. Kennedy was looking down at the table and nervously drumming her fingers.
"I've got dinner, but this is your show, Kennedy," I said.
She grimaced. I could see the wheels turning in her head. She gulped audibly.
"Damn, I've been practicing this for two years. You'd think I'd have it down by now. Just where the hell do I start?" she said.
"I-I fucked up big, Bobby. I got caught up partying and kind of lost myself. Then I lost you, literally. How can I ever apologize for that? Nothing I've practiced sounds sincere."
"You can apologize for the coke, Ken, but you can never apologize for cheating on me with Mike. Saying 'I'm sorry' just doesn't cut it."
"I didn't fuck Mike! Who told you that lie!" Kennedy cried.
I sat stunned by the bald-faced lie. She had no clue I was in the room while she was fucking Mike.
"Nobody told me that you fucked Mike. I saw it with my own eyes, you slut!"
It was Kennedy's turn to be stunned. She sat slack-jawed, probably wondering how she could have missed me in the room she shared with Mike that night.
"I went to the party late. I found you and Mike going at it. Need I say more?" I asked.
She shrieked and buried her head in her hands.
"I made a mistake, one mistake, and you left me? How could you leave me?" she choked out between sobs.
"It was a helluva mistake, babe. You of all people should know I don't share. Not once. Not ever," I said.
They say women are the fair sex. That may be, but they certainly don't play fair, especially when it comes to sex. Kennedy was more than contrite, but interestingly enough, she didn't go away. She waited six months before showing back up at my place, suitcase in hand. She told me she intended to stay for a few days while she looked around the city. She wanted a new start in a new place, she said, but she liked the fact that she would have me around if she chose Fort Wayne.
All right, so I'm weak. I made sure, however, that she understood one thing: no more coke. That was absolutely non-negotiable.
Our not being a couple again was also supposed to be absolutely non-negotiable, but only in my mind, I found out. She slowed-walked her way back into my heart, first starting out in my second bedroom for a week, then moving into my bedroom when she decided to move to Fort Wayne permanently. I held out for almost seven weeks before we had sex for the first time, and it was every bit as good as I remembered.
The next year was probably the best of my life. My career was flourishing, our band was performing all over the Midwest and I had a beautiful and sexy woman sharing my life. Kennedy didn't know it, but I had actually bought an engagement ring.
I still had my problems getting over my trust issues with Kennedy. I supposed I always would. I employed the trust but verify gambit, and she had been completely faithful for 18 months. Maybe I could get over her one mistake, after all.
The only small bump on the horizon that I was even somewhat concerned with came from the band. I knew our bass player, Jimmy Ralston, had a thing for Kennedy, and when he thought I wasn't paying too much attention, I would notice him trying to chat her up. I warned her gently to stay away from Jimmy as much as she could, and I warned him not so gently that I'd break his bridge hand if he didn't keep a safe distance. Why did it always seem to be the bass players that needed watching?
Kennedy and I were driving back in my SUV loaded with band gear after a killer performance the band had at a club in South Bend on a Friday night when cherries popped on from the car behind me. I pulled onto the shoulder and stopped to let what was obviously a cop car go past, but instead of going past, he pulled in behind me. I knew I wasn't speeding, so I looked over at Kennedy and shrugged my shoulders. She gave me the one eyebrow raised look and I chuckled to myself, thinking that someday she was going to be using that patented eyebrow raise on our children.
I wasn't chuckling when the police officer came up to the window, asked me for my license and registration and then told me to exit my vehicle.
"There's no way I was speeding, officer. I was doing 40 in a 45," I whined, starting to get a little annoyed.
Kennedy was also told to vacate the vehicle, and the two of us stood with a second officer as the first started to inspect everything. I was more than a little annoyed, but I've always been taught to respect the police, so I refrained from saying anything, at least until the first cop told the second to handcuff me.
"What the fu... hell is going on?" I shouted as the bracelets clicked shut.
Cop number one lifted a baggy of white powder, which I presumed to be cocaine, from the spare compartment. You could have knocked me over with a feather. I've got to admit that I immediately wondered if it was Kennedy's stash. She must have been reading my mind, because she looked at me and quickly shook her head.
To make a very long story short, I wound up with a two-year sentence for a Level 4 felony. I was sent to the state correctional facility at Albion, about 45 minutes away from my former home, but a world away from my former life.
The whole episode was surreal and I probably wasn't at my best during my arrest and trial. I couldn't believe I was actually going to prison for drugs that were not mine.
Kennedy had her own car, so I put the Mustang into storage along with my guitars and gear and anything I considered important. She had arranged for one of her friends from work to move in with her so she could keep a roof over her head.
Our last night together before I went in was as sweet and tender as any time we were together. We started with tender kisses in the living room, before I picked her up and carried her to our bedroom. I laid her down on the bed and slowly started to remove clothes, kissing each uncovered area of her body.
Kennedy had flawless alabaster skin from her northern European heritage. Her pink nipples were standing straight up. I licked and nibbled those adorable nubs while she writhed and moaned. I undid the button on her jeans and lowered the zipper before slowly working her jeans and panties off her body. My fingers and tongue moved south. Lord, this woman almost literally dripped honey. She screamed and wrapped her fingers in my long curls, pulling my face hard into her pussy. She wrapped her tight, creamy thighs around my head and rode my face hard, until I had to tap her hard on her ass to get her to release me so I could breathe. I got her three times that way, then moved up and plunged my rock-hard dick into her gushing, hot pussy. We kissed deeply while we made love, then she licked my face clean. She came twice more while we made love, the second one taking me over the top with her.
We made love a little more physically the second time that night. We went back to slow and gentle in the morning before I had to show at Albion. We both cried hard when I left.
Kennedy visited me every weekend for the first month, then cut down to every other week for the next two months. The next month she was down to just once, complaining that the drive of 45 minutes was tedious. Really? I said nothing, knowing where this was going. Between work and travelling someplace to watch my former band perform, she was awfully busy, and coming to the prison was always such a downer, she told me. I felt so fucking sorry for her I told her to save herself the pain of coming down to see me at all, and she felt so relieved she never came back.
Thanks to early release for good behavior (thank you, Mom) I only served 18 months of a sentence I did not deserve. I didn't tell anyone I was coming home. I just figured I surprise Kennedy by just showing up at the apartment one day and we would enjoy one helluva homecoming. It was.



I showed up on a Saturday afternoon about 3 and let myself into the apartment with the key I still had. Metallica was blasting from the stereo, so I supposed I could have lit off a small bomb and still not have been heard. I didn't find anyone until I got to the bedroom, then we all got a surprise. Jimmy Ralston--yes, that Jimmy Ralston--was on the bed doing Kennedy doggy, and my moaning ex-girlfriend was as big as a house, at least seven months pregnant!
"Fuck!" I screamed, breaking the pair from their reverie, if you will, as they both stopped and turned to me, open-mouthed. I looked back at the pair, and then realized the stupidity of the situation and laughed aloud.
"Apparently, a lot of fucking from what I can see!" I yelled in glee before dissolving in tears of laughter.
The fornicating duo ceased their activity and separated, both looking shocked.
"Bobby! You should have called. I would have..."
"Hahaha! You would have what? Unfucked yourself? I warned you about him," I said.
"Maybe you should have heeded your own warning, shithead," Jimmy chimed in. "Once I got you out of the way, she was easy pickings. Easy. We were fucking almost before you got to Albion!"
"Well, it seems my loss is your gain," I said cheerfully.
"You seem awfully happy for a loser," Jimmy said.
I shrugged and walked over to the closet where I had left a few things when I got sent to Albion. I reached into the closet for a pair of gray cowboy boots, then reached down into the toe of the right boot and brought out a ring box. Kennedy's eyes teared up when she saw the diamond engagement ring.
"Oh, God," she whispered absently.
I closed the box and stuck it in my pocket. I took the boots, too. I walked out to my Mustang, which I had gotten out of storage the day before, and left for my next adventure.
I was proud of myself that I was able to wait until I got out of sight of the old apartment before I started to cry like a baby. I tried to make it seem like I no longer cared, but in reality I was devastated. Jimmy had set me up, but he had help to do it. She had to have given him access to the car. Oh yeah, them shacking up and her getting knocked up? Made me no difference after Jimmy opened up his big mouth.
I got a great reference from Sweetwater, and two months later I had a job at Paramount Recording Studio in Los Angeles. I loved my job, and the LA music scene was everything everybody always said it was. A few months after I got settled in, I got hooked up with a blues-rock group. Six months down the road we were playing all over the state.
Although I wasn't in love with anyone, my social life was doing fine. Between my natural charm and being in a band, my sex life was even better. There were times that I was afraid I might have been wearing a layer of skin off my dick. Extracurricular sex was practically on the menu anytime in this place. Of course, that might explain why STDs and extramarital affairs were rampant. I made it my policy to check for wedding rings and always wear a condom during sex, even if my partner told me they were on birth control.
Maybe God figured he owed me one or I was just in the right place at the right time. I was part of a crew working on a recording for an up-and-coming rock band that had it going on, but on the final song things just weren't clicking. Group members went back and forth because they felt it really needed that one more song.
We were all on the clock making good coin while the band debated what they were going to do, but then I got an idea. With so much time on my hands at Albion, I had started writing songs, something I barely dabbled with before. I filled most of a book with my prison songs, and had continued to write after I got out. I kept the book with me at work so I could scribble during dead times. I had the song the band needed, if they would give me the time of day to hear it.
Fortunately, the lead guitarist had heard my band and liked us, so he convinced his band mates to give me a listen. I got my book, he handed me his Les Paul Classic and I played. Heads were nodding.
"I think if we sped it up a bit and added more texture to the bridge this would work for you guys," I said.
The five band members and I threw some ideas back and forth, they worked on it for about 30 minutes and finally we recorded it. I got my first writing credit, even if I wasn't expecting to see many dollars.
I was right about not getting a big payday out of that song, but it wound up being the single that received the most airplay. It was amazing to hear a song I wrote on the radio.
"So what else you got in that book that we can use?" came the voice on the other end of the phone about two months later.
John Valentine, the lead guitarist for Chess Piece, and I had a lot in common, musically. We went through my book, and he picked out a half-dozen songs he thought we could re-work for the band. Much to my surprise, he suggested that he and I get together and write another half-dozen. Hell yes, I agreed.
It took us six months to Frankenstein six songs and re-work my six songs for the band. Naturally, they recorded at Paramount, and in addition to engineering on the creation, I got to help with backing vocals and guitar work. John and I even worked out a hot guitar duet for one of our collaborations.
The band went out on a small tour just as the CD was hitting the airwaves, and by the time the tour finished, Chess Piece was a household name on the West Coast. A tour for the rest of the country was quickly set up. Meanwhile, four songs from the album received good airplay nationwide.
Just like that I was a hit songwriter as the CD went platinum, selling one million copies. I wasn't born yesterday, though, and kept my day job.
John and I wrote nine songs together and I wrote three solo for the next Chess Piece album, for which I also served as producer. The album again went platinum, and one of my solo songs, "Reach Higher," was number one for two weeks. The guys invited me to accompany them on their nationwide tour. I accepted and had a blast. I even sat in for backing vocals and guitar on a few of the shows. I never had a clue how tough it was to tour.
I took it as the compliment it was meant to be that the guys starting calling me "The Sixth Chess Piece."
The band's record label threw a giant party when the CD hit platinum. As one-half of the album's songwriting team, of course, I was invited.
Trust me, cocaine is a given at every big party in LA, and this party was no different. I was usually able to figure out where it was at the parties I attended and stayed away from those rooms. Not a big deal. On this night, however, I was passing by one of the "coke motels" when a woman staggered out of the room and right into me, spilling my Don Julio tequila down the front of my shirt.
I jumped back when we collided, then I looked into a pair of familiar bright blue eyes set into a much older-looking face than it should have been.
"Oh... Bobby!" she hesitated. "I'm so sorry. I didn't see you."
"Well, there it is! I finally got an apology out of you for something!" I snarked.
She looked up at me in shock. She stammered, but nothing came out of her mouth.
"Hey, sorry I never sent a baby gift. How rude of me," I continued on.
Even though she was high as a kite, she still looked struck by my comment. I was confused.
"I... gave... the baby up for adoption after she was born," Kennedy said. "Jimmy didn't want her. Said he enjoyed knocking up your woman, but didn't want to raise any kid."
I saw the tears in her eyes. At one time, I would have given her a caring hug. Now I couldn't get away from her fast enough. She disgusted me. I shook my head sadly and walked off to find some paper towels to dry my shirt.
She sniffled. I couldn't tell if it was because she was tearing up or because of the cocaine she had just snorted.
I didn't know if she was still with Jimmy. I wasn't about to ask. I didn't see him, but I assumed he was inside the room doing coke.
Because I really enjoyed engineering, I was still working part time at Paramount. They were glad to have a hit songwriter and producer on staff. I was still writing by myself and with John, and I was producing for eight bands.
I was producing for one of those bands when Jimmy Ralston walked into the studio. He was contracted to play bass. He smirked when he saw me. I glared back at him, then I crooked a finger at the band's manager. He came onto my side of the glass.
"That man needs to leave now," I said to the manager as I pointed to Jimmy.
"No, he has to stay. He knows the music. He's been practicing for weeks now," the manager said.
"Fine. Then I'll leave and Sandy Levy can produce for you. Hope to work with you sometime in the future," I said as got up from my chair.
The group's leader, singer Freeman Hatch, came jogging out to the parking lot just as I was getting into my new Mustang Cobra.
"Hey, I don't know what's going on with you and Jimmy R., but we just can't cut him loose. We contracted him for this gig," Freeman said.
"I'll reimburse you," I said pointedly.
"I won't work with that man... ever. He'll tell you it's because he stole my girlfriend and knocked her up, but I'll tell you it's because of my vacation in the Indiana state pen another lifetime ago," I said.
My past wasn't a secret, especially my incarceration.
"He dropped a dime on you?" Freeman asked.
"After he persuaded said girlfriend to give him access to my car," I responded. "I don't do coke, either the cola or the powder."
"Okay then. I get it. He's history," Freeman said.
"Perfect," I said.
I guessed Freeman passed the word around about Jimmy because his prospects around LA suddenly evaporated, from what I was told. He was working as a waiter in a pretty nice restaurant and still attending the parties, but nobody was hiring him to play for them, and nobody was picking him up to be in their band.
I wasn't sure where Kennedy was working, nor did I care. When I did see her, she was high. Apparently she had gotten back into coke big-time, and from what I could see it was taking its toll.
Despite the fact that she and Jimmy were still together, they had never married. I was also hearing stories that she occasionally strayed from Jimmy, particularly when she needed a taste and didn't have the cash. While I couldn't give a shit about him, it was tough seeing the sweet little girl I grew up with turned into a coke whore.
My life was going great professionally, and along with that I was doing great financially. So great that I decided to build a four-bedroom home with a professional recording studio attached, so I could record small groups without leaving the comforts of my own property.
Chess Piece had become a major band, and five years later could boast album sales in the millions. I had either written or co-written all of their hits, including three number one singles. I also wrote a string of hits for several other acts whose styles were completely different from Chess Piece. I was producing several albums a year as well.
It was almost 9 PM when I got out of Paramount after a long production session. I had snacked on a few things at the studio during the day, but right then I needed a meal... any kind of meal, even if it had the word "happy" in front of it. Okay, not quite that bad. Still, I stopped at the McDonald's closest to the studio and went inside to order. I was looking at the order board, not paying attention to much else until I looked down to order. She looked at me like she hoped the floor would swallow her up. I can't say I blamed her. Her uniform was ill-fitting and seemed to hang on her. She looked incredibly tired. To say she was pale would have been the understatement of the decade.
"Ummm... how can I help you... Bobby?" she asked.
I know my mouth gaped open for a second until I regained my wits.
"Uhhh... I'll take a quarter pounder with cheese, large fries and a large diet," I said, watching her but trying not to watch.
"How have you been?" I asked.
"I'm working at a McDonald's. That's how I'm doing, Bobby," she spat at me.
"Oh, okay," I said. "Say hello to Prince Charming for me."
"He left me about a year ago," she whined.
I shrugged, paid for my meal, got my stuff and left.
Call me a chump. I was sitting in my favorite La-Z-Boy eating my food when I got to feeling bad for what I had witnessed minutes before. I knew she was completely responsible for her own place in this world, but then I started to remember the good times we shared, especially when we were kids. I started to feel I at least owed it to her parents to lend a hand, especially since I could easily afford it. I knew the place closed at 11, so I had plenty of time to get back there in time.
I took the new Mustang because I knew she'd probably recognize the old one. A few minutes after 11, she came out of the back door with several other employees and headed to a beat-up, old Chevy POS. I followed her home at a discreet distance. She pulled into a trailer park. Yeah, I know the owners of those parks prefer the term "mobile home park," but trust me, this really was a trailer park. Her unit was toward the back, and was little more than a travel trailer.
I sat in my car for about five minutes debating with myself if I should do this. Part of me hated her; part of me probably still loved her just a little. I knocked on the door. She looked scared when she first opened the door, then shocked, then angry. She had a little coke residue on her nose.
"Wow. You came here just to rub my shitty life in my face? What a great guy!" she hissed.
I honestly didn't know what kind of a reaction my visit would get, but I can't say I was surprised by her anger.
"How about shutting the fuck up and just listening for a change?" I spat angrily at her.
She actually looked guilty and dropped her eyes, before mumbling, "Okay, what?"
I spent the next 10 minutes laying out a plan I came up with in the last hour. That started with Kennedy spending a full month in a rehab program at a highly-rated, very private facility, paid for by me. After that she would come to work for me as an assistant. She could live with me in my house, staying in a guest room, until she felt she could afford a place of her own. The only stipulation was that she had to stay clean, in and out of my house. She would be jettisoned in a heartbeat if I felt she wasn't staying clean.
"So you want to be my dad and my jailer?" she sneered.
"I know your brain is starting to go on vacation, but hear this: I don't want to be your dad, but since he's not here and you can't do it, I guess I'll have to be the one to take care of you. As for being your jailer... not going to happen. This will be on you. You get straight, you keep yourself straight. If you choose not to, that's all on you. But this way, I'll be able to live with myself, face your parents knowing I gave it a shot.
"You want to keep living as a coke whore, that's on you."
She surprised me by starting to cry. I reluctantly wrapped her in a hug, which just made her cry harder. She still had on her McDonald's uniform, and while hugging her I had to fight off the sickening smell of the restaurant. I also noticed that her hair was greasy, and as I held her I started to realize that not all of the stench coming off of her could be blamed on her job.
She finally stopped crying and eventually gained control of herself, even though I knew she was high. She sat in silence for a few minutes, then started nodding her head, slowly at first, then more definite.
"You would do that for me... after everything? After I helped him set..."
"Yes. I figured that out. That's when I knew you were gone to me. Just one question. Were you already fucking him before you set me up?"
"Yeah," she murmured.
"Fucking bass players!" I snarled.
Two days later, Kennedy started rehab. I visited once per week, as the rules allowed. She looked like shit the first two times I visited, but the light in her eyes was turned back on the last two times I went. We also started making plans for her moving in with me.
She went into rehab and came back out with one small suitcase. That wasn't going to cut it, so the first thing we did after I picked her up on release day was hit a clothing store. I told her to buy a full wardrobe. She was hesitant at first, so I figured I'd loosen her up a bit by doing the "ooh and ah" thing as she came out of the dressing room with each new outfit. In truth, she had gained a couple of much-needed pounds on her frame and reminded me of the Kennedy that I had dated "a hundred years ago."
While I will not profess to understand the female brain, I know enough to understand the importance of shoes. Most guys own a pair of black shoes, a pair of brown and a pair of sneakers. The store had a shoe store in the back section, so once she got her clothes chosen, I grabbed her hand and led her back. She was like a kid at Christmas. I very much enjoyed running up my Mastercard, and she looked kind of guilty when I signed the receipt.
"I can pay you back a little..." she started before I cut her off, not unkindly.
"It's okay, Ken. I'm doing all right," I said softly. "If I had to put a label on it, I'd guess I'd be called... rich."
She looked surprised. I shrugged. I really hadn't thought about it before. I lived good but didn't spend outrageously. I took nice vacations. My house was nice, but certainly not a megapalace... or even a palace, for that matter.
I guess my only concession to my income was the fact that I had a really cool, large Lionel train set-up in my basement, professionally wired.
I had Kennedy doing everything from running errands to setting up the food tables when I was producing, either at my home studio or at Paramount. I started teaching her some technical tasks as we went along. I knew she was smart and would catch on, but I was really impressed with her work ethic. She made me proud every day.
At home, we existed comfortably after the first couple of weeks of awkwardness. We shared cooking duties, and she was surprised at how much better I had gotten through the years. Sometimes we even tag-teamed the meal, particularly if we were having some friends over.
Parties are a fact of life in my world, but I knew they would present a problem for Kennedy, especially at first. She stayed home for the first couple of parties I attended, then she clung to my side like a puppy for the first two she attended with me. She looked miserable during both parties.
"What's going on, Kennedy? Just relax and have fun. I know you like to party," I said.
"I... I'm not really sure anymore how to party without coke, it's been so long," she admitted. "I don't want to let you down, Bobby."
"I don't want you to let yourself down, Ken. You've been there, done that, with cocaine. You've moved past that, and if anyone pressures you to do it, they are NOT your friend. If anyone pressures you, you come find me. I AM your friend.
It was incredibly awkward the first time I went on a date. Kennedy and I had talked about this earlier, but I'm sure she felt as awkward as I did when I told her I'd be home later and left for my evening.
This was one of the few times I didn't spend the night with my date, who was very understanding of the situation. We had a nice dinner and had sex afterward, but I cleaned up after we were done and drove home about 11:30. I was surprised to find Kennedy sitting in the living room reading when I walked in the door.
"Hey, Ken. Good book?" I said, trying to act casual.
She blushed, teared up and ran out of the room. Obviously, she was trying to act casual, as well.
Kennedy only went on three dates for the first six months she lived with me, and she came home early on all three of those. I knew from experience that she was a very sensual woman, so I wondered and worried what the story was. I was afraid, however, to ask, because things had been going so well for both of us.



I was in bed just starting to drift off about a month later when I heard my room door open. I never locked the door when it was just Kennedy and me in the house. I just sort of lifted my head off the pillow, wondering what was wrong in the house when she quietly slipped into bed alongside my naked body. When she snuggled hard up against me, I could tell she was also naked. She draped an arm and a leg over my body. Hey, I'm human. In seconds, I got hard... as a rock. She reached her hand down and took my rod into her hand, giggling as she did so. I lay there quietly for about five seconds, then removed her hand as I watched her smile turn into a frown.
"I'm sorry, Ken. I can't do this. Physically, I want to, but emotionally I can't. Too much water under the bridge," I said sadly.
I heard her sniffle back a tear. I wasn't proud of myself at that moment, but I had been burned twice by this woman. There wouldn't be a third time, no matter how much I desired her still-hot body.
"I'm sorry, Bobby. This is completely on me," she said. "I ruined us... twice. I was hoping, though..."
"I know, babe."
Interestingly, she didn't get out of bed. She brought her hand back up to my chest, rubbed my left nipple and then settled in. We both lay there silent for a few minutes, until I heard her breathing even out and knew she had fallen asleep. A couple of minutes later, I fell asleep, too, and actually slept like a baby. I was spooned around her when I woke up the next morning. I laid there for a few minutes, then felt her stir as she woke. She quietly turned around to face me, and we lay there looking into each other's eyes for about a minute.
"Thank you, Bobby," she whispered.
"You're welcome, babe," I whispered back.
Kennedy came into my bed the next night as well, the night after that and all the rest of the nights. We slept naked every night, but she never made another move on me and I never made a move on her. Neither one of us went on dates anymore. I don't know about her, but I made liberal use of my right hand when she wasn't around.
I still had one question left to ask, and I finally got to it one night right after we went to bed.
"Why, Kennedy?" I whispered, not figuring I needed to elaborate more. I didn't.
Lying in the dark, I could feel her tense. I heard her clear her throat.
"You were always so safe, so secure, a nice guy, Bobby. I always figured I could go back to you, and after a while you did let me the first time," she said in a small, thin voice. "The second time I actually sort of fell in love with Jimmy, although I think I fell more in love with the cocaine. You always used to bust on me for using, but he not only didn't bust me, he used with me. And he told me that with you out of the way, I could use whenever I wanted.
"It's sounds really stupid now. I know."
With the exception of us living like monks, life was good for the next couple of years, until one week where I had two long production sessions within a four-day span. Both Kennedy and I put in long hours for about a week, and while I was tired, I could tell that she was exhausted. I also noticed that she looked a little gaunt when she got into bed that night. I resolved to pay better attention.
Two weeks later I noticed that Kennedy appeared to be having problems with her stomach.
"It's nothing, hon. Just a little indigestion," she said when I asked.
I practically had to drag her to the doctor's office the next week when the little indigestion didn't go away. After feeling around on her stomach for a bit, the doctor set up some X-rays. X-rays led to what was supposed to be a simple biopsy for a small lump in her stomach. That led to the discovery of multiple cysts, which were determined to be malignant.
The oncologist gave Kennedy a year at most, even with heavy chemo and radiation, so after a long discussion she decided to opt out of both. She figured it was a quality of life issue. I reluctantly agreed.
That night when she climbed into bed she melted into my body and started to sob. I held her as tightly as I dared without crushing her. When she finally stopped crying, she looked up at me with nothing but... love in her blue eyes. I leaned into her and crushed her lips against mine. She responded as if I was the last man on the face of the earth, with a hunger I had never felt before from any woman. Then again, I had never before been with a woman who had a death sentence hanging over her.
We continued to kiss for several minutes before I ran my left hand down her body. Her moan told me everything I needed to know. I reached down and stroked her wet pussy. Her body started to quiver, then twitch, before she shrieked out a very wet orgasm.
I slid down her body to her boobs and licked her hard nipples like a starving man would lick an ice cream cone. I gently pulled on her left nipple with my teeth before sliding further south until I found her dripping slit with my tongue. She shrieked when I gave her clit a hard lick, then she went into full spasm when I licked backwards, scraping hard across her nub with the underside of my tongue. I moved my mouth down to her opening and gave her a full flat lick, scoring yet another hard climax. I felt her hands tangle in my hair as she pulled me up.
Her soaking pussy felt like an oven as I pushed all the way inside in one stroke. It had been more than 10 years since I had been inside this woman, and yet somehow, we still moved together completely in sync. It was slow and sweet and I made sure she got one more orgasm before I filled her with my seed. She cried as I softened and pulled out of her.
"God, I screwed things up. Thank you, Bobby, that was wonderful," she whispered.
Kennedy knew that what we enjoyed was a one-off, although we continued to sleep together in my bed up until she went into the hospital for what became her final few days. Without the chemo and radiation, her one year was reduced to a little more than five months.
Kennedy's parents came to visit us soon after she was diagnosed so we could all enjoy a final good week before she was too weak. They came back once she went into the hospital, as did my parents. Several of us were always with her that final week.
I was sleeping in the chair next to her bed, holding on to her left hand with my right, when I felt her give my hand a weak squeeze. I opened my eyes and saw her once bright blue eyes, now a washed-out blue, looking back at me. I leaned over and gave her a soft kiss on her lips. She gave me a tired smile and was gone. I was crying silently when the nurse, alerted by the telemetry at the nurse's station, came in to double-check her death. She was 41.
God, it was tough going back home to an empty house after having Kennedy living with me for the last several years. Although I hadn't been in love with her for a long time, I loved her as a close friend, a confidant even. I had come to rely on her not only in my personal life, but also in my business life. She had become Robin to my Batman, so to speak.
Her parents couldn't thank me enough for getting her cleaned up and taking care of her these last few years. I told them the truth; that I enjoyed having her in my life again. They made me promise to keep in touch.
As always, music was my salvation. I had my engineering and production work, and I still continued to write when the mood struck me, which seemed to be a lot less these days. Then a germ of a song got stuck in my brain and didn't let go. It wound up being all about Kennedy in an abstract sort of way.
The lyrics came easily. I struggled with the music; the tempo, the feel. I wrote mostly Rock 'N' Roll, occasionally some pop. I produced music of all genres, although there were some of which I really wasn't a fan. Country and western was one of those genres. Yet the more I played with the song, the more I realized it had to be country, even though I didn't write anything about my dog dying or my pick-up being stolen, or vice-versa. I re-worked it twice before I found it.
I was big enough in the industry that I probably could have asked anybody to sing it for me and they probably would have done so, but I walked around in a fog for a week pondering the who. Then I heard it, singing a jingle for an LA fast-food restaurant. It took me two days to track down the name connected to that voice: Alex Logan, a relative rookie to the music scene on the West Coast.
It took Alex 45 minutes to get over to my studio when I called him. He thought it was some sort of a joke when my name showed up on his caller ID. Once I convinced him it was no joke, he was out the door and in his car practically before the call ended message showed up on his phone, he told me later.
I conceptualized the song for him and even explained the whole backstory. We worked it out together for several hours before I felt he had it right. His voice was rich and full, but he also had a gravelly rasp giving it a raw, earthy tone. I accompanied him on the guitar only, deciding that there would be no other voices on the recording.
I played back the recording four or five times. I could feel Alex watching me intently, trying to figure out what I was listening for. I had taught myself drums many years ago, sometimes needing to hear out loud the drum line I heard in my head. I overdubbed a low-key line, and several hours later I had it.
I released "Kathleen" as a single, sending it out to a handful of country stations only. Knowing who I was, the stations starting giving the song airplay. I got a call from one of the major companies, who wanted to release it nationwide and distribute it. I agreed, and within a month Alex Logan had a number one hit and a recording deal. He gladly would have washed my car, walked my dog or done virtually any chore I asked of him.
I called John Valentine from Chess Piece and told him he and I needed to come up with 11 more country songs quickly for Alex's first album. Once I convinced him that he could write country, he was up for the challenge.
"Kathleen" and a second song from the album both went platinum, as did the album itself. Alex was going to be a major country star for many years to come if he didn't screw things up.
It wasn't unusual to hear from my agent, Ron Shapiro, on a regular basis, so I didn't think anything of the call as I answered while I was doing some post-production work on the latest Chess Piece album at Paramount a few months later.
"Are you sitting down right now, Bobby?" he asked.
Okay, never a good way to start a conversation. I sat down.
"I am now," I answered.
"You never told me you had any kids, Bobby. What the fuck?"
My brain went into overdrive. When the hell did I get kids? What the fuck was he talking about?
"What the fuck are you talking about, Ron? I don't have any kids. When did you start lighting up in the middle of the day?" I responded.
He was silent for about 10 seconds, then he kind of coughed and cleared his throat. I knew then that he was serious.
"Uh, Bobby, I'm holding an Ancestry.com document that says you are the DNA father of... Chelsea Marie Carpenter, of Chicago, IL, born 20 years ago...."
I zoned out at that point as I was trying to remember what the fuck was happening in my life 20 years ago. Oh, yeah, I was jettisoning Kennedy from my life after she cheated on me with Mike Rogers.
I never followed Kennedy's life after we split up. If she was pregnant at that time, I had no clue. If she was pregnant, would it have been mine, Mike's or somebody else's? Kennedy had never told me anything of having a child, although I did know she had one with Jimmy that she gave up for adoption. Could she possibly have done this twice? If she did, though, and I was the father, wouldn't I have had to sign some kind of a waiver? A lot of questions with no answers, especially with Kennedy in her grave.
I had done an Ancestry DNA test and had a family tree on the site for several years. I probably hadn't checked in, though, for a couple of years.
All right, I had the time and money to check this out. I decided to call this young lady and see if I could get some more information.
Chelsea Carpenter sounded surprised when she answered my call. I supposed I was calling a landline and she didn't have caller ID.
"Are you really the Bobby Winkler?" she asked tentatively after I properly identified myself on the phone.
"I suppose so," I answered.
We exchanged some basic info and pleasantries before I got right to the heart of the matter.
"I'm sorry, Chelsea, if I seem somewhat reluctant to just welcome you into my life with open arms, but I knew nothing of your existence until yesterday..."
"How could you not know about me," she interrupted. "Didn't you sign your rights away so I could be adopted?"
"No, I never signed anything," I responded. "Honestly. Your birth mother never told me she was pregnant."
"But wouldn't you have had to sign something?"
"I always thought so," I said.
"How about your adoptive parents? Do they know who your parents supposedly were?"
"Mom didn't tell me I was adopted until I turned 18," she explained. "She told me my birth parents were Kennedy Stevens and someone named Mike Rogers. Then Ancestry comes back and says my dad is someone different, someone named Bobby Winkler. They didn't have 'Mommy Dearest' in their database at all. So now I'm not really sure what to believe, but I know Ancestry's a real, legit company."
I set up a meeting at some lawyer's office in Chicago with Chelsea and her adoptive mother, Donna Carpenter. Her adoptive father, Sy, had died several years before, she explained.
The meeting two days later was eye-opening for me. Chelsea's adoptive mother not only claimed, but had documentation that said her birth parents were Kennedy and Mike. She had the forms giving Chelsea up for adoption with both supposed birth parents' signatures. She claimed that the first time she heard about me was when Chelsea did her DNA test.
The forms releasing Chelsea for adoption were signed by Kennedy and Mike. No DNA tests were done back then to confirm parentage.
Chelsea's adoptive mother would have given Kennedy a run for her money in terms of looks. She appeared to be about my age, with decent-sized tits and a nice ass.
Chelsea, her adoptive mother and I talked for about two hours, just getting to know each other. Chelsea was a sophomore at the University of Illinois. Her mother worked in a pharmacy.
Like a typical kid, Chelsea was incredibly impressed by who I was, or who everyone else said I was. She asked me all sorts of questions like any 20-year-old would. I invited her and her mother to my house for the upcoming spring break in a few weeks. I told them I would send them the tickets.
She gave her mother the puppy dog eyes but didn't say anything. Finally, Donna gave in.
"Okay, spring break it is," she declared.
I was about to get up and go when the question I feared most finally came up.
"So then from what we can figure, was Kennedy a bit of a... player?" Donna asked.
I looked around the room, gave a large swallow, then proceeded to explain about Kennedy and me, up until her death.
"She... she's gone?" Chelsea rasped. "Damn, that means I'm never going to meet her."
"You've also got a half-sister somewhere, too. She did the exact same thing several years later, with a different guy," I said. "I found out about that one."
"Jeez. I'm not sure 'player' comes close to describing her," Donna said. "Might be better in the long run that she's gone."
The kid looked unsure. I nodded at her.
"I'm sorry for the way things turned out, kiddo. I would have loved to have had kids," I said. "But I think your parents did a great job. All I can hope for at this point is that we can be friends of a fashion. Parents are much more than just sperm and egg donors."
Chelsea nodded at me with great big tears in her eyes. I walked over to her and held my arms open. She came to me and hugged me hard. I took a quick look over at Donna, who had an unreadable expression on her pretty face. I figured she was trying to gauge my reaction to her daughter.
*****
The three of us did some of the LA area tourist things the first few days, and ate at all the trendy restaurants. I had to use my status to get a table on short notice, but I didn't feel too bad about that, considering I rarely ever played that gambit. I might have been the most unrecognized celebrity in the state, and I liked that just fine.
It was a beautiful late spring evening when we got back from a great dinner, and I took a bottle of red wine, three glasses and one of my acoustic guitars out to my fire pit at the end of my patio in the back yard. I played the music, not the lyrics, to several of my hit songs while we sat around the fire pit and chatted. At first the women were reluctant to converse with me, thinking I was going to sing, but as I sat there, played and talked, they kind of figured things out and we started to really get to know each other.
"The last few years after I got your bio-mom cleaned up we would come out here and do this same thing. Sometimes she would sing, other times we would both sing. Sometimes we would just sip wine and I'd play. This was probably her favorite place in the world those last few years."
I looked up and noticed both women had tears in their eyes. It was time to lighten things up, so I played a fairly passable cover of The Eagles' "Hotel California" and "Take It Easy." They then asked me if I took requests, and we bantered back and forth trying to come up with a song they liked that I knew how to play. We arrived at "Sarah Smile" by Hall and Oates, and both women started to sing while I played. Chelsea dropped out after a minute and Donna bravely finished up solo.
"Wow, Mom, that was great!" Chelsea enthused, leaning over and giving Donna a kiss on the cheek.
I could see some of Kennedy in Chelsea. I couldn't find any of me, which was probably for the best. I could also see a lot of Donna, even though they weren't related biologically. That was nurture over nature. They shared a lot of the same mannerisms, the same giggle, the same tilt of the head. I could tell they were close as a mother and daughter. I envisioned they were a tight family when Chelsea's dad--her adoptive dad--was still alive.
Thanks to Kennedy, I was an outsider, and always would be. I wondered if she really thought Mike was the child's father, or was that just an easy way to sign away her baby. Then I remembered again that she actually gave two children away, and for about the millionth time wondered if I had ever really known who Kennedy was before I got her cleaned up.
We sang, talked and laughed a bit longer while we finished the bottle of wine.
I had earlier shown them my studio and gave them a demonstration of what I did, but the next day I took them over to Paramount and gave them a full tour, introducing them to everyone as a couple of friends from Chicago. John from Chess Piece had stopped by, just on the off chance that I'd be working so we could talk face to face about what the group wanted to do for its next production. He very graciously posed for photos with the two women and gave Chelsea an autographed T-shirt. I took the photos with Chelsea's phone, then John grabbed the phone from my hand and insisted I get my photo taken with the pair.
"A good-looking woman on each arm surely can't hurt your image, Boss-Man," he laughed, calling me by the nickname the members of the group hung on me several years ago during the making of an album.
Chelsea looked confused at the moniker, and John figured he should explain.
"When he's on the other side of the glass, he thinks he's world dictator," John said. "And considering how well our albums sell... well, I guess he's right."
There were several photos of the group around the studio, as well as photos of many other groups, as well, several of which I had worked with and knew well.



"You know all these guys... Mr. Winkler? Chelsea said, hesitating on exactly what she should call me.
I stopped moving and looked at her. Come to think of it, that was the first time she had ever addressed me as anything. I must have looked perplexed, because she quickly tried to assuage any hurt feelings I might have.
"I-I-I'm not really sure what I should call you," she said as she and Donna exchanged puzzled looks.
We looked at each other for several long seconds.
"How about Bobby? It sounds much more friendly than Mr. Winkler, doesn't it?" I asked.
Both women let out their breath. I knew they were both afraid I would ask her to call me Dad, which I knew she couldn't do. Her dad was dead. I was well aware of that. He was apparently a very good dad, too. I would happily take someday being a friend, maybe a good friend.
"I... can do that!" she chirped happily.
"And to answer your first question, yes, I know most of them, some of them quite well. I've written songs for several of them, produced for several."
Chelsea's face lit up. I chuckled. Donna just shook her head.
Life went back to being pretty much all about work after the women went back to Chicago. I realized that in just a week, I had begun to think of them as "my girls."
I began to look for reasons to visit Champaign. I visited twice in a two-month period, and Chelsea and I had two great weekends together. She introduced me to her friends as a friend of the family. I could take that.
While I enjoyed getting to know Chelsea, I was surprised when I found myself missing her mother, Donna, as well. Aside from the fact she was a good-looking woman, she had a way about her that I found... comforting? Sexy, right? Nope, not at all. I was clueless.
I gave myself a reason to be in Chicago, and I called Donna to set up a date. A photographer friend familiar with the area recommended a restaurant called Plato's Place, and it didn't disappoint. We then went to a dance club that featured classic rock and had a blast.
Donna and I attended an art show the next day, but she insisted on making me a home-cooked meal instead of going to a restaurant. When I showed up at her house, she was wearing a tight red sweater over a pair of skintight jeans that made me anything but comfortable.
She gave me a glass of wine and I sat and talked to her as she finished up making chicken parm. Damn, those jeans were tight, and she glided around the kitchen like she was a dancer in a previous life. At one point she caught me checking out her ass... hell, I was drooling.
The meal was absolutely great. An ass to die for and she could cook, too!
We moved into the living room after supper and talked like we were the oldest of friends. When the talking stopped, we then made love like the oldest of lovers. She was active and loud, not afraid to express herself, and she spurred me on to great heights. I brought her off five times with my fingers and mouth, then made her scream twice more while she rode me cowgirl. I got to play with a very solid pair of boobs while she was riding.
"Thank you, Bobby. That's the first time I've... done that since my husband died. I might have gotten a little crazy. I'm sorry if I hurt you," she said as we cuddled afterward.
"Oh, please, think nothing of it," I said with a big smile on my face.
I started alternating between Champaign and Chicago every other weekend. Both of those relationships were building.
"So, you and Mom, huh? Wouldn't that be Karma?" Chelsea asked.
"Do you think she'd give me a real shot?" I asked.
"I really can't speak for her. She and Dad were married for 23 years. They were real lovey-dovey all the time. She was devastated when he was killed. You are the first man she's gone out with since then," Chelsea said.
I took it slow with Donna. I recognized her quiet times and gave her space. We made love on most visits. She seemed to like it slow and gentle, occasionally showing a more adventurous side.
"I'm sorry if I'm not more... demonstrative, or wild... or whatever," she whispered to me in bed one night after we made love. "I know you music people live a wilder life than I do. I'm just a housewife living a quiet life," she said.
"Babe, everybody thinks all musicians are hedonistic, drug-fueled nutballs or self-centered, self-important bastards. That's only true 90 percent of the time." I chuckled. "The rest of us are just regular people."
She smiled at me and gently punched my upper arm.
"You know what I mean, jack-off. You live in the world of the rich and famous. Hell, you ARE rich and famous. You'll get tired of me in a couple of months and go back to banging starlets."
"Wow, if I wasn't such a hedonistic jack-off I'd be insulted right now," I said.
She gave me a crooked grin. I could see the concern in her eyes. I realized she wasn't kidding.
I sat up in the bed and put a pillow behind my back up against the headboard. I tapped my hip and she took the hint and put her pillow next to mine and sat with me, my arm around her body.
"In the interest of complete honesty, yes, I have 'banged a few starlets' in my time," I said. "I've also banged a few stars and quite a few singers. Now that I'm finished bragging, though, I'll also tell you that I've only been in love with one woman, and that woman screwed me over... twice. But that's ancient history.
"Also ancient history, I spent 18 months in prison in Indiana after being wrongly set-up, and when I was in fifth grade in Omaha, I got sent to the principal's office for pulling a girl's hair."
She raised her eyebrows when I mentioned my prison term. I knew we would have to revisit that sometime in the future. Right then, though, I took my hand from around her and reached further until I was cupping her right boob. The night was still young.
Chelsea took me up on my offer to stay with me for the summer between her junior and senior years in college. I let her intern with me as my right-hand "man," teaching her the job that I had Kennedy doing for me until she got sick. We spent most of every day together and were really coming into our own.
I brought Donna out for her two-week vacation, and the three of us had a great time together. Since I didn't want to overstep my bounds, I had Donna set up in her own room. She didn't bat an eye at that when I put her suitcase in "her" room, but Chelsea about choked to death laughing when I did that.
"Oh, please! Do you think I'm actually believing that?" she crowed. "Was I born yesterday? Mom, how quietly can you sneak down the hallway at night?"
She giggled. Donna and I both blushed hard.
"It's okay, Mom. It's okay... Dad," Chelsea said.
I raised my eyebrows this time. I took a sideways look at Donna to see what she thought of that last pronouncement. She was grinning.
"Assuming it would be okay to call you that?" Chelsea added.
"Uh... yeah. If you want to," I stammered.
"So, 'rents, let's figure this out," she continued. "If I get a vote, I'd say you two need to become one, so to speak, and then we can become a cute little family. I mean, it's right, isn't it? Clueless handsome bio-dad and beautiful adoptive mom get together, and smart and beautiful daughter makes three. Practically a movie of the week."
"Yeah, but where are we going to find someone to play the part of the daughter?" I asked, trying to sound innocent.
"Two words, neither of which is happy birthday, old man," she sassed back.
"I'm pretty sure she gets that from your side of the family," Donna said.
"Whack, slam!" I cried. "Did someone get the license plate of the bus that just ran me over?"
Both women laughed.
I've got to admit, when the kid was right, she was right.
I popped the question to Donna on the last night of her vacation with us. I had actually bought the ring the week before Donna visited. Both women cried. Donna grabbed me to her and sobbed uncontrollably, soaking the shoulder of my shirt. Although she never actually said the word, I took that as a yes.
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"Divorce granted!"
With that proclamation, a family court judge ended the 25-year marriage of Ford and Traci Pomerantz.
Traci sobbed loudly and uncontrollably in the arms of her attorney.
Ford sat down absently and closed his eyes, looking like someone had drained every ounce of energy from his body.
Both parties knew this wasn't how their lives were supposed to go.
******
Ford and Traci Pomerantz wandered into Galeria Lopes late on a Saturday afternoon. Co-owner Maria Lopes greeted the pair several seconds after they walked in the door.
"Is there something particular you are looking for?" she asked. "We specialize in pottery and painting. I throw most of the pottery we sell and my brother paints most of the canvasses."
"Wow. Both of you are very talented. I'm sure your parents are very proud to have two such talented children," Ford said sincerely.
"We were just wandering around the downtown killing some time before a 5:45 dinner appointment at The Guest House and figured we would visit several of the stores in the area that we hadn't been into yet," his wife added.
"Take as much time as you like looking around," Maria said. "We have plenty to look at, and we also do work on commission if you want something totally unique."
The gallery had several small rooms, and the Pomerantzes lazily wandered from room to room. The third room they visited contained several nude paintings, mostly of women but several of men. Traci giggled self-consciously, and Ford noticed his Nordic-looking wife was blushing pink as she studied a nude painting of a well-muscled young man sporting a sizable penis.
"Oh my God," Traci whispered to her husband. "Do you think that's a real representation?"
"I can assure you that it is indeed accurately painted," an olive-skinned, handsome black-haired man said as he entered the room. "I am Santiago Lopes, and I painted that impressive creature.
"I believe you have already met my sister, Maria."
Traci continued to blush and continued to stare at the painting.
"Do... do you do a lot of nudes, Mr. Lopes?" Traci asked tentatively.
"About two to three a year," the man answered. "I only paint from live posing, and that is time consuming, plus a nude is a bold statement... and not everyone has the boldness to have a nude hanging when Aunt Jane or Grandpa comes to visit."
"Yes, I see where it would have limited appeal, but it surely is dramatic," Ford said as he took his wife by the elbow and directed her away from the painting.
Lopes stuck close to the couple as they wandered into the next room. When the shock of the painting wore off, Traci noted that the man, who appeared to be about 15 years younger than her 48 years, was handsome in a Continental sort of way. For his part, he could see that the couple were a handsome pair, and he was more than a little taken with the curvaceous "MILF." In a tight white top and matching white skirt that ended about three inches above her knees, Santiago thought he would surely enjoy painting her nude, although he knew the odds of that happening weren't very good.
The pair walked through the gallery for another five minutes before leaving. On the way out, Traci slipped Santiago's business card into her purse.
The pair wandered into the jewelry store adjacent to the gallery. Ford noticed that Traci didn't perk up as she usually did when they visited a jeweler, and worried that she might have been getting ill. Ford knew Traci loved jewelry, and through the years he had bought her several expensive and unique pieces. It was not unrealistic that Ford would buy her another piece of jewelry if she expressed an interest in anything. The pair had a 25th anniversary coming up in several months.
Coincidentally, Traci was also thinking about the couple's upcoming 25th anniversary at the same time. She had just figured out the perfect gift for her husband.
******
"I've got the perfect gift for our upcoming 25th, something that will really knock his socks off, Lori!" Traci announced to her friend as they ate lunch a week later. "I'm going to have Santiago Lopes paint a nude of me! We'll have to keep it in the bedroom, of course, but I just know Ford will absolutely love it."
Lori's eyes got wide and stayed that way as Traci told her of her plans. She and her husband, Archer, had been close friends of the Pomerantzes for 20 years, and she didn't believe the gift would fly with Ford, especially if Traci posed nude for another man.
"Traci, sweetie, I know you've still got a great body and are awfully proud of it, and I know Ford can be just as big a hornball as the next guy, but isn't that pushing the envelope just a bit much? Posing nude for another man multiple times? And I've heard that this guy has slept with every woman who's ever posed for him," Lori said.
"Yeah, that has to be some sort of an urban legend. I've talked to him twice so far to set up the details, and he's been nothing short of a perfect gentleman. He comes from Spain, and he's got that Old World charm thing going.
"Besides, you know how much I love Ford. Nothing can come between us. I've had plenty of men come on to me through the years. If he does, I'll just shut him down like the others."
"Maybe, but you haven't been naked in front of the others when they've come on to you," Lori said.
Traci had to admit to herself that Lori had a point... a point that made her squeeze her legs together under the table.
Traci also had to admit to herself that she was nervous at the first of the agreed-upon 18 sittings. With the exception of her gynecologist, she had never disrobed for a man she was not dating or to whom she was not married. Santiago's studio was in the farthest room in the back in the gallery and had a door and lock for privacy and security.
Traci had come with a small make-up case and a brush for her hair. She was wearing jeans and a button-down shirt. Santiago welcomed her with a European kiss on both cheeks, then quickly stepped back. He knew his subject would be nervous, and it was his job as a professional to make her feel as much at ease as possible. He offered Traci coffee, tea, water or wine. As she was nervous, she accepted a glass of wine "just to calm my nerves."
Santiago poured a glass of red wine for both of them, pointing out the Priorat from Catalonia came from grapes grown near where he had lived as a child. It was dense and flavorful, he told her. Traci agreed that the wine had a good flavor.
"So... how do we do this?" she finally inquired in a soft voice.
"First, we kind of choose a pose, something as our base, which we can modify a bit if we need to in the first few sittings. I'm sure you've already done some thinking on that," he said.
Traci felt her face flame red, quickly followed by the rest of her body. She had never felt the level of embarrassment she was currently feeling.
"It's okay to be nervous, Mrs. Pomerantz. Everybody is the first time," Santiago said in his most soothing baritone.
Traci looked directly into his deep brown eyes.
"Why don't you call me Traci? After all, we're going to get... quite familiar over the next few weeks," she practically whispered.
The pose the pair arrived at had Traci sitting on the edge of a chaise with her left leg on the chaise bent at the knee toward her and her right just touching the floor. Her left hand rested gently on her left thigh, while her right was on the edge of the bed. Her upper body would be mostly facing the painter, with a slight shift to her left.
"I want my husband to feel that I am eagerly waiting for him to join me so we can..."
The woman stopped talking abruptly while she flamed scarlet. The artist watched her with a kind, bemused smile.
"You want him to know he is the only one in your universe," Santiago said almost as softly as Traci.
"Yes," she whispered and dropped her eyes.
Santiago offered Traci a small, light blue robe and pointed to a screened-off area so she could disrobe and fix her hair and makeup as she wanted. When she came back out, she had brushed out her almost waist-length hair so it hung loose and wavy.
"Yes, your long hair will add allure to the work," Santiago said in a positive tone.
"When you are ready, Traci, place your robe on the chair and assume the position we worked on before. I'll adjust you as needed," he said.
The woman did as she was instructed, her body glowing pink from embarrassment. Santiago was very careful to keep his smile from turning into a leer as he took in the delightful form in front of him. He definitely enjoyed his profession, he thought as she situated herself. Traci felt very exposed, especially when she realized the pose gave the painter a clear look at her vagina, which felt damp with her arousal and embarrassment.
Santiago worked for the better part of two hours, with a small break about halfway, keeping up a running conversation with his subject. At one point, Traci thought the sitting was like a trip to the dentist's office as the painter was mostly running a monologue in spots where he did not want her to move her mouth too much. They each talked a little about their backgrounds and childhood. Santiago was a very interesting man, she decided.
When the session ended, Traci felt comfortable enough to walk to the table where her wine glass was and drain the remainder without putting on the robe Santiago had provided for her. The painter subtly watched her as he put away his supplies. After finishing the wine, Traci went behind the screen and redressed.
Traci drove home in a bit of a fog. Spending about two hours naked in front of a handsome man other than her husband was embarrassing and arousing... and liberating. She knew Santiago liked what he saw, but was being professional and keeping his distance. She realized she held the power in the relationship, such as it was.
Traci had dinner waiting to be put on the table when her husband arrived home. They enjoyed a meal and the usual dinner time conversation, with Ford, as usual, asking his wife if she did anything fun during the day. Thinking back on it, Traci did find the sitting fun, but as she couldn't give up her anniversary surprise, she just told her husband that she did some shopping downtown, worked on a quilt she was making and did some reading.
"Same old, same old," she said.
Ford was an environmental engineer who worked for a company that specialized in alternative energy solutions. He made very good money, which allowed Traci to stay at home, and always seemed to be working on a project he enjoyed. He knew he was one of the fortunate few who were lucky enough to look forward to going into work almost every day.
He also knew he was a lucky man to have a wife who still looked as good as his did after almost 25 years of marriage, and more importantly, still loved him as much as he did her after all that time together. They still enjoyed a vigorous sex life, making love three to four times every week, and were still the other's best friend. Although they would be sad to see their youngest child leave home after graduating from college next year, they had both agreed that being empty-nesters would usher in a new and exciting phase of their lives.
Several times Ford had told his wife that he looked forward to christening every room in their house with sex the way they had in their first house before they had children.
"Am I going to have to fight you off with a stick, you old perv?" Traci usually responded with a grin of her own. "Just as long as we use the furniture this time. I'm too old for rug burns."
Ford didn't have to be the most observant man on the planet to notice his wife seemed to have something on her mind during the meal. He had to repeat himself once or twice in the conversation when Traci seemed to have drifted off. She realized that her brain was alternating between her "adventure" in the afternoon and her conversation at the table, and tried harder to focus on her husband.
Ford had barely crawled into bed that night when Traci ran the long fingernails of her right hand down his chest to his penis, which practically jumped to life under her ministrations. He let her play for a minute before sliding down and gently biting her left nipple while his fingers found an already wet pussy.
"Mmm," Ford moaned.
"Mmm... hhmm," Traci moaned back.
Traci's moans got louder as Ford ran a finger over her G-spot a few times before inserting two fingers completely. As her body started to rock with Ford's fingers, he added his thumb to the action, rubbing up and down on Traci's clit as her moans changed to unintelligible noises. When he felt her get close, he again bit down on her nipple and hung on tightly as Traci's body exploded in a cacophony of writhing and yelling. He kept up the rubbing until he felt her body start to come down from the surge.
Ford gave his wife about a minute's respite, then re-engaged. He got three more loud orgasms before he slid down further so his face was at Traci's opening. He used the flat of his tongue to slurp along that opening, then reversed the process with the underneath side, causing his wife to shriek, arch her back and clamp her legs around his head for about a half-minute. He finally had to tap her hip to get her to release his head so he could catch a breath. After doing so, he dove back in with gusto.
Ford's face was covered with Traci's juices several minutes later when he finally climbed back up her body. He lined up his rock-hard dick with her opening and slowly slid in to the hilt in one go, nudging up against his wife's cervix. As often happened when the pair played "hard," Traci had very little left in terms of strength and coordination, and Ford knew he would have to do most of the work, not that he minded. He got one more explosion out of his wife before he came hard and deep, growling with his effort.
Both Traci's brain and body were spent by Ford's efforts... and the occasional thought of her being naked in front of another man. Those thoughts were conscious on her part, but sort of drifted in random during their play. She didn't try to shoo them away, rather just included them as natural.
The pair cleaned up, kissed deeply and spent the night sleeping entwined.
Two days later, Traci had another sitting with Santiago. While she was still embarrassed to some extent about disrobing in front of him, she realized she was also looking forward to doing so, and in fact, was somewhat aroused by the thought.
Santiago smiled when Traci came out from behind the screen without the robe, and since she still felt a little embarrassed, she felt like she needed to give him an explanation.
"It doesn't make sense to put the robe on for five minutes, then be nude for the next two hours," she commented. "I don't think you're offended."
Santiago's smile never wavered.
"Whatever you are comfortable with, my dear. Don't feel you need to put the robe on for my virtue," he chuckled.
Traci looked directly into the painter's eyes. She could see he enjoyed the sight of her naked body, and a quick look at the crotch of his jeans confirmed that. He was still smiling when she looked back up into his eyes. He poured each of them a glass of wine and she took several sips before she moved to the chaise, taking a peek over her shoulder to see if he was looking at her ass. He was. She settled onto the edge of the chaise, smiling inwardly to herself.
Santiago was his usual glib self, deftly leading the conversation. He again made no untoward references and Traci felt even more comfortable in his presence. She watched his thick but well-toned arms and legs as he moved about working. She briefly thought about what he would look like if the positions were reversed and he was naked.
Again that night Traci seemed somewhat distant during and after dinner, but was again insatiable in bed. Once again Ford's concerns disappeared when the sex began.
By the fifth sitting, Traci felt comfortable enough to be exchanging European cheek kisses with Santiago. She giggled when he gave her ass a gentle swat and sent her over to the chaise.
Traci felt comfortable enough in front of Santiago that she didn't even try to cover up when she heard Maria knock at the door during one session. Santiago unlocked the door and admitted the woman, while Traci stretched out on the chaise in nothing but what God gave her. Maria, not seeing a naked subject for the first time, seemed very comfortable with Traci and made small talk while Santiago retrieved something from a cabinet. She thanked him, bade Traci farewell and left, relocking the door.
******
Traci knew it was wrong. She truly loved her husband. She just had try it, at least once, and she knew Ford would never know because only three people knew -- Santiago, Maria and her -- and none would ever tell.
It was the ninth sitting; halfway home, Traci had thought to herself. She wanted the man physically; it was obvious he wanted her. It truly was just sex, and it had nothing to do with her marriage. As she approached Santiago, instead of the European cheek kisses, she planted a soft kiss directly on his lips. The pair broke apart before Traci again stepped in, this time planting a harder kiss on Santiago's soft, thick lips. After breaking apart again, Santiago stepped forward this time, placed his hands on Traci's shoulders and planted a hard open-mouthed kiss on her, snaking his tongue inside her receptive mouth.
Two more kisses later, Traci let Santiago lead her to the chaise. They spent the next hour learning each other's bodies intimately. Traci had four intense orgasms before Santiago came inside her with a roar. Her nerve endings felt like they had touched electricity. As they lay together snuggling, Traci thought it was the best sex of her lifetime. Santiago was no bigger or thicker than her husband, but...
The comparison with her husband was the first time Traci had thought of Ford since her initial thought when the day began. She was surprised she didn't feel guilty. She felt... fulfilled.
After the snuggling, Santiago went over to the painting and started dabbling without getting dressed.
"Get up and assume the position, please. You've inspired me," he said with enthusiasm.
Traci giggled.
"Really? Now? I'm a mess," she responded. "DO NOT paint me as freshly fucked!"
"But you've never looked more beautiful. This is the look!"
"I get it," she said, "But I can't give that to him."
The pair's routine changed after that. They had sex first every time, then Santiago would get up and paint the freshly-fucked Traci without even putting his clothes on. Traci marveled at how energized the artist seemed, even bypassing a second round of sex in favor of painting.
While his home life seemed to be slowly unraveling, Ford's work life was reaching new levels of success. When his company won the bid on a solar energy contract for a firm in Las Vegas, he was assigned to go to the site and set things up. He would leave late on a Monday afternoon and get home late on Thursday afternoon.
Ford had never travelled much for business through the years, but Traci was never a big fan of that on those rare occasions. He was surprised when she had almost no reaction to his announcement of the trip.
He stewed over the lack of reaction for several days. He decided he needed to say his piece two nights before he left.
"Traci, I need you to hear me," Ford said. "I feel you moving away from me, and I don't know why. I need you to talk to me. If it's something I've done, tell me and give me a chance to make it right. I love you, but it's not unconditional any more.
"You know how I feel about infidelity. You know I think it's one and done. If you're considering it, please... please don't."
Traci wasn't quick enough to cover the fleeting look that came across her face before it clouded over. She knew there was no way Ford could know of the affair, but maybe she hadn't been as circumspect in her behavior as she thought. Several times in the last few weeks Ford had noticed that her focus seemed to be wavering.



"I'm sorry I've been kind of distracted the last few weeks," Traci apologized, "but I'll be able to explain it soon. And I think you're really going to like it."
Ford raised his eyebrows in expectation. Traci sauntered over to where Ford sat, and climbed on his lap, facing him.
"You know you're the only one for me, Baby. You'll see."
She crushed her lips to his and explored his mouth with her tongue. She rubbed her tits up against his chest and felt his cock harden. Throughout their marriage, she had always been able to distract him with sex.
One minute later, Traci took Ford by his hands and led him to their bedroom. An hour later they were asleep, spooning. For the first time ever, though, Ford was completely aware that he had been played.
"I've got some good news and bad news," Traci said when she called Santiago the next day. The bad news is that my husband is becoming suspicious of me, so we're going to have to quit what we've been doing. But the good news is that he's going out of town for three days, so we can finish up both the painting and the sex all day Tuesday and Wednesday... if you're willing."
"I like the Tuesday and Wednesday idea. You can come home with me Tuesday and Wednesday nights, but I don't like ending what we have. You are one fantastic lady, Traci," Santiago said.
"And you are one hot piece of dick yourself, but you always knew this had an expiration date. I truly love my husband, and I won't jeopardize my marriage, not even for sex as good as we have."
Traci showed up at Santiago's gallery a few minutes after 1. The pair made love first, then as usual, the artist jumped up and began painting Traci. He stopped a couple of hours later. He and Traci then drove to Santiago's home, where they spent the next two and a half days fucking in a variety of positions.
"Santi, I've completely enjoyed our time together," Traci said before leaving the painter's home Thursday morning. "Maybe in another time and place, but I've got the best husband in the world."
"At least the most trusting and clueless, anyway," Santiago said.
"I'll give you a call when the painting's done. I'll have it wrapped so he can't see it."
The pair engaged in a final passionate kiss before Traci left his home. Traci knew she enjoyed the affair and felt no guilt, but she also knew it was time to rededicate herself to Ford.
Traci was tired when she got home after spending most of the time fucking Santiago and not getting a lot of sleep. She took another shower, then climbed into bed to get several hours of sleep before her husband got home. She wanted to look her best and give her husband as much attention as possible. She knew she had some making up to do with her husband to make his doubts go away.
Traci grilled steaks and baked potatoes for dinner. She was out the door in a heartbeat when she heard her husband's car pull up in the driveway. Ford was happily surprised with the big greeting.
Whatever was bothering Traci for the last several weeks seemed to have been resolved, just as Traci said it would be. She was the Traci of old, Ford gratefully thought. The pair made love several times over the next three days, and Ford never got the feeling that his wife was trying to "fuck him into distraction."
Two weeks later, Traci told Ford that they had to pick up her anniversary gift for him at Galeria Lopes. She told him the gift would be covered and she wouldn't give it to him until their actual anniversary, two weeks further into the future.
"Ooh, mysterious, and obviously expensive if it came from Lopes. Can't wait," Ford said. "That means you'll also have to wait."
"I'm different from you. I'm adorable. Adorable means I shouldn't have to wait," Traci stated.
Santiago Lopes greeted the Pomerantzes heartily when they arrived to pick up Traci's gift. He beckoned them over to a side area with a small table, a bottle of wine and three glasses.
"Hello, my friends, so good to see you. Please join me to celebrate your purchase and your upcoming big day," Santiago said.
The three drank wine and ate cheese like old friends for about 15 minutes.
"I have to say I very much enjoyed teaming up with Traci on this project for you, Mr. Pomerantz," Santiago said as he raised his eyebrows and his glass in Traci's direction.
Ford wasn't supposed to see the smirk on Santiago's face, nor the return look of displeasure on Traci's face.
"I know you are going to love this gift," Santiago said, still smirking.
Traci knew Santiago was surreptitiously rubbing the affair in Ford's face. She was inwardly furious at the painter, and pleased that she had ended the affair.
Traci and Ford went out to dinner and dancing with several of their close friends to celebrate their 25th anniversary. While Traci was dressing in Ford's favorite red dress, he approached from behind with a slender jewelry box holding a strand of Mikimoto pearls.
"Ooh, they're beautiful, Ford," Traci cooed as she lifted them from their boxed refuge. "Would you do the honors, sir?"
Traci turned around and Ford clipped the clasp behind her neck. The strand fell to the middle of Traci's breasts, perfectly accentuated by the low cut of the dress.
"How did you get the exact right length?" Traci purred, giving her husband a sly grin he hoped was indicative of what was to come later.
"I do my homework. You know that. Of course, I measured, for this particular dress as a matter of fact," Ford said, then grinned a purposely cheesy grin.
"You're going to have to wait for tonight for your gift. I want you primed, not past, big boy."
"Rrrooowwwrrr," Ford growled.
The pair and their friends had a wonderful evening. Traci's dress and her new pearls were the hit of the evening. As usual, Ford let all the other men in the group dance with his wife, as he did with theirs. He thought himself a very fortunate man as he believed Traci was the cream of what he considered a very good crop.
Traci and Ford were playing kissy-face as they entered their home at the end of the evening. Ford was excited for what still lay ahead that evening. He and Traci had seemed to recover their stride in the last several weeks.
"So do you want your gift now, or should we go upstairs first?" Traci asked.
"How about I unwrap your gift first, then we go upstairs and I unwrap you?" Ford responded.
"Ah, always the practical one," Traci chirped happily as she got the painting from its not very hidden hiding place in the hall closet.
"Oh, God, that's hot, Traci!" gushed Ford as he freed the painting from its paper prison. "B-b-but, who painted that? Wait, you posed for that Spanish guy?"
Ford started making unintelligible noises and his face went from elated to shocked in the blink of an eye. Traci knew she needed to react quickly.
"Lighten up, Sweetie. Santiago was a perfect gentleman, a perfect gentleman. He's a professional. I had this done for you. Something we can hang in the bedroom," Traci said.
"Ooh yeah. We couldn't hang this anywhere else. The kids don't need to see Mommy in sexy beast mode," Ford said. "We'll probably still have to hide this when they come home."
Ford held up the portrait at arms length.
"You posed in front of a strange man for this. That probably took a lot of guts," Ford said with true admiration in his voice.
"Yes, it was very tough at first. But for you..."
Traci took Ford by the hand and walked him up to their bedroom. She could see by the tent in his pants that he enjoyed her gift. She smirked to herself because she definitely enjoyed making the gift.
Traci hung the portrait above the couple's bed. She often caught sight of Ford sneaking peeks at it during their sexual play, and longer looks at other times.
"Men are so simple," she thought to herself one time when she caught Ford staring at the painting.
Traci wouldn't have felt quite so smug if she remembered that her husband was detail-oriented. He was often clueless over the big picture, but it was his nature to see that the little details were buttoned up.
Months later, Ford was still uncomfortable over the fact that his wife had deceived him and carved out time to pose nude for the painter. He remembered how the painter had addressed him as Mr. Pomerantz but called his wife more familiarly by her first name. He often wondered how familiar the pair had gotten.
The more he studied the artwork, the more Ford realized that Santiago Lopes was every bit as detail-oriented as himself. First he noticed how Santiago captured Traci's smirk. Next he noted the exact detail Santiago had when he painted Traci's ruby, diamond and sapphire ring, the one she always wore on the middle finger of her left hand.
The next find was a little lower, and from Ford's standpoint, the marriage-ender. Sitting there, on the edge of the chaise, Traci's pussy was clearly in view to the artist. Her inner lips were slightly gapped open, as Ford had seen thousands of times in the past... right after sex. RIGHT AFTER SEX! Under normal circumstances, her inner lips were always closed... always closed, as Ford had also seen thousands of times in the past.
Ford suddenly felt his chest tighten; he got light-headed. He crashed down with a bounce on the bed. He looked up at the painting again. He knew what he saw the last time was correct. Shit. It was still there. That... slight... gap. Shit. Shit. Shit!
God, how he loved that woman, Ford thought to himself. He was sure she loved him, but if she loved him, how could she have done this?
******
"Sir, I can help you over here. Sir?"
The Starbucks barista ruined a good moment for Ford Pomerantz. The 20-year-old Michigan State junior was happily standing behind a great ass belonging to an unknown blonde goddess in a short, tight jean skirt. He shook his head, took a last look at the woman's ass and moved to where the barista awaited him.
"Anyone ever tell you that you are a buzzkill?" Ford said to the young man, who just smiled and shot a glance at the blonde.
"Her name's Traci Goddard," whispered Barista Buzzkill. "Every male and half the females on the MSU campus want to bed her. It is a killer ass, isn't it?"
"Oh, fuck yeah," Ford responded quietly.
A resourceful young lad, Ford quickly found a cell number for the blonde goddess. He arranged a sit-down with her back at the same Starbucks. That led to a real date, which became the first of many. The goddess had many other attributes, along with a pretty face and a great body. She was witty, well-read and funny.
******
Ford brooded over his dilemma for two weeks. Now that he and Traci seemed to be back on the same page, she picked up on Ford's consternation almost immediately. Since virtually no one knew of her affair, which had ended almost a year ago, she never considered for a moment that Ford's mood had something to do with her.
Ford was standing at the foot of the couple's bed, studying the painting for what Traci thought had to be the thousandth time. When she first gifted him the painting, Ford seemed to accept Traci's assertion that the painter was completely professional while Traci posed for him. He admitted to her that he thought the work was hot, and thought her posing nude was very daring. Traci noted he was often erect when he looked at the work.
With the exception of the pair, the only one to see the hung painting was Traci's friend, Lori, although Traci didn't tell her husband she let her friend see it. Lori agreed with Ford's assessment that the work was indeed hot.
"Wow, smoking, babe. I can see why hubby loves it," Lori commented. "Hell, I'd almost do you after looking at this.
"How did you get along with Santiago?"
Traci knew better than to say anything about her affair. If no one knew, no one could ever say anything.
"He was a perfect gentleman, a perfect gentleman," Traci said, using the same line she had used with Ford.
Lori noted to herself that Traci didn't look her in the face when she answered. Being the good friend she was, she never pushed for more.
When Ford looked at the painting lately, Traci noted he appeared to be studying it more than lusting after it. She noticed that he didn't appear excited like he had been for most of the time since he received the gift.
Traci sidled up to her husband as he stood seemingly transfixed.
"How long have you been fucking him, Traci?" Ford rasped just loud enough for his wife to hear.
Traci stiffened, and without turning her head glanced at her husband sideways. She tried not to show any emotion or move as her stomach knotted tightly. She was quickly trying to guess how much her husband knew, because that estimation would hopefully enable her to keep as much as possible under wraps.
Ford turned his entire body toward his wife and waited, his eyes glaring into her. The silence seemed to grow louder as he waited.
"We haven't been together since he painted the picture. We were only together about half the time while I posed, none since," she said in a small, calm voice.
Traci knew the less she said, the less she needed to lie. She quickly decided to only give her husband the specific information he asked.
"You lied to me, Traci. Lied right to my face," Ford said heatedly. "You slept with him... several times... and told me he was a... perfect gentleman, to be exact. I don't consider someone who fucks another man's wife to be a perfect gentleman!"
Traci was almost overwhelmed with Ford's outburst. In more than a quarter-century together, he had only raised his voice to her a handful of times, and he never before used the f-bomb directly to her.
"Then you had the nerve to give me this painting of your infidelity for a 25th anniversary gift," Ford said. "How thoughtful of you. You cuckold me, then rub it in my face. And you tell me you love me. Shit. How much disrespect would you shovel on me if you hated me. Would you have given me a full-length video?"
Traci's face was deep red with embarrassment and humiliation. Her brain was working overtime trying to figure out how Ford found out, as well as how much he really knew.
"I know it was wrong, but it just happened. He was a perfect gentleman, at first, and he was handsome and charming and..."
"Okay, I get the picture, pardon the pun," Ford interrupted. "And since you were already naked, he didn't even have to talk you out of your clothes. I thought you loved me. What a fool I am."
"No, Ford. You're not a fool. I do love you. I love you with all of my heart. What we did was outside of you and me. It wasn't about love. I love only you," Traci said.
"It must have been good, good enough that you went back to the well repeatedly."
"It... he... it was good, honestly. But it had nothing to do with love," she said.
"Cliché alert!" Ford cried out. "It was just sex!"
"It was good, very good, but it wasn't any better than what you and I have. It was good, but some of that was because it was different... and new... and..."
"Yeah, okay. I get it," Ford said softly.
"No, I don't think you do," Traci said. "I truly love you. I've always loved you."
Ford believed Traci did love him, for the most part, just not enough to maintain her fidelity.
"We can get past this, Ford," Traci said. "I know you love me as much as I love you."
"No, babe, you're wrong. I apparently loved you more than you loved me. I never cheated on you. Now I love you less," Ford said.
"Aww, baby, don't be like that. It was a mistake. Everybody makes a mistake every now and then," she said.
"No, once would be a mistake. Repeatedly making the same mistake is a choice, a stupid choice.
"You did it because you could, thinking you would never be caught. You would never have told me, correct?"
The floor never looked more interesting to Traci.
"Ford, I don't want a divorce. Please, we have to work this out. We've been married for over 25 years," Traci whispered.
"Why didn't our being married for 25 years matter to you when you fucked the painter? You knew it was wrong, but it didn't seem to matter then," Ford said.
Ford slept in his son's old room for the next several weeks. It was quiet in the Pomerantz house as Ford only spoke to Traci when it was necessary. Several times Traci tried to talk to Ford about their situation, but those discussions usually died in silence from Ford's side after just a few minutes.
"We'll never resolve this if we don't talk, Ford. Please," Traci sobbed. "I am truly sorry I hurt you."
"But you're not sorry you did it! Only that I found out!" Ford shouted.
The sight of his wife crying broke Ford's heart. Still, he resisted the temptation to gather her in his arms.
"You broke it, you bought it, babe," he thought to himself. "Shared pain and all that shit."
"Why did you wait so long to bust me if you knew?" Traci asked out of the blue a couple of days later. "Why didn't you try to stop it?"
"I didn't know until a few weeks ago... when I finally figured it out," Ford answered.
Traci looked completely blank. Ford started to walk away, thought better of it and walked back to his wife. He took her by a hand, walked up the stairs and into their bedroom, stopping at the bottom of the bed. He could feel Traci's hand start to sweat. He released her hand and pointed to the artwork.
"It was right in front of me all along," Ford said. "You two told me. It just took me almost a year to see it and figure it out.
"Lover boy is a very detailed guy. In that way we are alike. He painted exactly what he saw. See that smirk on your face? See your ruby ring? See your dark pink, slightly gapped pussy lips?"
Ford grimaced as he watched the color drain from Traci's face. Her mouth tried to form words, but no sound came out for several long seconds.
"Oh, my God! You're telling me that my pussy lips..."
"Yup. I've been up close and personal with those lips hundreds of times in 25-plus years. I've spent more time up close to those lips than you could ever hope to since you're not a Gumby. You don't gape open before use, so to speak.
"If I'm guessing, you asked him not to show any cum dripping out of you."
"He said my smile was sexier and my skin glowed after sex. That's why we switched to having sex before he painted," Traci explained glumly.
"He wasn't wrong. But if he had been just a little less detail-oriented, we wouldn't be having this conversation. At least you were very discreet."
"So... if nobody else knows, couldn't we... sort of start over," Traci said. "I love you, Ford. I've always loved you, and only you. You know I would never do anything like that ever again. You know it. And I'd spend the rest of my life making it up to you.
"Please, Ford. Please."
"Babe, I've spent much of my waking hours thinking about this... and us. I don't see how I can ever trust you again. I would never have expected you could do anything like this. Now I keep wondering how I would know if you were doing it again... and with whom," Ford said.
"I guess I deserve that," she whispered. "But that said, can't we try again. I love you. You know I do. You love me. You know you do. I don't want a divorce, and I'd bet you don't really want one either."
"I don't want a divorce, Traci, but I can't live my life looking over my shoulder, or worse yet, looking over yours. You cheated on me, you disrespected me, you lied to me. I guess I'm just not strong enough to forgive you."
Ford wrapped his arms around his sobbing wife. They slowly made their way to the side of the bed. He lifted her gently and placed her on the made bedspread, then climbed on top and started to kiss her lips, her neck and her ears. She kissed him back desperately.
The pair was naked within minutes. Traci turned herself around and was slurping on Ford's hard dick while his tongue was exploring her folds. Ford groaned and Traci shrieked, her body going into spasm as she pulled off her husband's dick. Ford continued to lick and suck as Traci worked through her orgasm. When she finished, Ford flipped himself around and crawled up Traci's body, impaling the woman on his hardness in one strong stroke as she continued to squeal.



The pair lay panting with Traci half on top of Ford's body 30 minutes later, satisfied smiles on both of their faces.
"Ooh, that was so good," Traci rasped. "You know we're so good together, Ford. Can't we make this work?"
Ford sighed. He knew his wife was right. He also knew that her being right was no longer enough.
"That was good, Trace, but it's not going to change anything. You have always been able to fuck me to distraction, and maybe that was part of our problem. Remember, I had a feeling last year that things were off between us, right about the time your affair was going on. I tried to speak to you; you put me off and fucked me into a coma. Maybe if you weren't so selfish..."
"Yes, I always knew that if I could get you into bed, I could get my way on anything. I guess you spoiled me. I was selfish and arrogant," Traci admitted sheepishly.
"What are we going to tell the kids if we divorce? Think about that," Traci said while she cuddled into his shoulder.
"I won't lie for you to our children," Ford said. "You had an affair. It's the truth, and that's all they need to know."
She raised her head off Ford's shoulder and looked both shocked and hurt.
"Really? You would tell them I cheated?" Traci rasped.
"Absolutely. Why should I take any kind of a hit on this because you broke your vows? No, no, no. I'm not falling on my sword for you. Actions have consequences beyond the obvious," Ford said forcefully.
"Aarrgghh! No! You can't!"
Traci jumped up and ran into the master bath, sobbing as she went. Shaking his head, Ford slowly got up, gathered his clothes and walked back to what had become "his" bedroom in recent weeks.
Ford thought on his dilemma for several more days before giving his attorney the go-ahead to have Traci served at the house during the day while he was at work. He was trying to save her the embarrassment.
He called both children a day before the service and explained in very general terms the reason for the divorce. They both were shocked and appalled when they found out their mother had an affair.
"No hope of a reconciliation?" their daughter, Candy, asked him. "Over 25 years of marriage, and you won't give her a second chance?"
"Infidelity is a deal-breaker, especially when it's more than a one-off. This was an affair of several weeks, and several hook-ups," Ford said quietly.
"Has she ever said why she did it?" Candy asked.
"Sort of because she could, figuring there was no way she would ever get caught," Ford responded.
There was silence for about 10 seconds, before his daughter finally spoke again.
"And yet somehow you caught her?" Candy said.
"Almost a year after the fact..."
"And just like that you don't love her anymore?" Candy asked.
"Not that simple, Pumpkin. I still love her very much, but I will always question her love for me. She continues to tell me she loves me, but I don't see how she could love me and do what she did," Ford said. "Actions over words."
Although Traci was angry at Ford's decision to divorce, she eventually got over it when she realized he willingly gave her half of everything without dragging things out and without trying to hold her up to ridicule. The pair agreed they would try to remain friends of a sort and always be there for their kids.
******
Two weeks later, Santiago Lopes was mugged outside of the Galeria Lopes after closing time. He was beaten about the head and face, and every finger of his painting hand was broken.
The muggers got $76.12 in cash and the artist's credit cards. The police never caught the thieves.
******
A year later, Candy announced she and her boyfriend of two years were engaged and planned to be married another nine months from then. The family had a small celebration dinner with Candy, her fiancé, their son, Braxton and his girlfriend, and Traci and Ford. The meal was to be held in a Hungarian restaurant in town that was a favorite of the family through the years.
Ford noticed that Traci looked radiant in a short, tight navy dress. She approached him brightly in the parking lot and gave him a passionate kiss when they connected. By habit, he returned the kiss just as passionately, even though the two had been divorced for several months. Traci smiled widely while Ford grinned self-consciously when they broke apart.
"Hey, you two, try to keep it G-rated in public," Braxton said.
Braxton's girlfriend looked confused.
"I thought you said they were divorced," she whispered to him, although loud enough for everyone to hear.
"They are, but Mom doesn't think they need to be hardcore about that," he chuckled.
All eyes flickered from Traci to Ford. Traci looked smug. Ford blushed deeply.
Later that night, Ford and Traci shared another passionate kiss as he bade his former wife good-night. Her blue dress had been replaced by a short, diaphanous white robe, which Traci threw on so she could walk her ex-husband from her bedroom to the front door.
The pair had just spent the previous two hours making love multiple times in multiple positions.
"Thank you, Ford. It had been a long dry streak for me. You are a hard man to replace," Traci stated.
"You are hard to replace as well," Ford said. "You do realize how pathetic this makes us look."
"I'm pretty sure we could both do the random hook-up thing, but I learned my lesson on that," Traci said. "Trying to find somebody to make it count with, that's a whole different thing."
"Yeah..."
******
A 6-foot strawberry blonde with a DD chest and legs all the way up to the plumbing usually gets noticed whenever she walks into a room. If she's wearing a somewhat form-fitting dark green dress that reaches only halfway down her shapely thighs it's only a matter of time before she's the target of most of the horny men in the area.
Sarah Ralston had been getting blatantly eyeballed by men since she was a teenager. It almost didn't register in her mind anymore as she walked to the bar at her city's annual philharmonic charitable dinner.
Ford Pomerantz had 20-20 vision. He, along with most of the men with pulses, didn't miss the mature beauty when she walked in the door by herself. She looked to be about the same age as Ford, 50, and he quickly noted that she was not wearing a ring on the third finger of her left hand.
Ford watched as the goddess confidently worked the room, laughing and conversing with people in various groups. He watched various men approach her from time to time, moving away shortly thereafter with disappointed looks on their faces. Ford chuckled to himself, knowing that on this night, at least, he was not going to be one of those disappointed. He had come to the event as the escort of his ex-wife, Traci, and would never be gauche enough to hit on another woman while with her.
Still, he was enjoying the way this woman moved like a tigress on the hunt. He watched her go back to the bar and leave with two flutes of champagne, heading across the expanse of the room before finally sidling up to... Traci.
The goddess tapped Traci on the shoulder, handing her one of the flutes when she turned around. Traci lit up with a huge smile as she took the glass.
Ford watched the two of them lose themselves in each other as they talked and laughed for the last 10 minutes of the social hour. He watched in total fascination as his ex-wife was getting physically aroused talking to her new friend, who by this point was repeatedly touching Traci on her arms and shoulders and leaning close to her face. Ford noted he had never seen Traci respond this intensely to another woman before.
When the crowd was asked to sit for dinner, Traci and her new friend found their way over to Ford. Traci introduced her as Sarah and sat on one side of her with Ford on the other.
There were five other people at the table of eight, but Traci and Sarah pretty much had eyes only for each other, almost to the point of being rude. They sat and whispered and laughed to each other like 12-year-old girls. At one point, one of the other women at the table joked with Ford that he was obviously going to be the odd man out tonight.
"Maybe if I ask politely I will be allowed to take pictures," he joked.
Everybody else at the table twittered somewhat nervously. Traci and Sarah never even heard the comment.
As the evening was coming to an end, Ford got out of his chair, moved to a spot almost in between the two women and kneeled down to get in close, causing them both to focus on him for the first time.
"Ladies, you two look like you want to continue this evening," Ford said. "Sarah, could you do me a favor and drive Traci home. I'm going to call it an early night."
The two women's faces lit up like Christmas trees.
"Thank you, Ford. I owe you one. Well, another one," Traci whispered before giving him a quick peck on his lips.
Traci and Sarah went to a quiet bar after the dinner, where they talked, touched and kissed, the latter done softly and quickly. Traci was as aroused as a horny teenager, she noted, but she was well out of her comfort zone. As far as she could remember, she had never felt anything sexual for another woman before. She kept taking fleeting looks around the bar to see if anyone was looking at her and Sarah.
"Relax, Sweetie. It's 2022. Women with other women is not shocking," Sarah said softly.
Traci blushed deeply. She wanted this woman, but she knew she wasn't gay... was she? Now?
"I-I've never been with another woman. I was married to a man for more than 25 years," Traci whispered.
Sarah could practically see the emotions playing out across Traci's face. She remembered her own journey to learning of her sexuality. She didn't want to rush Traci into what she knew could be life altering or life affirming behaviors.
She leaned in and gave Traci a soft kiss on the lips.
"I know this is different and difficult," Sarah said. "How about we take this really slow. I'll take you home now. You call me, okay."
Traci didn't get much sleep that night, nor for most of the next week. She finally called her best friend, Lori, and discussed the events of the evening.
"I want her, Lori. It's like I still want Ford. I don't understand it. I'm not gay... I don't think," Traci said.
"I guess that would be bisexual, Traci, and you wouldn't be the first woman to ever have those feelings," Lori said.
"But now? After all this time?"
"Well, you did say she was stunning," Lori replied.
"Oh, yeah. She was like... lightning," Traci related.
"Lightning? Hmm. I'm thinking you need to go for it, hon," Lori said.
******
Traci snuggled in closer to Sarah as the two lay face to face in the latter's bed. She felt like every nerve in her body was singing "The Hallelujah Chorus." She couldn't remember the last time sex had been this amazing. Was it because it was new, different, with a woman for the first time or a combination of any or all? At that moment, Traci didn't care what the answer was. All she knew was she wanted to do it again... and again... and again.
It was the fourth date for the pair. They had enjoyed a meal and a movie before going back to Sarah's apartment. As usual, Traci let Sarah lead the way, trusting the woman the way she had trusted her ex-husband for more than a quarter of a century.
Sarah knew the experience with a woman was the first for Traci. Traci seemed receptive to everything Sarah did to her, and tried to reciprocate some. Sarah was encouraged by that, and knew she could teach her her willing pupil.
Traci had been completely honest with Sarah about how she ended her marriage to Ford by cheating. She was open about wanting to stay married, but Ford couldn't get over her disrespect along with the cheating. Still, she and Ford had returned to being friends again, and they occasionally went out together, like on the night she had met Sarah.
Sarah listened impassively as Traci talked about her marriage. She, too, had been in a long-term relationship, which had ended when her partner died in a car wreck about 10 years ago. She knew that if she and Traci stayed together, there would most definitely be a discussion about fidelity.
******
Two months before Candy's wedding, Traci called Ford, and after much hemming and hawing, finally was able to ask him if he minded if she brought Sarah to the wedding.
"The Sarah you met at the dinner a few months ago? You two an item now?" he asked.
Traci couldn't tell anything by Ford's voice how he felt about her question. She was hoping he wouldn't object, especially because of Sarah being a woman. This was definitely new territory for Traci.
"Y-yes, I guess we're together. I guess," she stammered.
Ford could hear her embarrassment through the phone line. He thought of several catty replies, but good sense ruled the day and he bit his tongue. His ego wasn't sure if it was better to be replaced by another man, or a woman, especially one as beautiful as Sarah.
"I never knew... you had... you liked women," Ford said. "I did see that night that you two had something. That's why I left you two alone."
"You saw that? You bailed because of that?" she squeaked.
"Everybody saw it, Traci. Everybody was jealous of you. She's quite a stunner,"
Ford said.
"Everybody saw it? Oh my..."
"It's fine, Traci. But damn, girl, you steal away the best looking single woman at the event?" Ford interrupted.
Traci chuckled, then sighed.
"I think it would be great if you would bring Sarah to the wedding. Hell, she can even sit with you in our family row," Ford said.
"In the family row... Oh, shit, I haven't even told the kids about Sarah yet!" Traci said. "I need to do that!"
"Easy, Babe. How about we set up a brunch at your house Sunday morning?" Ford said. "Then we can all grill Sarah..."
"Ford!" she yelled over the phone.
"Kidding, babe. Kidding. I'll stop at Silverman's for bagels and pastries. You get the lox and salads."
"Thank you, Ford. You're still looking out for me," Traci said.
"It's what you do when you love someone," Ford said.
"I know," Traci said softly.
Ford showed up about 30 minutes before the children arrived so he and Sarah could get better acquainted and he could help set up the brunch.
"That was very gallant of you at the dinner," Sarah said to Ford as they set up.
Ford smiled self-consciously.
"Once I got over the pain of not being your choice, I figured if I couldn't have you, she might as well have the best-looking woman at the event. Or I could claim enlightened self-interest: she marries you and my alimony payments stop," Ford explained, giving Sarah a cheeky, sideways grin.
"Hey!" Traci said from across the room. "I heard that."
"Busted!" Ford said, laughing.
Candy and her fiancé, Liam, and Braxton and his girlfriend, Tiffany, walked in to the house together. They wrongly assumed the unknown woman in the house was their father's girlfriend. Traci hesitantly told the four that Sarah was her girlfriend during the introductions.
"Whoa. I did not see that coming!" Braxton said. "Oh shit! Did I just say that out loud?"
Ford chuckled at his son's discomfort.
"Yup."
"Sorry, Mom," Braxton said sheepishly.
"This is why we wanted you all to meet," Traci said. "This would have been a little much if you hadn't met until the rehearsal dinner."
"Good point, Mom," Candy said.
Traci was very uncomfortable with the discussion that followed. Sarah handled the discussion well, in fact, comforting Traci several times.
"I never had a clue... until she walked over to me and handed me that flute of champagne," Traci said at one point in the discussion. "After that..."
She blushed and dropped her eyes.
The wedding went off without a hitch, although the immediate family noticed that several family members and old friends seemed to be upset or uncomfortable with Traci's choice of partners. Sarah was aware that she was the cause of some uncomfortable conversations during the weekend. She discussed the problem for a few minutes while she was dancing with Ford.
"You are one cool customer, Ford. You don't seem to be too upset with all of the chatter. I mean, I know she's not your wife anymore, but still," Sarah related.
"You are Traci's choice now. That's good enough for me. Your gender doesn't make a bit of difference. As long as you love and respect her, I will be good with you. Who cares what anyone else thinks," Ford said.
"Thank you for that, Ford," Sarah said.
With that, Sarah leaned close to Ford and gave him a soft kiss on the lips.
"Hey, you trying to steal my girl?" Traci said with a laugh as she approached the couple.
"Not that I could, but it would kind of even things out, wouldn't it?" Ford said, raising his eyebrows in question.
******
A few months later, Traci and Sarah decided to hold Christmas for their families at Traci's home. Drinks and snacks were on the menu for Christmas Eve. Ford showed up about 8 with several bottles of booze.
"Ooh, Macallan 18-year-old. Somebody understands how to celebrate Christmas."
Ford smiled and looked at the source of the pronouncement. He smiled even more when he looked into a pair of mesmerizing green eyes. The rest of the package contained long, light brown hair and curves. She looked to be a couple of inches shorter and a couple of years younger than Sarah, but no less beautiful. It was obvious that she was a relative of some kind.
"Two or three fingers? Ford said to the woman. "I'm the ex-husband, by the way."
"Alyssa... Lyss. I'm the younger sister. And three fingers works for me," she said.
Ford took a quick look at the woman's left hand. She noticed that he looked, held up her hand and wiggled her splayed fingers
"Cheeky and she knows good scotch. Hmm. Potential there," Ford said to no one in particular as he headed for the glasses.
He came back with a glass of scotch for each of them.
"I need to go check in with our hostesses. Don't disappear," he said.
"How about I stick close?" she asked.
"Capital idea," he said.
Lyss and Ford did stick close the whole day. That didn't escape anybody, and Candy finally pointed out to her father that it was a little creepy that he was hitting on the sister of his ex-wife's partner.
"She's got one. Why can't I have one?" Ford said earnestly, getting several snickers from those near the conversation.
"Don't you dare screw this up for me," Traci said to Ford with a big smile on her face. "Remember, this could save you a bunch in alimony."
Even the kids smiled at that, although several of the other family members in attendance blanched a bit at that comment.
"It's okay, everybody. We play rough around here," Traci announced.
Ford noticed whispering throughout the day between Traci, and Lyss, and Sarah and Lyss. He wasn't sure if that was a good thing or not.
"Do you get the feeling it's like the three of them are in the fifth grade again, and you've got cooties or something," Braxton said to his father at one point. "She is a beautiful woman, Dad. But seriously, don't screw this up for Mom."
"I get it, Brax," Ford said.
Ford volunteered to take Lyss back to her hotel as the evening was ending. Lyss accepted, but the pair never made it back to the hotel that night. It was noon when they showed up at the hotel, and that was only to retrieve Lyss' suitcase and take it to Ford's apartment. When the pair wasn't with the family at Traci and Sarah's house, they were together at Ford's apartment -- more precisely, in Ford's bed.
Ford found out that Lyss had been married and divorced twice before. Both marriages ended when Lyss found out that her spouse was cheating. She and husband number one had a son who was now 24 and married.
"Obviously I am not a good judge of character, and because of that I have trust issues," she admitted.




"Well, judging by the amount of whispering that's been going on with your sister and my ex, I'm guessing you've been finding out that I am a man of my word when it comes to adhering to my vows," Ford said. "But isn't that getting a little ahead of yourself?"
"Maybe, but it's not every day when you can ask a man's ex-wife flat out about him and get a pretty fair answer. You do realize your ex still has a thing for you, despite being wildly in love with my sister?"
Ford stammered and blushed.
"To be truthful, I still have a thing for her, despite the fact that I can't be married to her. True love doesn't just stop when the judge says 'you're divorced.' I suppose I'll always love her to some extent," Ford said. "But I won't spend the rest of my life wishing for a do-over. I will move forward and hope someday I can find another woman to love and maybe grow old with."
Lyss got off the chair she was sitting on and repositioned herself on Ford's lap. She kissed him softly on the lips.
"You can forget about that growing old shit, buddy. I don't intend to ever grow old. So maybe we can work on staying young forever."
Two months later, Lyss introduced Ford to her son and daughter-in-law.
"Wait a minute. Pomerantz? He's not the ex of Aunt Sarah's Traci, is he?" Lyss' son, Rob practically yelled.
Both Lyss and Ford colored, giving Rob the answer to the question.
"Seriously? Oh shit, Mom. You guys are like the perverted version of the Brady Bunch," he cried.
"I guess we hadn't really looked at it that way, but you're right," Ford said. "Of course, that also means you watch way too much old TV."
Epilogue:
Sarah and Traci married two months before Ford and Lyss. In the ensuing years, Ford and Traci's children had a total of four children, and Lyss's son had three. Ford and Lyss moved into a home large enough to accommodate all three kids and their families at holidays. Traci and Sarah lived about 30 minutes away and were invited, as well.
Rob taught all the grandchildren the theme to "The Brady Bunch." They sang it every time the families were together.
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Let's get right to it.
"Show me a good loser in professional sports and I'll show you an idiot."
I never played any professional sport, but Leo Durocher's quote was accurate well beyond the theater of professional sports.
"Show me a good loser... and I'll show you an idiot."
I am the idiot to which Mr. Durocher, a Major League Baseball Hall of Famer, was referring.
At that moment, this idiot was sitting in the living room of a stranger's apartment, seconds away from catching my wife coming into a home with her former and now, apparently again, current lover, for what she probably expected to be a night of steamy sex.
I was there to ruin that expectation and maybe gain back a measure of self-respect.
******
I'm Tal Rivers, the guy who fucked up a supposedly great 20-year marriage by giving his wife what he thought was a great two-decade anniversary gift: I paid for her to go back to school to get her master's degree in philosophy.
Yeah, I know. A master's in philosophy. Really? Really.
We'd been talking about it since our only child, Lydia, went off to college three years previously to purse a degree in veterinary science. I was so looking forward to the freedom of being an empty-nester for the first time in 18 years, but my wife apparently had other concerns. While I was envisioning a life of travel and more spontaneous sex, she was afraid this was the beginning of old age. Her solution was to take a year sabbatical from her job and go back to school to get an advanced degree.
Truthfully, I wasn't thrilled with the idea for the longest time as we bandied it back and forth, but she was really insistent, and as a loving husband, I eventually gave in. I figured it would be a great 20th anniversary gift, and I was right. She cried and crushed me with a hug when I told her. That night, she almost succeeded in killing me in bed.
She was practically giddy for the first few weeks, filling me in on everything that went on during her days at our local small college. I heard about her professors, her fellow students, her classes and even what she had to eat for lunch. Gradually, though, those daily reports while we ate supper dwindled significantly, and about two months in, I practically had to rip information out of her lips like an interrogator with a crime suspect. Our communication in general got sparse, so much different than it had been throughout our marriage.
Not having been born yesterday, I knew something was amiss. I spent several days banging my head against walls trying to figure out what to do. Well, I knew what to do, but it took me several days to get my head around the fact that I had to hire a private investigator to check up on my wife.
Being the chief financial officer of a large business gave me access to a lot of professionals, and two weeks after hiring a PI, I knew I had to also hire a family law attorney to handle my divorce. Traci was fucking a 21-year-old college junior named Ambrose Langenfelter, who was in several of her classes. He and Traci had done it in his off-campus apartment several times, which was bad enough, but the two had also done it in our bed on several occasions.
Fuck! FUCK! FUUCCKK!
To say I was devastated would have been the understatement of the year. I never had a clue until she suddenly went radio silent on me, probably out of guilt. Until she started her quiet act, we were still making love three to four times a week, she was still my best friend and I would have bet the farm we were in it for the long haul. Now... I couldn't see us making it another year.
I know they give out little gold statuettes for outstanding acting performances in movies, but I think I earned one for my acting performance in real life for the next week. I held in my raging anger and even managed to have sex with Traci twice without her suspecting anything was amiss. Some of that was obviously because she was oblivious to my feelings.
We were just cleaning up the kitchen after dinner when our doorbell rang. Traci looked my way as I didn't move to answer, huffed out a sigh of exasperation and went to the door. I heard the exchange between the process server and her. What I mostly heard was her huge intake of breath as she realized the curtain was being drawn back on her play of infidelity.
I had more than enough time to pour each of us a glass of wine and set them down at the kitchen table before Traci sort of staggered into the room holding the ubiquitous manila envelope. She sat down at her spot at the table without ever looking directly at my face.
"How long have you known?" she whispered before taking a sip of her wine.
If she would have lifted her eyes, she would have seen me glaring daggers at her.
"How could you? He's barely older than our daughter," I whispered back.
We sat there in silence for 20 seconds, 30 seconds. She peeked her eyes up, but immediately dropped them again when she noticed me glaring.
"What the fuck, Traci? Time for you to stop playing mute," I growled.
She finally looked up at me, and I could tell she was trying to figure out how much I knew.
"We've been flirting for a few weeks. I knew it was wrong, but I still did it. I'm sorry," she said quietly.
"Flirting? That's what you're going with? You've been fucking that Goddamn kid for at least two months. He's 21 fucking years old!" I screamed.
Traci recoiled back in her chair as if I pushed her. Now she had a better handle on how much I knew. She started to shake slightly in her seat.
"I've got video, photos," I snarled. "How many others have there been, you slut?"
I had never before yelled at my wife, let alone used language like I just did. Her eyes were huge discs of fear. Her mouth was moving, but no sound was coming out.
"I swear he's the only one, and it was a mistake. A mistake, Tal!" she yelled. "It got out of hand, but it was just..."
"Don't say it, Trace. Don't you dare. It must obviously have been good sex, because you kept going back for more.
"I know. He's 21, can go long. But he doesn't look like he's any bigger than me. Shit. Maybe you should have held out for a big-dicked kid."
She blushed deeply and put her eyes down again. She took a sip of wine, then looked directly at me. She gulped audibly.
"Do we have to get a divorce?" Traci asked timidly. "I-I don't want a divorce. Yes, it was incredibly stupid, but there was no love. It was..."
She quickly shut up before she said the magic phrase. Unshed tears filled her eyes. I was split between rage and sadness.
"You know you never apologized for the affair? You've said you were sorry for hurting me, but you're not sorry for what you did, are you? You've also never told me why, Traci? What did I do to deserve this?"
She blushed deeply, stammered, then stopped. She repeated the process twice more before she finally found words.
"It was thrilling to me when some kid started to flirt with me. A kid... flirting with me. Telling me I was pretty. It made this old lady feel... sexy. You know what I mean?"
"No, Traci, I don't know what you mean," I answered softly. "I've been telling you that you are pretty for more than 20 years. I've always told you I thought you were pretty... Apparently, what I think doesn't matter. The only thing that matters to you is what some fucking kid thinks about you."
Work was a godsend for the next two weeks. After work I spent most of my time at my favorite bar, usually walking in the door at home just in time to go to bed. Despite Traci's protests, I spent my nights in the guest room. I had absolutely zero desire to sleep with her slut ass.
Traci fought the divorce, and her lawyer convinced the judge that we should have counseling. I was not a happy camper, to say the least. As I explained to the counselor at the first session, infidelity was the hill on which I was willing to die. Traci knew this and agreed, until at least she went off the reservation.
"Yes, I know I screwed up. I know we always said infidelity was a deal-breaker," she whined. "I didn't do this on purpose. Please, I love you. I don't want a divorce."
"You've broken my heart, Traci. Hell, you ripped it out of my body. I don't see how I could ever trust you again."
I was disappointed when our daughter, Lydia, weighed in on her mother's side.
"I know you're hurt, Dad. I am, too. But you guys have been together forever, and you know you still love her. What would you do without her? You'd be a miserable bastard."
Lydia was always a straight shooter, and I respected her opinions... well, at least most of them.
"You really don't have a clue as to how badly she's hurt me, Lids. Remember how upset you were when Robbie Ray broke up with you to date Kathy Gibson? Well, multiply that by 100, at least. Would it help you if I screamed, cried and threw things, like you did? Would it be easier to understand it if I was more graphic?"
Lydia blushed, and I knew she at least got my point.
"But... she's Mom. She's not Robbie. You two have been married for more than 20 years. You're supposed to be together forever.
"It was one mistake, Dad. One mistake in more than 20 years..."
"It was a helluva mistake, Lids, and it wasn't just one mistake. It was a series of mistakes made over several months," I said.
I expected Traci's parents to be on the side of reconciliation, so they didn't disappoint me. My parents, though, surprised the hell out of me. I expected both of them to be mad at Traci, but I didn't expect them to try to talk me out of divorce. I was especially surprised at my father, who always said he would kill my mother if he ever caught her cheating.
"I'm not defending what she did, Tal, but you've got to ask yourself if your life would be better off with her in it, or without her in it," he said one night over a few beers at my parents' house.
As time went on, it seemed like I was swimming upstream against a tide of "forgive her" waters. I was more than a little pissed that none of the others could see my point: after all, she cheated. SHE CHEATED.
Still, I had to admit they were all right. I did still love Traci, although I was devastated by what she had done.
Three weeks later, I did something I never thought I'd do: I caved, dropped the divorce and took Traci back. I didn't pretend everything was suddenly good, and I made it clear that I didn't trust her as far as I could throw her. Still, she sobbed like a 5-year-old with a skinned knee when I told her, and hugged me so tightly for so long I finally had to peel her off like a shirt two sizes too small.
I moved back into our bedroom, but it was more than a week until we had sex again, although not from her lack of trying. When we finally did engage, we fucked, simple as that. There was definitely no love involved, and she was at least cognizant of that fact.
"I was kind of hoping there would have been more, Tal. I mean it's been a loooong time, for both of us," she said.
"Small steps, babe," I responded. "Besides, you are apparently good with 'just sex,' by your own admission. The love part is going to take some time. You did a lot more than just kick me in the shin. This hurt is going to take a lot of healing time."
She had the decency to look guilty.
I made sure we took it slow, but about six months later I thought we were back in a pretty good place, although I was realistic enough to know that we would never get back to where we used to be. I was still wary of the fact that for some reason Traci didn't feel like I was enough for her.
"You're supposed to think I'm pretty. You're my husband," she said during one discussion we had. "Ambrose didn't have to say those things, and to think a kid thought that way about me. It's flattering and... somewhat exciting."
"I get the flattery and the excitement thing. Honestly, I do. But you broke our vows, Traci. You. Broke. Our. Vows. We made them in front of both of our families and our friends. You know how seriously I take those vows. How would you feel if I jumped into bed with a 21-year-old hottie just because she thought I was handsome?"
She looked stricken and tears started to leak from her eyes.
"You... you wouldn't do that, would you? For revenge?" she whined.
Traci made sure that we did a lot of things together, almost like she was showing me that she was there for me. She was still attending classes, and occasionally mentioned something pertaining to that. She no longer mentioned Ambrose, and while I assumed they were no longer spending any time together, I occasionally checked the GPS unit my PI had installed in her car when I first had her investigated. I never told her about the unit and saw no reason to remove it.
It was a blip on the radar, so to speak, when it showed up almost 14 months later. Among the places Traci had driven to during the week was an apartment rented by a classmate, Judy Strangland. That wouldn't have been completely out of the realm of possibility, but then it showed up once a week for the next four weeks, always on a different day. Coincidentally, she never mentioned spending time with a classmate, even when I gave her the opening.
To be truthful, I was hurt that she thought so little of me that she went right back to the well, as if that wouldn't be the first place I looked. Then I realized this wasn't about me at all. It was all about Traci. Either this kid was one helluva sex monster, or despite Traci's initial protestations when I caught her the first time, it was much more than "just sex."
My PI needed just one month to get me multiple confirmations of Traci's duplicity. She and Ambrose were using a friend's apartment during the middle of the day.
I was sitting quietly in a bean bag chair at the far end of the apartment's living room. Traci practically burst into the apartment giggling, with Ambrose hot on her heels, his right hand full of Traci's ass. They were so absorbed in each other they never noticed me. They giggled their way into a bedroom, but since they believed they were alone, they never bothered to close the door. I just sat in my seat, giving the two lovebirds a chance to get rolling.
About two minutes later, I could hear the sound of skin slapping. When I got to the door, Ambrose was covering Traci's body with his, driving into her with his back toward me. I reached my foot out and kind of slapped his hanging nutsack with the bottom of my boot, causing him to yelp out in pain and fully collapse his 200 pounds of body weight onto my 120-pound wife. She shrieked in shock before she saw me standing there, smirking malevolently. That got a strangled yell, and she tried to hide underneath Ambrose, who was by this point curled up into a fetal ball.
"Don't bother coming home, slut. You got my one and only second chance. And you, scumbag, stay out of my reach. No parent should have to bury a child, but if you ever come near me again your parents will have that unpleasant task. You can ask my soon-to-be ex-wife, I don't make idle threats.
"By the way, she's yours. You get some nice in-laws in the deal."
Ambrose was still moaning like a bitch as I turned and walked out of the apartment.
I fully intended to be gone by the time she got home, but I had another thought as I drove home. This was my house, too, and I wasn't just going to give it to her. I would, however, give her something. I sent a text with a very graphic photo of Traci and Ambrose fucking to my daughter, my parents, her parents, my attorney and her attorney. I didn't include a message. It wasn't necessary.
"Aww, Daddy, did you have to send that e-mail to the grandparents, too?" my daughter whined to me over the phone. "Wasn't that a bit over the top?"
"I don't think it was over the top at all, considering that you all leaned on me to reconcile with the stupid bitch. If anything, you are the one that pushed me over the line to reconcile with her. I only hope you didn't know she was going to continue with that piece of shit. She stammered momentarily before finding her voice and vociferously denied the last bit.
"I'm sorry, Daddy. I didn't know. I didn't know," she cried.
Despite the fact that he had even fucked my wife in my bed, I knew Traci's paramour had no clue as to what I looked like. On the other hand, I knew exactly what he looked like, where he hung out and so much more.
I was actually sitting in the booth behind Ambrose and two of his buddies just a week after catching the two cheaters. I heard Ambrose bragging to his friends about fucking "this horny MILF bitch right in her own bed." His friends thought that was just hysterical... until I moved to their table and sat down next to Ambrose.
"What the f..." Ambrose started to say until I reached under the table and gave a short backhand punch to his nuts.
The three young men sat in stunned silence. I took that to mean the floor was mine.
"I'm the horny MILF bitch's husband, you schmuck. Last time I saw you, you were doubled up in a little ball crying like a girl," I growled.
He was holding his balls and leaning back away from me until I mentioned that. Then suddenly he got brave... or stupid.
"I owe you, fucker!" he rasped.
"Perfect," I said. "Why don't we discuss this like men. These two stay inside."
He gave his buddies a nod, then followed me out the door. He had me by a couple of inches and probably 40 pounds. I had him by a bucketful of rage.
Rage won... easily. I broke his nose, chipped a tooth and bloodied his mouth before he put his hands up in front of his face.
"You knew she was married, you fuckhead. You might want to reconsider where you put your dick in the future," I yelled.
"I'll have you arrested for assault!" he suddenly yelled out.
"I've got a bar full of people that saw you come outside with me of your own free will. You can try that if you really want," I said while examining the cut on my hand I got when I hit his tooth. "Besides, if I see a cop show up in the next few days, both your mother the realtor and your father the manufacturing CFO will be getting a really explicit video starring their son and somebody's idiot slut wife.
"Oh fuck. You can't do that," he whispered.
******
I stopped one foot past the entry into the bar and took a quick look around. As usual for a Thursday evening, The Unicorn had a sparse crowd. That's one of the reasons I almost always went there on Thursdays. I didn't want nor need a crowd. I hadn't wanted nor needed one for a couple of years, since my divorce from Traci was finalized.
I walked over to the far end of the bar and sat down in what I considered my seat. Not 30 seconds later, my favorite bartender/psychologist set a double shot of Eagle Rare bourbon over ice down in front of me. She stared intently into my eyes for about five seconds.
"Tough week, Tal? Want to talk about it?" she asked.
I gave the young redhead a crooked grin and a quick up and down appraisal which I knew didn't escape her. The big-boobed woman had her red hair pulled back into a low ponytail, and her tight T-shirt was tucked into skintight Levi jeans. Over the last year I had become a regular, and Molly Riley had become my confessor, of sorts. She could read me better than anyone... since Traci and I split up.
"There are days, Molly, where I question if I made the right choice... I mean, I know it was the only real choice, but that doesn't mean there aren't days when I don't miss her, or at least the her that I knew for the first 20 or so years."
"You sure you wouldn't just rather find a friend with benefits? I could help you find one of those. The other... those are much tougher to find," Molly said.
"Don't I know it, Molls. Thought I had one, but I was wrong," I replied.



Molly was half my age, at 24. She was too young for me and already had a steady boyfriend, but we got along great as friends, and she had spent many a Thursday night listening to my tale of woe. I guess I found it easier to unburden myself to an acquaintance rather than any of my family or close friends.
"Your mom wouldn't happen to be single, by any chance?" I asked, only half-joking.
"Actually, you'd probably really like my mom, but my dad's kind of attached to her," she said with a cute giggle.
Another customer had seated herself at the bar, about four seats down. Molly left to see to that person's needs. Having nothing better to do, I watched Molly interact with the new customer.
The new customer was easy to look at, that was for sure. She was a short woman with shoulder-length blonde hair. Despite the fact that she was dressed like a 50-something, I guessed that she was about 10 years younger than me. She was wearing Mom jeans and a loose-fitting flannel shirt, but as she sat there talking with Molly, I got the impression there was a fairly tight body under the clothes. When I realized that I was checking her out, I admitted to myself that I was pathetic.
"Who's your friend? I don't recall seeing her in here before," I said to Molly as she came back to me with another double bourbon.
Molly looked back and forth from the blonde woman to me several times and her face broke into a smile. I could see the wheels spinning in her head, so I gave her a minute.
"Yeah, that could work," she whispered to herself before turning back to me.
"That's Rocky - Raquel Brignand. She's been coming in here occasionally for the last few weeks now. Divorced several years now from an abusive husband. She was some sort of brainiac nerd in high school. Now she's a math prof at the local college. Married for 15 years. Finally got tired of the animal beating on her," Molly said.
"I guess now she's spooked about any guy. She told me she hasn't had a date since she divorced him. You know... maybe the guy she needs is sitting just a few seats away."
I could see the wheels spinning in Molly's brain. I started shaking my head.
"This isn't 'Sleepless in Seattle' or some other chick flick, Molls. This is real life. Real life isn't pretty, at least for me for the last several years," I said.
"Yeah, but you're a great guy, Tal. You're probably the answer to the question she's afraid to ask," Molly said.
We discussed it for a few minutes. I agreed that Molly could make the introduction.
After fixing a round of drinks for a group at a table, Molly went back and talked to the woman. They looked over at me several times. I felt like I was back in high school. Molly finally crooked a finger at me, beckoning me over.
I walked over feeling like I was back in high school and being set up for a date. I watched her dark blue eyes appraise me head to toe as I approached. I laughed inside, and I know I smiled self-consciously on the outside, because her appraisal was totally a guy thing, especially her openness about doing it.
"You'll do," she said softly, causing me to chuckle.
Molly made the introductions, then walked away to mix some drinks, I suppose. I wasn't sure because I was regretting walking over to this seemingly ridiculous set-up.
"Kind of feels like a blind date, doesn't it?" the blonde said, showing me a full set of beautiful white teeth with a megawatt smile that I wasn't expecting.
She looked directly into my eyes, and I felt like she was searching my eyes for something. I know I would have looked away from that stare when I was a kid, but now I kept my gaze trained on her. We held this mini-staredown for about 15 seconds, then for reasons I still don't understand, I slowly leaned in and planted a soft kiss on her full lips. She never backed up a millimeter when I leaned in, and kissed me back with the same pressure with which I kissed her.
"I see you're the shy and retiring type. That's not the way Molly described you to me," she said softly.
"Uh... I'm not sure why I did that, actually," I stammered. "That's actually the first time I've ever done that."
She looked at me doubtfully. I shrugged, raising my eyebrows. Then I leaned back in and we kissed again, this time a little more forcefully. Ooh. I could get used to this. I knew I needed to say something. She beat me to it.
"So, Molly tells me that you were married a long time. How are you enjoying 'life on the outside?' Seems like you've got your act kind of figured out."
She made air quotes with her fingers as she said that, then gave me another of her bright smiles.
"I've had about half-dozen dates since I divorced, three with the same woman, a co-worker. Remembering back a hundred years or so, dating used to be fun. This, not so much."
"Well, if we're counting this as a date, this is number one for me since my divorce six years ago. If we're not counting it, then my streak is intact," she said. "I'm not sure how much Molly has told you..."
"Just the basics," I interrupted. "But that is enough. Let me state for the record, I have never raised my hand to a woman."
"Good to know. But just in case, I carry a .22 and know how to use it. Just sayin'."
We stayed at the bar talking for a couple of hours. I found out Rocky was 42 years old. According to her, she was never the "it" girl, but was usually around the periphery of the popular kids in her small-town high school, somewhat of a lady-in-waiting. She was studious and organized.
According to Rocky, she didn't date often throughout high school, but when she did it was usually with a friend of one of the boys dating one of the hot chicks in the popular group. She considered herself a good girl, and didn't have her first sex until she was an 18-year-old senior, with her date in the back seat of his car after senior prom. The excitement of the moment overwhelmed the lack of physical satisfaction for her, although her date seemed more than well-pleased with the event.
Rocky went to college to study actuarial science, a discipline that assesses financial risks in the insurance and finance fields using mathematical and statistical methods. She spent a lot of time studying, but did a fair amount of partying and dating, as well. She had sex with about a half-dozen fellow students during her years, but her dating never got to the serious emotional stage.
That stage came about two years after she had graduated. She and a fellow employee at the insurance company where they both worked dated for almost a year before they were married. Her husband was three years older and Rocky enjoyed her first true romance. She also enjoyed the new sexual positions the much more experienced Arthur Martin brought to the bedroom.
The pair appeared to be very much in love when Rocky got pregnant five years into the marriage. After three months, though, she suffered a spontaneous miscarriage, and that seemed to trigger a change in the relationship, Rocky realized when she looked back on it.
Five years later, Rocky was almost sure her husband of 10 years was having an affair. She became sure when she overheard her husband's side of a conversation one evening when she got home early from a meeting that was intended to run longer.
The ensuing argument turned physical when Arthur backhanded Rocky to her knees. That was the last thing she remembered until she woke up in the hospital two days later.
Despite her husband's loud protestations of love for her, the divorce was done quickly. Rocky's feelings of inadequacy and fear lasted a lot longer, however, and six years later she was an associate professor of math "practically living the life of a nun: none today, none tomorrow and none next week."
She wiggled her eyebrows at me suggestively, then cracked up laughing. I grinned back at her, noting how pleased she seemed to be with her joke.
"Nobody ever said you math geeks are big on open mic nights at the comedy club," I said, giving her my most innocent smile.
Rocky glanced at her watch and said she needed to go. I handed her my phone and told her to put her digits in. She only hesitated for a second before taking my phone.
"Wow. You got her number. That's big, considering where she's coming from," Molly said as Rocky left the bar. "I wouldn't wait too long, though. You know, strike while the iron's hot, so to speak."
I took Molly's advice, and called Rocky for a date the next day. She accepted.
Although I had been out on a few dates since my divorce, I still wasn't comfortable with the concept. I knew I was done with Traci, but yet it still didn't feel right seeing another woman. I took our vows very seriously, even if she didn't, and it was going to take more time for me to accept the obvious. Still, I had kissed her... twice, and she had kissed back. I had never done something like that before, even back when I was a single guy. I couldn't explain it, but I definitely wanted to do it again.
In the next few weeks, we did several meals at various ethnic restaurants, attended a rock concert, a Mozart concert and a hockey game. She fit into my life as well as she fit into my side when I put my arm around her. We didn't rush into bed, in fact, we didn't get there until about our 12th date. We had gone back to her apartment after seeing a movie, and she made each of us a cup of coffee with a shot of Bailey's in it. I settled in to a spot in the middle of her sofa, and she sat down alongside of me but sideways, with her legs draped over my lap. I had my hands resting on her slightly bent knees until I started slowly rubbing up and down her thighs.
When I got to the crotch of her jeans, I could feel the heat coming off her. She mewled when I drummed my fingers on top of her sex. I continued that until she started to squirm, then I unbuttoned her jeans, dropped the zipper and worked my hand inside to find her soaked. I gently rubbed my fingers over her clit and she exploded, flopping on her back like a fish out of water for about 30 seconds before her breathing slowed and she lay still.
I pulled my hand out of her panties and slowly licked my fingers dry as she watched wide-eyed.
"You. Now. Right now. Please," she whispered.
"Absolutely," I responded.
I quickly had her naked and thumbed both of her nipples before I shed my clothes. I surprised her when I lifted her legs and pushed them back, her ankles over my shoulders. I pushed inside in two strokes, trying hard not to be too aggressive. I groaned as I slid into her slick, tight pussy, and she moaned in response. We started slow and gradually picked up pace, with Rocky humping back as good as I gave, until she lost rhythm as another orgasm overtook her. She was screaming unintelligibly as she came and I admit to letting out a roar of my own. Another minute later I enjoyed my own orgasm, growling as I filled her.
"Ooh, that was much better than I remember it being," she whispered as she grabbed the afghan off the back of the sofa and pulled it on top of us.
We played kissy-face like teenagers for about 10 minutes before she started drifting off.
"Been a long time for me, Tal. I'm exhausted."
"Not to worry, babe. Take a nap," I said.
She was soon snoring lightly against my chest. I drifted off with her and the nap turned into an all-night sleep. I woke up the next morning with a warm, wet mouth engulfing my morning wood. I was definitely enjoying her mouth, but I had no complaint when she pulled off, straddled my dick and slowly impaled herself on my rod.
She started off slowly rocking back and forth, grinding her pelvis on my hard-on for several minutes before she switched to bouncing up and down and picked up speed. I happily played with her jumping boobs while she bounced, making small grunting noises. The grunting noises then got louder before she shrieked her way to a strong climax, resting her hands on my chest as she finished. I slowed while she finished, then picked up the pace when she re-engaged mentally. We went hard at it for several more minutes before she enjoyed a second orgasm, taking me over the top with her.
We cleaned up and spent the entire day together, first at her apartment and then at mine. That evening we had a nice meal out, then went to The Unicorn for a few drinks. Actually, Rocky insisted we hit The Unicorn, because she wanted to talk to Molly.
The bar was jumping pretty good when we got there, so we both knew Molly wouldn't have a lot of talk time, but Rocky volunteered to get our drinks and went to the bar while I grabbed a table. I saw Rocky lean in close to Molly across the bar, then the two hugged quickly before Rocky came back to the table with a couple of pineapple margueritas.
"Pineapple margs, really?" I questioned.
"Oh, yeah," she answered. "I love pineapple, and I am so going to suck you dry when you take me home. Got a problem with that?"
"No, Ma'am. My momma didn't raise no fool," I said.
Six months later we were talking about moving in together when I lost my head while we were enjoying sex one night. We were getting after it pretty good in doggy for a couple of older people when I gave her ass a good smack with my right hand. No sooner had the smack resounded than I knew I fucked up. Rocky immediately stiffened like a board, stopped moving and disengaged, glaring back at me as she did so.
"That's not happening ever again!" she yelled at me before heading off to the bathroom and locking the door.
I spent the next half-hour trying to calm her down through the locked door. Smacking my woman's ass was something I had done with Traci and women before her just as a matter of course, but I should have remembered about Rocky's history.
I finally got a pissed off and semi-hysterical Rocky out of the bathroom. I apologized left and right for the next two hours.
"I lost my head, babe. It was a heat of the moment smack. I'd never lay a hand on you in anger. You know that," I pleaded.
It took her a long time to calm down and accept my apologies.
"I'm sorry, Tal, but I'll never allow myself to be a victim again. I know you didn't mean to hurt me, but you can't do that ever again... EVER. Got that?"
"Completely, babe," I said softly.
Although Rocky didn't hold it against me, things were just a little off between us for a few weeks. Knowing the story, I didn't push her for anything, and little by little we came back to each other.
We were in a Barnes & Noble milling around separately, both looking for something to read, when I saw him approach her. He was tall and well-built, about mid-30s, fairly good-looking and apparently very confident as he walked up to Rocky, touched her on her forearm and started talking to her. This was no random approach, and from several aisles over I watched in dread. Yes, Rocky and I were a couple, but we had not made any formal commitment to each other, with the exception of our living arrangements. Was I watching the beginning of the end for our relationship?
They talked for just a few minutes. At one point I watched as her face flushed bright red. He then handed Rocky his phone, hoping to get her to put in her number. I watched in terror as she gave him her best dazzling smile, then she hesitated... and handed the phone back. I let out a huge sigh, not realizing I had been holding my breath for some time. I suddenly felt sick to my stomach. I realized I couldn't lose this woman.
I slowly made my way back over to Rocky after her would-be suitor walked off.
"You don't look so good," she said as she did the mom thing and put her the back of her hand to my forehead to check my temperature.
"Oh really, Mom?" I snarked at her. "I'm fine, really."
She punched me in the shoulder, putting a little bit of heat into it.
"Mom? Mom? Don't make me turn you over my knee, old man."
I went out and bought the engagement ring the next day.
Lydia was happy for us. She and Rocky had built a nice relationship.
It took a while after Traci's second betrayal for Lydia and I to get back to a good place. She had leaned hard on me to reconcile with her mother after her first affair, and I guess I took out some of my frustration on my daughter after the second betrayal. I also knew she felt guilty for her mother being a slut.
By mutual agreement, Lids and I didn't talk much about her mother. The last I knew, Traci's paramour had stayed in town to get his MBA and they were still fucking during and after the divorce. After he got his second degree, however, he had left town for a job several states away, and Traci apparently wasn't in his future plans. According to Lydia, he had told my ex-wife that she was a great fuck, but he wasn't even considering marrying a woman old enough to be his mother.
"He wanted someone his own age who could give him three children and whom he could show off in public, not someone's slut ex-wife," Lids had said. "Mom cried for weeks."
Two weeks after I got engaged, Lydia got engaged to her boyfriend of two years. When she Facetimed to tell us, she and Rocky did that girl squeal thing with that high pitch that I think only dogs can hear comfortably. They jumped around like 5-year-olds on a sugar buzz. Her fiancé and I just stayed in the background and smiled. Much safer that way.
Rocky and I were having a small, intimate wedding in about two months, but Lydia wanted the full deal and set her wedding for a year off. She asked Rocky if she wanted to help, but warned her Traci would be her main helper as the mother of the bride. My gracious fiancée said she understood and would be available to help as needed.
Although Traci was alone at the rehearsal and dinner, she came to the wedding with a date I guessed to be about the same age as our daughter. My daughter wasn't exactly pleased with that development, and I saw the two exchange sharp words before the ceremony. Her date at least sat in the back of the church at the ceremony, not with her in the parents' row like my Rocky did.
Chuck, a co-worker of Traci's, sat with us at the bride's family table for the reception. For the first half-hour, he smirked at me like he knew a secret that he was barely able to keep to himself.
"It's okay, Chuck. We all get it," smiled Rocky as sweetly as possible. "You're sleeping with Tal's ex-wife. How exciting for you. But if you keep smirking at Tal like that, I'm going to turn him loose and you're going to get your ass whipped right here like the punk you are."
"No problem, ma'am. I didn't mean any harm," Chuck said in his most obsequious tone.
"Oh, Traci. You're really sleeping with this young man? Oh, my," her red-faced mother said.
Traci sat quietly, examining the tablecloth right in front of her. I'll admit to enjoying her discomfort.
The rest of the evening went much better. In addition to dancing with my daughter during the father-daughter dance, I spent a good part of the evening dancing with my wife. I also made sure to dance with my mother and my former mother-in-law. I didn't even ask my ex-wife. In fact, I barely talked to her during the evening.
As the reception was winding down, Traci finally worked up her nerve and asked me to take her out on the dance floor.
"We are the parents of the bride, Tal. We created that child. We can at least take a spin on the dance floor together," she said.
"I've never hit a woman before, Traci. You know that. But you came as close any woman has. No dance. Not now. Not ever."
******
Rocky is an interior decorator, and every now and then she has to work late and also some weekend hours as part of the job. I accept the occasional extra, and never gave it a thought... at least until three years later when the occasional extra hours turned into a regular thing. She gave me all the usual excuses, which all sounded legit, when I first whined about it.
I was in the neighborhood around noon one day, so I decided to take my wife to lunch. I was thwarted in my attempt, though, when the office receptionist, who didn't know who I was, told me Rocky was out on a call, and would be gone the remainder of the afternoon. I didn't leave my name or a number, telling the receptionist I would try back one day soon. Rocky being out was not an unbelievable occurrence, but I thought it strange that she never mentioned she would be out of the office for much of the day. That was the kind of thing we normally would have shared at dinner, but as of late, she seemed to be growing distant from me and communication seemed to be growing sparse.



Rocky was in the kitchen fixing dinner when I walked in at 5:45, just like she normally would have been. She glided over to me and gave me a quick kiss and hug, and I could tell that she was freshly showered and had changed out of her professional attire. I'll admit that my first thought was, "Why is this happening to me again?"
After a few minutes of idle chit-chat during the meal, I told her about stopping at her office to take her to lunch. She quickly looked down at her plate, and I could see her steeling herself to look back my way. I'm might not have picked up on the move had I not been expecting it.
"Oh, yeah, I ran down to the local KFC for a boxed meal. I wish I knew you were stopping by. I would have made you take me someplace expensive," she replied glibly.
"Well-played," I thought to myself, wondering how long she had been lying to me.
Two days later, she called me during the afternoon and told me she had to work late a couple of hours that evening. Under normal circumstances, I would have gone home and started dinner. Now, I drove over to the shop where she worked and staked out the parking lot a few minutes before closing time.
It was 5:02 when she walked out of the office, got into her car and drove off. So much for working late. I tried to follow her at a discreet distance, but I'm no gumshoe. I got tied up in the rush hour traffic and I lost her.
The next day I called the same PI I had used to follow Traci. Two agonizing weeks later, he had a full report for me.
We were in the middle of another mostly quiet dinner, when I figured the time was right.
"Why, Rocky?" I asked quietly.
She choked... on a forkful of mashed potatoes.
"Because she needed help, Tal, and I knew you wouldn't let me do it if I asked," Rocky said.
"That part I get, Rock, but why did you feel it was okay at all to lie to me? You know how things went down with she and I."
She cringed visibly. I guess she really hadn't given thought to that.
"I-I-I...
"Oh, my God, Tal. You had me followed. You didn't trust me..."
"No, you don't get to turn this around on me, Rocky. You betrayed my trust. You. Betrayed. My. Trust. I never thought you... you would do that to me."
I put my fork down, got up and walked out the door. I heard Rocky sobbing as I left.
I was sitting in one of my favorite little bars with a glass of Coke in front of me when my father walked in, as pissed off as he was the time I wrecked the family Ford when I was 16.
"Are you out of your fucking mind?" my father hissed at me in fury. "That woman saved you. Hell, she's helping to save your slut of an ex-wife."
"I get that part, Dad, and I know she's one hell of a woman. But she picked the absolute worst way to do things. If I can't trust her, I don't need her. I'm not going through that again."
"You need to talk to her, instead of sitting here getting drunk," he said, still fuming.
I slid my glass over to him. He looked at it, lifted it to his face and took a taste.
"Ycch! That's Coke. You come to a bar and drink Coke? I always worried about you spending so much time with your mother when you were growing up."
"Need to think, Dad, not get drunk," I said. "I love the woman, but she violated my trust big-time, and the last time I gave a woman a second chance didn't work out too well for me."
"You have a right to be mad, very mad, but this wasn't about cheating. That's a big consideration. Think really hard before you do something stupid," he said before getting up and leaving.
I walked into the house about midnight. Rocky was sitting up waiting for me. I could see the tracks of tears streaked on her face.
"I screwed up badly, Tal. I'm embarrassed beyond belief to think I could have hurt you like that. I just never put two plus two together. I was just worried about her and was trying to help. My mom and your mom have been helping as well," she said in a jumble of words as I approached her.
I wasn't sure exactly what I felt at that moment. I sat across from her in the living room and let her talk.
"I guess her boyfriend has been beating on her for the last few months, but she's been too embarrassed to say anything to anybody. I totally get that. That was me, totally. You're too embarrassed to say anything, part of it because you're afraid it's something you caused.
"She eventually went to her mother for help, and her mother went to your mother. Your mother knew about my history, and she came to me. I made her promise not to say anything to you because I know how you feel about Traci. But she needed help, Tal... my help.
"I should have gone about it in a different way, though. I was stupid and inconsiderate, even though I meant well."
"You violated my trust, Rocky. I love you, but this kind of thing can't ever happen again. I can't take it," I warned.
"I know I screwed up badly, my love. It will never happen again. I promise," she said quietly.
"So now that I have a good mad going, how about I go visit Traci's buddy and explain how things are going to be from now on?" I asked.
"You would do that for her?" Rocky asked in surprise.
"A real man doesn't hit a woman, even if she deserves it, which in her case..."
Backed by Rocky, my mother and her mother, Traci pressed charges against her boyfriend, a 30-year-old former college football player. He wound up serving time in jail. Traci wound up working with a therapist for several months.
Although I wasn't completely happy about Rocky befriending Traci, it only got worse in the following years when Lydia and her husband had a son and then a daughter. The two women bonded closer over the grandchildren, both of whom adored Grandma Rocky and Grandma Traci. Rocky had absolutely no problem inviting Traci over anytime the kids were visiting.
"You do realize she's my ex-wife?" I said to Rocky one day after everybody went home following a day at our house.
"Yeah, but she's not the same person anymore she was when she was cheating on you, and it would be cruel not to let her enjoy the grandkids," she responded.
"You know you're a much better person than I am, right?" I asked.
"Yes, I know that," she flippantly responded.
******
I guess Rocky just couldn't let it be. We had decided to have a small Fourth of July party a few years later; nothing big, just Lydia and her family and a few friends, about 20 people total. Of course, Traci was at the party. She was the lone unattached woman.
The lone unattached man at the party was a co-worker of mine, Reg Wickersham. Reg was technically my subordinate. We had worked together for about 10 years. He was about the same age as me. His wife had died about five years ago.
I didn't invite Reg. Rocky did. Let's just say I was dubious when I found out.
"You didn't think I'd be able to add two plus two. Why do you women always feel like you have to help out the poor male of the species?"
"You've been telling me how lonely Reg is for the last few years. I think he and Traci would be good together. I keep telling you she's changed. I promise I won't push him, Tal. Just let it play out... and try to be a little more welcoming to her. She's my friend. You don't have to be friends with her, but try to be a little less rude. She is your daughter's mother, and your grandkids' grandmother."
I dropped my eyes. She was right.
The party was fun. I watched from a safe distance as Reg and Traci seemed to hit it off. Toward the end of the day, Reg asked me if we could talk... alone. I grabbed a bottle of Woodford Reserve bourbon, two glasses and led him inside the house to our den. I poured us both three fingers.
"The floor is yours, Reg," I said. "What's up?"
Reg came to this country from Scotland about 20 years ago. Although his accent has mellowed some, when he gets stressed, he sounds full Sean Connery. He was there now.
"I know this is weird, Tal, but can I ask you what happened with you and Traci. I mean, you've never really talked about it, and while I don't want to pry, I guess I'm trying to figure out if I even want to get involved... you know, ask her out."
I gave him the Reader's Digest version of our marriage and divorce. Then I went one further and told him he should speak to my wife to perhaps get a more complete view of who this version of Traci was.
"Yeah, maybe I should talk to Rocky. After all, it's more than a little strange that your wife is such good friends with your ex-wife," he said.
"You wouldn't be too weirded out if I dated her, would you?"
"Talk to Rocky. If you like what you hear, I would be more than good with you going out with Traci," I said.
Two nights later, Rocky told me she was meeting Reg for a drink to discuss Traci.
Eighteen months later, Rocky was matron of honor and I was best man when Traci and Reg tied the knot.
"Well, I had to do something to keep that bitch away from my husband," Rocky joked when the four of us were discussing how this all came about.
Lydia and her family were thrilled with the marriage. So were Reg's two kids and their families. Traci happily inherited four more grandkids. It was quite the extravaganza when our families got together, which usually happened at least once a month.
Epilogue:
Rocky and I celebrated our 25th anniversary the same way we celebrated the previous 24, sitting at the bar of what used to be called The Unicorn. Molly and her husband, with a little help from a silent investor, bought the place from its previous owners about 15 years ago, and for some reason renamed the place, "Molly's." Huh. Go figure.
It has remained one of our go-to places, in addition to the place where both of our lives got back on track... thanks to a little help from a young bartender who just couldn't not mess with two broken people.
When the opportunity to purchase the place came up, Molly and her husband, Jimbo, were just a little short of the money they needed to secure a loan. Rocky and I jumped at the chance to help.
"Yeah, that could work," I said to a smiling Molly and Jimbo.
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Tony Catalano wasn't the sharpest tool in the shed, but he was loyal and hardworking. Mr. B had repeatedly rewarded him for his years of good service by giving him assignments of increasing importance.
This was his biggest assignment yet, and "Big Tony" was determined to prove Mr. B's confidence in him was justified. He studied the photo of the man one more time. He noted the black Cadillac Escalade parked up against the wall in the dimly-lit parking garage.
Tony knew Arthur Clark owed "The Boss" several million dollars for Mr. B's help in some kind of a business deal. It was Tony's assignment to remind Clark, the CEO of a large insurance company, that Mr. B didn't appreciate Clark being several days late on a payment.
"Give him the 'Big Tony growl,' then threaten to kneecap him if you need to, but under no circumstances are you to actually shoot him. These business execs are a bunch of pussies, and he'll probably start crying and begging you not to hurt him. You remind him to call me first thing tomorrow morning to discuss his late penalty," Mr. B had instructed Tony.
Big Tony had done some studying on Arthur Clark. He knew Clark was a well-groomed handsome man who kept himself in good condition and had wavy brown hair and dark brown eyes. He drove a 2022 Escalade and was usually the last executive out of the building, meaning the two would be alone in the parking garage.
The next-to-last exec had left 10 minutes before. Tony watched sharply from behind a column support as the door to the garage opened. He had to admit he was impressed with Clark. The man looked about 10 years younger than his photo as he walked to the car. Tony, 6-4, 255 pounds, lumbered toward the other man, getting close as the man got to his vehicle.
"Mr. B is not a happy man. You're late on your payment," Tony growled at the man, who looked at him blankly.
"Who? I-I don't know anyone named Mr. B," the man stuttered, eyes wide.
"Rrrrrr!" Tony growled again, pulling a pistol from the waistband of his pants. "Nice try, but if you don't want to limp for the rest of your life..."
BLAM!
It was a warm day, and Tony was sweating freely. His right hand was covered in sweat, and he started to lose his grasp on his gun as he waved it at the man. He quickly re-gripped it, but accidentally pulled the trigger as he did so. The noise was almost deafening in the confines of the garage.
Tony looked on in horror as blood exploded from the man's crotch as he screamed and fell backward. He wasn't dead, but Tony didn't give his chances of survival much as he saw blood continuing to run. This was not part of the plan, and Tony's specialty was not thinking on his feet.
Tony could see no easy way out. Under extreme duress, all he could think of was something he once heard in a pirate movie, "Dead men tell no tales." It seemed to make sense, considering the circumstances. He fired a second round, center mass, killing Clark, before walking away. Mr. B was not going to be happy with this screw-up. Not being a car guy, he didn't notice that the Escalade was a 2020, not a 2022, as he left the garage.
As Gary Finchell lay dying, his cellphone rang several times before it went to message. It rang again 10 minutes later.
******
It was a busy Friday in the dental offices of Dr. Alan Siegel and Dr. Victor Washington when two people who soon identified themselves as police officers walked over to the receptionist and asked for Dr. Washington. Ten minutes later, a confused, red-faced Dr. Washington was being led out in handcuffs.
Victor Washington waited until his attorney got to the police station before he agreed to be interviewed.
"Like I told you guys in my office, I barely knew Gary Finchell. He worked at the same company as my wife. I had met him at some of her office events, like the Christmas parties and the Fourth of July barbecues. I don't think I said more than a hundred words to the guy since Traci went back to work there four years ago," Victor said harshly.
"What the fu... hell is going on?"
"You know that Mr. Finchell was killed the other night, right?" asked the male officer.
"Yeah, Traci seemed pretty upset when she found out yesterday. I guess she went home from work. I think she's home again today," Victor said.
The two police officers looked at each other and smiled. Victor and his attorney didn't miss the look.
"Where is this going?" Victor's attorney asked.
"Guy gets his nuts shot off, and you don't think we're going to ignore his lover's cuckold, do you?" said the woman cop.
Victor Washington almost fell out of his chair.
"Wait! Wait! Wait! What? What? What?" he shouted. "Cuckold. My wife. Lover."
"You're telling us you didn't know your wife was having an affair with Gary Finchell, and that you didn't shoot his nuts off? And I'm the Easter Bunny, and she's the tooth fairy," the male cop said. "You've already admitted you don't have an alibi for the time of the murder, and you clearly have motive, buddy."
Victor slumped in his seat. His attorney whispered something in his ear.
"No, seriously. I didn't know," Victor said quietly. He looked blankly at the two cops. "I didn't know," he said in their direction.
"How do you guys know?"
The officers again looked at each other but didn't answer.
"You shot his nuts off, Dr. Washington. We get it," the male cop said.
"How did you find out my wife was having an affair with Finchell?" the dentist asked yet again.
"Your wife left two messages on his cell about... meeting with him at about the same time the crime was being committed. She admitted to the affair when we pressed her hard.
Victor had plenty of time to think about his situation as he lay on his jail cot that night. The police hadn't charged him yet, but they had 48 hours before they had to turn him loose.
Victor was a smart man and knew that he should be worried about being charged with killing another man, but the news of his wife cheating on him more than overruled his worry about being charged with murder. He and Traci had been married for 26 years and had two grown children. Until a few hours ago, Victor thought he and Traci were going the distance. Now?
How long had this affair been going on, Victor wondered. Why did it start? How could he have missed it?
Victor was formally charged with murder Sunday evening, and was denied bail as a flight risk. He noted to himself that his wife had not tried to contact him at all since his arrest. Did she also believe he killed her lover?
Victor thought back to Wednesday evening. As had been the norm for about the last year, Traci was supposedly going out to dinner and conversation with her best friend, Laura. Victor never really gave it a second thought before, because he trusted his wife. As usual, she got home at about 8, but for some reason seemed to be agitated, and didn't hesitate to let him know about it.
"I didn't see any dishes in the sink. Tell me you just ate Pop-Tarts again for supper. For God sakes, Vic, you're not handicapped. I know you can cook," she griped at him.
"Maybe I don't want to cook when I'm alone. I miss you, babe. I hate these girls' night out things."
"Oh, please!" she said, and stomped off to the shower.
******
Traci's impatience with her husband continued to increase the longer her affair with Gary Finchell continued, but it was only recently that Victor had noticed a problem between him and his wife.
Traci was very much in love with her husband and certainly wasn't looking for an affair when her friendship with her immediate boss, Finchell, started to mushroom. After working closely together for a couple of years, Finchell started to see the opportunity for something more with the woman when she started opening up about her personal life. At 5-5, 120 pounds of curvy woman with shoulder-length straight black hair, Traci looked 10 years younger than her 48 years, but she seemed very concerned as "the big 5-0" approached. Gary began to slowly feed her ego with compliments, not that her husband didn't compliment her, but Traci seemed especially pleased with the remarks coming from another man.
Finchell, married with two children of his own, was very deliberate in his seduction of Traci, taking almost a year before bedding the other man's wife. Although no larger of phallus than her husband, Finchell turned out to be a better technician, Traci thought, completely discarding the fact that part of her enjoyment was due to the fact that Finchell was new to her... and the affair seemed very naughty.
Traci and her paramour usually met once or twice each week for sex. They met for lunch several times each week, and spent a lot of time in each other's company. Virtually everybody who worked in the office knew of the affair, including Arthur Clark.
******
Victor had his attorney do the financial diligence thing Monday morning because he no longer trusted his wife. His children visited him in holding that morning, and informed him that the tabloids were having a field day with his situation. "Jilted hubby says nuts to wife's lover," was the headline of one paper his son, Jared, showed him, an obvious reference to the dead man's private parts being shot off.
"Well, I've got to give the headline writer kudos for being a clever bastard, at least," Victor said quietly.
"Not funny, Dad. You're in a world of hurt here and you're cracking wise," whined his daughter, Dee.
"I'm sure it will all work out, baby. I didn't kill him. I swear," Victor told his children.
"Mom sure seems to think so. We spent the night at the house, and she spent most of her time with us calling you a murdering bastard. Said you couldn't take her guy being a better man, a better lover," Jared said.
"I finally told her to shut the fuck up."
Jared grinned sheepishly at his father. Under normal circumstances, he knew Victor would not have tolerated his son using abusive language on his wife, but this was way beyond normal circumstances.
Victor grinned back, causing Jared to sigh in relief.
"I appreciate you having my back," Victor said.
"When did you find out about Mom?" his daughter asked.
"Not until they arrested me. I keep telling the cops that. I didn't know," Victor said.
"I loved your mother, but there's no way I'd go to jail because she's become a slut. I'd love to find out who offed that bastard, though, because I'd like to shake his hand."
The children looked at each other in complete surprise. They had never known their father to be anything but honest with them.
Of course the children had also never known their mother to be dishonest with them either, but there was no denying now that she had been with both their father and them. She tried to glide her way through the infidelity by constantly blaming their father for the murder of Finchell.
She repeatedly told anyone who would listen that the press was crucifying her over a small affair while giving her husband what she considered a pass for the murder.
"Yes, I slept with another man, but your father killed another man. All the Goddamn press cares about is the sex angle," she complained to her kids.
"Well, if Dad did kill the man, it was because you were having sex with him! It is about sex." Jared bit back.
******
The state police were immediately suspicious when they found a 9 mm pistol with the decayed remains of a large man downstate several months later. Two days after that, ballistics on the gun came back with a match to a high-profile case from this past spring: the case the media had dubbed "Jilted Husband." It was not every day that a cuckolded husband shoots off the balls of his wife's lover.
The remains came back as those of Tony "Big Tony" Catalano, a low-level Mafia member who was part of the outfit run by George Barile. After an extensive double-check, the state police as well as the local police could find no connection between Catalano and the man jailed for murdering Gary Finchell--Dr. Victor Washington.
The tie-in to the "Jilted Husband" case once again inflamed the media, and they joined the police in trying to figure out a connection between the mafia and the insurance company. The police won the race, finally determining Arthur Clark was the link, but it took a sharp-eyed video technician at one of the city's news stations to piece everything together.
Robbie Comstock of KRNT News was looking through the photos of the main players in both cases when he noticed the close physical resemblance Gary Finchell had to his boss, Clark. He then remembered that both men drove black Escalades, with Finchell's being two years older.
"What if Big Tony shot Finchell by accident, thinking he was Clark?" Comstock asked the two investigating officers in an off-the-record meeting. "What if Finchell having his nuts shot off was just a weird coincidence?"
Further investigating led the police to give credence to the video tech's theory. Several of the insurance company employees noted the joke in the office was that Finchell's grooming and car choice were clearly a brown nose to his boss.
******
George Barile was not exactly happy with Big Tony when the latter reported in that night that his "assignment" went sideways and Clark was dead. The Mafia chieftain always tried very hard to keep his legendary bad temper in check, but in his business it wasn't always possible.
"I told you no shooting, you fucking idiot! What part of no shooting didn't you get?" Barile bellowed at the cowering man. "You shoot him twice and kill him!"
"I fucked up big, Mr. B. I'm really, really sorry," Tony said remorsefully. "The gun started to slip out of my hand. I regripped it and it went off. He was bleeding bad and I knew he was going to die, and I figured he might talk if I just left him there. So I ended him."
Barile thought for a few seconds before he responded.
"Have Andrew take you over to our house on East Ninth and babysit you for a few days until we can figure out how to get you out of town for a while. He'll keep you out of sight and well-fed," Barile said.
"Thank you, Mr. B. I really appreciate this. I'm really sorry this happened."
"All right, get moving, Tony," Barile said as he clapped the large man on the shoulder and led him toward the door.
Tony's fate was sealed when it was determined that the victim was not Arthur Clark, but rather one of his employees. Clark had left the office for a doctor's appointment earlier that day.
"This might not be the worst thing that could happen," Barile said to his top assistant, Frankie Donatello. "It will definitely show Mr. Clark that we are not to be trifled with.
"But damn, I always liked Tony, that big, dumb goofball. You know what has to be done."
Donatello nodded and left the room.
******
Traci's life went into the dumpster after Finchell was killed. She had no idea her husband knew anything about her affair, and was completely shocked that her gentle, loving spouse could kill another man. She suddenly knew real fear, but was comforted by the fact that the police had arrested him and he was being held without bail.
While her children were appalled with Traci's affair, she played up her lover's murder by their father to distract from the issue of the infidelity. That would have worked better if not for the media, who found the story of a cuckolded husband killing the wife's lover front page fodder.
"Damn, you'd think I'm the first woman in the city to ever step out on her husband," Traci whined to her co-worker, Liz, over lunch one day about two weeks after the murder. "According to the Goddamn press, I am the second coming of the whore of Babylon."
"Well, you have to admit it's not exactly life as usual when your jealous husband shoots your lover's nuts off and kills him," Liz said with a giggle before looking at Traci's face.
"Sorry," she quickly murmured.
"Everybody here pretty much knew you two were knocking boots, but how serious was this, Traci? You two in love?"
"You know I loved Vic, but Gary and I were turning into something. But I guess we'll never know now what we could have been. I can't believe Victor could ever kill anybody. I guess you never really know someone, huh?" Traci said.
"I guess not," Liz said softly.
Liz was with Traci and several other co-workers at Gary's funeral the week before. She saw Gary's wife glare daggers at Traci several times. She noticed Traci kept her eyes down, but appeared to be crying softly throughout the service. She knew Traci had to be a little concerned that Gary's widow might get out of hand. Fortunately, nothing untoward happened. Traci made sure to stay in the background, away from the widow.
******
Never having been in jail before, Victor couldn't believe how amazing it felt to be a free man once again after more than four months of being incarcerated. In his head, he equated it to having the biggest orgasm of his life.
"Oh, man, Lance, even the air smells sweeter, I swear!" he yelled in exultation as he left the jail with his attorney.
The city district attorney turned Victor loose and dropped the charges when the police determined that another man, Big Tony Catalano, had shot and killed his wife's lover, Gary Finchell.
Lance Weatherman drove his client to the home he had shared with his wife, Traci, for the past 15 years. Traci was at work as it was barely past noon. He and Lance walked into the house, which looked exactly the same as when he last saw it, Victor thought. As Lance watched, Victor slowly walked through the whole house, freely touching the walls, furniture, even knick-knacks, the way a blind man would.
"Lord I've missed this place, even knowing what I know now," Victor whispered.
Victor walked over to his well-stocked liquor cabinet, knowing that Traci never drank hard alcohol and the cabinet had probably been untouched since he was arrested. There were at least 25 bottles of booze in various stages of fullness.
"Mmmmm... celebration calls for... single malt," Victor enthused, pulling out a half-full bottle of Glenmorangie 12-year-old and pouring shots for Lance and himself.
"Thank you for your help, Lance, and thanks for being there when things were at rock bottom," he said. "I know this was about more than a paycheck."
He and Lance sipped their shots in silence. Lance drummed his fingers on the manila folder on the table.
"Why do you think she didn't file on me while I was in jail?" Victor asked.
"In the beginning, probably because there was just so much shit going on, particularly with the media hype and everything. Then she probably just figured you would do it from jail," Lance answered.
"The kids told me she was convinced I killed her lover and that she hated me for it, so I guess I'm shocked she hasn't done it yet," Victor said. "She's going to be one shocked amigo when she gets home."
"Maybe with everything going on, she's done a 180, and wants to stay with you. Gary's dead, the kids are pissed at her, she's practically a real-life Cruella de Vil. What's the term... the best of a bad situation," Lance said.
Traci didn't recognize the car parked in her driveway when she got home. At first, she thought it was another reporter seeking a quote, but then realized whoever it was, was already inside her home. She dialed 9-1-1 and gave the screener all the information. Two minutes later two uniformed police officers walked into the Washington home joined by Traci.
"Oh my God! What are you doing here?" she shrieked at Victor as the two officers raised their weapons.
Both Victor and Lance raised their hands above their heads.
"Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!" I live here. I'm Vic Washington. I've just been released from jail a few hours ago. Even got the DA to apologize to me," Victor said.
"Truth. I'm his attorney. They dropped all charges," Lance said.



One of the police officers called in and verified the claim. Traci was shocked.
"Dickhead was just the victim in a poor schmuck story, Traci," Victor said. "He was just in the wrong place at the exact wrong time. Besides, why would I ever want to go to jail for your skank ass? You think way too highly of yourself."
Traci dropped her head as she blushed deeply. The two cops were getting ready to leave when Lance asked them to witness something. He handed Traci the manila envelope and told her she was served.
"I'm not sure I want a divorce, Vic," Traci rasped. "I really thought you killed Gary... but since you didn't, maybe there's hope for us."
"Are you out of your fucking delusional mind, woman? You cheated on me. Forget everything else. Forget even the fact that your cheating cost me more than four months in jail. Four months!" Victor screamed.
"You told the kids he was a better man, a better lover. Well, I don't need to take Gary Finchell's leftovers!"
******
Vic wasn't sure how he'd ever be able to thank Alan Siegel, his business partner, and his wife, Marilyn, for all the support they gave him during his wrongful imprisonment and divorce. The Siegels visited Victor in jail at least every other week, and Alan worked 50 and 60-hour weeks picking up Victor's patients while he was in jail.
Victor took a week off to get re-acclimated to his life, then went back to work. He was amazed with how well he was treated by people, many of whom went out of their way to wish him well. Several women even approached and gave him slips of paper with their name and number on it. He was embarrassed, but he took them nonetheless, not wanting to offend anyone. He never realized the power of the press and social media. His kids and Alan and Marilyn all told him how sympathetic the press had made him, at the same time making Traci and Gary look like villains.
******
"What's going on, Vic? It's been two years. Your head's in the game, but not your heart," Marilyn Siegel said as she took Victor's hand in the high-end restaurant in which the two sat.
Victor looked up at Marilyn. She and Alan had been his rocks these last few years, along with his daughter, Dee. Marilyn, in particular, had made Victor her personal project, often hovering over him like a mother hen. She locked eyes with him and waited patiently. He thought about giving her a trite answer before good sense smacked him in the face.
"Nothing will ever be the same, Mar," Victor said. "I can talk to women, I can take them to bed, but there's nothing. There's no connection. I know there can be sex without love, but that's not who I am."
"Vic, there's not going to be a connection on the first date... or the second or third. Remember when you fell in love with Traci? You dated her for a long time. You got to know each other. It didn't happen overnight. You're pushing it, expecting 'the one' to just show up magically in front of you. You go out with a woman once, twice and then move on. It doesn't work that way," Marilyn said.
"But I'm 52, not 22, Mar. I don't have time..."
"Time for love?" she interrupted. "Geez, dumbass, it doesn't go any faster just because you're older. And if it's not meant to be, that's okay, too, but you have to give it a shot first."
Marilyn huffed, then looked askance at her friend. She didn't realize it, but she was probably the one person to whom Victor would listen.
Coincidentally, Marilyn and Alan started holding small get-togethers at their home every few months, always managing to find several single women to be at the events, along with Victor. Victor wasn't clueless enough not to realize what Marilyn was doing, and he noted to Alan that Marilyn had very good taste in women.
"You had better watch your Ps and Qs, buddy, because if she ever throws you over, she's got a whole lineup of pretty women she could pick from," Victor said.
"Don't think I haven't noticed that," his friend said.
She was reaching up to light one of the four citronella torches around the edges of the Siegels' expansive deck when Victor spotted her. In truth, he spotted her ass in those tight jeans and a large expanse of smooth skin along her back as her top lifted up while she reached. When she turned around, he was standing there quietly, a small smile on his lips... until he realized she was looking directly at him.
"Uhhh," was all that came out of his embarrassed, addled brain.
The woman in front of him was probably not an inch over five feet and 100 pounds, but half of that weight seemed to be in her chest, Victor noted. With her arms now down alongside her body, he could see about three inches of toned core muscles under those imposing breasts.
"I get that a lot," she said confidently.
"Huh?"
Vic's brain finally caught up with his ears. He finally looked at the woman's face, realizing she was Asian-American, with large eyes and shoulder-length straight black hair.
She saw recognition finally register on his face.
"I... don't... have..."
"Kidding. I'm kidding," the woman said. "You're not the first person to take a while to figure out I'm Asian. It usually takes a bit for men to look me in the face."
"No. No. I'm not that guy either," Vic protested, a bit too loud as several people turned toward the pair.
She motioned with her hands for him to lower his voice. He blushed deeply.
"Dr. Vic Washington," he said, reaching out to shake hands. "I'm Al's business partner. Have been for a long time."
"Yeah. Thanks to the news, I know who you are," the woman said, catching Vic's grimace. "I'm Lainey Brand, a friend of Marilyn's, mostly.
"I didn't mean to offend you with my comment about the news. I guess for you, that's about like guys not looking into my eyes when they're talking to me."
"Fair enough," Vic replied. "How about we get a drink, then I'll talk to you while looking at your face, and you can pretend that you're not thinking I'm a pathetic sucker whose wife made him look like a fool nationwide."
It was the woman's turn to be tongue-tied as she realized she must have been as obvious as Vic when he was staring at her large breasts.
"O... kay," she said, giving him a shy smile.
The two talked for the next hour before Victor realized he was monopolizing the woman. He apologized for being socially awkward and said he would let her mingle with other guests. She told him she enjoyed his company, then the two split up and mingled with others, although Victor surreptitiously kept her in sight for the rest of the night.
"You know you're going to get neck strain if you keep trying to look over your shoulder to watch her," Alan said to him at one point. "Why don't we just trade spots so you can look straight at her over my shoulder. It'll be much easier."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Vic muttered. "And here I thought I was being so cool, so sneaky."
"Just to let you know, bud, drooling isn't cool, nor sneaky.
"What do you want to know?"
According to Alan, Lainey was three years younger than Vic. She was a long-time friend of Marilyn's who worked as a reference librarian. Her 20-year marriage ended when she caught her then-husband cheating with a co-worker. She had been single for the last several years.
"How does a woman who looks like that stay single for this long?" Vic asked. "She a prima donna or something? I mean... wow!"
"From what Mar says, she's just... a peach," Alan said. "But she's a picky bitch. She doesn't feel the need to be married a second time, especially if he's not the right guy."
"Hmm. I get it."
Lainey and Vic never hooked up again the rest of the night, and she slipped away without Vic getting her number. He wasn't worried, though, as he knew Marilyn had it.
Vic waited two days before he called Marilyn. He didn't have to tell her why he was calling.
"You, sir, have amazing restraint," Marilyn said instead of starting with the usual pleasantries. "Or you are a fucking idiot."
Vic was somewhat taken aback. Marilyn rarely cursed, and hardly ever used the "F-bomb."
"I was trying to be cool, not look desperate," Victor said.
"Did you really greet her with an 'Uh?'" Marilyn ridiculed. "Then why would you be worried about looking cool to her? You blew that with one little two-letter word. Or maybe it was the drool?"
Victor was glad Marilyn couldn't see how red he was turning.
"So, are you going to call her right away, or are you going to spend two days debating the right and wrong way to do it?" Marilyn said. "You are a master debater; we all know that."
Marilyn giggled.
"Always a funny joke, Mar," Vic said. "Can you give me her number now?
"Sure, but remember what I already told you about building a relationship, not just expecting it to fall into your lap," Marilyn said.
The very next day, Victor invited Lainey to dinner and a movie that coming Friday. He took her to a very upscale Russian restaurant, then let her choose the movie.
"So are you trying to curry favor with this restaurant? Lainey asked. "Did Mar tell you I was one-quarter Russian?"
"No. I didn't know that, honestly," Victor responded. "I just wasn't going to take an Asian woman to a Chinese, Japanese or Korean restaurant."
"Well, I am three-quarters Chinese; but it's from that other quarter that I got these," she said as she straightened up tall and gently shook her breasts. "I know, when you think Chinese, you think gymnast, right. You definitely don't think double D."
Victor blushed, although he wasn't exactly sure why. He guessed he wasn't used to a big-boobed woman talking so openly about her... "gifts." When he looked back up from the table, she was looking directly at him with a slight smirk.
"Sorry, I can be a little direct. Didn't Marilyn warn you?"
"Actually, no. Although I'm pretty sure she always makes sure there are a couple of single women at each get-together, she never tells me a thing about them. Says I've got to do some work on my own."
Lainey laughed uproariously. Victor found out as the relationship grew that Lainey had no problem belting out a hearty laugh when she was amused.
"That's my girl!" Lainey enthused.
Vic also found out that Lainey also had no problem crying when the mood hit her, like at the end of the chick flick she picked. Apparently, her father had died from cancer as had the female lead's father in the movie. Victor didn't know this until Lainey filled him in later when the pair went to a restaurant for a late dessert and coffee.
Victor waited two days to call Lainey for another date. She eagerly accepted for the following weekend.
The pair wound up in Victor's bed at the end of their fifth date.
Marilyn went out to lunch with Lainey about a month later. It only took about two minutes after the pleasantries for her to ask how the relationship between Lainey and Victor was progressing.
"How could his ex-wife have been so stupid? He's handsome, well-built, a gentleman and... so much more," Lainey said, a pinkish hue coming over her face and neck.
"Hell, he even looks me in the eyes... well, most of the time. Except when I wear that red silk dress. I'd commit suicide if any man wouldn't spend most of the night looking at my tits in that dress."
Both women smiled. Dr. Victor Washington might as well have claimed he was a married man at that point.
In reality, the wedding didn't occur for six more months.
The announcement of Dr. Victor Washington's wedding shouldn't have gotten more than a slight mention in the local newspaper, let alone the large article it got in newspapers throughout the country. The news media just couldn't let the marriage of the "Jilted Husband" pass by without a full review of the whole sordid mess.
"Goddamn bastards!" yelled George Barile to Arthur Clark over the phone as he threw a newspaper across the room. "Every time one of them does something, there's another article in the papers about 'Jilted Husband,' and then the press comes nosing around again.
"That cheating slut still works for you, right?"
"Yeah," Clark answered, not sure where this conversation was going.
"Bury that bitch!" Barile hissed. "Send her someplace where the press will never find her!"
Two weeks later a very unhappy Traci Washington was managing the firm's two-person office in Paducah, KY. Continuing press coverage had made her unemployable anywhere else that paid a decent wage, and while she did okay financially in the divorce, with no family and social life to speak of, her job was all she had left.
******
Vic wasn't expecting a note from George Barile to be sitting in the middle of his office desk when he got into the practice on a Monday morning. It was a sealed note, and Vic didn't know who sent it until he read it.
It was an invitation... if one could call a request from Barile an invitation... to meet the Mafia chieftain in his office for lunch that day at noon. The meeting would be just the two of them, the note said.
Vic had never met Barile in person, but he knew, as many did, of the supposed connection between Barile and the death of the man who was cuckolding him. He was wondering why the summons, but he certainly wasn't about to ignore it.
After a thorough frisking, Vic was ushered into Barile's office by a man-mountain who didn't appear to be having a good day. He was led to a table off to the side that was already set with what appeared to be a sumptuous lunch of Italian food. Barile introduced himself, shook the dentist's hand and led him to a seat.
"It's just us in here, and this office gets swept for bugs daily, so we can both speak freely," Barile said. "I owe you an apology of sorts. As I'm sure you are aware, I'm the guy who changed the course of your life. It was a mistake of epic proportions... I can assure you. You were never to have been impacted. Hell, I didn't even know who you were... who your wife was..."
"Mr. Barile, if I can interrupt you..." Victor said, puzzling Barile with a brilliant smile. "There's no need to apologize to me. In fact, you did me a great service."
Barile looked at Victor like he had grown a second head. Victor stopped, took a sip of the shot of Pappy Van Winkle 15-year-old bourbon Barile had poured, and smiled again.
"Aah. That really is fabulous," Victor said while Barile drilled holes in him with his eyes, waiting for him to explain.
"Oh, yeah. Sorry. So, as I was saying... Like I told the cops, I really had no clue my bitch of a wife was cheating on me. So you not only alerted me to that, but then you did something that I could only dream about when you had her lover ki... eliminated. And having his balls shot off was such a great touch. God, I hope your guy waited a bit before putting the second bullet in him.
"Four and a half months in prison was well worth the price for having him dead. So, thank you, and I mean that sincerely."
"Well... I guess if you're good with it, then I will stop feeling guilty. Salut!"
The two men nodded at each other, finished their shots and slammed their glasses on the table.
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Jolene Buchovsky is a short, curvy woman with shoulder-length dark brown hair and gray-blue eyes.
She is the longtime wife of Rob Buchovsky, and together they own my favorite jewelry store.
Jolene and I were working on designing a custom-made necklace for my wife for our upcoming 20th anniversary. I had purchased a large piece of malachite--a turquoise stone not often found in large pieces--from a custom rock shop, and Jolene and I were figuring out how to set this egg-shaped piece of stone to really make it pop.
My 20th anniversary was nine months away, but I'm one of those people who likes to get big stuff completed early. I thought 20 years married was pretty big, and I wanted to make sure my gift reflected that.
I am a forensic accountant, and I make pretty good money, so I had no trouble spending $4,200 for this gift. My wife most definitely deserved it. We'd had 19-plus years of a great marriage, and as we were both in our mid-40s, I was thinking the best was yet to come. Both of our daughters would be in college within the next three years, and we'd discussed all sorts of things we could do as empty-nesters. We enjoyed raising our children, but we were also looking forward to this new and exciting phase of our lives.
Jolene told me that the necklace would take four months to construct. We agreed on half down, I paid her, she gave me a hug and I went back to my office feeling like the cat that ate the canary, then had a dessert of sparrow.
As promised, the necklace was ready four months later. The braided 14-karat gold chain was perfect with the stone and the setting. Jolene didn't even have to ask if I wanted the box gift-wrapped. I've bought enough stuff there that we've discussed my wrapping deficit.
On my way home, I called our favorite upscale Italian restaurant and made a reservation for our anniversary night. That meant I had to wait five more months, but I was good with that. Everything was in place.
******
Springtime in the Midwest is really great as everything starts to come to life and green up after several months of cold and mostly gray days. I was thinking about getting the mower out of the back of the garage and cleaning the landscaping beds around the house that weekend as I drove home. I briefly entertained the thought of asking my daughters to help me, but quickly discarded that idea. There was no way in hell two teenage girls were going to miss a pretty spring weekend doing whatever it is teenage girls do to help their dad with yard work. I chuckled to myself at my moment of lunacy as I pulled my car into the garage alongside my wife's.
Speaking of the girls, I noticed that Mo's car wasn't parked in its usual spot out front. I absently wondered if Jude was with her.
I didn't smell dinner started when I walked in the door from the garage, which meant my wife and I were either going out to eat or I was going to be grilling. I really hoped it was the latter. I love grilling, and I especially love eating grilled food. EVERYTHING tastes better grilled.
Traci was sitting in the family room with a glass of white wine in her hand. She was still wearing the outfit she had worn to work, which told me we were probably going out to eat at a fairly nice restaurant.
"Jude coming with us, or is she out with Mo?" I said to my wife off-handedly.
"The girls are at my folks until Sunday. We need some adult time, King," she replied, quickly taking a sip of her wine.
I'll admit to being a bit of a perv. My first thought was that we were going to be spending a romantic two days in bed playing. At 43, my wife still had the beauty that made heads turn wherever she went, and the body to match. The look on Traci's gorgeous face, however, was far from playful.
I stopped in my tracks as that feeling of being punched hard in the stomach hit me. My mind started racing as I tried to figure out whom in the family had died.
"I want a divorce, Kingston," she said quietly but firmly.
An explosion went off somewhere in the background of my brain. I felt like I was frozen to the spot upon which I was standing. An unknown number of seconds went by before my brain re-engaged.
"Wh-what?" I said meekly.
I didn't say my brain re-engaged strongly.
"I want a divorce," she repeated in a strong, clear voice.
I know I did the fish out of water gasping for air thing for a bit.
"What? I didn't even have a clue that we were having any problems. What the hell are you talking about?" I started out softly, but was at loud volume when I finished.
She didn't even flinch. She just kept looking right at me, almost looking right through me. Who was this woman?
I bought myself some time by walking to my well-stocked liquor cabinet and making a small production out of what to get myself.
"Let's see... tequila. No, that's for happy events, parties. Bourbon. No, too mundane. Rye, now that's a good solid whiskey. No, not enough gravitas for the situation. A Scotch, single malt. Serious. Very serious," I mumbled, as much to myself as anything.
I poured the equivalent of two shots worth, so I put two teaspoons of water into the glass, as well. When I turned back to my wife, her look had turned to a glare. Okay, mission accomplished. Now both of us were off our game a bit.
"What's going on, babe? We've hardly had a cross word. I thought things were good, better than good," I said.
"I love you, King, and I always will, but I'm not in love with you anymore," she said. "I want to be in love again. But I won't cheat on you. I need to be divorced to be free to find someone to be in love with."
I suddenly felt like I wanted to throw up. Instead, I took a good sip of my Glenmorangie and felt the liquid move from my mouth, down my throat and into my stomach.
"Just like that? I mean, I appreciate that you don't want to cheat on me, but you want to end us, without even giving us a shot at coming back?" I asked.
"We're done, King. Why ruin the memory of what we had? It can only go downhill from here. And to answer your unasked question, there is nobody else yet.
"I'd like for us to be able to remain friends. If we end it now, I think we can do that... and do an adult divorce without all the antagonistic bullshit," Traci said.
"Does that mean you're going to be reasonable on alimony?" I asked. "And you do realize that the girls are going to choose to stay in the house with me?"
"Yes," she asserted.
Traci was true to her word, at least about alimony. I was surprised, though, when I got served that Monday morning at my office. That meant this had been in the works for some time.
I was also a little disappointed that she had me served at work. Considering that we talked about it, I felt she could have had me served at home. It certainly would have played better if she wanted us to remain friends as she claimed.
I took a couple of personal hours the next day and took the paperwork to my attorney, who was my boss's attorney when he went through his divorce five years previously. She told me it was a good deal and if I signed it, she could get this moving right then. It would take about six months before I would be a divorce statistic... just like that.
My daughters were just as surprised at their mother's request as I was when we told them about Traci's request for a divorce after they got home from her parents' house that Sunday morning.
"What did you do, Dad?" Mo practically yelled at me after Traci dropped her bombshell.
I expected a negative reaction, but I wasn't quite ready to be attacked, especially since I wasn't the one who precipitated this action.
"Not my doing... not my choice... not my fault," I said.
Mo looked from me back to her mother. Traci dropped her eyes. It was the first time she didn't look completely in control of the situation.
Maureen, 18, and a senior in high school, was practically Traci's younger doppelganger, both in terms of appearance and attitude. She crossed her arms under her chest and drilled holes in Traci with her eyes.
As she had so many times before in our marriage, Traci looked at me expecting me to come to her aid with an explanation. I raised my eyebrows and held up my hands in surrender.
"Your circus, your monkeys," I said.
Traci looked at both girls. Judith was 16 and a sophomore.
The explanation to the girls took 10 minutes. The question-and-answer period took another 10 minutes. The backpedaling and apology took five more minutes.
"Sorry, Dad. I guess I jumped too quickly," Mo said when Traci was through with everything.
She then turned back to her mother.
"What the fuck, you ditzy bitch? You just throw away almost 20 years with the sweetest guy in the world? On a whim? This is a bad joke, right?" she yelled at Traci.
Traci stuttered and stammered. She didn't explain it any better to the girls than she did to me. She did reiterate that she hadn't cheated on me and didn't want to. We would continue to live in our house, with me staying in the guest room, until closer to the divorce being finalized.
******
Two weeks later, I got an unexpected phone call from a neighbor, John Regan, who lives two houses down from our house. Mo, Jude and I were slobbing down a couple of pizzas for dinner as Traci was working late. It was something she occasionally had to do in the 15 years she had worked for First Financial, so the girls and I would usually use that as an opportunity to get something "fun" for dinner.
"You got a minute to talk, King, without the girls around?" John asked in a tone I've usually heard from a mortician.
"Let me go into my office, John," I said, while getting up from the kitchen table.
Both girls looked at me. I nodded and left the table.
"Okay, John. What's up?" I asked.
"Are you and Traci okay? You know what I mean?" John asked tentatively.
I knew exactly what John Regan was asking. I quickly debated with myself whether I was going to cover for my soon-to-be ex-wife.
"No, we're not okay," I answered. "She filed for divorce two weeks ago. Why?"
Silence for about five seconds was followed by a throat clear.
"Because she and some younger guy are playing kissy-face at Beef and Spuds in the back room. Helen about spit out her food when the two of them walked in hand-in-hand, and almost died of a heart attack when they kissed."
"Shit," I said quietly. "Appreciate the info."
When I ended the call, I looked up into the faces of my daughters, who had entered the room.
"If she was telling the truth about not having cheated on me before, well I'm thinking that will be over with tonight, or sometime very soon in the future," I said sadly. "Of course, she also told me that she wasn't already seeing anybody, so..."
Both girls broke down in tears and hugged me.
Traci walked in the house at about 9. We were in the family room watching television. When she stopped at the doorway, the girls and I briefly looked up, then went back to watching the screen without saying anything. Traci huffed and walked off. We noticed she didn't jump in the shower, and knowing looks passed between us.
The next week Traci worked late on Wednesday. The girls and I discussed the fact that she was trying to keep us from getting suspicious by being late on different days. This time when she walked in, however, we heard the shower running a few minutes later.
Although she had filed on me, I wasn't satisfied that I had enough information, so I asked my attorney if he had a private investigator on retainer. The investigator that my attorney hired reported back a month later, and it was no surprise when he told me that Traci had been with the same man each time she went out, and yes, several of those times she and her paramour had engaged in sex. I was surprised when her paramour was revealed to be her immediate boss, Vice President Johann Westler. Westler had transferred in a year before from the firm's Buffalo office. He was a 35-year-old Dutchman, having moved to the United States 13 years earlier. He was a good-looking, fit, blond son of a bitch, standing about 6-2 with a well-sculpted 200 pounds on his frame, judging from the photos the PI had.
I'll admit to being devastated. Traci and I had been together for almost 22 years, counting the two years we dated before we got married. I think I'm a decent-looking guy, but Traci is at least two notches above my pay grade in looks. For the longest time, I wondered how I got to be the lucky one to land that goddess. We connected from the start and I thought our marriage was getting better each year, at least until she told me I was way wrong.
******
Traci was throwing up in the bathroom on a Saturday morning about a month later while the girls and I were eating breakfast. The girls winced when they heard their mother upchucking, while I grinned from ear to ear.
"Doesn't that bother you?" Jude finally asked. "That's disgusting."
"Nah, just brings back old memories," I answered.
"Of what?" Jude asked.
Just then Traci all but staggered into the kitchen.
"Morning sickness!" I cried out happily. "Feel like shit, my unfaithful wife?"
Traci's head shot up upon my exclamation. Her eyes got wide.
"No! No! I haven't betrayed you!" she cried.
"Yes, you have my dear. And you have been since several weeks after you filed for divorce. Technically, we're still married, and will be for several more weeks. That makes you both a liar and a slut, my dear wife.
"And also pregnant."
Both of my daughters stared wide-eyed at their mother, who in turn stared wide-eyed at me.
"Don't you remember how sick you were with Jude?" I asked.
"Oh, no. I had forgotten," she answered.
"Oh, my God, Mom. You're knocked up by another man while you're still married to Dad? I'm glad I'm going to college soon, because I'd never be able to face my friends," Mo said. "You always taught me not to be a slut, then you go ahead and turn into Sally Slut."
"That's just great. I've got two more years before I go, so everyone gets to rub my face in the fact that you're a slut," Jude said.
"I AM NOT A SLUT!" Traci yelled.
"Yes, you are," I said quietly. "You are divorcing me because you want to fuck Johann Westler, and you couldn't even keep your legs closed until the divorce became official. I'm pretty sure if you look at the definition of slut, your photo will be right next to it."
She blushed a deep crimson and dropped her eyes.
"You haven't even been subtle about it. I can't tell you how embarrassing it is when neighbors have called me to tell me about you and Westler. All you had to do was wait six lousy months, and it wouldn't have looked so bad. You told me you hadn't cheated and wanted the divorce so you could find someone to fall in love with. Well, you certainly showed me... it wasn't about love. That's called lust, Traci."
Traci moved in with Westler the next weekend. The girls and I helped carry boxes of her stuff to her car. I made sure to change all of the locks and the garage door code.
I didn't see Traci again until Mo's graduation, although I know the girls had visited her occasionally. Although they were unhappy with her and embarrassed by her, she was still their mother after all. I never stopped them from spending time with her.
Graduations always draw a pretty good crowd, so Jude and I were sitting in the gymnasium bleachers early waiting for the ceremony to start when a very pregnant-looking Traci showed up with Johann. She waddled right over to us when she spotted us sitting in the bleachers. I noticed several parents that knew us watching, and I was feeling a mixture of embarrassment, humiliation and dread as Traci sat next to Jude, with Johann on the outside.
"Aren't we just the cute little family," I said to no one in particular as the pair joined us.
"Just supporting our daughter, Kingston," Traci said formally.
She looked from me to Johann, and I knew what she was going to do.
"Stop, Traci. Don't you dare introduce him to me here in front of everybody. Trust me, I know who he is. He looks just like the photos and videos I've seen," I snarled.
She looked at me with a combination of surprise and hurt.
"You have photos and videos? Oh my God, King. Seriously?" she whined.
"You created the game. I just played it to the best of my ability. I needed to know exactly what I was up against," I replied.
At that point, Jude held up her hand sideways in front of her face, effectively blocking Traci and I from easily seeing each other.
"It's time for you two to act like adults here," she warned. "Everybody's starting to look. I think they're taking odds on whether or not Dad is going to slap the pregnant woman."
That shut us up. It's kind of bad when the 16-year-old is the adult in the room.
Traci had a third daughter a few weeks before Christmas. I wasn't keeping track, but Jude was. Johann called her several minutes after her half-sister, Maya, was born. She was pretty pumped up, and ran over to me to show me the photo.
"That's great," I said, trying to feign interest.
Apparently, I didn't feign good enough, because I pissed her off.
"Great, Dad. Real mature. It's not the baby's fault, Dad," Jude hissed.
It was my turn to show some heat.
"I'm glad you're happy, Jude. She's your half-sister. But to me she's nothing more than my cheating ex-wife's spawn. Plain and simple," I hissed back.
She blinked once, twice, three times, then brushed a tear from her face.
"I'm sorry, Dad," she said in almost a whisper. "I got carried away. I didn't think..."
She came over to me and we hugged.
Unlike Traci, I waited until we were legally divorced before I went on my first date. I actually waited until about a year after the divorce. She was a friend from our former circle who had been divorced for about five years.
I thought Emma was almost expecting the call when I made it. Still, she seemed enthusiastic and didn't hesitate to accept. I was pleased, because in truth it had been a long time since I had been out on a date, especially with someone not named Traci.
Emma was a tall, lithe redhead about the same age as me. She really was more Traci's friend than mine, but I went the safe route rather than try someone with whom I wasn't that close.
At least I thought it was the safe route. That thought went away when she answered the door in a low-cut royal blue dress that she filled out like it was tailored especially for her. Did I mention that the hemline was mid-thigh at best? I almost choked to death on her porch. This for a Shakespeare play followed by a meal at a British pub-style restaurant.
"Ohhhhhhh!" I whispered, unable to say more.
"I'll take it that you approve of my dress," she said while smiling broadly.
All I could do was nod like a mute bastard.
"How about you come inside for a quick drink until you can find your voice, King?" she asked.
I smiled and nodded. I was hoping my voice would come back soon.
My voice returned and we had a great night out... followed by a great night in. It was her voice that was making all the noise as I returned to the land of sex with a vengeance. I fingered Emma to three orgasms and ate her to two more before she had a final two with my dick buried deeply inside her incredibly hot pussy.
My tendency is to over-examine things, and I was easily inside my head when we returned to her house after the meal and play. You always like to think you are satisfying your woman, but I only had Traci's opinion for the last two decades, so I had to hope she was telling me the truth. Emma gave me a very encouraging second opinion, which spurred me on to greater heights.
She asked me to stay the night and I seriously considered it, but I hadn't given Jude a heads-up, and figured I should get home. She graciously gave me a raincheck when I explained.



"Thank you for a great night, King. I'd love to do that again sometime!" she enthused.
Bingo!
I walked into my house a little after 1 AM and was surprised to see Jude lying on the family room sofa, watching TV.
"You don't look any worse for wear and tear on the outside, but you are a lot later than I figured you'd be. Does my dad have game?" she asked.
I blushed deeply. Jude was now 17 and lived in the real world.
"Now you know how it feels, Dad, when you grill me when I get home from dates sometimes," she said with a smirk on her pretty face.
"Can I assume Mrs. Donovan is a good date?"
I blushed again. I was pretty sure she didn't need nor want an actual answer.
Jude kept in touch with her mother and the baby on a regular basis, and she even did some babysitting for Traci as well. All good with me, we just didn't have to do any recapping of her nights at the Westler home.
One thing of note was the fact that Traci didn't marry Johann. After about a year I assumed she would after she sucked up all five years of alimony. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised.
******
The phone call from Rae Ann Lincoln came completely out of the blue. Rae Ann was one of Traci's co-workers at First Financial. We had talked a few times at various events that included spouses, but I can't say we were especially friendly or had some kind of connection. My first thought was that this was some kind of set-up.
Rae Ann had been divorced about five years after she caught her husband cheating on her. She was tall for a woman with sizeable tits and a muscle-butt ass. She had big brown eyes, a mop of long, brown curls and flawless-looking mocha-colored skin.
"Kingston, I'm not sure you remember me..." she began.
My caller ID had shown me who it was when I answered, so I jumped right in -- aggressively. The best defense is a good offense, kind of strategy.
"Of course I remember you. Tough to forget a volleyball goddess," I responded.
Rae Ann had played varsity volleyball at Penn State about 15 years previously. She still looked like she could step on the court. I think I surprised her by remembering that fact.
"Umm. Wow. You do remember me," she hesitated. "Umm, could we go out on a... date maybe?" she asked. "I mean, you're single now..."
I have to admit I didn't see that coming. I just got asked out on a date by a beautiful woman... who was a co-worker of my ex-wife. If this was some sort of set-up, I was game to give it a go.
"Traci always said you were a great guy, and I could use some of that in my life right now," she said.
"I could use some goddess companionship in my life right now. I'm in."
We did an art museum and then went to a barbecue restaurant. It was a casual day, so she wore a pair of tight jeans and a sweatshirt. For most women, the outfit probably would have been forgettable, but with that ass wriggling in those jeans, I was never going to forget that.
She caught me checking out that ass several times during the day. She had the good graces to smile each time she did so.
"I'm sorry. I've apparently left my cool at home today," I mumbled after she caught me once, my face a deep red.
I know I had a great time out with her. I got a chaste kiss on the cheek when I dropped her off at her apartment. Hmm.
******
Jude was in marching band, so I encountered Traci and Johann at several competitions over the next two years. I was polite to her but rude to him. She chided me about that several times, until I snapped back.
"Fucker stole my wife and knocked her up. He deserves that and much more. If you guys have a problem with that, just stay the fuck away from me," I griped.
"He didn't steal me. We were already getting divorced," she whined.
"You just keep telling yourself that," I replied before walking away.
For his part, Johann looked like he wanted to try me. He was a little bigger than me and was nine years younger, but Traci knew me well, and knew that my rage would carry me a long way. She repeatedly encouraged him to just ignore me. That was probably a good thing, too, because since the divorce I had been spending even more time in the gym. I had always taken care of myself, but I had been using the gym even more to burn off some anger and fill in some extra time.
It was early in year 2 A.D. (after divorce) when Rae Ann invited me to the First Financial Christmas party. We had gone out several times in the previous few months, and I had been invited to share her bed on our fourth date. She knew I had a problem with my ex and Johann, but she figured I could be cool enough not to embarrass her, if not myself. I assured her I would do nothing to embarrass her in front of her workmates. She promised me a special treat if I could do that.
Rae Ann was the epitome of the "long cool woman in a black dress" when I picked her up at her apartment the night of the party. I'm pretty sure I drooled when I walked in. She gave me a soft kiss on the lips, promising me more later, but she didn't want me to spoil her make-up.
The first part of the evening was drinking and circulating with a live band in the background. I noticed several heads turn toward Rae Ann and me when we walked in together. I noticed several familiar faces, so I'm sure a bunch of people remembered me from when I was married to Traci. I'm sure tongues were wagging, especially since I was with the hottest woman at the party.
I didn't see Traci and Johann show up, but I almost ran my ex-wife over when I turned from the bar with drinks for Rae Ann and me.
"The last person I expected to see tonight. What a pleasant surprise, Kingston," Traci purred. "New suit? You look very handsome."
"Uh, thank you, Traci. Yes, a new suit. Didn't want to look like a schlub when I'm with Rae Ann.
"You look very nice as well, but then again you always look good."
"You always were a gentleman... and a good ass-kisser," Traci said.
"Maybe, but you know I'm not a liar. I wouldn't say it if it wasn't true," I rejoined.
She did look good, maybe 10 pounds heavier than when we were married, but the extra weight gave her a curvier, more exciting look--a definite MILF.
I excused myself and stepped around her, again noticing all the heads watching our exchange. I found Rae Ann and handed her the drink. She accepted it and planted another soft kiss on my lips. I put my arm around her waist, then softly ran my hand down to her bodacious ass and back up to her waist.
"Behave, you," she said in a stern, yet quiet voice.
"Yes, ma'am," I said, properly chastised.
Dinner followed drinks and then the room was rearranged for dancing. Thirty seconds on the dance floor showed me that Rae Ann could really shake it. Me? Passable, at best. Still, I enjoyed watching all of her parts shaking from up close.
We stayed out for about 30 minutes before heading over to a table to catch our breath and have a drink. I watched several other men approach Rae Ann while I was at the bar, and to her credit she turned all of them down. The parade of guys slowed but continued when I returned, and to their credit most of the guys played by the rules and asked me first before asking Rae Ann if she wanted to dance. Several times she went out to dance, explaining to me that she was obligated with several of the firm's higher-ups. I got it, and told her to do what she had to do.
I wasn't pleased when Johann came over to the table, smirked at me and asked if I minded if Rae Ann danced with him. Being fully aware that he was a vice president, I gave him a small nod, and he extended his hand to Rae Ann. Obviously she knew that Westler had stolen my wife, but in this setting she knew she couldn't be disrespectful to him in any way, and she rose and followed him out to the dance floor.
I watched intently as the pair danced to a fast song before my concentration was broken by someone placing her hand on my shoulder. I looked up to see my ex-wife studying my face.
"How about giving an old friend a turn around the floor while our partners are busy?" she asked sweetly.
"No thanks, Trace. You're my ex-wife for a reason, remember?" I hissed.
"Can't we at least be friends?" she asked.
I looked at her like she had two, maybe three heads.
"I love you too much to ever start liking you. No, we can't be friends," I said.
She looked shocked. Her mouth opened and closed twice, but no words came out before she walked away like she was in a daze. I walked out to the dance floor, tapped Westler on the shoulder and replaced him as Rae Ann's partner. He was smart enough not to hesitate or put up a fuss.
Back at our table, Rae Ann and two other women, Christy and Joanie, seemed to be enjoying themselves at my expense. Christy, a divorcee, was a tall, Mediterranean- looking woman with a solid body, and Joanie, a widow, was a Nordic-looking pixie with tits and ass both about one size too big for her height--if that was possible.
"So, when do we get our chance to date Mr. Perfect?" Christy asked. "By now you've surely sampled Rae Ann and should be looking for other conquests... being a red-blooded single guy."
She batted her eyelashes coquettishly, then cackled in laughter along with the other two.
"Traci always said you were the perfect husband," Joanie continued. "We couldn't believe she just cut you loose... especially for Johann. What went wrong, if you don't mind us asking?"
"Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition, to quote Monty Python," I said.
Rae Ann and Christy got the reference and grinned. Joanie, who was about five years younger than the other two, was clueless, and her face reflected that.
"Still not sure completely, although I have my suspicions. She tells me one day she's not in love with me, then has me served a couple of days later. Two weeks later she's already dating Westler.
"Putting one and one together... somehow, I keep getting three. She tells me she's divorcing me so she's not cheating on me, then starts fucking him and is pregnant before we're even divorced."
"We all warned her about him," Christy said. "They started doing lunches. Then the lunches got... longer. We don't know if they were cheating. But every time she was around him that we could see, there were little touches. She giggled like a schoolgirl when she was with him. It was pathetic. Not so much anymore."
"Familiarity breeds contempt?" I said, quoting the old idiom.
None of the trio responded.
I took Joanie out on the dance floor first, then Christy. We danced a couple of songs apiece, then went back to the table.
"All right, you two. That's all you get with my man. My man. Got that?" Rae Ann remarked pointedly.
I heard the tone in her voice, and I knew the other women caught it, too. Still, I had to do some ball-busting of my own.
"Wait. So does that mean I don't get to sample these two?" I asked in my most innocent tone.
"Not unless you don't have a use for these anymore," Rae Ann said as she covered my genitals with her hand for a quick second.
I am a sucker for a possessive woman. I leaned in on Rae Ann and crushed my lips against hers. She responded by opening her mouth and accepting my tongue as the kiss went from hot to scorching. It went on for some time, until someone cleared her throat.
"Oh, please, you two. Don't make me tell you to get a room. That would be so cliché," Joanie said.
"Don't need to get a room. We both have our own homes," Rae Ann giggled.
I found out later that night from Rae Ann that she had never told Traci about us. I had to ask about that.
"None of that stupid bitch's business," Rae Ann answered. "We are friends, but that doesn't mean I endorse all of my friends' decisions. And her stupidity is my good fortune, unless you're still hung up on her."
"She was my first love, and I guess there will always be a small part of me that will always love her, but she's my past. Are you my future?" I questioned.
She put her hands on both sides of my face. Her eyes were practically glowing. She put her lips to mine.
I proposed two months later. We were married six months after that. Although Rae Ann and Traci were pretty good friends, we didn't invite her to the wedding. She said she understood, when she and Rae Ann talked.
Johann went back to Holland a couple of years later, leaving Traci to raise their daughter alone. At least the prick continued to send money. My daughters kept in touch with Traci and their half-sister, but didn't keep me up-to-date on Traci's life, as I had requested.
The girls told me that their mother asked them several times to try to get me to talk to her, but neither one of them wanted to go there. Rae Ann kept her at arm's length as well, never even inviting her to our house.
Failing all of those machinations, Traci eventually tried me directly.
"We had 23 good years, King," she said. "The least you can do is give me some time to talk to you. I still love you..."
"Yeah, I know. You're just not in love with me anymore. I love you too much to ever start liking you, Traci, so don't expect me to be your friend."
A thank you to Lobo, from 1972.
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The Des Moines Symphony Orchestra sounded like it was in good form as it played Tchaikovsky's "1812 Overture."
Well, good form as far as Roman Blanchard was concerned. As far as he knew, the "1812 Overture" was the theme song to an old 1950s' television series he had seen several times on TV Land, called "The Lone Ranger."
Roman wasn't exactly the usual type of fan to be sitting at a DMSO concert. In fact, he wasn't a fan of what he jokingly called "long-hair" music. He was only there to accompany his gorgeous wife, who received a pair of tickets because her employer--the law firm of Bakehorn, Schermer, Schwartzman--was the evening's main sponsor. It was the kind of thing spouses often do for each other... taking one for the team. Roman sat quietly, sipping his double Maker's Mark on the rocks.
He looked sideways at his wife of 10 years and his heart skipped a beat, not an uncommon happening. At 34, Sylvie Blanchard was just coming into her best years, her husband felt. She was a classic Mediterranean beauty with big brown eyes, olive skin, long and lush dark brown hair and an hourglass figure topped with large, full breasts.
She possessed a sparkly personality and a quick wit, and was well thought of by most people who had the opportunity to get to know her. She seemed to be the rare woman who was as beautiful on the inside as she was on the outside.
She caught her husband looking at her and gave his hand a squeeze. He knew she was enjoying the concert, and he was hoping that would translate into a great night of lovemaking later.
When the concert ended, the 12 ticketholders from BSS met at 801 Chophouse for after dinner drinks, with Grantland Schwartzman, the third of the titular partners, serving as unofficial host. Schwartzman, tall, angular and athletic-looking at 45, was known as a true ladies' man, who always had a beautiful woman on his arm wherever he went. Coincidentally, he was also known as a very good attorney, and carried an air of superiority as if it were his birthright.
Schwartzman had attended the concert with a blonde Amazon goddess who could have been a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model. She sat to his right, and Roman noticed the two empty seats just to his left. Sylvie apparently noticed the seats as well and headed directly for them, the hem of her mid-thigh length little black dress flouncing slightly with the rhythm of her walk. She waited for her husband to seat her in the chair next to Schwartzman, and Roman didn't miss Schwartzman give his wife a blatant once-over with his eyes.
Sylvie was never shy about showing off her lush body, and Roman never had a problem with other men--and women--enjoying the view, but if Roman were truthful with himself, he would have to admit he didn't like the way Schwartzman looked at his wife. He had expressed the opinion to his wife that he didn't trust the attorney as far as he could throw him.
Sylvie grinned when Roman said that, doubting seriously that her 5-9, 165-pound husband could even get the 6-4, 200-pound Schwartzman off the ground.
While almost everyone at the table seemed to be enjoying themselves, Roman sat quiet for the most part, shifting uncomfortably in his only suit. By trade, Roman was a landscaper and landscape designer and spent most of his life wearing jeans, work shirts and work boots. Although far from an ignorant man, most of Roman's conversations at work revolved around horticulture and sports. He didn't care much for the attorney shop talk and didn't care at all for the gossip. Following the advice of his father, since he didn't have anything constructive to say, he kept quiet.
Schwartzman hadn't hidden his disdain for Sylvie's husband during their few previous encounters. He towered over the man physically and in aura and figured he did in intelligence as well.
Most of the table was on their third drinks when Schwartzman looked at Roman and practically sneered, "So, are you going to spend your three days alone in your favorite sports bar next week?"
Roman's head jerked up in shock, his eyes first looking at Schwartzman before settling on his wife. Schwartzman knew he scored with that one, while Sylvie suddenly had to endure a death-glare from her husband.
"Thanks, Grant, for not making that too awkward," Sylvie hissed. "I hadn't gotten around to telling Rome about the trip yet."
"Don't put this on me, babe. Not my problem that you and the little guy don't communicate," Schwartzman said with a wide grin.
Sylvie heard Roman growl when her boss denigrated his height. Two slights within the span of a minute weren't going to help her cause.
When she got out of her head, Sylvie realized her husband was still glaring at her, while Schwartzman's date was giggling like a schoolgirl.
"Little guy, hahaha, little guy," the Amazon muttered.
"Uh... uh... I was going to tell you later tonight," Sylvie said in what was obviously a blatant lie. "Grant and I will be going to Denver for three days next week. Be gone Wednesday through Friday."
"Just you two?" Roman said quietly.
"Yeah," Sylvie said, barely above a whisper.
If looks could kill, Sylvie would have died on the spot. The visual exchange between the pair didn't go past Schwartzman, who looked like the cat who not only ate the canary, but got a side dish of eagle as well.
The moment Sylvie finished her drink, Roman took her hand, rose and bade the rest of the table good-night. Sylvie was surprised and embarrassed, but rose speechless.
"The night is young. Stay awhile longer. I just ordered another round," Schwartzman said, trying to sound innocent.
Roman never said a word in Schwartzman's direction, just squeezed his wife's hand harder and practically dragged her out of the restaurant. She tried to stammer out several farewells but only got as far as incoherent mumbling. She wasn't able to form coherent sentences until Roman's pick-up was several miles down the road.
"You insufferable prick!" she finally screamed. "You embarrassed the hell out of me in front of my friends, co-workers and boss! What the h..."
"Shut the fuck up!" Roman yelled over the top of Sylvie's screams. "You came within inches of being the first woman I've ever hit!
"When were you going to tell me about the trip... on your way out the door Wednesday morning? And I'm guessing you weren't planning on telling me about just you and jackfruit going."
"I told you, I was going to tell you later tonight. And, of course, I would have told you about just him and I going," Sylvie remarked.
"Yeah, I'm believing that," Roman said.
Roman knew that Sylvie was her firm's top paralegal, and as such, had to make several trips each year. While up until tonight he had trusted his wife, he certainly didn't trust Schwartzman's reputation. Tonight's ambush caused him to look hard at the trust he had placed in his wife.
Roman wasn't stupid or blind. He knew his wife was every bit the goddess Schwartzman's Amazon was, but unlike the Amazon, Sylvie also came equipped with a brain, although tonight it certainly didn't seem like that to him.
"What the hell was that shit going on tonight? Little guy? Your little guy? And you sat there like a fucking mute?" Roman accused.
"What did you want me to do? He's my boss..."
"I don't care what you do. Next time he calls me little guy, he's going to be eating my fist all the way to my fucking elbow," Roman said.
"You can't do that! He's my boss!" she bellowed.
"And I'm your fucking husband!"
Sylvie sat in shock. Never in their 10 years of marriage or 12 years together had Roman ever spoken to her with disrespect of that magnitude.
Sylvie knew Roman had a right to be concerned. Although Roman had no way of knowing what was happening in her office, she knew that Grant had started making a move on her, and she hadn't exactly been unreceptive. She felt her boss had been perhaps a nick too obvious tonight, especially when he insulted Roman by calling him the name he had previously only used among their private conversations.
Sylvie truly loved her husband, but Grant's persona and his looks were becoming harder to ignore. She found her pussy lubricating when the two were alone together in the office and Grant started lightly touching her arms, shoulders and back. It was only some harmless flirting, after all, she kept telling herself.
The next two days were uncomfortable in the Blanchard house. Roman was distant and quiet, and Sylvie felt that keeping silent was smarter than saying something that might start an argument. She had expressed her displeasure with Grant over his behavior Saturday night when they both got into their office on Monday morning.
"Don't ever call him little guy again in front of everyone," she hissed. "That could have gotten ugly Saturday night."
"I wouldn't have hurt him too badly," Grant said.
Both chuckled at that. Sylvie grew grim.
"Still, don't make that mistake again. I don't need the scene."
Sylvie got up early to give herself plenty of time for the early Wednesday morning flight to Denver. Roman was barely awake when she gave him a good-bye kiss and headed out the door.
Business went well on Wednesday and the client took Grant and Sylvie out for a nice meal that evening. Sylvie felt Grant looked extremely sharp in his expensive black suit, and she had coordinated with him by wearing a shimmering silver silk dress she knew Grant liked because it pulled tight over her large boobs. She caught him several times during the meal watching her boobs rise and fall as she breathed.
At the end of the evening, Grant took Sylvie's hand in his and walked her to her room, where he gave her a soft kiss on the cheek and left for his own room. He noticed the younger woman was breathing heavily and her skin was flushed when he left.
Thursday night, Grant and Sylvie went out on their own. After a nice dinner, the two hit a club that featured a live band and a dance floor. Sylvie noticed that Grant looked dashing in an Italian-cut navy-blue suit. She felt they made a handsome couple as she wore a tight, short red club dress, something she had only worn once before, as her husband wasn't really a club type of guy. The dress showed a fair amount of her ample breasts and finished up midway down her thighs. She was impressed when Grant didn't drool.
This time when the evening ended, Grant took Sylvie to his room, where he had a bottle of champagne chilling in an ice bucket. He poured for both of them.
A few minutes later, the pair was on a loveseat kissing and groping. Grant was the aggressor, but Sylvie wasn't pushing her boss away. His hands were big and strong as they roamed her body. Her body was responding. She didn't stop him as he slowly removed her dress, bra and panties, before taking off his own clothes. She reached down and with her right hand encircled the first hard dick in a dozen years that that didn't belong to her husband.
Grant was a skilled seducer, and he quickly had two fingers pistoning in and out of Sylvie's dripping snatch while the woman started moaning loudly. She came hard a minute later when he started rubbing his thumb on her engorged clitoris. She moaned into her boss's mouth as she came.
Grant pinched each of Sylvie's long, hard nipples as she finished her orgasm, then cupped her beautiful melons in his big hands. He crawled between her legs as she spread them wide, rubbed his hard dick on her slick lips and then pushed inside. Her loud moan of pleasure almost made him come, so he stopped halfway inside to get better control of himself. Once back in control, he finished pushing himself inside the woman and started a slow, sure rhythm.
Roman continually told his wife she had a body made for fucking, and she demonstrated this to her boss as they gathered speed, fucking back at him with gusto. Several minutes later she shrieked out a second orgasm, pushing Grant over the top with her as he grunted loudly. Grant rolled off to the side when he finished, and they lay together sweaty and panting. Sylvie was in her own little world for several minutes as she came down from her massive climax.
"That was every bit as good as I thought it would be," Grant whispered.
Sylvie smiled brightly and nodded her agreement. Grant placed several kisses on her neck and shoulders, then moved down and eagerly sucked on her nipples. When he moved back up to kiss her, she reached for his semi-flaccid dick and jerked him back to full hardness. Grant lay down on his back and pulled Sylvie on top of him. She slowly impaled herself on his hardness, letting out a groan when Grant's dick nudged her cervix.
Grant was like a kid in a candy store as he played with Sylvie's large breasts while she gleefully bounced on his cock. Every now and then he would lift his upper body off the bed to put a nipple in his mouth and suck on a boob.
Sylvie's moans and groans increased to wails while she continued to bounce. Finally, she threw her head back, her eyes rolled up and she stiffened in a huge climax. Grant kept fucking her hard through the beginning of the orgasm, but slowed his pace as she started to regain her composure. Once she acknowledged to him that she was back, Grant restarted his faster movements, and minutes later he blew his second load into the woman with a roar.
After a quick clean-up with a towel, the pair lay together on the bed, Sylvie's head on Grant's chest and a leg thrown over his. She made cooing noises while he stroked her hair.
The pair made slow, sweet love in the morning before going to the clients for the final meeting. They were on a plane back to Des Moines in the early afternoon, both with big smiles.
Sylvie got home and had dinner on the stove when Roman came in the door. They gave each other a soft kiss on the lips before he headed upstairs to get changed. Sylvie smiled inside, knowing her husband had no idea that she had what she considered the best sex of her life the day before. She felt not the slightest amount of guilt.
Things slowly got back to normal in the Blanchard house. Roman kept a watchful eye for several weeks but didn't see anything out of the ordinary. Knowing her husband as well as she did, Sylvie made very sure that nothing was out of the ordinary, even if in reality that ordinary now saw she and Grant fucking once or twice every week.
Sylvie was very clear with Grant that he was to be cool with her husband at the BSS Christmas party in a few days. He assured her he would be on his best behavior. She just didn't realize that her definition of best behavior was different than his.
Sylvie looked absolutely stunning in the emerald green strapless gown she wore to the Christmas party. She wore a strapless bra that held her large breasts up high and provided everyone a good look at what Grant called "her twin towers."
"Holy shit, that's certainly not subtle," Roman said when Sylvie came downstairs after dressing. "You're not going to win any friends among the women at the party... although I'm not sure how I'm going to keep the guys off you without a baseball bat. You sure you want to wear that?"
As expected, heads turned when Sylvie and Roman walked into the party. To be truthful, not many people realized Roman was even there, once again in his only ill-fitting suit.
Under normal circumstances, Roman would have let Sylvie do her usual mingling while he stayed off to the side and watched, but not when she was dressed as provocatively as she was. He stuck to his wife like a brand-new strip of Velcro, prompting her at one point to tell him he was being overbearing.
"That dress is being overbearing, babe. I'm just here as your protection detail," Roman said.
His wife openly grimaced, but didn't argue.
Several times throughout the evening, Roman caught Grant obviously smirking at him, not looking at his wife. That made Roman even more uncomfortable as the night went on.
A couple of hours into the evening, Sylvie asked her husband to get her another glass of wine, so for one of the few times on the night Roman left her side. The bar area was crowded, and Sylvie knew it would take a while for him to return. Almost as if from nowhere, Grant appeared, took her hand and the two moved off into an unused cloakroom.
Roman knew it was going to be a while before he got back to his wife, but luck prevailed when he saw a second bartender make his way behind the bar. He walked directly over to the new man, becoming the first to be served and saving himself at least 10 minutes. He got Sylvie's wine and a beer for himself and headed back to where he left his wife... except she was no longer there. Roman took a quick look around and noticed Grant was nowhere in sight as well, so he decided it was time to take a tour.
Roman was far from an innocent, and immediately started checking in near-by closets. He heard the sounds of two people making out before he silently opened the door of the cloakroom. He saw exactly what he heard, and from the looks of Grant's hands on his wife's ass and how far down her throat Grant's tongue was, it was obvious this was not the first time the two had been involved.
The two were so intent they never heard Roman walk into the room, nor heard him quietly leave after he talked himself out of wringing both of their necks. He moved off into the main room and watched the door to see their return. Grant walked in a few minutes later, looked around quickly and walked over to his date for the evening. Sylvie followed several minutes later, having obviously touched up her makeup first. Roman watched her for a minute before he approached her with her glass of wine.
"Killer line, babe. Sorry it took me so long," Roman said innocently.
"No problem, sweetie. I was just hanging around talking," she replied.
Roman was amazed at how easily his wife had just lied to his face. It was a lesson he would remember.
A full dinner was served minutes later, complete with speeches from the partners. The band came back after dinner, and couples starting hitting the dance floor. Roman knew his wife would have to do a fair amount of dancing with other men, but he kept close watch on her and would cut in if any of her partners tried for more than two straight dances. She quickly grew weary of her husband's attentions, and let him know it.
"Rome, the guard dog act is getting old," she said the third time her husband cut in on her dancing.
"Not old enough, babe. Not old enough."
Grant danced with Sylvie several times throughout the night, but kept it to just one dance each time, and he always made sure to smirk at Roman after each dance. Roman noticed that several of the firm's secretaries always seemed to pay special attention to the dance floor when Sylvie and Grant were together. Roman might not have had the educational chops of the fancy lawyers, but life had provided him with good lessons. The twittering secretaries fueled his belief that his marriage had a problem.
Sylvie didn't seem to have a care in the world and completely enjoyed her evening without fully picking up on Roman's discomfort. She was more than a little tipsy by the end of the party and started pawing her husband on the ride home, not an unusual occurrence. Despite the fact that he was increasingly angry with his wife, Roman was still a red-blooded man, and was not immune to the wiles of his incredibly sensual wife. The sex that night seemed fantastic to both parties. Sylvie didn't object to Roman being noticeably more physical than usual; in fact, from her standpoint it was just what the doctor ordered.
Roman's boss had been divorced and remarried several years ago, so Roman had a ready resource for help when he got to work Monday morning. With two phone calls, Roman had a divorce lawyer and a private investigator watching his wife.



In just two weeks, Roman had photos and video from four trysts. The investigator was able to determine that Sylvie and Grant had been intimate for several months, maybe going back all the way to their trip to Denver eight months ago.
"Fuck! I love the bitch. I thought she loved me as well!" Roman sniped when the investigator showed him what he collected.
Sylvie was still leaking Grant's cum into her panties when she pulled her car into the garage later that afternoon. She winced when the rising door showed Roman's pick-up was already inside. Roman rarely got home before his wife. She quickly wondered if he was ill. She would have to check on him before heading off to take a shower.
"Babe, are you okay?" she called out when she stepped into the house.
Receiving no answer, Sylvie was about to head upstairs to see if Roman was asleep in their bedroom, when she caught sight of her husband sitting quietly in the formal living room. Roman rarely sat in the room unless there was company in the house, so the sight of him quietly sipping something from a shot glass was more than a little unnerving. When she saw the liquor bottle was sitting directly on the good wood of the cherry drum table without a coaster under it, she started to come unglued.
"Damn, Roman, that's an expensive table. You're going to ruin..."
"I figured since you ruined the marriage, the least I could do was ruin some furniture," Roman interrupted in a voice that was barely above a whisper, yet had the bite of a whip. "I know, it's not a very proportional response, but then, what can you expect from a little man?"
Sylvie's mouth dropped open and she tried to speak, but her voice failed her and she just mumbled several unintelligible syllables.
"Go on, wife, this is the part where you're supposed to say it is just sex and doesn't mean anything," he rasped.
Sylvie sank into the chair opposite Roman. Her training as a paralegal should have served her well in making a quick response, but her brain was suddenly an empty vessel. Tears quickly came to her eyes and ran down her cheeks.
"No! You don't get to do that crying shit!" Roman blurted out. "You don't get to pull on my heart strings with your tears. You cheated! You played the whore for that smarmy bastard!"
Just as quickly as he started to speak, Roman suddenly stopped. He emptied his shot glass and slowly poured himself another.
"I didn't mean for this to happen," Sylvie finally whispered. "I didn't seek him out..."
"But you apparently didn't stop him when he came for you," Roman said.
Sylvie's mind went into overdrive. Although she had never expected to get caught, she long ago had concocted several scenarios of what would happen if she did. She reviewed them quickly and discarded them just as quickly. She didn't know how much her husband knew and therefore needed to say as little as possible to keep the lies to a minimum. She suddenly realized that neither of them had said anything for several minutes.
"I don't love him, Rome," she finally said. "He's just tall, dashing, charming and..."
Good sense pulled her up short and she stopped speaking before she told her husband what a wonderful lover Grant was. She wondered if Roman could tell what she was about to say as his eyes lasered into hers.
"I saw you kiss him at the Christmas party. I knew then something was going on. It took every ounce of restraint not to kill you both right there.
"How long, Syl?" he asked.
Sylvie's face got pale when Roman told her about the Christmas party.
"The first time was on our Denver trip. You know, the one Grant told you about after the concert. He was so smug that night, practically telling you. That was both scary and exciting to me. He just kind of took me. That's the kind of man he is. He takes what he wants. He wanted me, and I wanted him.
"We've... gotten together every week since then."
"Gotten together... how quaint. You've been fucking him every week for nine months! Just say it! Too late to hide it now!" Roman yelled.
Sylvie visibly flinched at Roman's outburst. He caught the movement, and willed himself to calm down. He took another sip of his bourbon.
"Why didn't you show me at least a little respect and ask me for a divorce first instead of cheating on me, Syl?" Roman said. "I'm not an unreasonable man."
Sylvie's eyes got wide when Roman mentioned divorce. Despite everything that had occurred, Sylvie had never once considered that possibility. She didn't want a divorce, and she was absolutely certain that her husband loved her too much to consider that a real possibility. She knew it might take some time... and a lot of groveling by her for the relationship to heal, but divorce certainly wasn't in the cards. Just maybe, she thought quickly, she could even go back to Grant once the dust died down... and they would not make the same mistakes twice.
"I-I don't love him. I just can't resist him," Sylvie practically breathed out in a rush. "He's forceful. He's got presence. He's dynamic. He just takes what he wants, and I love it when I'm what he wants. But that's all about lust. None of it has to do with love, love like you and I share."
"Shared, babe. Past tense," Roman said.
"Rome, please," she cried. "We love each other. Surely we can work on putting us back together."
Sylvie was served divorce papers a week later after she and Grant got back from a long lunch. She was feeling sexy and languid when she was called to the office reception desk, but her mood quickly changed.
"Oh my God! He did it," Sylvie muttered under her breath, but loud enough to be heard by her firm's receptionist.
The receptionist smirked knowingly as Sylvie scampered back to her office. Sylvie's affair with Grant wasn't exactly a secret in the office, despite what the pair thought. The receptionist quickly sent a text to someone.
Roman was notified of the service Friday at 2:54. Sylvie's first phone call rang in at 2:57. He ignored the call. He also ignored the next four calls from Sylvie's phone before she switched to calling from her office phone. He ignored those as well.
Sylvie left her office about an hour later, after spending most of that time crying. She was surprised to see Roman already at the house when she got home. She sighed heavily. She was hoping to have more time before facing the Spanish Inquisition that she knew was coming.
"How could you?" she said quietly to Roman when she walked into the house. "I work with those people. You just held me up to public ridicule."
"Like you didn't hold me up to public ridicule with your affair for the last nine months, slut!" he yelled back with venom. "I thought you loved me."
Sylvie recoiled when Roman yelled. Until recently, her husband rarely raised his voice to her, usually just quietly acquiescing to her on the rare occasions when they were at loggerheads. She often took his reluctance to engage as a lack of intelligence, when perhaps she should have seen it as a sign of reflection and love.
"There no longer is an us," Roman said to a tearful Sylvie. "You trashed our wedding vows, you broke my trust and disrespected me. How can you say you still love me, when all evidence points to the opposite."
"I'm sorry, Rome. I know it sounds trite, but I really do love you. Only you. And believe me, I'm sorry for hurting you," Sylvie cried.
"But unless I'm missing something, you're not sorry for the affair. Are you, babe?"
Sylvie continued sobbing, but remained silent. That was more than enough answer for Roman.
Roman moved out of the house he and Sylvie shared and into a near-by apartment that night. Sylvie was distraught, and called the only person she could think of at that moment. Fifteen minutes later, Grant Schwartzman showed up in the driveway. Roman, watching from his car down the street, said several loud curses and drove off.
Grant was a skilled ladies' man. He comforted Sylvie and held her while she cried. For one of the few times, he never said a cross word about her husband. He said the right words in the right tone. He made no effort to get the woman into bed. After she cried herself out, Grant cuddled her on the sofa until she fell asleep in his arms. He knew his actions on this night would pay dividends in the future.
Although she didn't want a divorce from Roman, Sylvie continued to have sex with Grant once or twice each week. She never saw the contradiction... because she didn't want to see it. She continued to think that her affair with Grant was separate from her marriage to Roman. She refused to sign the divorce papers.
For some reason that she didn't quite understand, Sylvie realized that sex with Grant wasn't quite as thrilling as it was before Roman found out. Grant felt the same, assuming that Sylvie was just too caught up in the divorce to let it hang out in the bedroom. He felt the passion would return soon after the divorce was finalized, and he started to ramp up his verbal attacks on Roman.
Greg Gallagher was considered a good boss by most of his employees. Roman considered him almost like a second father. When he needed an answer about real life, the question went to his boss.
Greg felt bad for his employee and friend and had given him the name of the attorney he used for his divorce. Actually, he gave him the name of the attorney his ex-wife used, because he felt his ex wound up with more than she deserved, thanks to her attorney.
The two were sitting in Greg's office an hour after closing, each with a beer in front of them. Greg was providing helpful advice and an ear for listening.
"Just don't do anything stupid, Rome. I don't want to have to bail you out of jail," Greg said.
"But I still need to get my pound of flesh, Greg," Roman said. "She fucked me, and both of them need to pay a price. I promise I won't do anything stupid, but I'm definitely not going to make this easy on her. Roman the nice guy died a couple of weeks ago along with my marriage."
Sylvie assumed Roman was calling off the divorce three weeks later when he moved back into the house and, in fact, back into the pair's bedroom.
"Up to you, Sylvie," Roman said. "You need to make your choice. It's either him or me. You can't have both of us."
"I love you, Rome, not him, but... he really does it for me. Can't I keep him, too? I mean just for sex sometimes?" she asked.
"I don't work that way, Syl. You of all people should know that. I will give you two weeks to end it with him."
Sylvie went right to the deadline before she acquiesced to her husband. She had sex with Grant four more times in those two weeks. Roman's PI kept him informed of her actions.
"So you called your attorney and got the divorce stopped?" Sylvie asked Roman while the two lay side-by-side after having outstanding sex a couple of weeks later.
"Oh yeah. I need to do that," Roman said off-handedly. "Glad you reminded me."
He leaned forward and kissed his wife hard on the lips, snaking his tongue deeply into her mouth. She returned the kiss fervently, her last thought suddenly forgotten.
The pair had been having sex almost daily since Roman moved back home. Sylvie took the increased sex as a good sign. For his part, Roman figured he was going to get as much of Sylvie's pussy as he could, knowing he was taking it away from Grant.
Several weeks later, Greg called Roman at home in the evening. Sylvie could only hear Roman's side of the conversation, but by watching Roman's face she could determine that he wasn't necessarily happy with what was happening. When he hung up the phone, he explained to his wife that due to a death in the family, Greg wouldn't be able to attend a landscaping seminar in Lansing, MI, but since it was prepaid, he wanted Roman to go in his place. Roman had reluctantly agreed.
Roman didn't feel one bit guilty about lying to Sylvie. The whole ruse was to get Sylvie's mind off the official "freedom" date for Roman and Sylvie's divorce. Instead of attending a landscaping seminar, Roman was going to be spending a week relaxing in Nags Head, NC. He would officially be a divorced man on Thursday of that week.
A rested and tanned Roman got home late Saturday afternoon. Sylvie was confused when she saw Roman's tan.
"Did you spend all your spare time in a tanning bed?" she asked.
"Didn't need to. The beach in Nags Head was great," he responded.
"Nags Head? As in North Carolina? I thought you were in Lansing, Michigan."
"The landscaping seminar was in Lansing, but I was in Nags Head, hanging out and drinking margaritas on the beach, celebrating our divorce. It became official Thursday, by the way," Roman said blandly.
"Wait. I thought you said you were going to stop that," a wide-eyed Sylvie responded.
"I guess I forgot... sort of the way you forgot your wedding vows," Roman said.
"But I love you. You love me. You came back to me. I dropped Grant for you," Sylvie whined.
"And there's the crux of the problem, my ex-wife. There shouldn't have been a Grant to drop," Roman said. "You disrespected me. You broke my trust. And of course, there was the breaking vows thing."
Sylvie started to sob unabashedly.
"I love you, Rome. Please. Things have been great for us since you moved back."
"No, the sex has been great since I moved back, Syl. You are a helluva fuck, and I was going to get as much of you as I could. But if you were paying attention, all we did was fuck. I haven't made love to you in forever. I wanted to get your hopes up so I could break your heart the way you did mine.
"Now if you'll excuse me, I have to go pack."
Two weeks later, Grant was pounding Sylvie doggy for all she was worth in her own bed. He smirked and slapped Sylvie's ass hard with his right hand. She was still a helluva fuck, although if he was honest with himself, it felt like she wasn't quite as into it as she used to be.
"Stupid bastard almost ruined the best piece of ass I'd ever had," Grant thought, smacking her ass with his left hand this time.
While Roman inflicted emotional pain on his ex-wife, he felt the lawyer needed some physical pain for seducing Sylvie... and for being a jag-off in general. Coincidentally, two nights later the lawyer was mugged as he was leaving the apartment of another conquest, one whose body was not quite as lush as Sylvie's, but who was still incredibly hot at 25 years old. One of his testicles was crushed in the scuffle with the mugger.
Police questioned Sylvie on the jealousy angle but felt they didn't have enough evidence to charge her. She immediately called Roman when she was released by the police.
"I know you did it, you piece of shit!" she wailed at him over the phone.
She didn't have to tell Roman who was calling, knowing he would recognize her voice instantly.
"Good afternoon, Syl," he answered. "Lovely day. Yes, I'm doing okay.
"Now I'm assuming there's some reason you called."
Roman could practically hear Sylvie's teeth grinding as he dispensed with the niceties. He knew exactly why she was calling, and was enjoying her discomfort.
"Until you pulled that bullshit with me, I never would have thought you were a vengeful bastard. I guess I didn't give you enough credit. You certainly showed me you could be an Alpha dickhead. But did you have to hurt him that badly?" she said.
"I have no idea what you are talking about, my dear," Roman said. "Who is it that I've supposedly hurt?"
Sylvie couldn't believe how calm Roman was. When had he become this devious? She realized she was starting to get turned on.
"When did you find out he was screwing our new staff intern? I didn't even know that, but I put two and two together when he was attacked outside of her apartment complex. That makes me look even more pathetic. That said, I guess maybe I should thank you," Sylvie remarked.
"Well, I'd say you're welcome if I knew what you were talking about," Roman replied.
"Okay, I get it. You can't say anything. But still, thank you. I know you still love me," Sylvie said.
Roman let the silence hang in the air for about five seconds.
"You can think whatever you want, Syl, but my love for you died a long time ago. I actually hated you for a while, too, but then I realized I was giving you too much power over me. Now I just feel indifferent."
"I'm so sorry, Rome. You will never know how sorry I am," she claimed.
"You're right, Syl, I will never know, because I just don't care."
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"Fuck me... Fuck me good."
"Oh yeah. Oh yeah."
"Unnnh... Unnnh... Unnnh."
"Rrr... rrr... aarrgghh!"
The extreme tingle the man felt in his groin as he released blast after blast of cum into the small woman underneath him quickly morphed into a searing pain in his chest. He screamed as confusion reigned supreme inside his brain. A 6-3, 245-pound hulk of a man was supposed to be 10-feet tall and bulletproof, not in terrible pain, he thought, his last thought as he collapsed dead on the woman.
"Hey, that hurt, you big idiot!" she yelled as she tried to get him to move.
"That wasn't funny, Fred, and you lasted like maybe 10 minutes.
"Fred? Freeeeeedddd!"
Penelope Mattern's lover, 29-year-old Fred Desmond, lay lifeless, heavy on her body, one of her arms trapped underneath him. She tried mightily to wriggle out from under his bulk, but he was too big for her, especially since he was literally dead weight.
She tried to reach with her free arm for her cellphone, but her reach was too short to get the device. She started to sob from both fear and frustration. It was obvious to her that today was not going to end well.
Three hours later, much of Penny's body was half-numb when she heard the home's back door open and her children enter. She called down to them to call 9-1-1 and not come up to the second floor.
"Should we call Dad, too?" her 15-year-old daughter questioned.
"No! NO!" Penny yelled back quickly. "Just call 9-1-1 and wait for them downstairs."
Paramedics got to the house five minutes later. After checking to make sure the children were okay, they headed up the stairs to find Penny and her dead lover. Penny looked guiltier than a child caught with his hand in the proverbial cookie jar. The paramedics exchanged quick smirks with each other, Penny noticed.
"You probably don't believe this, but this isn't the first time we've seen this, ma'am," said the older of the two paramedics. "Apparently situations like this are very stressful, and heart attacks have been known to happen."
"Yeah, but he was only 29," Penny said barely above a whisper.
"Then the autopsy should tell the coroner something interesting," the younger paramedic said.
Both paramedics gasped when they turned the body over. Fred Desmond was the handsome evening news anchor at the Lansing, MI, CBS affiliate. His star was rising rapidly, and it was known in some circles that he was going to move up to a major-market anchor chair in the near future.
After the paramedics got the dead man on a gurney and covered, they checked over Penny, since she had been lying underneath the man's weight for more than two hours. She seemed to be in good condition physically, although they encouraged her to see a mental health specialist.
"Lying under a dead body is the least of my problems," she said shamefacedly.
Penny had barely put on a fluffy bathrobe when her husband, Dan, burst into the room, panting from having rushed up the stairs.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" he yelled at his wife as she backpedaled away from him.
Both paramedics stood in front of the woman.
"Uh, Mr. Mattern, this might not be the best time and place to do this. Your kids are right downstairs," said the older paramedic.
Dan rolled his eyes. His breathing was erratic, and the two paramedics knew it was not from running up the stairs.
"In our own bed, Penny? Can this get any worse?"
"Look, Mr. Mattern, we can have the police here in a few minutes if we feel your wife needs protection from you," the older paramedic said.
"I'm not going to hit her, although Lord knows she deserves it," Dan said.
Both paramedics nodded agreement. Penny caught the nods.
"Did the kids call you?" Penny asked as the paramedics carried the dead body out of the house.
"No. I've spoken to them and you told them not to call me. Great. Perfect. Asking the kids to cover for you. You suck, you know that?
"No, Janet from down the block called me from work when the ambulance got here," Dan said. "I imagine the whole neighborhood already knows what went down."
Because the call went out over the police scanner, every news organization in Lansing knew about Fred Desmond's death within a half-hour. There was debate in those newsrooms about whether to downplay the death as a professional courtesy or to play up the death because of Desmond's prominence in the Lansing community.
Larry Richards recognized the address of the paramedic call immediately when he was told about Fred Desmond's death. It was the home address of his lover, Penny Mattern. He knew immediately what that meant. He was shocked and hurt. He and Penny had been having an affair for slightly over a year. He didn't hesitate to text the woman, "WTF?"
Penny saw the message pop up on her phone, but she had more important things to worry about at that moment.
Larry had been the anchor at Lansing's NBC affiliate for six years. He was well-respected in the community, although he didn't have the juice behind his career that his CBS rival had. He most certainly enjoyed fucking Penny, and was shocked and enraged that she had apparently been doing his rival as well.
Larry knew the station's news crew would be debating how to handle Desmond's death. He called over to the news editor and voiced his opinion: go after the story hard. The news editor was the only person at the station who knew Larry was fucking Penny Mattern. He was not surprised at Larry's opinion. He agreed with it. Those fuckers at CBS were going to be held up to big ridicule. The fact that they had better ratings than his crew was only a part of his decision. Yeah, right, he admitted to himself.
Penny herself had some prominence in the Lansing community, being the executive director of the city's highly-respected arts guild. Two prominent individuals in the community was a no-brainer as far as news coverage was concerned, the news editor noted to himself.
"Get your ass dressed, get downstairs and figure out some way to explain to our children what happened and they're going to be spending the next few days with your parents," Dan said. "Don't be too graphic, but don't try to minimize your mistake. The kids are old enough to understand that you fucked up big time. I'll be listening.
"Call your parents and tell them next. And you might as well tell them the unvarnished truth, because it's going to be on the evening news tonight, I'm guessing."
Penny's green eyes got wide as silver dollars. She hadn't considered the news angle to this story.
In Dan's presence, Penny explained to the couple's children that she had been unfaithful to their father... in the couple's own bed earlier in the day. The man she cheated with was popular news anchor Fred Desmond, and for some unknown reason Desmond had died while they were having sex.
"You mean you killed him with sex, Mom?" the couple's daughter, Ellie, asked in all sincerity. "Wow."
Penny blushed profusely. Dan grimaced and walked into the family room.
Dan waited until Penny and the kids left for her parents' house. He figured in 40 minutes for the round trip, plus another 20 minutes for some discussion with her parents would give him an hour to get some important things done, like lining up a good attorney and separating finances. In his mind, divorce was a given.
Everybody knows somebody who has been divorced. Dan actually knew several, one of whom was a good friend at the national telecommunications firm at which Dan worked. He made that call, among several.
Penny was back about 90 minutes later, looking like someone had punched her in the stomach numerous times. Dan guessed that the discussion with Penny's parents didn't go well. He knew the Fitzmorrises were conservative people and were probably more than a little upset with their daughter's infidelity and how it was about to become public.
Penny flopped down on the sofa opposite's Dan's La-Z-Boy. Upon closer look, he could see she had been crying heavily.
"That went about as well as could be expected, if I expected a shit sandwich served on fire," she moaned. "I suppose I deserved that."
Dan looked impassively at his wife. She took that as her cue to continue.
"I'm sorry, Dan. I'm really sorry," she said. "I'm sorry for the cheating, sorry for hurting you and sorry for blowing up our family in the most public way possible. You have to know that going public was never in my plans... NEVER. I have no idea what happened today. He was only 29."
Penny started sobbing into her hands. Dan never moved from his chair. She cried for several minutes before looking up and seeing blanks in Dan's eyes. It was a look she had never seen from her loving husband before.
"How long was it going on before you fucked him to death?" Dan said calmly.
Penny harrumphed.
"I did not fuck him to death!" she said harshly. "I guess we've been together for about three months."
"Been together. That's a great term. Makes it sound almost loving. Makes it sound so innocent. I still prefer fucking. It says exactly what it means," Dan said.
"He interviewed me for a story," she added. "We flirted, both of us. He was a big, handsome guy, a former college football player who kept himself in shape. We met for a few lunches, and one thing led to another. H-he was very good in bed."
"Good to know," Dan responded. "Did you always fuck him in our bed?"
She dropped her eyes.
"I suppose you know he was married and had two young kids. These will be wonderful memories you and he have left for them," Dan rasped.
"I don't want a divorce, Dan. Please. I'll do whatever you want. Counseling if you want. Please," she whined.
"And I care about what you want; why?" Dan snarked. "You had a three-month affair with that prick. You fucked him in our bed. He died in our bed! That's probably going to be all over the news tonight. Damn, woman! The kids and I will be getting ridiculed forever because you couldn't keep your damn legs closed."
Fred Desmond's death from an apparent heart attack while in bed with a woman not his wife led the news on three of the four main television stations in Lansing. Desmond's own station just made note of the fact that the 29-year-old died from an apparent heart attack.
Dan moved into the guest room that night. He would never sleep in that bed again.
Penny was fired from her job because of the negative publicity surrounding her affair with Desmond and his subsequent death. She knew the board had no other options if they wanted to keep their funding.
In addition, her longtime lover, Larry Richards, called her to end their relationship, calling her every invective he could think of to impugn her integrity, among other things.
"You goddamn slut! How many other guys were fucking your skank-ass pussy! We're done, bitch!" was just one of the things he said during the five-minute call.
Penny didn't say too much during the call.
She was served the next week at her job. Dan had asked for full custody of his children, and had written requests from them to stay with their father. He told the judge that while he could afford to pay the mortgage on the house, he and his children would be moving in the future, due to what he anticipated would be an overwhelming negative reaction from the public.
Penny seemed despondent when she got home that night, but neither her husband nor her children tried to cheer her. They had been getting ridiculed every day since the news broadcast of Desmond's death.
With everything going on in her life, Penny didn't pay too much attention to the fact that she missed her next period. By the next time it happened, she was also experiencing nausea and knew she was pregnant. A home test confirmed it.
"Do you really hate me that much, God?" she said out loud to herself in the confines of the bathroom.
She waited until the family was eating dinner before she told them about her pregnancy. She cringed when Dan choked on the food in his mouth when she made her announcement. She knew he was thinking that the baby could be his, and he would probably have to stay married to her if that was the case. She would consider that a windfall, but Dan certainly would not.
"I don't believe for a minute that child's mine. We'll get the DNA test next month," Dan said as Penny's hopeful expression disappeared.
"Y-you don't trust me?" she asked incredulously.
"Have you shown me I can trust you any time recently?" he dished back.
Fred Desmond's widow was not happy when Dan Mattern's attorney called requesting some DNA from her late husband to match against the baby Penny was carrying. The attorney explained to Mrs. Desmond that if the child was indeed Fred's, his estate would have to pay something for child support. Dan Mattern was adamant that he would not pay support for another man's child. Maggie Desmond totally understood where Dan was coming from, but she still didn't have to be happy about that.
"Stupid fucking bitch!" she thought to herself.
The testing was done at the three-month mark. Much to everyone's surprise, neither Dan nor the late Fred was a DNA match.
"Really, Penny?" Dan screamed at her when the test results came back. "How many guys were you cheating on me with, you slut?"
Penny's attorney had to get a subpoena before Larry Richards would give what turned out to be the matching sample of his DNA. Needless to say, Mrs. Larry Richards was not exactly overjoyed to find out her husband was fucking Lansing's number one slut, and would be paying for the privilege for the next 18 years or so.
Penny's pregnancy by Larry made Dan's request for being the custodial parent of his two kids a slam dunk.
"I know I've sort of asked this before, but how long was this affair going on, Penny?" Dan asked one evening while the two were working out some details of splitting assets.
On cue, Penny blushed and apologized again.
"What else is new?" Dan thought to himself.
"Larry and I were... lovers for over a year. We would get together once or twice every two weeks or so. You know, since I only worked part time, it was always fairly easy to get away during the day. You worked all day long and you always trusted me, completely... I so abused your trust, Dan. I'm so sorry," Penny said.
"But not sorry enough to stop, or not take on a second lover. Geez, Penny, two lovers. Am I that bad in bed that you had to take on two?" Dan said.
Penny could see the pain in Dan's eyes. She was well aware that she was the cause of that.
"You're a great lover, Dan," she responded. "This had nothing to do with you, and everything to do with me... my weakness. I found Larry engaging, and that led to my sleeping with him. And, honestly, the sex was very good. But it was just... recreational, fun. It had nothing to do with love. And in my mind, I was able to separate it from what you and I had. After the first few times, I stopped feeling guilty, because I never took anything from you. I was always there for you, whenever you wanted..."
"Does that mean you gave me sloppy seconds sometimes?" Dan blurted out, suddenly feeling queasy.
Penny hesitated and looked away. She didn't have to answer. Dan jumped up from his chair, ran into the bathroom and threw up violently. Penny followed him, stopping in the doorway.
"Does that mean that sometimes I ate cum out of your pussy?" he said in between heaves.
"Maybe... a little," Penny rasped. "But I always cleaned myself up as good as I could before you came home, and I never forced anything on you. It was always when you were insistent. I told you I never turned you down."
Dan heaved again into the stool. When she was pretty sure he was done, Penny handed him a wet washcloth.
As he cleaned himself up, Dan wondered how his life could have veered so far to this current course. He met Penny at a party at Michigan State when both were juniors. She was a munchkin of a girl with small, pert boobs, long blond hair and vibrant green eyes. He was a tall, thin math geek who had curly brown hair and an easy smile. Both had a modicum of sexual experience before meeting.
One date eventually turned into a marriage. The pair was compatible in every way, especially sexually. Especially before the children were born, nothing seemed to be off the table sexually for them. Penny seemed to have a large sexual appetite, and Dan made it his mission in life to try to give her everything she wanted.
Sex slowed down and got tamer as the marriage progressed and the kids grew. To keep things "fun" though, the pair made sure to have a special date night once every month.
Dan thought hard about his marriage for the past couple of years. Did he miss Penny indicating that she needed more sex? Could she truly love him, yet engage in not one, but two affairs? How could she think of that as acceptable, separate from their marriage? It was a lot to think about, but it wouldn't change anything. An 18-year marriage had become another statistic.
Dan's children completely understood their father's desire to move to another town. Their fellow classmates were pretty brutal in their comments in the final weeks before the school year ended. Social media sites were also unkind, and had given their mother the unflattering, but maybe accurate, nickname of "Sexkiller MILF."
Although his children protested, Dan had them take several sessions with a psychologist that his attorney recommended. For different reasons, both of his children liked the 30-something Dr. Charlotte Puhakka.
"She's pretty cool for a type of shrink," his daughter commented.
"And she's not too bad to look at either, Dad," his now-teenaged son opined while waggling his eyebrows.
"I'm paying good money for you to talk to her, not drool over her," Dan said to his son.
Dan had just dropped off his kids for their first session, so he didn't actually meet Dr. Puhakka until their second session. He had to admit his son was a good judge of beauty. Dr. Puhakka seemed to be of Scandinavian descent with her long blonde hair, deep blue eyes, alabaster skin and long legs. Thor himself would have liked the looks of the good doctor, Dan thought.
Dan and the psychologist had their own meeting for a few minutes after the session with the children. He agreed with her assessment that he, too, could use several sessions. He knew he had severe trust issues, and wasn't sure if he could ever overcome them.
Dan attended 12 sessions, the same number as his kids. He hoped that the resiliency of youth would enable his children to overcome any problems they had much faster than he would get past his. He expressed that thought to the psychologist, who told him he could continue to see her as he thought he needed.
"But then we won't be able to date if I'm a patient of yours," he said with a smirk.
"While that would be true, you are making quite an assumption," the doctor said, her manner not unfriendly.
Dan didn't rush into the dating scene, not with Dr. Puhakka or anybody else, despite the fact that several women acquaintances let him know of their interest.
Even with alimony from Dan, half of the couple's assets, her half of the proceeds from the sale of the house and child support, Penny needed to find at least a part-time job after the birth of her second son to be able to support herself. She, too, moved out of town, but she made sure to stay out of the town in which the rest of her family was now living. She also took back her maiden name and started using her full formal name, going by the moniker of Penelope Rhoads.
She was proud of the fact that she had kept her weight down during the pregnancy and was soon back to her pre-pregnancy weight. Still, she also didn't hit the dating scene although she had plenty of chances. Some came from men who recognized her as Sexkiller MILF despite the fact that she colored her hair brunette, and told her they would be up for the challenge of a roll in the hay with her. She broke into tears the first time it happened and ran away from the man the second time.



At least no one at her new place of employment seemed to recognize her as Sexkiller MILF. If they did, they were polite enough to keep it to themselves.
Being a 43-year-old single woman with a newborn and a part-time job also left little time in her day for a social life. She tried to keep up with Ellie and Robbie, and slowly she rebuilt her relationship with her parents, who decided they would not punish their third grandchild for the sins of his mother.
Dr. Charlotte Puhakka was surprised to see that Dan Mattern was calling her. She hadn't spoken to the man in more than six months, the day his sessions with her as a patient had ended. He had indicated an interest in seeing her on a personal basis, but had not followed up. She assumed he had found a different partner.
"Hello, Dan. I thought maybe you lost my number," she said breezily, giving him the opening.
"No... I was just giving us both some time to get past the doctor/patient thing... and also to show you that this isn't some kind of rebound thing," Dan said.
Charlotte smiled to herself. It was not uncommon for patients of both sexes to get attached to their therapists, particularly male patients, but Dan appeared to be different. Charlotte was very pleased, because after listening to him during therapy, she considered Dan to be someone she would have like to have gotten to know better. It also didn't hurt that she found him to be handsome and sexually appealing.
Dan was pleasantly surprised when he picked up Charlotte for their date the next Friday. She had always been dressed professionally when he had seen her before, but for the date she was dressed way more casually... and much more sexy, with a mid-thigh jean skirt, tight white crop top that showed a couple of inches of toned stomach and three-inch heeled sandals. He failed miserably at playing it cool as he blatantly eyed the woman up and down when she met him at the door.
"I take it I'm dressed okay then," she said breezily as she walked past him toward his car.
"Umm... yeah," Dan replied as he moved to catch up to her to open and hold the car door.
"Ooh. Old school. Manners. I like that," she purred.
"Then you can thank my mother when you meet her someday," he said.
Charlotte smiled to herself. She had been out on enough dates to appreciate the little touches that most men no longer did, like opening doors.
The restaurant was a top-notch barbecue place that featured offerings from a local distillery as well. Charlotte felt a little silly when the waitress offered her a large bib, but decided to accept it when she looked around and noticed many of the patrons wearing the accessory, and having barbecue sauce on them. Dan accepted his gratefully.
After finding out that Charlotte did imbibe in alcoholic beverages, Dan ordered both of them a sampler selection of whiskey as well as a glass of ice water. After cautioning his date to sip her whiskey, Dan explained what type of whiskey each shot glass contained, and some of the tasting notes of each beverage. She admitted she was impressed with his knowledge of the spirits, as well as how well each of the samples paired with the barbecue.
"You're a liquor snob, then," she said brightly so he knew she was kidding. "You're like a liquor sommelier."
"Guilty as charged," he responded. "Penny... was more of a wine person. I am a distilled spirits kind of guy."
He hesitated and winced when he mentioned his former wife, especially to his former therapist.
"Don't do that. Don't worry about mentioning her," Charlotte said calmly. "She was a big part of your life for 20 years. It's natural for her to be in your memories. Don't try to hold those memories back, or feel guilty when they do come out. That will fade as time goes on... and you make new memories with new people."
"Damn, I didn't think we'd be on the clock tonight," he joked.
"We're not," she said as she slapped his arm playfully.
When the meal was done, Charlotte noted that she had several blobs of barbecue sauce on her bib.
"That really saved this blouse," she said as she removed the bib. "It would have been embarrassing to have walked around the rest of the evening with barbecue sauce on my top."
"I would have volunteered to lick the blouse clean for you. Remember, my mother taught me manners," Dan chuckled.
"Ah, Mr. Chivalry," Charlotte said as Dan waggled his eyebrows.
Dan had told Charlotte that they would go to a club with music after dinner. After the barbecue restaurant, she assumed the club would be country western, so she was surprised when they pulled up to a club known for jazz.
"Jazz? Huh. I would have bet country. I figured we were going to be line dancing the night away," she said.
Dan chuckled again and shook his head.
"No country, no hip-hop, no gospel. Screaming guitars are always good. Blues good. Jazz good. I'm a man with definite tastes," he said.
"Do I fit into your 'definite tastes?'" Charlotte asked, making air quotes as she spoke.
"Most certainly," he answered.
Dan got a chaste kiss at the end of the evening. He was surprised when he got home and both of his children were waiting for him in the apartment's kitchen.
"Good date, Dad?" Ellie asked with a big grin.
"Did you keep your hands to yourself and act like a gentleman?" Bobby asked with a matching grin.
"Give me a break here, guys. This is the first date I've had in... more than 20 years. God, I'm out of practice," Dan said.
Both kids grinned at each other, then at their father.
"I'm not going to help you, Dad. You're on your own here," Ellie giggled. "But we do approve of your date. We both think Dr. Puhakka's great."
"Don't screw this up, Dad," Bobby said seriously.
Dan and Charlotte were finishing their fourth date in two months, drinking coffee with shots of Bailey's Irish Cream in Charlotte's living room when she got a serious look on her face.
"Dan, don't you want to date another woman or two, if for no other reason than comparison sake. I think you might be too fixated on me, and might miss out on someone you might really like," Charlotte said.
"What if I found someone I really like?" he replied. "And I am definitely fixated on you."
Charlotte blushed and smiled. She took the coffee out of Dan's hand, pulled him to his feet and kissed him passionately. He kissed her back just as passionately. She led him upstairs to her bedroom.
When they got to her bedroom, Charlotte kissed Dan hard while backing him up to the bed and finally pushing him down. As she started to remove his clothes, he reached up and ran his hands down the front of her blouse, eliciting a long moan. He removed her clothes as quickly as she had done his. He then pulled her body to him, causing them both to topple onto the bed.
Dan had a moment of hesitation as he realized he hadn't made love to a woman in more than a year. That was quickly forgotten as Charlotte ran her tongue into his mouth on a searing kiss. He responded back heartily and slid down her body to her erect pink nipples, licking and sucking with great enthusiasm. He slowly slid two, then three fingers into her dripping pussy before moving them up and rubbing her throbbing clitoris.
Charlotte's brain went into overload as her vision blinked on and off, explosions started in her ears and her pussy rippled like someone put a hot electric line inside of her. When she came back to earth, she realized someone... no, she was screaming. She stopped once she remembered how.
Hearing the woman shrieking sent Dan into overdrive with his tongue, lips and fingers. God, he had missed this more than he knew. He didn't know when the screaming stopped, but he was suddenly aware of the silence in the room as the woman's body stopped writhing. He heard her breathing, but when he peered up her eyes were closed. He couldn't tell if she was passed out or resting.
"Char... You okay, babe?" he whispered.
Getting no answer, he tried again. He waited a few seconds before he heard her stir.
"Wh-what was that?" she asked shakily.
"You okay?"
"Pretty sure. That was amazing! Can we do that some more?"
"Oh yeah!" he enthused as he went back to tonguing her pussy.
The writhing and yelling restarted and continued for another 10 minutes, during which the woman had three more big orgasms, although she didn't pass out again.
"Stop. Stop. Stop. Too sensitive," she rasped. "Take me now... please."
"Since you asked politely," he snickered.
Dan climbed up the bed, kissed the woman hard, lined up his dick with her opening and slowly, lovingly pushed inside. She was wet and incredibly hot. For a brief moment, he tried to remember when Penny was this hot for him. He hesitated for a second as he realized what he was thinking, cleared his mind and went back to concentrating on Charlotte. He vowed to himself that he wouldn't make that mistake again.
Charlotte wrapped her legs around Dan's thighs as the pair found a rhythm and enjoyed each other's bodies. He felt the woman climax twice more before he felt his own inevitable finish rising up in his groin.
Dan shifted the pair to their sides but they stay entwined long after Dan finished. They kissed, giggled and talked softly for several minutes.
"Remember when I asked if you didn't want to date other women? Forget that. You're mine. Dibs," Charlotte said.
Dan's children joined the pair for their next outing, a day playing putt-putt golf and racing go-karts before dinner at a Mexican restaurant. Ellie, Bobby and Charlotte hit it off instantly. Dan spent a lot of time grinning while listening to the conversation.
The 10-year difference in age between Dan and Charlotte wasn't even talked about as the pair made wedding plans a year later, until the discussion got around to children. Dan related that he thought he was too old for another family, but Charlotte wanted at least two children from her husband. They compromised... on two children. Happy wife, happy life, Dan thought to himself.
Dan and Charlotte were sitting in the waiting room of their pediatrician with their 1-year-old daughter, waiting for the child's first annual exam, when a familiar face walked out of the office followed by a young boy.
"Oh... Dan. Hey," uttered a surprised Penny. She looked over at Charlotte and the baby.
"Hi, Penny. Been a long time. Is that your little guy?"
The last time Dan and Penny were in the same room together was four years before at the signing of their divorce decree. He noticed that she was still a good-looking woman despite some new lines on her face and about 20 extra pounds.
Penny noticed that Dan's hair was now speckled with gray, but he still looked to be about the same weight and didn't appear to have aged a day. Maybe it had something to do with the smile on his face, which appeared to be natural and not forced. She wondered if the pretty blonde woman holding the baby was the reason for that smile and in general for his youthful visage.
"This is my son, Will. He's five now," Penny said.
"And this is Genevieve, our daughter," Dan said. "Penny, this is my wife, Charlotte. Char, this is my ex-wife, Penny."
The two women were looking each other over. Penny was still trying to get over the fact that Dan had another child when she concluded that Charlotte was probably 10 years younger than she and Dan. Charlotte stood and offered her hand. Penny hesitated before taking the offered hand.
"Very nice to finally meet you. The kids speak very highly of you," Penny said.
Charlotte just nodded. Dan knew his wife was a gracious woman, but she wouldn't lie by telling his ex-wife the same thing... because it wasn't true. At least in her presence, the only thing Ellie and Bobby ever said about Penny was about her health. Dan had told his children that while he had no problem with them still loving their mother, he didn't want to talk about her ever again. Both children understood and respected his request.
"She looks just like Bobby as a baby," Penny said as she looked down at the baby. "Bobby seems to be a very protective big brother."
"He's turned into quite the young man," Dan said. "Ellie's quite the young woman."
"They seem to be, for the little bit I see of them these days," she said.
She noticed Dan's look and quickly added, "I'm not blaming them for not visiting more often. I know they're busy. I'd still like to see them more. I am their mother."
Charlotte dropped her eyes, hoping the other woman wouldn't notice. She wasn't about to tell Penny that both Ellie and Bobby had been calling her 'Mom' for the last two years.
Dan felt like he needed to say something... anything to break the awkwardness.
"I hope this is just a check-up. I hope everything is good with you and... your son," he said.
Penny caught the hesitation when it came to her son's name. Surely Ellie and Bobby had to say something about Will from time to time, and surely Dan just forgot, she hoped to herself.
Dan caught her eyes cloud over and felt guilty. Honesty being the best policy...
"The kids and I don't talk about you at all," Dan admitted. "You are their mother and I'm glad they have you in their lives at whatever level they want, but the deal is we don't talk about you at home... next to never. You broke my heart, and I felt I needed a clean break from you. The kids totally get it. I don't know anything about your life since we split."
"Wow," Penny half-whispered. "We had 18 good years together. You can just shut me out of your life like our marriage never happened... like an annulment. That's cold."
"You did what you did. Now I do what I need to do to live my life. I've moved on. I live in the present, not the past," Dan said. "So like I said, I hope everything is good for you."
Penny staggered back a step as if Dan had punched her when he answered. It was one thing to be hated; it was something completely different to be marginalized.
"Yeah, sort of, mostly," she finally answered. "I work part-time at a library. Will attends kindergarten. Occasionally I go out on a date. Not too many men want to seriously date a 40-something with a little kid.
"I know... my fault."
"I didn't mean for you to go there," Dan said, wincing visibly.
"Well, I guess that's my cue to go," Penny said. "It was nice to meet you, Charlotte. Take good care of him. He's a good man. I forgot that once... and look where that got me."
Penny took her son's hand and left the waiting room. Dan smiled self-consciously at his wife.
"I know. You don't have to say anything. Her fucking up led her to this moment. Not my problem. I won't lose a minute's sleep over her," Dan said.
"You know I'm not your therapist 24-7," Charlotte answered. "Sometimes I'm just your wife; the mother of your baby. Now give me a kiss and stop analyzing me. Just love me."
"I can do that," he said.
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It was just another day in my shitty life. Went to work. Went home. Ate a cardboard frozen pizza and drank a beer. All because my ex-wife couldn't keep her legs closed.
I didn't invite the snake into my personal Garden of Eden, but I most certainly welcomed it in once it was there.
I am a man... just a stupid, innocent man. I fell for a pretty face. Shit, I practically gave my wife to her. I never saw it coming.
I saw the moving men unloading the truck and was pleased that the empty home next to ours had finally sold. It was very depressing to continually see the darkened empty home next door, especially since the previous owners, the Robertsons, were such a lively family. They had three teenage children and the whole family was active. Other families' children just gravitated to the house, and there was always a lot of noise and laughter coming from the place.
Both my wife and I occasionally peeked out our side windows and watch the furniture get moved in. We watched as a tall, attractive, 30-something woman directed the move. It quickly became apparent that she was a singleton, with no family at all besides herself.
My wife waited two days before approaching the new neighbor with a bottle of white wine and fresh, homemade cinnamon roles. She returned about two hours later, slightly buzzed, with an empty plate. At the time, I could tell she was already in love with Shellane Murphy. Looking back on things with the benefit of time, I was probably on the money, although I hadn't a clue how on target I was.
"Oh my God, Max, she's so beautiful and sexy and smart. You're going to love her when you meet her... just don't love her too much," Astrid giggled.
"That could never happen, babe," I answered. "You know I'm a one-woman man."
"That's my good... Saint Bernard. Loyal and trustworthy," Astrid said.
I went and introduced myself to Shellane two days later when I saw her about to mow her yard. I was also about to mow as well, but before I did I walked over, stuck out my big meaty hand and welcomed her to the neighborhood.
She took my outstretched paw and gave it a solid grip. I was impressed. I was also impressed with her look. I guessed her to be late 30s, like Astrid and myself, and she was probably about 5-8, 125 well-proportioned pounds. She had shoulder-length red hair, radiant green eyes and an hourglass figure topped with large breasts.
I wondered to myself how long it would take before the single guys in the neighborhood would be beating a path to her door.
I went back home and mowed the yard. After I finished, I grabbed a cold beer and went out to the front porch to relax. Astrid was sitting on our porch swing, reading one of her Clive Cussler novels. The woman is an absolute Cussler freak.
"I met the new neighbor before I mowed. She is really an attractive woman. Wonder who's going to be the first guy in the neighborhood to ask her for a date," I said.
When I didn't get an immediate answer, I glanced over at my wife, who seemed to be flushing red. Her brow was furrowed and she had a look on her face I couldn't read.
"None of those jokers are good enough for her!" Astrid snapped.
I was surprised at her vehemence. I didn't think my comment was going to be a fire starter. I figured discretion truly was the better part of valor and didn't respond, sucking down some beer instead.
I work construction and help coach my daughter's AAU soccer team in the summer. MaryJane, MJ for short, has her mother's looks but my body type, being tall for her age and wide across her shoulders. She's also got my take no shit from anybody attitude, which occasionally gets her in trouble. Since she inherited that from me, I know how to put the brakes on her when I have to, which has saved both of us several times as she was growing up. Astrid has always been quick to criticize me when MJ gets too full of herself.
"Damn, Maxwell, she gets that attitude from you. You need to contain her now before she gets going down the wrong road," Astrid has said at least a dozen times in the last few years.
In addition to the tone in her voice, I can always tell when Astrid is pissed at me because she calls me by my full given name. She picked up that from my mother, who has been doing that to me for all of my 38 years. Astrid and my mom are thick as thieves, and there are times where I'm pretty sure my mother loves her more than me. The one thing I'm sure of is that I don't want to get the two of them mad at me at the same time.
Astrid and Shellane grew closer as friends the longer Shellane lived next door. Whether they were at our house or Shellane's, it seemed like they were almost constantly together when they weren't working. I didn't have any problem with their friendship, because Shellane was very friendly to me as well and was certainly easy on the eyes. She was the de facto fourth member of our family.
It was about a year after Shellane moved next door that I got my first feeling that something wasn't quite right in my marriage. I golfed once a month with three friends, and was gone from the house from about six in the morning until about three as we would eat lunch at the club and have a few beers after hitting the little white ball around the course.
When I got back to the house, Astrid wasn't home, which wasn't a big deal, except I noticed that the laundry hadn't been done and Astrid hadn't done her usual shopping. Since her car was home, I figured she and Shellane were doing something and time must have gotten away from her. Not a big deal, except for her reaction to me when she walked in the door about 30 minutes later. Silly me, I was just making conversation.
"Busy day? You and Shellane have a good time?" I asked innocently.
"You checking up on me?" she snapped back at me. "Since when do I have to account for my time to you?"
She never made eye contact with me during this little exchange, and then turned on her heel and walked out of the room. MJ, who was sitting in the room with me, looked at me in shock.
"Whoa! What was that, Dad?" MJ rasped. "Did I miss something real parental there?"
"I have no freakin' idea, baby. I'm as much in the dark as you are. Where's my seeing-eye dog?" I said.
Things didn't thaw too much in the Warnock home during the next two weeks. Astrid spent much of her home time with Shellane, almost neglecting MJ and me. Then came our street's annual block party, a 12-hour affair that featured about a dozen grills working and everyone chipping in with salads and snacks, as well. We rented a bounce house and basketball free throw game and there must have been a dozen Frisbees in the air all day long until it got dark.
As usual, I manned one of the grills with my specialty of barbecue short ribs. I spent much of the first six hours at the grill, leaving only for a few minutes to grab another beer or go for a bathroom break. My daughter and others came over to talk for a bit throughout the day, although my wife never quite made it over to me. I did notice that she spent much of the day almost joined at the hip with Shellane, and I might have been mistaken, but at one point I thought I saw Shellane's hand work its way into the back pocket of Astrid's tight short-shorts.
Additionally, several times during the day I was pretty sure I saw several of the women glancing at Astrid and Shellane and then talking in hushed tones. The whispering women stopped talking and moved apart when they saw me looking in their direction.
I didn't get a chance to really mingle until after the dinner hour, but when I finally started circulating, I had several of the other husbands ask me how I was coping with the relationship between Astrid and Shellane.
"Are you getting your share of that?" asked Dave Baldwin, a neighbor for more than 10 years, while we were sitting at a table stuffing our faces.
Dave was a big goofy guy who was probably the biggest yenta in the neighborhood among the husbands. He usually had the scoop on everything, which many of us found irritating, but for the most part he was harmless and wasn't malicious.
There were six of us sitting at a table and it got quiet when Dave asked me the question. He obviously knew something I didn't, so I bluffed my answer to hopefully get him to shut up.
"Damn, Dave, nobody needs to know that I'm doing both of them every night. That's supposed to be our secret, buddy," I said with a big exaggerated wink.
Everybody but Dave laughed uproariously. Dave just looked at me perplexed.
A few minutes later I grabbed Dave by the back of his neck, gave a strong squeeze and practically dragged him off to an out of the way spot.
"Not cool, Dave, outing me in front of everybody," I hissed at him. "If you know something, stop making an ass out of both of us and speak to me."
"How... could... you... not know?" he asked, looking at me like I was the world's biggest idiot. "Everybody knows what's going on! Even Old Man Lassiter knows, and he's half-dead.
"Everybody's just assumed that you were cool with it because you guys had a trio or something going."
I put my hand out to steady myself on Dave's beefy shoulder. I must have looked as bad as I looked, because when I looked at Dave's face all I could see was abject pity. I never knew the man even had that emotion.
"Oh fuck. I'm sorry, man," he whispered.
After a period of silence that felt like hours but was probably only seconds, I asked the neighborhood gossip to tell me everything he knew... and everything he suspected. Fifteen minutes later, I knew my life would never be the same.
After swearing Dave to silence under penalty of telling his wife about the new $300 fly rod he bought without her knowledge, I spent the rest of the party drinking a large quantity of margaritas. Everyone thought I was the life of the party. I even went so far as to get up and dance with the teens, which I know embarrassed the living shit out of my daughter. Still, no one would have guessed that my heart was ripped out and stomped on earlier in the day.
I woke up the next morning with an epic hangover. Astrid and MJ were watching TV in the family room when I staggered in with a cup of coffee.
"Hey, it's Mr. Goodtime! Wasn't sure you were going to wake up until tomorrow," my daughter gibed.
"Ssshhh! Not quite so loud. Who's the visitor?" I said, nodding in the direction of Astrid.
MJ followed my nod and looked at her mother. I knew that, like me, she knew Astrid hadn't been spending a lot of time at home, but I wondered if she was as clueless as I was about the affair. We would have to have that discussion real soon.
"Oh, that's Mom," she said glibly. "You remember her, don't you? You married her about 15 years ago. Got a beautiful, genius child."
I grinned, which was incredibly challenging given my condition. I could see the look of disgust on Astrid's face. My daughter was jumping into the same bucket of shit that I was already in, even if neither one of us would be able to figure out how I got there.
"I'm going over to Shell's place," Astrid sneered as she rose from her chair.
"Right. Of course you are," MJ responded.
"I don't have to take attitude from my 13-year-old daughter," Astrid bitched. "Talk to your daughter, Maxwell, before I backhand her."
"That will be your last day, Astrid," I said quietly.
"Then talk to her," she said as she left.
"That was... uh, interesting," MJ said.
To say the conversation that followed was bizarre would be an understatement. Like me, MJ sensed something was going on with her mother, but when I told her what Dave had said, she was floored. I felt a little better that it wasn't just me.
"Wow. So Mom's bi," she said. "How trendy. Who knew? Certainly not you, apparently."
"Nope. Didn't have a clue until good old Dave told me what apparently everybody else in the world knew... except for the both of us," I explained. "She and Shellane were pretty blatant yesterday at the block party, and Dave came right out and asked me if all three of us were in some sort of arrangement. She was apparently a little more circumspect around us, at least until yesterday."
"You mean you didn't know your own wife was bi?" she said incredulously.
"You didn't know your own mother was bi?" I asked, mocking her tone.
"Okay, you've got me there," she said, dropping her eyes to the floor.
She looked determined when she raised her eyes back to me.
"So what's the plan, Dad? Subtlety, guerilla warfare, attack straight on?"
"More intelligence gathering, baby. Then attack straight on," I said. "I wouldn't put up with her having an affair with another man. I'm not going to put up with her having an affair with a woman. It's not who I am."
"Can I go with you?"
"Of course, baby. In this state, you're old enough to decide whom you want to live with. But I'm not staying here. Too close to her."
"Can we at least stay in town until I graduate?"
"Absolutely."
I spent much of Sunday researching family law attorneys in our area. Monday morning I made an appointment, and Thursday I met with Lauren Kennedy face to face. By Tuesday of the following week, she had papers ready to serve my darling wife. That was done later that day at the bank where she worked as she was leaving the building on her lunch hour.
"You couldn't wait until I got home to have me served. You just had to embarrass me at work, didn't you?" Astrid yelled at me over the phone just a few minutes after being served.
"Just trying to spread the embarrassment level around. What goes around, comes around," I responded.
"Well, it took you long enough," she rasped before ending the call.
I noted to myself as I hung up that she never apologized, nor said anything about not wanting a divorce. I supposed that should make things easier in the long run.
I had called MJ to warn her about her mother being served so she could be sure to keep her head down. She was in her bedroom when I got home, but quickly came out to give me a welcome home hug and kiss. She gave me the raised eyebrow look as we separated. I just grinned back in return.
Dinner was eerily quiet. MJ tried to converse a little, but when that went nowhere, she was smart enough to quickly finish her meal and head back to her room. Astrid and I then finished our meals in silence and agreed to adjourn to the family room to have a much-needed discussion. I poured two glasses of wine while she cleared the dinner dishes.
"I guess this is the part where I'd normally apologize for not providing you something in our marriage, but it's pretty obvious to me that there's nothing I could provide you. How long have you known you were bisexual? Did you know before we were married?"
"I didn't plan this," Astrid said. "I had no idea... I am bi... I like women, too. She's beautiful... and sexy. You know that. It just happened..."
"Again and again and again," I interrupted as she scowled at me. "How come MJ and I are the last to find out? It would have been nice not to have everyone in the neighborhood looking at us with pity or ridicule."
She dropped her eyes to the carpet as she blushed profusely.
"Do you know how humiliating it was for me when Dave asked me during the party if the three of us were in some sort of love triangle? He did it at a table full of neighbors..."
"I'm really sorry, Max. I didn't realize we weren't exactly being discreet when you and MJ weren't around," Astrid said.
"So MJ knows now, too. God, I'd bet she's pissed as hell at me. A woman."
"No, she feels almost the same as me. The woman thing doesn't matter near as much as the fact that you cheated on me. You broke your vows... you remember taking those vows 15 years ago? Doesn't matter if it's a man or woman. You made vows with me," I said.
"And these last several weeks you've not only trashed your vows, but you've completely dishonored your family..."
Just then the doorbell rang. Surprise. Astrid answered the door and came back with Shellane. Shellane was following behind, holding onto one of Astrid's hands. They sat down together on the sofa while I remained in my La-Z-Boy.
"I-I'm sorry, Max. Really. We should have done this better. We really didn't plan this," Shellane said.
"That at least is obvious," I replied. "But I've got to tell you, Shell, that if you were a man I'd be out of this chair pounding you senseless. The only reason I'm still sitting here is because I was taught to never hit a woman. But I'm rethinking that real hard right now.
"You knew Astrid was a married woman. When things started getting... tense, you... you both should have backed up and taken a long look at things. You two have blown up my marriage and our family. I love you, Astrid. We deserved better."
"You're right," Astrid whispered.
At least we had a civilized divorce. I bought a smaller house on the other side of town and MJ moved in with me. Astrid had liberal visitation. It took MJ a while to warm back up to her mother, but she eventually did, and she and Shellane even developed somewhat of a warm relationship.
"They're really sort of cute together, Dad," MJ told me one day. "They're almost like a couple of teenagers. They play kissy-face and they touch and hug each other a lot when they don't think I can see. Ooh, I guess I shouldn't have said that."
I wasn't exactly smiling and I knew MJ felt bad, probably because she felt like she was betraying me. I didn't want her to feel like she needed to take sides.
"It's okay, baby, as long as they don't do anything in front of you that you wouldn't do in front of them. Got it?" I said. "And I don't need nor want to hear anything about their relationship. She's your mother, and always will be, but she's no longer my wife. She cheated on me. End of story."
"Got it, Dad.
"When are you going to find somebody?"
"Not really looking right now, kid. Might take me a while to have enough guts to get back on the horse."
I guess I didn't get back on the horse fast enough to make MJ happy, because she gave me a push. She had made the high school girls' varsity soccer team, and as usual, I was able to make most of her games. I was sitting by myself watching during the third game of the season when I felt somebody sit down next to me on the metal bleachers. By the perfume I could smell, I knew it was a woman, but I ignored her for the next few minutes.
"Yeah, your daughter said you'd probably ignore me," said a voice that sounded remarkably like Fleetwood Mac singer Stevie Nicks.
Intrigued by the sound, I turned to my left to look at the owner of said voice... and instantly lost my ability to speak. Woo! This woman was seriously hot... and she was talking to me.
"Um... ahh... I."
Son of a bitch! I was 15 years old again. The little brain started to get hard, and the big brain completely stopped working.
"Wow. MJ has you down cold. First she predicted you'd ignore me, then you'd clam up like a virgin on a first date," that voice said.
I know I blushed. I took a couple of really deep breaths.
"Come on, Max. You can do this," I thought as I sat there.
"You are absolutely stunning. Where on earth did you come from?" I said aloud, while inwardly I was kicking myself.
I was guessing she was a couple of years older than myself, 45 at the most, but that was only because I figured her to be another player's parent. Otherwise, my guess would have been 35 at the most. Her raven hair was done up in a high ponytail, and she wore only the slightest bit of makeup on her lightly-tanned face. As it was a fairly warm day in late August, she wore a Glenn soccermom T-shirt that she filled out well, and her short, tight jean shorts showed off a pair of athletic legs.
And just at that point, I noticed she was watching my appraisal... smooth move, Romeo.
"Are you always this obvious, or is this just for me?" she asked somewhat sarcastically. "And for the record, I came from the parking lot, just like everybody else."



"Just like everybody else? Hardly," I rasped.
It was her turn to blush.
"Hailey Stanwick," she said, thrusting her hand out toward me. "I'm Jenna, the goalie,'s mom."
I felt it instantly when I took her hand in mine for a quick shake. It was almost like a zap of static electricity.
"Oh," she gushed quietly.
"Yeah," I responded just as quietly.
There was an explosion of sound from our bleachers. Glenn had scored to take a 1-0 lead. My new friend and I both missed it.
We sat together and talked for the rest of the game. She told me that MJ had asked her to introduce herself to her lonesome, backward father, knowing I was hardly even looking in the direction of other women since my divorce almost a year ago.
I wondered if MJ told her that my ex left me for a woman.
Hailey had been divorced for five years from an abusive husband. Jenna the goalie was a junior, and her only child. Hailey worked in the human resources department of an electronics factory in town.
Glenn won the game, 3-1. We both rose to leave the bleachers. I mumbled that I enjoyed meeting her. She gave me a bright smile and her green eyes peered into mine for what seemed an eternity before she leaned forward and gave me a soft peck on my cheek. I blushed again while she walked over to her daughter.
"Umm... Dad. Remember me?" MJ smarted at me from in front of the bleachers. "Time to go, Dad."
"So, that seemed to work out nice. Did you two notice that we won?" she said. "And, by the way, you're welcome."
"Oh yeah, THANK YOU, baby. She's fantastic!" I enthused.
"So, did you get her number?" MJ asked, then watched as my spirit crumbled.
"God, Dad, you're pathetic!" she said as we headed to the car.
"MJ, I'm way out of practice here. I haven't dated in forever. When I got married, I wrongly assumed I would never have to date again. You know, that 'til death do you part thing," I said.
"Oh, you mean the part that Mom conveniently forgot?"
Did I mention that she got a lot of her attitude from me?
On the ride home, MJ texted Jenna and got her mom's cell number for me.
"Offer to drive to our next game at Hooper," she said. "God, do I have to do everything for you?" she explained.
I drove Hailey to the Hooper game, and we again sat side by side at the game. I noticed several of the other mothers stealing glancing at us from time to time. After the game, we stopped at an Arby's.
"I know how to treat a lady to the finer things in life," I proclaimed as I carried our tray of food over to a table.
"I'm a simple woman, Max. This works for me. As long as you don't get rough with me, we'll get along just fine. I've been there, done that, don't need a repeat," she said.
"I get it completely. I'm the father of a daughter. Any guy ever puts his hands on her..."
"You'd really like my father," she said. "After he found out Jack was abusing me, he went and visited him at his place of work... and promptly kicked the shit out of him. Gladly spent a night in jail until the president of the company my ex works for got him released and refused to press charges... the same for my ex.
"I think the president told my ex he got what he deserved, and if he wanted to keep his job he wouldn't file charges and would start seeing a counselor."
"I like it. That president guy sounds like a good man, too," I said.
For all of this woman's physical gifts, what really attracted me to her was the way we seemed to hit it off. I have to admit, I doubted I would ever have that again after I split with Astrid.
Speaking of Astrid, she showed up at MJ's next home game, by herself. I was already on the bleachers with Hailey when Astrid hesitantly took a seat in the first row on the other end.
"Isn't that..." Hailey started to ask.
"Yes," I interrupted, then looked out across the field.
My eyes found MJ just as the game was about to start. She noticed her mother on the bleachers and smiled. It hurt my heart for a second, until I remembered that my problem with Astrid was not MJ's problem, and that she would always need her mother as well as me.
I knew that Hailey was uncomfortable. I put my arm around her and slid her closer to me. I softly kissed her cheek.
"Past tense, babe. There's no do-overs in my world. I may be slow, but I move forward," I said.
"We get along for MJ's sake only. I don't think I've seen her more than a handful of times in the last year."
Call me petty, but I didn't go over and greet my ex. At the end of the game, Hailey and I waited a distance away as MJ first ran up to her mother and gave her a sweaty hug. I chuckled when Astrid at first recoiled when MJ wrapped her up, then she made the effort to relax. The only time Astrid didn't mind a sweaty body against hers was when we were in the middle of lovemaking or I was eating her pussy.
After a couple of minutes, Astrid moved off, giving me a quick glare, and MJ came over to Hailey, Jenna and me. She started to apologize, but I stopped her.
"Not necessary, baby. We're all good."
I knew very little of Astrid's life. I had asked my daughter not to discuss her mother's life with me, and she respected that for the most part. She'd occasionally make a quick comment, nothing more. That worked for me.
Just after the end of the soccer season, however, she did give me the news that Astrid and Shellane were getting married just before Christmas. MJ was going to be her mother's best person/maid of honor. I told MJ to give the happy couple my best wishes.
"Best wishes? That's it? She was your wife for 15 years, Dad. Don't you think you should call her yourself and sincerely congratulate her. Maybe send her a gift?" my daughter related.
"We've been over this before, MJ," I said. "Just because she's getting married doesn't change how I feel about her and what she did. The day I found out she was cheating on me was the end of me being Joe Nice Guy. She and Shellane can both rot in hell together for all I care."
I know I lost points with my daughter that day. I wasn't proud of how I felt, but I also wasn't going to apologize for it. Astrid blew up my world. There was no way I was going to congratulate her for marrying the person with which she did that deed.
Hailey was incredibly patient with me. I was still operating on my antiquated thoughts on dating. We had gone out on about 12 dates and had gotten pretty close emotionally, but sexually, not so close. I was hesitant. Physically, I knew Astrid inside and out—literally, but Hailey was a whole new ballgame. I knew I was overthinking things, but...
We had gone out to a good Hungarian restaurant, then went back to her house to watch a movie on Netflix. Her daughter was staying over with a friend for the night, and during the meal, Hailey had amped up her flirting and touching to a new level with me. I had a feeling I knew where this evening was going, but Hailey still beat me to the punch. She asked me to find the movie on Netflix while she went into the kitchen to pour each of us a glass of wine. When she came back into the room with the wine, she was wearing only a frilly black bra and matching bikini panties. She smiled demurely as she handed me my glass and sat down snuggled in tight.
"Mmm," she purred. "I hope you don't think I'm too forward, but you're killing me here, Max. Time to step up. I know you have feelings for me, and I do for you, too. Now show me!"
We never watched the movie. I wrapped her up in a passionate kiss on the sofa, and 10 minutes later when she led me to her bedroom, our clothes were littered on the living room floor.
We kissed for a few minutes more before I started my journey south with my lips, tongue and fingers. I marveled at her large, full breasts, licking her long, dark pink nipples while she writhed on the bed. I then placed my index finger inside her wet pussy, slowly rubbing her "G" spot before adding a second and then third finger to the game.
I waited until she started to lift her hips off the bed and yell unintelligibly before I ran my thumb over her engorged clitoris, causing her to shriek at a high level that would have hurt a dog's ears and her body to go into an inflamed spasm for about a minute.
I hadn't had sex since I split with Astrid. Yeah, I know, pretty lame, so I knew I wouldn't last long the first go-round with Hailey, but I sure wanted to get my money's worth, so to speak. Her going off like a Roman candle sent me into a frenzy, I have to admit, and I licked, sucked and fingered her to five more screaming orgasms before I crawled back up her body, slid my hard cock up and down her opening and then slowly worked my way inside. She was hot, wet and tight, and I only went 10 minutes before I came with a roar.
It was obvious to me at that point that she hadn't had too many partners since her own divorce, and she was definitely ready for more. While I was trying to clear the fog in my brain and get my breathing under control, she moved down the bed and engulfed my spent soldier. Several minutes later, he was again saluting. This time she crawled up my body, impaled herself on my hard cock and put her hands on my chest. She started out rocking back and forth, then switched to bouncing up and down. I was able to last a lot longer this time, and while I played with her boobs, Hailey bounced herself to three more orgasms before I couldn't hold back any longer and filled her with a large load of cum. She collapsed on my chest, and I wrapped my arms tightly around her.
"Goddamn, woman, that was intense!" I whispered in her ear.
"What are you doing for the next 50 years?" she said with a giggle.
Hailey and I were married about two years after we started dating. She is truly my soulmate. I thank my daughter continually for not only pushing me, but for actually finding the woman I will spend the rest of my life loving. Best gift ever.
Hailey was right, too. I did like her father, even if he threatened my life the first time I met him. After her experience with her first husband, her father wasn't taking any chances there would be a repeat, so the first chance he had to get me alone the first time we met he explained to me that I would be gelded if I so much as thought about putting my hands on his daughter in a way that wasn't acceptable.
"I've got a daughter myself. Not only do I get it, I like it!" I said.
We got along famously after that. To this day, he is my favorite fishing buddy.
I wasn't expecting MJ to be home from college for spring break for another day, so I was pleasantly surprised when I got home from work and her car was parked out in front of the house Hailey and I had bought three years earlier. I knew Hailey would be home any minute. I only wished Jenna could have joined us, but she didn't have the extra vacation days off from her job.
I burst into the house with a raucous yell, expecting MJ to jump into my arms as we usually greeted each other after several months apart. What I got instead was the sight of my 20-year-old daughter half-lying on the kitchen table, bawling like a toddler who has just skinned a knee.
"What's wrong, baby girl?" I asked quietly as I stroked her head.
She cried for about another minute before she finally lifted her head.
"I don't want to be a narc, Dad, but you've always taught me to do the right thing, and this is the right thing," she sniffled. "This is going to kill Shellane."
"That doesn't sound good. Tell me your dumbass mother did it again," I said sadly.
"Yeah," she croaked. "I stopped at Mom's before I came home. I have a key, so I just walked in the house. I knew Shellane wasn't home yet, so I was shocked when I heard two people apparently having sex in their bedroom. I had to know, Dad, I had to know, so I walked upstairs and opened the door; it wasn't locked. I don't know who the other woman is, but I know what I saw.
"I know she's my mom, but I love Shellane, too. I can't not say something, Dad. That would be... wrong. I can't pretend I didn't see that and disrespect Shell. She's been nothing but good to me."
I wasn't surprised when I got the phone call. Why is it never that woman's fault when she can't keep her legs closed?
"You bastard!" she screeched. "You made her tell Shell, didn't you, you fucking jealous Boy Scout?"
"How is it my fault that you're a cheating slut?" I growled. "I never told our daughter what to do about catching you in bed with some girl barely older than herself. Don't blame me because she knows the difference between right and wrong."
Two weeks later, my boss and I were in the bar of his favorite high-end restaurant, having a couple of drinks after work. We were on our second drink when I took a casual look around and noticed her sitting by herself at the far end of the bar, looking like she had been crying and completely forlorn. Despite the circumstances, she was still a beautiful woman. I hadn't seen her in several years.
My boss knew of my previous marital difficulties, so I only needed to give him a quick explanation, and then headed over to Shellane. Up close, I could tell she was at least half in the bag, and it was just 6:15.
"No thank you, I don't need you to buy me a drink. Please leave me alone," she said when I walked up beside her.
She hadn't even looked at me, just assumed I was trying to pick her up. I guess when you look as beautiful as she did, guys hitting on you was a fact of life. I remained at her side, silent, until she finally looked at me. She visibly flinched, and her eyes filled with tears again.
"Perfect. Come over to gloat, I suppose. Well... ah... I guess I deserve it. Go ahead," she whined.
I'd like to think I was a better man than that, but circumstances proved me only half-right. She helped to destroy my marriage, crushed my soul and ripped my heart out. I would never forget; therefore I knew I could never forgive.
"Come on, Shellane. She threw away a 15-year marriage to cheat with you. You had to know she was more than capable of doing that to you," I snarked.
"I guess I never believed that old saying of 'once a cheater, always a cheater.' Hmm. Guess that's why it's an old saying," she said.
"At least you got 15 years out of her. I only got a little more than five..."
"It's probably gets easier the more you do it," I answered.
She looked guilty.
"You know, Max, I really liked you as a friend. Like I told you, I didn't mean it to happen. It just did."
"And there's your answer as well," I said. "Like I told you years ago, you knew she was married. Only a scummer chases a married woman. Doesn't matter if it's a man or a woman doing the chasing. Think about it, now that the shoe is on the other foot."
She burst into tears, obviously not for the first time since she had been sitting at the bar. The bartender came over with a box of Kleenex and wanted to know if we needed another drink. Shellane thanked him for the Kleenex, and I asked for a couple of cups of coffee.
We drank two cups of coffee, then I walked her to my car and drove her home. She struggled getting out of my car, so I walked her to her door, took the key from her hand, opened the door, then guided her to her sofa.
"Wait, Max, you know I don't do guys..." she started to say.
"I'm way happily married, Shell. Just because Astrid didn't keep her vows doesn't mean I won't keep mine. Beauty isn't everything, babe. Just maybe you'll learn something from this."
I laid her down on the sofa, put a sofa pillow under her head and covered her with an afghan draped over the back of the sofa.
"Hey, sweets," I said to my wife when she picked up my call. "Have I got a story for you when I get home. Yeah, be there in 15."
Epilogue:
Hailey and I had a great time at our grandson Matthew's fifth birthday party a couple of days ago. MJ, her husband, Ed, and her two kids, the aforementioned Matthew and 7-year-old Nicki, live about an hour away from our house.
My stepdaughter, Jenna, an up-and-coming accountant who lives in the same city as her stepsister, her husband, Alvin, and their two children also were at the party, as was Shellane. Even though I was dubious about it, MJ had kept up her friendship with her mother's ex-wife, telling me it was the right thing for her to do, and I could stuff it if I didn't like it. I thought about it for a few days and realized that she could be friends with whoever she liked, and I didn't have to interact with Shellane if I didn't want to.
With enough time, we eventually worked out a sort of a friendship. My grandkids love their Auntie Shell, so I won't deny them that.
The one person missing from the festivities was Grandma Astrid, who as usual, was probably too caught up in her own life to attend. The grandkids don't understand why Grandma Astrid doesn't come around very often, but neither Shellane nor I really miss our ex-wife.
Astrid moved in with the young girl she was caught by MJ having sex with and divorced Shellane. About a year later, MJ found out she was living with a completely different young woman, and a year after that she was in a different apartment with two other younger women, although MJ wasn't sure if she was just living with the pair or sleeping with the pair. MJ and Ed have also said they've seen her around town occasionally with a man as well. MJ is both embarrassed with and angry at her mother. Can't say I blame her.
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Glenn Sommers probably should have been ridiculously happy. After all, he and his wife of 23 years had just spent 90 minutes making love twice. He had brought her to orgasm a half-dozen times with his fingers, mouth and dick.
He was spooning her from behind with his arm curled around her and his hand on her left breast. They were both covered with a sheen of sweat and sticky in spots with their fluids and lube. They were panting like they had both run sprints against Usain Bolt.
For the last three months, their sex life had gone into the stratosphere—for a couple over 40. They were having sex every day, sometimes twice a day since their younger daughter left for college. They hadn't been this active in about 10 years.
So why wasn't Glenn turning handsprings? Why the knot in his stomach, he asked himself.
While every fiber of his body was screaming "hallelujah" for what just happened, every fiber of his brain was screaming that he was about to run off a cliff Wile E. Coyote style.
Some would call Glenn a pessimist, but he would have called himself a realist. After being married to Traci for almost a quarter-century, he just knew things; it was a feeling way more than anything that she had said or done. He was lying right behind her, but the husband and wife were about as far apart as two people could be.
The sex was great... amazing even, in spots, Glenn thought, but that was it. It was just sex. He knew the two hadn't made love even once during their recent streak.
The little things had gone away, at least from her side, he thought: the little endearing touches, the nuzzles, the "I love yous." In the past, when the pair would part for work in the morning, they would always kiss and say those three magic words. Now, it was just Glenn speaking them.
Glenn tried easing into the conversation he felt the pair needed to have, but Traci consistently deflected. He knew it was time to stop being a nice guy.
After 23 years, Traci knew her husband every bit as well as he knew her. She could sense his unease as the pair lay in bed. She had dragged this ploy out as long as she dared. Now for the play, she thought, as she rolled to face him.
Traci could see the mental discomfort in her husband's big brown eyes. She loved those expressive, loving eyes. Glenn could never hide anything from Traci because of those eyes. She loved those eyes; she truly loved her husband. She knew, however, that what she was about to tell him was going to cause anguish and pain. She regretted that, but she felt more than justified: after all, this was HER time, she thought.
"Glenn, you know I love you beyond belief and always will, right?" she started.
Glenn nodded tentatively but remained silent. His stomach knotted tighter.
"And I've always given you and the girls 100 percent, right?"
She got another tentative nod along with a grimace from Glenn.
"And now I feel it's MY time," she continued, her voice getting stronger, her deep blue eyes brighter as she talked. "I feel I've needed something more since the girls have been gone. I want to take a lover."
Silence. Glenn's big brown eyes seemed ready to burst out of their sockets, but he said nothing, much to Traci's shock. She stared at her husband, braced for the explosion she knew was coming. More silence.
"Glenn?" Traci finally questioned.
Glenn's teeth had clenched. His eyes remained locked on Traci's.
"A... a lover? Why?" he finally whispered. "I thought we were good. Better than good.
"What have I done wrong?"
"We are better than good, baby," Traci said quietly but firmly. "You haven't done anything wrong. I just... want... more. I think I deserve more."
"Deserve more?" Glenn cried out as he quickly sat up. "You DESERVE more? What the fuck!"
Traci stiffened a bit, but not much as she expected the outburst to happen. She knew she couldn't give up the offensive if her plan was to work.
"Glenn, you know I had only slept with one man before you. Before I get too old for men to want me anymore, I want to have one more man, just for sex... not love. I just want to experience one more," Traci explained in a deadpan tone.
Glenn practically jumped out of the bed and started pacing.
"No, Traci. Not happening. We made vows to each other, remember?" he yelled.
"We've been married for 23 years, Glenn. I think we've done well sticking to those vows. But those are our vows. At this point, I think we can amend them if we choose," she responded.
"I choose not," Glenn said.
Traci looked at her husband like a parent would look at a wayward child. The look didn't escape Glenn.
"I asked. You denied me. Now I'm telling you. It's going to happen, Glenn," Traci declared. "It's my body. I am not your property."
"You are not my property, but you are my wife. If you choose to do this, you will no longer be my wife."
Traci shook her head sadly.
"I know you love me. You won't split our family up over this. Let me have this for a little while and then you and I can ride off into the sunset together for the rest of our lives," Traci said. "And I will do everything in my power for the rest of our lives to show you just how much I love you for letting me have this."
Traci was far from oblivious to the fact that her husband was furious with her at the moment. She firmly believed, however, that his overwhelming love for her would eventually temper his anger. Like all marriages, theirs was not one of total equality; both knew Traci was the more dominant personality. She knew that if she stuck to her guns, Glenn would eventually see the error of his thinking and give her what she wanted.
Glenn got dressed and stomped out of the house. He drove to a near-by park. He called his older daughter, Julia. Glenn knew Julia was a daddy's girl and she would agree with his thinking. Maybe she could talk some sense into her mother, he thought.
Julia was a senior at Northwestern University in Evanston, IL. She was a chemistry major and just about the smartest person Glenn knew. She wouldn't want her parents to divorce and would most likely be able to make Traci see the error of her ways.
Sitting in his car, Glenn gave his daughter the whole story. She was quiet for 10 seconds, 20 seconds, before finally responding.
"Don't you still love her, Dad?" Julia asked quietly. "If you do, then maybe you need to let her have this if it's only going to be for a little while. I mean, I know you're hurt, but the alternative is spending the rest of your life alone. Think about it hard, Dad. Don't go off half-cocked... sorry, bad choice of words. Just don't do something rash, okay? Really think things out."
It was Glenn's turn to be silent. He would have put money on the fact that his older daughter would have agreed with his assessment of the situation. After a few seconds of silence on his end, he meekly agreed with his daughter.
"She's always been a bit self-absorbed, Dad. You know that," Julia said. "I can't tell you how many times when we were growing up that she talked about being a cheerleader, being the homecoming queen, dating the star quarterback.
"Women really worry about things like getting old, no longer being attractive to men. Crazy as it is, a lot of women measure their self-worth by being able to turn guys' heads."
As was his habit, Glenn listened carefully to what his daughter said. It didn't lessen his hurt and anger, but she had made sense.
"I still think she's a beautiful woman, and I never miss an opportunity to tell her that," Glenn commented somewhat defensively.
"I'm sure a lot of husbands tell their wives the very same thing, but again, you're her husband. Aren't husbands supposed to think their wives are beautiful? She wants to be validated by other men. She wants to be noticed when she walks into a room. Most women do, Dad, not just her."
"But why does she need to fu... break our wedding vows, Jules? Most women don't go that far, do they?" Glenn asked.
"You have heard that more than half of today's marriages end in divorce, haven't you?" Julia replied. "I'm betting that infidelity is a big part of that, even if it's not listed in the filings.
"Can't you just hang on for a bit? Give her the benefit of the doubt, so to speak? I'm sure she'll come back around. The question is, will you be there for her?"
Glenn rarely argued with his wife, or anyone for that matter. He was known by his family and friends as a genuine nice guy. By nature, he was a peacemaker. His daughter's comments rang true to his nature.
"All right, baby. I'll try. You're right. I still love the silly, stupid bitch. But please, let's just keep this between us. Katie doesn't need to know about this, at least right now. Please? And don't tell Mom we talked about this."
"No problem, Dad. I wouldn't hang you out to dry. You know that. Keep me updated, please."
"Sure, baby."
He went home, but spent the night tossing and turning on his family room sofa instead of in his bed with Traci. That night marked the first time in their married life Glenn and Traci did not sleep in the same bed, except when Traci was in the hospital giving birth.
The next two days were frosty in the Sommers home. Communication from Glenn to Traci was at a minimum. Traci tried initiating small talk several times, but gave up when Glenn refused to engage.
"Is this how you're going to play this from now on?" Traci asked as she and her husband were finishing dinner on the third day. "You think I will just change my mind because you're giving me the silent treatment, like a five-year-old? We need to talk, Glenn, please. This is happening, whether you are onboard or not."
"What did I do wrong that you feel you need to cheat on me?" Glenn blurted out.
"You haven't done anything wrong. I've told you that, hon," she answered. "And I'm not cheating on you. Since I've told you what I'm going to do, it's not cheating..."
"But since I don't want you to do it, it is cheating!" Glenn interrupted.
"Is it really?" Traci said with a smirk that Glenn took as a challenge. "Did I take anything away from you in the last few days? Was I not here for you?"
Glenn's eyes widened and his mouth opened as he realized what his wife was intimating.
"Nothing has to change, unless you want it to, hon."
She smiled sweetly at Glenn, picked up her used dinner dishes and took them into the kitchen. Glenn continued to sit at the kitchen table, not moving, for several long minutes.
The fact that he could be that clueless and that Traci could be that deceptive struck deep within Glenn's psyche. The fact that Traci had already found a lover and had sex with him was hurtful in several ways. Glenn wondered if she hadn't already fucked her lover before she asked. After 23 years, he no longer trusted his wife.
Glenn remembered how nervous Traci was the first time the two had sex. She apologized to him repeatedly that night because she had only one other partner before him and wasn't very experienced. Glenn chuckled to himself over her apology... he was ecstatic with the fact of her inexperience. That meant she was still "fairly pure," and she and Glenn would be able to discover new things together. Their joint discoveries were always a source of great pleasure.
Traci hadn't fucked her lover before asking—or rather telling—Glenn about taking a lover, but she had already picked him out and started the ball rolling. Traci was in back-room administration at Northern State Bank and had become enamored of a fairly new co-worker, a 30-year-old named Jackson Strauss.
Strauss was a single man, standing about 6-4 and being a solid 200 pounds, with light brown hair and blue eyes. By comparison, Glenn was 5-9, 165. While he was still an impressive man for his age, Glenn was not in the ballpark with Jack as a physical specimen. Traci picked up on that immediately. Within two weeks after Jack coming on board, the pair enjoyed their first lunch together. She quickly admitted to herself that "the new guy" got her pulse rate up.
Still a pretty woman at 42 with a tight, athletic body, Traci had never before shown any interest in another man the way she seemed to respond to Jack. She truly loved her husband, so her attraction to Jack didn't come without some guilt at first. A lunch with her older sister, Rita, did much to relieve that guilt. Never a fan of her brother-in-law, Rita reacted favorably when Traci haltingly told her about her interaction with Jack while the two were eating.
"You should see where this leads, Traci. What your idiot husband doesn't know won't hurt him," Rita said.
"Why do you hate him so much, Ree? He's never done anything to you," Traci said. "He's not Leo."
The last statement was a reference to Rita's ex-husband, whom she divorced after 20 years of marriage when he cheated on her.
"You're better than him. You always have been. You can do better," Rita affirmed.
For his part, Jackson Strauss wasn't looking for a relationship with a married woman, but he certainly wasn't going to turn down the attentions of a pretty woman, ring or not. He could feel the heat between Traci and himself, and he definitely wanted to see where things would lead.
Traci was 12 years older than him, but she was still a pretty woman with curves and shoulder-length curly, dark-brown hair. She seemed to be as smart as she was pretty. Jackson only spent a small amount of time wondering about the state of Traci's marriage. He quickly decided that it was not his problem if Traci's husband couldn't keep her satisfied sexually.
As the relationship between Traci and Jack grew, she warned him that she would not cheat on her husband. She told the younger man that despite what she was heading toward with him, she truly loved her husband, and would tell him of the pending affair before she would sleep with Jack.
The younger man looked shocked when Traci made this announcement during one of their lunches.
"Are you crazy? What if he goes nuts? Am I going to have to worry about him coming after me, like I would do if it were me? Aren't you afraid he's going to throw you out and divorce you?"
"Glenn loves me more than you can understand, Jack. He won't be happy. In fact, he's going to be hurt beyond belief, but he's a rational man and he won't do anything stupid. When he sees that this won't affect anything more than his male ego and that I don't love him any less, he'll be okay. We'll be okay," Traci stated.
Jack was absolutely thrilled when Traci told him to schedule a long lunch for the next day.
"He's sulking, but he'll get over it," she told the man who would become her paramour in a day's time.
Traci and Jack left the bank separately and met up at a small local motel halfway across town. For the next 75 minutes, the pair engaged in the first carnal acts Traci had committed with a man other than Glenn in more than 23 years.
Traci was already wet when she stepped inside the room. She hadn't been this hot for her husband in years, she noted to herself with a quick hint of guilt. Jack pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss as soon as she was inside, his tongue snaking inside Traci's mouth as she moaned.
Traci thought Jack looked like a little kid at Christmas as he slowly undressed her. She made sure to wear her sexiest frilly black lingerie, and Jack responded as she hoped he would. She reached her left hand down to the hard bulge in his dress pants and gave a squeeze.
Jack was more than impressed with Traci's breasts as they came into view. Her nipples were hard as pebbles. He thumbed both, then alternately sucked each. She grabbed his head with both hands.
Jack pushed Traci back onto the bed and ran the fingers of his left hand up and down the wetness of Traci's gash. When he flicked her excited clit with his middle finger, she shrieked out her first orgasm. One minute later, his body was between Traci's spread legs and his manhood was firmly planted in her pussy.
With a little help from Traci's mouth, Jack reminded her of the difference between a 45-year-old and a 30-year-old when he was hard again 10 minutes after coming inside her for the first time. He took her doggy the second time, with Traci coming loudly two more times.
The pair cleaned up and returned to the bank separately. Nobody gave either a second glance. Later that night Glenn didn't seem to have a clue, either, Traci noted with more than a hint of satisfaction.
After Traci's announcement the day after she apparently had sex with Jack for the first time, Glenn was having second thoughts whether he could hang on long enough for the affair to run its course, despite what he promised his daughter. He questioned again whether his love for his wife was strong enough for him to see this through.
After several weeks, Glenn had to admit that Traci was about as discreet as he could have hoped for, and he started to become more accepting of his plight. The two didn't become intimate again for another couple of weeks, however, and even then, Glenn was hesitant to fully commit to his wife. When they finally did couple, Traci made sure the act was low-key and loving, the way Glenn usually made love. She knew that going over the top would just serve to further remind Glenn of their "arrangement."
Traci's work schedule of working about an hour later on Wednesday and Thursday nights never varied after she started seeing her lover, and she continued to be true to her word about being discreet. No matter how much he paid attention, Glenn couldn't spot any difference in his wife: she acted the same, she smelled the same, her pussy felt the same. If she was cheating every day or just once a week, Glenn couldn't tell the difference, he admitted to himself.
"You've been every bit as discreet as you said you would, but still, Trace, I can't accept this," Glenn said. "I can't face myself in the mirror in the morning."
"Sometimes, baby, it's not about you and the man in the mirror. Like I told you, this is about me, and what I need and want. Check your ego at the door and accept our new normal," she said with a tight smile.
The woman had no idea how much self-control it took for her husband not to reach out and slap the daylights out of her.
Traci kept her liaisons to just once or twice per week for the first several months, mixing up the days because she knew Glenn was keeping his eye on her. Still, she thoroughly enjoyed her time with her lover, and despite what she told Glenn, she slowly started to develop feelings for the young man. During their time together, she started referring to him as her second husband, calling him by the nickname of "Mari Deux," French for "Husband Two."
"Does Glenn know about your nickname for me?" Jack asked one day when the two were cuddling in bed.
"Are you kidding me?" Traci said. "I could never go that far with Glenn. You're supposed to be nothing more than sex."
When she felt comfortable enough with Glenn's "acceptance" of her having a lover, Traci pushed the envelope a bit further. Friday night was date night for Traci and Glenn, but on Saturday she started leaving the house mid-morning and returning around 6 p.m., ostensibly to hit the gym, do grocery shopping and then some other shopping, she said. Although Glenn stayed silent, he wasn't stupid and knew Traci was spending more time with Jack, especially since she rarely came home with anything other than groceries. Glenn wondered if Traci's increasing boldness meant that her relationship with Jack was moving to a new level.
The answer to Glenn's unasked question came about a month later when Traci informed him that she and Jack were going to do date night on Saturday nights, and she was going to stay over at his apartment until Sundays at noon. Glenn was surprised but not shocked.



"You're starting to fall in love with him, aren't you?" Glenn asked.
Traci was surprised that Glenn was on the mark, especially since the two rarely talked about her relationship with Jack.
"Well, I'm not a slut, Glenn. I just can't continue to sleep with someone without developing some feelings. But not to worry, you're my first love, my husband. It's you I'll always come home to," Traci said.
"Wait. You're not a slut, you say? By whose definition? Certainly not mine," Glenn answered.
Traci's jaw dropped in shock. Apparently, Glenn was not nearly as accepting of this arrangement as she thought. Tears crept into the corners of her eyes, but if Glenn noticed, he didn't back off from his statement.
"Awww... Glenn. Was that really necessary?" she sniffled.
He dropped his brow and looked at her skeptically. Did she not just tell him that she was going to be spending Saturday nights at her lover's apartment, returning home on Sundays. If that doesn't scream slut, I don't know what does, Glenn thought.
Glenn didn't get much sleep Saturday night. It was one thing when Traci was fucking another man sometime during the day; it was another when she was leaving Glenn to fuck another man at his apartment and spend the night.
"We're not just fucking all the time, Glenn. Don't be crude," Traci had explained when Glenn asked her why she was packing so many clothes for a one-night stay. "He takes me out to a restaurant, then we go someplace else. Then we go back to his apartment. It's not too dissimilar to what we do on Friday nights."
"And you need to date another man for this?" Glenn whined.
Traci scrunched up her face. She and Glenn had been over this before. Could he really be this dense, she thought to herself.
"He's almost like a second husband at this point," Traci said with an air of condescension in her voice that was not lost on Glenn. "You know you are my love. He's just different... and younger and fun. I don't go 'out with the girls' or hitting bars or anything like that. You know I could be sneaking behind your back and you wouldn't know a thing. You only know because I've told you because I don't want to sneak behind your back.
"Love me enough to give me this little bit of freedom. You know I am yours. Don't I always come back to you?"
Glenn was conflicted. He hated what his wife was doing, but he knew she was right. If she hadn't told him, she could have been doing just about the same thing she was now, all behind his back. Would that have better, he wondered. Maybe it was just about his ego, he thought.
As the months went by, Glenn grew to accept his wife's absence from Saturday noon to Sunday noon, and even started to enjoy Saturday nights out with his friends at a sporting event or a bar. He joined a cigar club, noting to himself that Traci would never let him near her smelling of cigars and whiskey.
Traci's phone rang one Saturday as she was preparing to head over to Jack's. She had just taken off her wedding and engagement rings and replaced them with a diamond-encrusted band Jack had given her as a Christmas gift. It was a switch she had been making for several months. She would switch her rings back when she got home Sunday afternoon. Jack had bought her the band to let her and everyone else know of his "ownership," insisting she no longer wear her wedding set when she came to him on the weekends. She thought the gesture was sweet, and had no problem making the switch every weekend.
Glenn never noticed the ring switch because he always seemed to make himself scarce when it was time for Traci to leave for Jack's. The first few weeks of the arrangement he made sure to be there to kiss her good-bye and tell her he loved her, but after several weeks, he seemed to be too busy to see her off. He would tell her good-bye without stopping whatever he was doing at the moment, sometimes just giving her a wave from a distance. The lack of a send-off spoke volumes to Traci, but she was smart enough not to make waves over the issue.
Interrupted by the phone call, Traci never closed her jewelry box after making the ring switch, and Glenn noticed the open drawer later in the day when he went into the room to change clothes for a night at the cigar bar. When Glenn went to close the drawer, he was not pleased to see his wife's wedding rings. The small gesture caused Glenn to wince in pain. Fastidious by nature, he left the drawer open.
Traci also winced when she noticed the drawer open the next day when she got home from Jack's. Her first hope was that Glenn didn't notice the open drawer, but on second thought, she knew her husband would have seen the drawer and her rings. She decided that she wouldn't bring it up if Glenn didn't mention it. She also knew the odds of that were either slim or none.
"Welcome back, stranger," Glenn said when he first encountered Traci in the kitchen.
Traci knew that Glenn wouldn't ask about her time with Jack. He never asked that question. There would be no niceties coming from a man everyone acknowledged as a true "nice guy."
"How long have you been taking off your wedding rings when you see Jack?" Glenn asked. "Did he give you that ring you wear in place of them?"
"He gave me the ring at Christmas," Traci said quietly. "I'm his wife when I'm with him... the way I'm your wife the rest of the time. I think it's only fair."
"Of course you do," Glenn said just as quietly as Traci talked.
Glenn knew where this was going. He had done a lot of reading about polyamory. He knew he fucked up when he allowed Traci to have her lover. His love only went so far, he noted. He was never going to allow it to get to complete polyamory.
When Jack first got together with Traci, it was just about the sex. In the ensuing year, though, the relationship had gone a lot farther. Along the way, Jack decided he wanted this beautiful woman for his own. As she kept professing her love for her husband, however, Jack knew he would have to proceed slowly and carefully, taking his time to denigrate Glenn and make a case for himself.
Traci was almost submissive to Jack in bed. The younger man was more assertive than her husband, and Traci found she enjoyed the difference. She also enjoyed the fact that Jack was more creative and much more physical. The fact that she could have both men was a dream come true, she thought.
Traci and Glenn were intimate about twice per week. The actual sex was good, both would admit, but for Glenn the emotional connection wasn't quite the same as it was before Traci took her lover. It didn't appear to him that Traci noticed the difference.
A week after Traci and Glenn returned from a week-long Caribbean vacation which included sex every day, Traci told Glenn she and Jack were going on their own week-long respite, at Mackinac Island in Michigan.
"After all, it's only fair, Glenn. We had our time together, now Jack wants his time, too," she explained.
"His time?" Glenn questioned. "His time, as he calls it, is actually my time, my time that you steal and give to him. I know everybody thinks I'm a nice guy, but I think you are mistaking nice for weak. He has gotten enough of your time, by my way of figuring it. You're not going to run off with your second husband and spend an entire week fucking him while I sit at home alone."
Traci wasn't expecting Glenn to put his foot down, and her face dropped in shock. She wasn't asking Glenn for permission; she was telling him a fact. She wasn't going to brook her husband's interference in her affair.
"Jack has been warning me that you'd eventually try to grow some balls and get me back under your thumb. Not going to happen. You don't own me. And if you keep that attitude up, you're going to have to get used to your right hand. I decide who I fuck... and when," Traci lectured.
Glenn had to work hard to keep his face neutral, but he couldn't hide the deep crimson coloring on his face and neck. Traci's lack of respect had reached new heights, Glenn noted to himself. His plan to wait out Traci was certainly not working.
"You are right, Traci. I don't own you. And since I've let you trash our wedding vows, it's obvious you no longer respect me. So you just go on your vacation, and I'll have divorce paperwork ready for you when you get back. Then you can give Jack all your fucks and not have to worry about keeping your cuckold happy."
Glenn turned and walked out of the room. Traci looked after her husband in astonishment. While she knew he was not in total agreement with her having a lover, she always figured his overwhelming love for her gave her the upper hand. Because she could see the hurt she was causing, she knew he still loved her deeply.
Traci's announcement was the final straw for Glenn. He had let his love for his wife blind him to the obvious: her love for Jack was growing while her love, and respect, for him were diminishing. Could she really be that self-absorbed, he wondered.
Jack considered himself an alpha male, while he perceived Glenn to be a weak little man. He continually whispered to Traci that a "real" man wouldn't share his woman. Traci might not have realized it, but after months of Jack's whispering campaign, she had started to believe he was right.
Nothing further was said on the subject. Four days later, Traci walked out the door to meet Jack to head out for their vacation. Her good-bye with Glenn was far from emotional as Glenn didn't even offer his wife a kiss; just said good-bye from across the kitchen and didn't carry her bag to her car. Traci did her best to hide her surprise and disappointment.
Glenn was productive the week Traci was gone, meeting with an attorney and getting the couple's finances separated. She was served divorce papers within two hours of returning to the couple's house. Glenn was not at home when Traci arrived. That should have been her first indication that everything was not good. Despite that, she appeared surprised when the process server showed up on her doorstep, even breaking down in tears when she was handed the ubiquitous manila envelope.
"No, no, no," she whispered to the process server. "What have you done, Glenn?"
At that moment, Glenn was sitting in a comfortable, plush chair at the cigar bar when his phone rang with the first call from Traci. He took a puff of his cigar before hitting the ignore button, then took a sip of his Woodford Reserve bourbon.
By the time Glenn left the bar for home, he had six messages and a dozen texts from Traci on his phone, all of which he had ignored.
"How could you? I thought you loved me!" Traci said when Glenn entered the couple's house.
Glenn looked at Traci with what she thought was a combination of annoyance and sadness.
"Have I ever lied to you, Traci?" Glenn asked "What did I tell you was going to happen if you took a vacation with lover-boy? When did what I say become completely insignificant to you?
"For that matter, when did I become completely insignificant to you?"
Traci looked down at the floor. She visibly gulped before looking up at her husband.
"I love you, hon!" she cried. "I always have, always will. Yes, I have some feelings for Jack, but you're my husband, my first love..."
"I should be your only love, you selfish bitch! We made vows. We made vows..." Glenn said, his voice trailing off.
"Okay, I'll give him up. You win," Traci said.
"No, Traci, I lose. It's too late for us. You've seen to that. You've taken something good and ruined it. It can never be the same," Glenn said.
"I don't accept that, Glenn. We've been together for more than 25 years. Surely we can work on fixing us," she said.
"There is no us. Hasn't been for some time," Glenn said. "I'm not sure when you decided my being a nice guy meant I was a weak dumb-ass, but you overplayed that hand, babe. I can be disrespected by anybody. I don't need that shit from my supposed loving wife."
"What are you going to tell the girls, Glenn?"
"How about if I do something crazy and tell them the truth; you took a lover and fell in love with him."
"You can't tell them that!" Traci yelled "That makes me sound like a..."
She looked up at her husband with a horrified expression. He smirked back at her.
"If the shoe fits, babe. Besides, Julia already knows."
"No-o-o-o! You told her already? She's going to think I'm..."
"Again. If the shoe fits..."
Traci looked stricken.
"She's known from the get-go," Glenn said. "In actuality, she's the reason I've put up with so much of your shit. She asked me to try to keep the family together. I tried for the kids' sake and because I love you. I just can't take any more of this shit. The more I gave, the more you took.
"Whatever gave you the thought in the first place that I'd let you fuck another man with no repercussions?"
"I knew you loved me so much that you'd give this to me," she said. "Perhaps I got a little carried away. I-I guess maybe I am a selfish bitch.
"But I really do love you, Glenn. Don't you love me back?"
"No, Traci, you don't love me nearly as much as you think you do, or else you couldn't have done what you did. The person you love the most is yourself, and me and the kids, and even Jack, are just bit players in your life," Glenn related. "As far as loving you, every day that fades a little more. You don't seem to have a clue how much you've hurt me."
"I'm sorry, Glenn," Traci said quietly.
"For cheating on me, hurting me or ruining our marriage?" Glenn asked.
"For hurting you, Glenn. But I didn't cheat on you, and you were the one who ruined our marriage," she stated boldly.
Glenn looked at his wife incredulously.
"What the fuck do you call having sex with another man if not cheating? How was that not blowing up our marriage?" Glenn questioned.
"You knew what I was doing, so it wasn't cheating, and you let me do it for over a year before you decided to divorce me. You ruined this marriage, not me," she said.
"Aarrgghh! You can't be this stupid," Glenn growled.
The couple's older daughter, Julia, was saddened but not surprised by the news of the divorce. She thanked her father for trying his best to keep the family together. The couple's younger daughter, Katie, who knew nothing of what was happening prior to the announcement, was livid at her mother and didn't hesitate to tell her exactly that after Glenn gave her the news.
"Jeez, Mom. You took a lover because you wanted to experience another man? And you expected Dad to just... do nothing. You're pathetic!"
Traci left the room in tears. She knew she had hurt Glenn tremendously, but Katie didn't seem to even want to try to understand her growing feelings for Jack.
Traci's parents took the news the same way her younger daughter did.
"Damn, Traci, that man loved you beyond belief and gave you just about everything you wanted. He didn't deserve any of the bullshit you gave him," her father said. "I thought we raised you better than that."
"Tell me you didn't know any of this was going on," her father glared at her mother.
"Don't blame her being a slut on me," Traci's mother responded back angrily. "I wouldn't have condoned anything like this."
The pair both looked daggers at their daughter. She dropped her eyes to the floor.
Epilogue:
Christmas at the home of Perry and Julia Lanier was going to be both unique and stressful this year, thought Julia hours before most of her relatives were scheduled to arrive. If everyone honored their commitments, this would be the first time in 10 years Julia's parents would be in the same room together since her younger sister got married. This would also be the first time in 14 years Julia's family would celebrate Christmas together.
Having heard the horror story of his in-laws' split and divorce, Perry was hesitant when Julia suggested hosting her family's Christmas this year.
"As long as no one is hijacked into coming here. I want you to make it clear to everyone who is invited and might show up. And we're not doing any interventions here, either," Perry said.
Julia agreed and the invitations were made, with the list of invitees stated to everyone. Both she and Perry were surprised when both her parents, her grandmother and her sister and her husband all agreed to come.
Glenn got to Perry and Julia's house about noon on Christmas Eve, followed by his other daughter and son-in-law and their two children. Last to show up were Traci, her son, Evan, and her mother. Traci's father had died five years ago.
Julia and Perry had three children of their own, which meant there were six children in attendance at the Laniers' home, ranging in age from 11 to three. Evan was the oldest, and both girls doted on their step-brother, especially after their mother divorced Evan's father when the boy was five.
For his part, Glenn was polite to Evan, but could never warm up to Traci's son with Jack. Although Traci understood Glenn's thinking, she realized that her son would forever be an impediment to her and Glenn having anything more than a distanced relationship. She knew the first of her two ex-husbands hadn't dated much in the years since the divorce, and she always thought she and Glenn had a lot of history which could be built upon.
Traci married her lover a year after her divorce from Glenn became official. While her feelings for Jack had grown throughout their affair, she really couldn't say she loved him with the intensity she loved Glenn. She let lust overcome intelligence when she let Jack talk her into stopping her birth control pills so he could have a child of his own. The move looked even more foolish when she caught Jack cheating on her with a 25-year-old bimbo several years later.
Glenn dated several women through the years but never found anyone he loved nearly as much as he had loved his former wife. He never considered getting back together with his ex after she divorced her second husband, even though both of his daughters asked him to consider that.
"If I really wanted to have a bad taste in my mouth again, I'd just order a pizza with pineapple on it. Much cheaper and way less painful," he pointed out.
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Griff Watson sipped the last of his champagne from his flute and looked over at his beautiful wife, who was sitting in the chair next to him on the deck outside of their hotel room. It was a fantastic week on the big island of Hawaii for him and his bride of 25 years.
He wondered if any man could be so lucky. The trip to Hawaii was to celebrate their anniversary. Imagine being married for 25 years to this goddess and having two great children in college back on the mainland.
The woman looked over at her husband and caught him looking intently at her. It was a look she had seen a lot over the years. She had asked the question probably 1,000 times over the years, but asked it again, anyway, already knowing his answer. An answer that always pleased her.
"What? What are you thinking, Griff?" she asked.
"That I'm the luckiest son of a bitch on the planet. I've got a beautiful sexy wife, two great kids and I'm living the dream. I know I don't deserve this, but Lord, if this is a dream, I don't ever want to wake up," he asserted.
His wife got up out of her chair, leaned down and gave him a kiss that melted his heart... half innocence, half burning desire. God, he loved this woman.
"How about I refill our glasses, then we get dressed for our last dinner on the island?" she said to her husband.
"Great idea," he said as in his mind, he drifted back to the beginning...
She was absolutely beautiful, he thought, the first time he laid eyes on her: pale complexion with a smattering of small freckles across the bridge of her nose, bright, almost glowing green eyes, long red hair down to the middle of her back, 5-9, maybe 115 pounds, much of it in her chest and long, well-proportioned legs. She was with three other girls, all of whom were good-looking in their own right, but he was instantly smitten with her. She smiled in his general direction as the four made their way to the bar at the club just off the edge of campus. He needed to go introduce himself, but for the first time ever, he was tongue-tied; his brain no longer getting enough blood as it was all flowing much lower.
"Griff. Griff. Griff!" yelled Billy Mayfair, Griff's roommate and friend.
Griff snapped back into the real world and looked at his friend.
"What?" he snarled.
"That's four fine babes, bud. What say we go introduce ourselves? There's two for each of us," Billy said.
"Sounds about right, but what say that tonight I go for the redhead only and you take the other three somewhere?"
"Seriously? You'd give me three and just take the one? You feel good, bud?" Billy asked.
"Serious as a heart attack, dude. I'm pretty sure I was just looking at the future Mrs. Griffin Watson," Griff related.
The two young men made their way over to the four women, who were standing in a small circle. Griff visibly gulped, then introduced himself to the redhead.
"Two-fisted drinker?" asked the redhead as she looked at the beer in each of Griff's hands.
"I'm ambidextrous. Don't like to show favorites," Griff said.
The redhead smiled brightly, her eyes seeming to glow as she did. Griff watched transfixed. He could tell she was debating with herself whether to give him her real name or invent one.
"Reece. Reece Davidson. I'm a junior at U-Dub," she announced.
"I'm a junior there, too. How come I've never seen you on campus before? What's your major?" Griff queried.
"Actuarial science. I'm shooting to be one of those boring people who sits in a cubicle and figures mortality rates and stuff like that," she said.
Griff raised his eyebrows and nodded.
"That's probably why I've never seen you before. I spend my time over with the math geeks. I'm an accounting major. I thought I was going into a boring existence, but accounting seems like a party compared to ac sci."
"I'd slap you a good one, but in reality you're right," she said.
Just then Billy walked up to Griff and handed him his half-filled beer, making it three beers that Griff was holding in his hands, and went off to dance with one of the other three women. Reece looked at the beers and frowned. After a few more minutes of talking with the woman, Griff forgot which beers were his and which one was Billy's, so he began drinking and rotating the bottles. Reece rolled her eyes and started to head back to her friends.
"Shit," Griff said out loud to himself before finding a table and putting down all three bottles. He walked over to where Reece was now standing and tried to re-engage with the woman.
"Umm... would you go out on a date with me next Friday?" he asked.
The woman gave him a look that he interpreted as disgust, then shook her head.
"Nah. Not happening," she said.
Griff walked away silently.
Spring was just starting to blossom around campus three months later when a familiar face pulled up the chair opposite Griff's at an area Starbuck's. He looked up from the book he was reading to see Reece smiling back at him.
"Hello, stranger. Remember me?" she asked with an innocent smile on her face.
"How come you never called after we met a few months back?" she said sweetly. "You're the first guy never to call me after having the guts to chat me up in a bar."
"You turned me down flat when I asked you out. Why would I call you after you shot me down?" Griff questioned.
"That never stopped the others," she said. "You either got your feelings hurt or you lack balls."
Griff glared back at the woman.
"You really think a lot of yourself, don't you? Did you ever think that I didn't call you because I don't need to beg from someone who turned me down. Simple as that," he said.
Reece frowned. This was an attitude she had never experienced before. In her mind, the young man should have been hanging on her every word, happy for any morsel of attention she deigned to throw his way.
He drank his coffee and watched her confusion as it played out across her face and in those expressive green eyes. Life to this point had taught him that pretty girls knew they could almost always get their way simply by smiling at a man. He had gotten off that merry-go-round as a junior in high school when his first real teenage crush cheated on him with a senior. He emerged from that debacle a wiser man, he believed, and maybe a changed man forever.
The woman sat silently across from him, trying to read his face the way he was reading hers. She was failing miserably.
"All right, how about I say yes?" she asked.
"Yes to what?"
He knew what she was saying, but at this point he wanted to hear her say it out loud; let it be her decision. He would not ask her a second time.
"Yes, I will go out on a date with you," she said.
"Wise choice this time around. I like a woman who's got flexibility of thought," Griff said.
The pair became inseparable. They were well-matched intellectually as well as sexually. They both knew they were going to have good careers. In fact, they both got jobs in Chicago and moved in together. A year later they were married and both were moving up rapidly in their respective firms.
The two agreed to put off having children until Reece completed her actuarial exams. She had three of the nine done by the time she graduated and passed the remaining six within four years of graduation. Eighteen months later, she was promoted to assistant vice president and the sky seemed to be the limit.
With two big jobs and no children, the pair was free to come and go as they pleased, taking several nice vacations over the next few years, eating at expensive restaurants and hardly ever sitting at home on weekends. They lived in a tony suburb, had memberships at a local gym and became avid bicyclists.
Griff surprised his wife by taking her on a north to south tour of Italy for the couple's fifth anniversary. They started in Milan and ended on the Isle of Capri, taking in historical sites, art museums and beaches in their two weeks of traveling. Griff even took Reece to the Vatican. As a Lutheran he had no desire to go, but he knew that his Catholic wife would be thrilled with how thoughtful he was. She rewarded him handsomely that night in the bedroom as the two went "around the world" for the first time in their years together.
She also let her husband put sunscreen on all of her exposed skin when she laid out on a beach in Naples in a skimpy green bikini that was barely more than a thong.
"Hey, hey, hey!" she whispered at one point when his hand lingered too long on one of her ass cheeks as he gently rubbed in the lotion. "This is a public beach, and there are families all around us."
"I thought Europeans had more laid back attitudes about sex than Americans," he whispered back.
"That may be true, but I don't think that works on public beaches. Besides, I don't want you molesting me in front of those teenage boys lying just a few yards away. I don't want them learning sex education from me," she giggled.
Reece had no clue why the company CEO, John Brooks, wanted to meet with her for lunch one day about two years later. Reece spent the day before the meeting fretting that she was going to get fired, but Griff was more optimistic.
"You're doing great. Why would you think you're going to get the big sack?" Griff said over the dinner table. "In fact, I would think that this might be 'the talk.' You're a successful, smart woman in a man-dominated industry. If your board of directors is paying attention, having a woman among its top executive group would be a smart thing... in several ways."
From reading the company's online bios, Reece knew John Brooks was 60 years old, but she thought he looked more like 50 when he rose from his seat to greet her in the high-end restaurant the next day. She had seen him before at company events, but had never been introduced before, and had never seen him this close up. His dark brown hair had flecks of gray throughout, making him look distinguished to go along with handsome. His finely tailored suit also showed her he was very fit physically.
She wasn't sure why she flushed when he extended his hand. The room seemed to get a few degrees warmer as well, she thought.
The meal and discussion lasted two hours and included several glasses of expensive wine. The wine was very good and gave her a slight buzz, but if she would have had time to examine the situation carefully, she would have realized that her slight disorientation, if you will, wasn't all from the wine. She noted to herself several times the slight tingling in her lower stomach and the dampness forming in her panties. Several times she had to drag her brain back to the conversation with Brooks. She hoped he didn't notice that she was a little distracted.
Griff was right. This was "the talk." John told her the board of directors thought she had a bright future as a top executive and wanted to move her career on that track. Commensurate raises, bonuses and other perks would be forthcoming, but along with that would be increased responsibilities and stresses, he explained. He looked directly at Reece and gave what even she considered to be a smarmy grin. She never responded verbally, but gave a definite nod. She knew she was consenting to do whatever it would take to move forward professionally, even if it meant...
"I'm glad we understand each other," John said quietly.
As usual, Reece got home before her husband and started dinner, moving about almost as if in a daze. She was apprehensive, fearful and... absolutely turned on. She knew her arousal had nothing to do with her husband, but he was going to be the recipient of that when he walked in the door.
Dinner was about an hour late that night. Reece gave Griff just enough time to put his keys, phone and wallet down before wrapping him in a passionate embrace and covering her lips with his. After a minute of her tongue exploring his mouth, Griff lifted his wife and carried her upstairs, stopping long enough for Reece to shut the oven.
Reece literally tossed his wife on the bed. She bounced up and giggled while Griff dove onto the bed.
It wasn't entirely unusual for Reece to greet Griff at the door with amorous intentions, but it hadn't happened in the past year. Griff's hard dick was doing all the thinking at that moment, however, so he never gave his wife's intentions a second thought.
Griff had no problem smelling his wife's arousal as he quickly stripped off all their clothes, scattering them throughout the room. He growled and dove face forward into what he discovered was an incredibly wet pussy. Reece screamed and locked her thighs around her husband's head, bucking up fiercely into his face. Her first buck knocked his head back hard and brought tears to his eyes, but he managed to grab a gulp of air and licked and sucked her into a full, mind-numbing orgasm, her body shaking as if she'd been shocked.
Several seconds later, Griff realized he hadn't had a breath in some time, and started tapping furiously on her left hip, which was their signal that she needed to let him catch a breath. It took a bit for Reece to realize she was being tapped before she released the death grip on his head. Griff sucked in air like a drowning man reaching the water's surface.
By the time Griff crawled his way up his wife's body, his face was covered with her juices. He slid his hard dick into her hot, wet box and leaned down for a wet, sloppy kiss.
"Mmm... I taste good on your lips," she rasped.
When the two finally got downstairs and Reece began to re-do dinner, Griff sat at the table and asked her about her meeting with John Brooks. She quickly looked over at her husband to see if she could tell if he suspected anything, then realized she was probably being paranoid.
She told him the basics of her meeting, including the fact that she would probably be working longer hours and have to travel occasionally. She was gratified when Griff told her he understood and completely supported her... although he was concerned when she told him she wanted to delay having children for a few more years.
"I'm just now starting to move up. You can see that missing significant time for childbirth would put a brick on my moving up," she asserted.
Griff let out a heavy sigh. He really wanted children, they both did, but if she wanted to wait, he could put that dream on hold as well.
"I get it. I completely understand," he said with as much fake sincerity as he could muster. "I'm with you, Ree. I'm really proud of you. We still have plenty of time for kids."
Reece's face split with a huge smile. She gave out a sigh of relief.
"You... are an amazing man, hon," she said as her eyes filled with tears. She stopped what she was doing, went over to him and gave him a passionate kiss.
"You keep that up and dinner is going to be even later," he whispered.
John Brooks waited about four months before he began his pursuit of Reece in earnest. Although she felt some guilt about playing along, she had to admit to herself that John surely was a handsome, well-built, charming man. It wasn't like she was being hit on by a troll.
"No, definitely not a troll," was Reece's first thought when John rolled off her body after an hour-long episode underneath the Geneva Insurance Co. CEO.
Reece came four times from John's mouth, fingers and dick in the first of what she knew would be many encounters. As she lay on the bed panting and listening to John pant as well, she had to admit the man knew what he was doing. She hoped she pleased him as much as he did her.
"That was amazing, John," she said softly. "You are every bit as good as you've been telling me."
John chuckled. His immediate thought was to ask the younger woman if he was better than her husband, but from their previous conversations knew that any mention of her husband was off the table. Bragging on himself, though, was allowed.
"I told you I don't lie. In fact, I expect it to be better next time, now that I know my way around that hot body a little bit," he said.
"I look forward to that," she giggled.
Reece didn't even think of her husband at all during the encounter with John. It wasn't until she was cleaning up afterward that she first thought of Griff. She was surprised that she didn't feel all that guilty about what she had just done.
Griff was watching a Chicago Bulls game on the big screen in the family room when Reece walked into the house from the garage. She made sure to keep her actions as close to normal as possible, even though her insides were doing flip-flops. Would Griff be able to tell just by looking at her, she wondered? At least she knew she cleaned up enough that there was no telltale smells or physical signs, but she was also smart enough not to have fresh toothpaste on her breath or fresh perfume or soap smell on her body.
"I assume you grabbed something to eat at the office, but if not, there's a few slices of pizza and a breadstick left in the box in the kitchen," Griff called out.
Reece drifted into the room about 30 seconds later, munching on a piece of pizza and holding a plate with two slices on it. If he could smell anything on her, it would be pepperoni. She stopped chewing, swallowed and leaned down to give her husband a kiss.
"Missed you, babe. Glad you're home," he said.
Reece drifted off into the bedroom and came out in a T-shirt and sweatpants. She flopped down on the sofa next to her husband and finished her plate of pizza. Nothing seemed out of place, she thought.
The long private lunches with Brooks became an every week occurrence for Reece. A few late evenings also became common. She began to look forward to her next session with John. She knew part of the attraction was the illicit nature of what she was doing, but part of it was also due to the fact that John was every bit as good as her husband in bed. Between John and Griff, she felt very fulfilled sexually.
Reece was always very careful to straighten up before she went home.
Although she never initiated sex with her husband on the same day she had sex with her lover, those instances still came up occasionally, and not wanting to make Griff suspicious, Reece gave him unknowing sloppy seconds. She about peed herself with nerves the first time it happened, but she was also aroused beyond belief at the prospect of having sex with two different men within hours of each other.
Griff noticed how wet Reece was on that first time, but never gave it a second thought. For her part, Reece was relieved when she saw nothing but her fluids on Griff's dick while he was fucking her.
"Damn, you are one hot bitch, Ree!" Griff groaned at one point in the proceedings.
With the exception of not having children, Griff thought his life was just about perfect. He was making a six-figure salary and his wife was well above that. They had moved to a bigger, more expensive house, took great vacations and best of all, he had a beautiful wife whom he believed loved him as much as he loved her.
Griff wondered what the emergency was that made his friend Jim Talley call him during a workday. Jim never called during work hours, respecting both his own boss and Griff too much to interrupt work for personal calls. He wondered if something had happened to Jim's wife or parents as he picked up the call.
"Something up, Tal?" he answered as he addressed his friend by his nickname.
"Uh... umm... yeah, Griff," his friend said awkwardly. "You got a minute for me?"
"Always, bud. What's wrong? Somebody sick?" Griff replied.
"Nobody's sick, Griff, but yeah, something's wrong, I think," Tal said hesitantly.
"Come on, bud, you know you can tell me anything. Just take a breath and say it," Griff directed.



"Just don't shoot the messenger, Griff. Promise?"
"You're killing me, Tal. Speak."
"I was at The Rosemont for lunch with some high-end clients, and I ran into Reece and her big boss while I was there," Tal said. "Well, actually I didn't run into them... they didn't see me... and they looked... really cozy... you know what I mean?"
Griff's brain went into vapor-lock for a moment. He was silent on his end of the phone for several long seconds.
"Griff?" Tal finally questioned.
"Uh... exactly how cozy we talking?" Griff finally croaked out.
"Sitting next to each other holding hands, leaning in to whisper to each other, looking like a couple of teenagers out on a date, and not a first date, if you catch my drift," Tal said.
Again there was silence on Griff's end.
"Sorry, Griff."
"Yeah... me, too, Tal. Not your fault. I'm not holding anything against you. My problem to handle. Thanks for having the stones to tell me," Griff said before ending the call.
"Oh fuck!" Griff whispered out loud as he felt his stomach roil.
Griff had never even considered the possibility that Reece would ever cheat on him. A friend seeing her being "cozy" was not exactly damning evidence of an affair, but at the least, Reece was on the verge of one... and had made some sort of a decision that it was okay to do it.
Griff spent the last two hours at work considering his many options. The word "divorce" came up in his mind several times. Although he knew he didn't have evidence that she had actually cheated on him, her actions in the restaurant had clearly crossed a line... and seemed to indicate at least that there would be more to come, if that hadn't already happened. Griff was heartbroken.
While Griff was pondering his situation, Reece had texted him that she would be about an hour late from work. He wondered if she needed the extra hour to catch up on work she had missed while she was having lunch with and then fucking John Brooks.
Griff was in the middle of preparing dinner when Reece walked in the door. He had become adept at cooking in the last few years due to his wife coming home late several times a week. He stiffened noticeably when she moved to him for a quick kiss and hug. He also wasn't subtle when he leaned over and sniffed her hair and her neck for scents of sex, newly-applied perfume or the other man. Once again, he was amazed that he never smelled any of the aforementioned scents. He never realized she could be that devious.
Reece instantly knew that Griff suspected... or God forbid, knew... something.
"Wh-what are you doing, Griff?" she asked, already knowing full well the answer.
"How far have you gone, Reece? You do remember we made vows... and I will hold you to those."
Reece's initial reaction was to lash out at her husband, using the theory that the best defense was an aggressive offense. As she quickly thought it out, however, she realized that she didn't have a clue as to how much her husband knew, and going into battle mode could be the exact wrong thing to do.
Griff could tell his wife was quickly thinking through her answer, meaning whatever she was going to tell him was probably going to be a watered down version of the truth, at best.
"I haven't cheated on you, Griff, but perhaps I've gotten a little too close to someone," Reece admitted while blushing profusely.
"Someone being John Brooks," Griff said sharply in a statement rather than a question.
Reece dropped her eyes. Griff caught the apprehension in them before she turned them to the floor.
"Yes. We've been out for lunches and dinners. There's been some touching and kissing. I know there shouldn't have been, but he's a dynamic man and my boss..."
"Like that's a good excuse!" Griff interrupted with a shout.
Reece looked very small. For one of the few times since the affair began almost two years ago, she felt guilty. At the moment, however, her biggest concern was whether her husband would buy her blatant lie. She knew she couldn't deny everything, so she hoped her small mea culpa would satisfy his blood-thirst.
Griff remembered he was cooking and went back to that chore while Reece stayed glued to the spot she was standing on when the discussion began. A minute passed before Griff told his wife to get changed for dinner.
Dinner was virtually silent. Griff wondered how much his wife had lied, or at the very least, downplayed the situation, and how long it had been going on. He thought about asking, but then realized he didn't trust her to tell him the truth.
"I'm sorry, Griff," she mumbled toward the end of the meal. "I lost myself for a little bit. It won't happen again."
"Damn right it won't!" he barked.
The two picked up the dinner dishes together. Griff practically threw his dishes in the sink and walked off to the family room. Reece didn't say a word as she could practically see steam coming out of her husband's ears.
Without hard evidence and Reece not admitting to openly cheating with Brooks, Griff had a hard decision to make. He wasn't sure he trusted her explanation, but deep down he knew he loved this woman. Did he want to give her up without knowing for sure?
After about an hour of silence between the two, Griff got up and walked over to where his wife was sitting, standing directly in front of her. She looked at him with fear in her eyes, wondering if he was going to scream at her or maybe even hit her for the first time ever.
"Here's how this is going to go, Reece," he said, his voice louder than usual but still calm. "Right now I don't trust you as far as I can throw you. The late nights stop right now, and there will be no more travelling if John Brooks is on the trip. Are we clear on this?"
Reece's mouth dropped open before her visage changed to one of anger.
"How dare you set terms for me in my job. I'm a vice president in my company, and there are times where I have to work late and times I have to travel with John. I could never explain that I'm not allowed..."
"Then get ready for the divorce, babe. I'm not certain but pretty sure you've been cheating on me many of the times you have come home late, and probably on the trips where John has gone. If you want to keep this marriage, you'll do it my way," he growled.
"So now you're my jailer, just because..." she started.
"Don't insult my intelligence. Trust is key to a good marriage, and right now I don't trust you," he said.
"It's going to be very embarrassing telling my bosses about your rules," she declared.
"It was very embarrassing for me to have a friend tell me about my wife and John Brooks," he rasped harshly.
Reece told both her immediate boss and John about her husband's edict and to her immediate boss gave a very abbreviated version of events leading up to that. Her immediate boss wasn't too pleased to hear the story, but with Brooks being his immediate boss decided to not make a big deal of it.
Brooks, however, was none too happy with Griff's demand of his lover, especially since Reece also told him the affair was over because she was afraid her husband would find out the complete truth.
"We had a good run, John, a great run," Reece told him, "but you know I love my husband and don't want to lose him."
"This isn't over, Reece. We'll be back together before you know it," he declared. "That little piss ant isn't going to keep us apart."
"Please, John, don't start any more trouble in my marriage," she pleaded.
John seemingly backed off from Reece and although she was embarrassed by having to leave the office on time even though certain things weren't quite done at the end of the day, she abided by her husband's demand.
Griff and Reece were on their way to the annual Geneva Insurance Co. Christmas party four months later when Griff decided he needed to lay down the law one more time for his wife.
"I know John Brooks is the CEO, but under no circumstances are you to dance with him tonight," Griff stated harshly. "Anybody else is fine, but not him... no matter what... unless you want to be embarrassed some more. I'm not fucking around here, Ree."
Reece's immediate blush of embarrassment turned into a flush of anger. She was barely able to hold her tongue.
Unlike most other years, Griff stayed at Reece's side throughout most of the mingling and hors d'oeuvres portion of the event. John Brooks had a sour look on his face but kept his distance.
The dancing part of the event followed an excellent meal and some short speeches by Brooks and Geneva President Louis Giambalvo. Within minutes of the band starting up, Brooks appeared at Reece's shoulder away from Griff and asked her if she wanted to dance. Before she could respond, Griff answered for her.
"Decorum says that you should have asked my permission first, but I know you don't believe in that. Still, the answer is not just no, but hell no. Now trundle off, old man," Griff said sharply and loudly, loud enough that all conversation stopped at the table.
John's face was crimson with anger, while Reece's face was ghostly white and she never took her eyes off her husband. John waited for about five seconds before stalking off.
"Asswipe!" said one of the other employees' spouses. "That guy just thinks his shit doesn't stink."
"Mark, don't get me in trouble tonight," said his wife with a worried look on her face.
Griff and Reece hit the dance floor soon after that. During a slow song, Griff told his wife he thought she was the sexiest woman at the party. For perhaps the first time that night, she smiled brightly.
Reece spent much of the rest of the night on the dance floor, mostly dancing with her husband but also with several other men during the evening.
Griff left Reece dancing to a slow song with a co-worker and went off to relieve himself. Within seconds of Griff leaving the room, John appeared as if out of thin air and cut in on Reece's dance partner. When Reece realized what had transpired, she took a quick look around, smiled and put her face against John's shoulder.
Griff felt the eyes on him when he walked back into the ballroom about five minutes later. He knew what that meant, and quickly scanned the dance floor looking for his wife. When he finally caught sight of her, she was leaving the room from the opposite end of the hall, her arm being pulled by Brooks.
"Son of a bitch!" he growled and headed off.
By the time Griff got out the door on the other side of the room, he could see Brooks holding his wife by her shoulders and trying to maneuver for a kiss. It looked to Griff that she was resisting Brooks' advances, which seemed to be confirmed by her wailing, "No, John, a dance was enough. Don't push it. It won't end well for either of us."
John snarled something unintelligible right before Griff got to the pair. John's back was to Griff and his size blocked Reece from seeing her husband approach rapidly. She didn't see, but rather heard, the result of Griff reaching John: a hard thud, followed by John screaming, releasing his grip on her and falling to the floor. What she missed visually was Griff hammering a hard punch directly to John's left kidney, which crumpled the CEO.
"Time to go, Reece. Say good night," he said as he grabbed his wife's hand.
"Uhh..." was all his wife could verbalize as Griff pulled her back into the ballroom and then out the main door as about half the crowd watched in stunned silence.
"I tried to stop him. I did," Reece said through tears as Griff waited for her to get in her side of the car.
"I saw and I heard, but I also heard you say you danced with him once while I was gone. You're on thin ice, woman. Thin ice," Griff said.
"Did you have to hurt him?" Reece said quietly.
"Absolutely. Now he should completely understand that I want whatever you two had going to be completely ended," Griff said.
"It was already ended, but he just wanted a dance..." Reece started.
"And I had already warned you... and what were you two doing off by yourselves?" Griff interrupted.
His wife dropped her head and remained silent.
John Brooks took Griff's hint and stayed away from Reece after that. Reece kept her work week to just 40 hours, and Griff made sure he paid closer attention to his wife's comings and goings. Reece occasionally showed her resentment to being watched closely by Griff, but she would remain silent when he reminded her that it was her actions that caused his reaction.
"I'm not the bad guy here, Reece. I'm not the one who crossed the line," he reminded her one time when she started to bark back at him.
Reece realized she dodged a bullet, but she did miss the sex with John. She enjoyed the variety of two good men.
It took more than a year for things to be right between Griff and Reece, although he would never trust his wife completely again. He eventually relaxed his 40-hour work week edict, knowing that his wife's climb up the corporate ladder was important to her, and would be forever stalled if she couldn't work extra hours. He never relented on her taking trips with John Brooks, although the company was able to work around that rather easily.
Brooks retired after another year, and Reece moved up yet again. Three years later, after another retirement, Reece became company president. By this time, her total compensation package dwarfed that of her husband, and included a new luxury vehicle every other year. Life was good in the Watson household.
Griff was incredibly proud of his wife's accomplishments. He was doing well in his own career, and had no problem with his wife's career being bigger than his. The only thing missing in his life was children, but he realized that dream was off the table when Reece became president. The two had long ago stopped talking about children... in truth, Reece had long ago stopped talking about a family, and Griff knew that his desire for that was falling on deaf ears, so he had finally given up.
Ray Bischoff could have been a larger version of John Brooks, not necessarily in looks but in attitude and demeanor. He was assertive, bold and confident, to go along with being 6-4, 230, and damn, he looked good in his expensive, custom-made Italian suits, Reece thought as she sat across from him at the table of an expensive Boston restaurant.
The two had met earlier in the day at a major insurance conference in the New England city. Ray was the number two guy at Northeast Re in Boston, and immediately noticed the beautiful redhead seated a few places away at the introductory meet.
As the conference was about to break off into different seminars, Ray walked directly to Reece and introduced himself. She liked his bold attitude and his direct manner as well as his handsome face with blue eyes and sandy color hair. She noted he was probably at least 10 years older than her, but as she had shown years ago with John Brooks, that was definitely in her wheelhouse.
"Since I'm a local, I know where the best hidden gems are in this city. Let me take you to one tonight," he said.
It had been more than five years since her affair with John Brooks had ended. Her husband had gotten suspicious and caused that ending, but she had convinced him she hadn't cheated and had only crossed a few lines. It had taken more than a year to repair the marriage, but more than four years had passed since then.
She knew what Ray was asking. It was an invitation for more than dinner. She glanced quickly at his left hand and noticed he was not wearing a wedding ring. She acquiesced.
The small, quiet upscale restaurant was everything Ray said it would be. The two talked easily and Ray flirted outrageously. She had spent the entire meal looking at the situation from all angles, and decided that the risk was negligible for what seemed to be high reward. When he asked her to finish the evening at his home, she agreed with enthusiasm.
Reece was as pleased with what Ray looked like out of his clothes as what he looked like dressed. His equipment seemed to be proportional to his body size, and while she wasn't a size queen, she knew his larger length and width would be welcome for the night. She wasn't wrong as the man drove her to a series of loud, toe-curling orgasms.
The two cuddled and pillow-talked for about 30 minutes after their coupling.
"I'd like to do this again, but you're going to have to give me a hand here, although your mouth would probably do the job better," Ray said.
Reece smiled brightly, then proceeded to slide down the 52-year-old man's body. She licked and sucked on his dick for about five minutes before she pronounced him ready for round two.
The second time of the night was done at a more leisurely pace, and was more lovemaking than pure fucking. They were both sated and cuddled together when Reece looked at her watch, grabbed her phone and started to get out of bed.
"What?" Ray asked.
"I've got to call my husband," Reece said sheepishly. "I... had a little indiscretion a few years ago, and it took my husband several years to get over it. I know his trust still isn't as strong as it used to be, so..."
"I get it, but you don't need to get up. I promise I'll behave while you talk to him," Ray said.
Ray kept his promise as Reece conversed with Griff. He sat quietly and listened to her half of the conversation.
"Long day, although I did eat at a great restaurant for dinner," he heard Reece tell her husband.
"Yeah, I'm just about ready to call it a day, just lying here in bed."
She looked directly into Ray's eyes after she said that and grinned. He mirrored her look but stayed stock still.
There were several more minutes of small talk before Reece signed off.
"Love you," she said before she ended the call.
"Love you? Really?" Ray said quietly when she put her phone down.
"Really," Reece asserted. "You know this is just sex. I know this is just sex. It's a physical act that we both enjoyed. It doesn't mean I love my husband any less. He, on the other hand, doesn't see things the same way."
Reece spent all three nights in Boston at Ray's home, returning to her hotel room early each morning to change her clothes for the next day's meetings. The conference ended at midday on Friday, and after eating lunch at a restaurant together, Ray drove Reece to Logan Airport.
"I had a great time this week, Ray. Thank you," she said as she leaned in and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.
"Trust me, the pleasure was all mine," he said.
Griff's smile when he first saw Reece come through the airport walkway gave the woman her first pang of guilt over her affair in Boston. It was quickly pushed aside as she walked into her husband's arms for a big hug and passionate kiss.
"Damn, I've missed you, Ree. Have a good week without me?" he asked sincerely.
"Not really. Boring insurance shit during the day, sleeping alone at night," she answered. "You know I don't sleep good by myself in a bed. I'd do better in a La-Z-Boy than a king-size when I'm by myself.
"I can't wait to get a good night's sleep."
"Well... sleep won't exactly be the first thing on my mind when I get you into bed tonight, babe," Griff responded.
Five weeks later, Reece was sitting in her office staring at her coffee cup. It was a pose she had been in for several minutes when her administrative assistant walked in and closed the door behind her, causing Reece to look up.
"Okay, boss. What's up? Spill," commanded Lisa Antrim as she set her coffee cup down on the far side of Reece's desk and sat down in the chair facing her boss.
"I'm pregnant," Reece whispered, looking for the reaction of her admin. "I'm not sure how that happened..."
"I can explain that to you, or would you prefer I just give you a pamphlet?" Lisa interrupted, smiling broadly.
Reece grimaced.
"No, I mean I've been on the pill for forever. I didn't skip any. I don't know what happened," she said urgently.



"Remember when you had that bad cold a few weeks ago and were on some cold prescriptions. Sometimes those kind of things cancel out birth control for a while, from what I've been told," Lisa said.
"Have you told Griff yet? I'll bet he'll be absolutely thrilled. I know he's wanted kids for so long now..."
Lisa stopped short as she looked at Reece's face. It looked like her boss was about to cry. It was a look Lisa hadn't seen in the eight years she had been Reece's admin.
"It might not be Griff's," Reece whispered.
"Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit," Lisa whispered back. "Boston?"
"Yeah," Reece admitted.
Lisa took a sip of her coffee and stared straight ahead blankly. When Reece said nothing for several seconds, Lisa looked at her, raised her hands and shrugged.
"All three nights. He was a really big, handsome guy," Reece said.
"Griff doesn't know, right?" Lisa asked.
"Oh, God, no. And he never will," Reece asserted.
"Could the baby be his?" Lisa queried.
"That's the problem. It could be. I suppose I could take the chance. It's not like they're different races," Reece said.
"But... if."
"So... are you going to take the chance?" Lisa asked.
"I'm leaning away from that. I think I'll need to take a last-minute trip to Illinois next week for a few days," she answered. "Why don't you book me a flight to Chicago and get me a hotel room for four days."
Reece had an abortion the first day she was in Chicago. She pretended to be sick when she got home to buy her several more days to recover, then used several other excuses and several world-class blowjobs to not have vaginal sex so she had a full month to recover from the surgery.
"Men are so easy," she thought one night while swallowing a large load of cum a couple of weeks after her abortion.
She knew her husband had absolutely no clue as to what had gone on in the last couple of months.
In truth, Griff didn't have a clue, right up until that very moment. As he was coming, he looked into his wife's eyes... and saw that although she was literally attached to him at that moment, she was figuratively a million miles away. Griff knew then that he had a problem that was not going away.
Reece's apparent success at hiding a short affair, a pregnancy and then an abortion only served to reinforce in her mind that she could get away with stepping out on her husband, if she was careful and did it in other cities. Once again, she examined her feelings and came to the same conclusion she did years ago: she loved Griff, but she enjoyed the thrill of illicit sex and the difference of a new partner. She deserved to have sex on her terms... of a sort.
Gary Bergeron owned a small construction company in Minneapolis, MN, so it was definitely not a business meeting of any kind, Griff thought, when the Minneapolis police told him who was driving the car that crashed in which his wife was a passenger.
Griff was listed as Reece's emergency contact, and although her injuries weren't life-threatening, it was standard procedure to inform an emergency contact when someone was hospitalized due to an accident.
The police officer was surprised that Griff had asked for the driver's name and address after informing him that his wife was involved in an accident but only had minor injuries.
"Fuck, the bastard's probably looking to sue already," the officer thought, not even wondering about the fact that the woman was in a car with a man not her husband at 10:15 at night.
Griff took down the information and thanked the officer before walking over to his computer to do a look-up on the man. Five minutes later, he had all the information he needed. He sat still at the screen, taking a few minutes to calm his breathing.
Reece knew that the Minneapolis police would call her home to inform her husband of the accident and her subsequent hospitalization. She hadn't counted on them relaying additional information, if they were asked a direct question. She knew the coming phone call home could be awkward, but she knew she was smart enough to be able to keep her husband in the dark.
"Hi, babe. Yeah it's me," she said casually. "You should have gotten a phone call earlier from the Minneapolis PD about an accident I was in. I'm good. Might have a slight concussion, the doc said. They're going to keep me overnight just to make sure I'm good."
Griff was quiet for several seconds, which worried his wife, before finally answering.
"I'm glad it wasn't a bad accident, Ree. What happened? Why were you driving around so late?" he asked quietly.
Reece listened carefully to her husband's tone. She didn't pick up that anything was different, and gave an audible sigh. Griff smiled to himself when he heard it.
"I was out with several of the locals catching a couple of drinks. I was heading back to the hotel when somebody blew through a stop sign. He spotted me late and we both hit the brakes, so it wasn't as bad as it could have been. And since it was the other guy's fault, our company's insurance won't take a hit either," she said.
"So you don't need me to fly up there and bring you back?" Griff said in his most sincere voice.
"Nah. I'll be out of here tomorrow morning, and be home the next day," she said.
"Okay, then, babe. I'll see you the day after tomorrow. Good night," he said.
It was completely lost on Reece that Griff had not ended their call with a loving sign-off, which was usual.
As was usual, Reece paid particular attention to her husband the day she got home from a trip. It was just her way of making sure the man she thought of as the love of her life had remained clueless and didn't seem to have any suspicions. Griff seemed very solicitous of the few cuts she had on her face from the accident, and practically hovered over her on her first night home from the trip. For a few seconds, Reece felt guilty that she was cheating on a man as good as her husband.
Griff stopped her in bed that night when she reached for his dick. She seemed surprised until he told her he was concerned that she should get her rest after the accident.
"Sleep good, baby. We'll play tomorrow," he said quietly.
She rolled over and Griff spooned around her. She was asleep within a minute. Griff laid awake thinking of everything and nothing. He felt tears in his eyes.
Being wrapped up in herself, Reece didn't have any idea that Griff knew she had been marginalizing him more and more during the seven years she had been president at her company. He also knew that she would turn on the charm and try to distract him with sex after every trip she made, particularly those three and four-nighters that she had started making in the last six months.
Although he didn't think she did it purposely at first, Reece started her marginalization campaign a couple of years after she became president. She expected Griff to accompany her to several company events, but then would abandon him to mingle with others from her company, leaving him to talk with "the other wives," as she phrased it one time, never realizing what she said.
He would often start out talking with the executives' wives, then drift off someplace quiet where he could read a book or look at sports on his phone.
A couple of years before, Griff drifted into a conversation with Geneva Chief Financial Officer Mark Hayes that proved highly beneficial to Geneva's bottom line. As part of Reece's compensation package was company stock, she and Griff were provided profit and loss statements. Griff noticed that Geneva was relying way too much on investments and letting core business suffer. He suggested cutting spending in several strategic costs of sales areas to counter decreased sales, and the next year profits returned to previous levels.
When Reece questioned Hayes on the increased performance, Hayes took complete credit for it, never mentioning Griff's hand in the increase.
As Griff was by this point a high-ranking exec at his firm as well, there were several events where he needed his wife to be there for him, but he noticed that she less than subtly let everybody know she was a seven-figure a year president of her company, and quickly turned off Griff's co-workers. The other spouses, too, wanted no part of Griff's wife, although his friendship in the company was highly sought after.
After several years of that behavior, Griff quietly stopped telling Reece about company events involving spouses, and much to his relief, she was too caught up in her own life to question it.
Reece was surprised that Griff was already gone when she woke up. They normally woke at the same time. She thought about it for a moment, but not too long. After all, she had a company to run, and her own life to live.
Maybe that was why she never saw it coming. As she strode into her office, her admin, Lisa, stood to greet her and pointed to a young woman sitting in a chair off to the side. As Reece turned, the young, professionally-dressed woman approached her with a large manila envelope, handed it to her, took a cell phone photo and said, "Reece Watson, you are served."
Reece had pulled up when the young woman approached, and took the envelope with a look of confusion, which was quickly dispelled by her announcement of service. She staggered forward into her office and dropped into her chair behind her desk. Lisa quickly followed her into the office, grabbing a box of tissues from a drawer in her own desk.
"What... how... why," Reece mumbled as tears fell from her eyes.
Lisa gently took the envelope from her boss's hands and opened it. As she figured, it was divorce papers. She showed them to Reece, who continue to bawl vociferously.
"Why?" Reece asked. "I thought we'd be together forever. We weren't having any problems..."
Lisa had been with Reece for a number of years. Next to Griff, the woman probably knew more about Reece's private life than anybody else. She probably knew more than Griff, in reality, because she was sure she was the only one who knew about Reece's affair in Boston, the resulting pregnancy and the following abortion. She also knew, although it was never discussed, that Reece's business trips in the last few months might also have had a "personal" side to them as well.
"Ree... could Griff have found out something?" she asked barely above a whisper.
Reece immediately stopped crying and blinked her wet eyes at her admin. Although she and Lisa hadn't ever discussed what was happening in the evenings on her business trips, she knew her admin was smart enough to figure it out, and then of course, there was the whole Boston debacle. She knew Lisa would take that secret and her thoughts to her grave, but could Griff somehow have found out... something? When she thought about it logically, she knew her husband was a smart, capable man, even though in recent years she often denigrated him in her mind as not being her equal. She realized this might have been a monumental mistake.
"I don't know how," she finally responded. "Even if the police called him to report I was in an accident, they wouldn't know anything about what I had been doing. And he wouldn't have any way to know what happened on the other trips."
Lisa scrunched up her nose and eyes. She hated to be the one to ask the next obvious question.
"Anything else going on in your life, boss? Could he have found out about something not related to here?" she asked.
Reece's mouth dropped open in shock. She heard her admin ask her if she was a slut in her personal life away from the office, as well. After thinking about it for a bit, she supposed she earned that question.
"No, Lisa. I guess you could say I'm a little more circumspect in my life away from the office. I would never do anything... I would never do anything else to jeopardize my marriage," she said.
"Well, how have you guys been doing at home then? Have you been neglecting him in the bedroom, you guys been fighting? Anything?" Lisa asked.
Reece sat quietly for several long seconds. Lisa could see the emotions playing out on her face as she did so.
"Come to think of it, he has been kind of quiet for awhile, may a couple of months," she answered. "Been kind of standoffish, quieter than usual. And we haven't been quite as touchy-feely either, now that I think about it. Sex has slowed way down, and we've only done it when I've initiated, which hasn't been very much, I've got to admit.
"Oh shit, I've missed all the signals. I wonder if he's got somebody on the side."
The irony of what she just said came to her and she giggled nervously. That didn't go past Lisa.
"Griff's the nicest guy in the world and he loves you completely. He would never screw around on you," Lisa said.
"But I never thought I would ever screw around on him," Reece whispered.
"Yeah, there is that," Lisa whispered in return.
Griff knew by text that Reece had been served 20 minutes earlier. He surmised that she was discussing the matter with her administrative assistant, Lisa, perhaps the one person who knew what actually was going on with his wife. He had considered sitting down with Lisa and trying to get some information, but dismissed that idea because Reece had told him several times through the years that Lisa was completely loyal to her.
Griff had gotten a divorce attorney and asked her to draw up divorce papers several months back when he first realized that his wife might have been cheating on him. His attorney asked him why he didn't take the next step and hire a private investigator.
"Basically, I'm a coward," he answered. "I really love the woman, and if I hire a PI, I might find out something I'm really not prepared for. I'll just watch and wait for things to develop, get my emotions and ducks in a row for when I have to. Because once I do, there will be no turning back.
"I'm really hoping that for once there will be no fire where there has been smoke. I can't help myself. I love her."
The phone call came a few minutes later. By this point, Reece had gotten her act together and decided on a plan of action. She quickly dismissed her first thought of proclaiming ignorance of any problem, instead choosing her default workplace setting of powering through problems while not actually admitting the problem existed.
"What the hell are you doing, Griff?" came the question through the phone when Griff finally answered.
Her voice was in control. The question was asked, not yelled. She sounded every bit the president of Geneva. He expected nothing less.
"You know exactly what it is, Reece. I've taken enough disrespect from you in the past few years. I shouldn't have to take the disrespect of you also cheating on me. That's where I draw the line," Griff said quietly but firmly.
"Please don't insult my intelligence by telling me you haven't been cheating on me these last several months when you've gone on these short business trips. For example, there's no reason why you are in a car with a small construction company owner at 10:30 at night... That's definitely not business-related."
Reece's brain almost burst. How could Griff possibly know about her cheating on her short business trips in recent months? At the very least, he knew about her most recent lover. How much did he know? Shit, shit, shit, she thought.
"How dare you have me served here!" she said, anger rising in her voice. "I would have expected better from you."
"And I expected better from you as well!" he declared with anger in his own voice. "I guess sometimes we expect too much from the ones who profess to love us the most."
Griff heard his wife's end of the call get very quiet. He saw, rather than heard, the call end. All in all, he thought to himself, that could have gone much worse.
Reece left her office at 4. Griff stayed at his until the usual quitting time of 5. He felt he was unusually productive, considering the circumstances.
"Not going to be a divorce, Griff!" Reece yelled at her husband when he walked into the house from the garage.
Griff knew that his wife had a full day to think about things and marshal her mental resources. He knew the evening wouldn't be pretty when he saw her Lexus already in its spot in the garage when he got home.
"You love me. I love you. No divorce. Not now, not ever," she said.
"When did you decide that you could unilaterally step out of our marriage, Ree? When did you decide that you could rewrite our wedding vows? Hell, when did you personally rewrite the 10 Commandments?" he shot back. "I don't recall the seventh one being, 'Thou shall not commit adultery except occasionally.'"
Reece dropped her eyes to the floor. This was going to be a much shorter argument than she planned if Griff was going to keep asking her questions she couldn't answer.
"Let's make this easy, Ree. Why don't you not give me the trite answers like, 'it was just sex,' 'it didn't mean anything to me' and my personal favorite, 'I love only you,'" he declared.
Reece started to answer, then realized her husband had just shot down anything she would have said. For the first time, she looked worried, but still not remorseful, Griff noted to himself.
"Why don't you start with why, Ree? That should be easy to answer. A simple why," he said.
She opened and closed her mouth several times. Griff could see her trying to think of the right thing to say.
"It's a simple question, damn it! Why? You owe me an answer!" he yelled.
"I-I guess because I felt like I could. I deserved it. I'm the president of a global company," she said haltingly. "Sounds pretty lame now when I say it out loud."
"Yeah. And since I was no longer your equal, my feelings just didn't matter," he said sadly.
Reece gasped, then sighed before finally dropping her eyes again. It seemed so easy at the time.
"Can't we try counseling, Griff? Please. I love you. I've always loved you. Maybe I kind of forget it for a while, took you for granted. Please," she said.
"How long have you been cheating? How many lovers?" Griff growled. "Would it be easier if you just rounded off the numbers?"
Reece shot her husband a nasty look but bit back the sharp retort that was coming. Since she didn't know how much he knew, she didn't know how much to say. She opted to give him a very condensed version, leaving out the affair with her boss and the Boston debacle.
"I've only been doing this for a few months. I've been with five other men. I'm sorry, Griff. I'm really sorry," she said quietly.
"Are you sorry for the cheating, the disrespect or for ripping apart my hopes and dreams?" he asked sarcastically.
"All three. Really. Can't we try again?" she asked.
"I doubt you're telling me the whole story, Ree. I don't trust that you are. That's what happens when you break trust. It all goes away. I could never trust you again," Griff said.
"Please, Griff. Please. I'll do anything you want," she pleaded.
"I don't want you to do anything... except sign the divorce papers," he responded.
"But you love me. You know you do. We're supposed to be together forever," she remarked.
"I did love you. Now I mostly feel sad... sad that I wasted a lot of years with you and have nothing... nothing to show for it. No kids, no wife. Nothing," Griff said.
Reece again averted her eyes from those of her husband. She briefly thought of long ago discussions with him about having children... and the discussions where she kept putting off having those kids. She suddenly felt a wave of guilt roll over her.
Reece wasn't running Geneva because she was a stupid woman. She and her attorney were able to convince the judge in the divorce case to grant 12 counseling sessions.
Griff knew things weren't going to go his way when the counselor turned out to be a woman about the same age as he and Reece, and who seemed way too impressed by the fact that Reece was president of her company.



Almost cliché, the counselor asked both Reece and Griff what they expected from the counseling sessions. Reece told the counselor that she wanted to be reunited with her husband. Griff also told the truth, that he was there because the judge ordered him to attend.
"You don't want to save your marriage, Mr. Watson?" asked Dr. Phyllis Winegard.
"Nope. Not an option, Doc," Griff said. "She's admitted to sleeping with five other guys, and I believe it's probably more than that. One might be a mistake. Five's a pattern. She feels she's entitled. To put it bluntly, I don't need that shit from the woman who's supposed to love me above all else."
"Five other men, Mrs. Watson? Can you explain what that's about?" Dr. Winegard asked.
"Uhhh... not really," Reece mumbled.
"Go ahead, tell her. You like variety... or strange... or whatever. Tell her something," Griff said.
Reece started to cry loudly as Dr. Winegard tried to comfort her.
The counseling sessions were cancelled by the counselor after one more session.
Griff moved into his own place a week after Reece was served. Reece started to work longer hours because she hated returning home to an empty house. She hated eating alone, sleeping alone, living alone. It took a while, but she came too late to the realization that everything wasn't all about her.
Griff surprised both family and friends by how fast he was back on the dating scene, going out on a date the first weekend after the divorce was final. Always content to let his ex-wife shine in public, Griff found out that a handsome, fit, intelligent man in his early 40s with a good job was in high demand. He decided that he would take advantage of his new status because he had nothing about which to have regrets.
Griff was out on the dance floor with a beautiful, big-boobed blonde when he almost literally ran into his ex-wife's cousin about six months after his divorce was final. The younger woman stepped back into him and tripped over his leg, falling to the floor. He didn't recognize her until he helped her up.
"Wow, Griff, you look great," Junie Allmandinger said to him as she planted both feet on the floor. What's the old joke, 'you lost 130 pounds of ugly fat and you feel great,' right."
"Aw, Junie, you know that's not true. Reece is still a beautiful woman, even if she couldn't keep her legs closed. Hey, everything turned out for the best," he said.
Junie blatantly looked Griff's dance partner up and down before giggling.
"Everything turned out for the best for you, at least. Shit, she's hot," Junie said. "My cousin just sits at home in your old house crying for what she lost. The way she tells it, she was fucking more strange when she was married than she's doing now.
"That girl's pining for you, darling."
"Almost but not quite sorry to hear that," Griff said. "I assumed she'd be banging every decent looking guy around."
"That's cold, Griff. True maybe, but still cold," Junie said. "Now take care of yourself. Don't let that blonde cool off too much."
A year later, Griff was still dating the same blonde, a 32-year-old pharmacist named Jada Lessing. He was surprised that he had found a second love so easily. He was even considering marriage for the second time.
"We need to talk, Griff," Jada said one evening while they were watching TV at Griff's house.
Griff suddenly felt as if he had been gut-punched. Jada had just spoken what most men consider the worst four words in conversation. He stiffened, then nodded.
"I know we've got a good thing going, Griff, maybe even a great thing, but I think it's time we end this," Jada said quietly. "I know you didn't have kids with your ex-wife, but I really want to have children before it's too late. No kids is a deal-breaker for me. I'm sorry."
Griff practically jumped out of his seat in joy.
"Wait. What?" he yelled. "I didn't have kids with my ex because she didn't want any. She promised me we'd have kids, then reneged because of her career.
"I'd love to have kids with you, babe, if you don't think I'd be too old to be the father of your children!"
"You're definitely not too old to be the father of my children, Griff," Jada enthused. "How about we start working on that right now?"
Epilogue:
Three people were sitting at a table with Griff passing around his cell phone when Reece walked into the popular café to get a cup of coffee. She looked over at the group and was close enough to hear the joy in Griff's voice as he talked about the birth of his first grandchild.
Reece felt a pang of regret hearing that news. The two had occasionally run into each other in the years after the divorce and had always been somewhat friendly to each other on those occasions. She knew it was small of her, but in this instance she just couldn't go over to Griff and his friends and celebrate his good fortune. She turned around and shuffled back out the door.
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Allie Loman and her best friend, Traci Simpson, were lounging by the pool in the Loman backyard on a sunny June morning sipping ice tea when their conversation got around to Traci's love life... or rather, the lack thereof.
Traci, 39, had been divorced for nine years. She had dated sparingly in that time. Allie, three years older than her friend, had spent those years encouraging Traci, pointing out that she was a pretty woman who was smart and fun to be around. She could practically have her choice of most of the single men around in her age range, she often told her friend.
"You know, you just have to be a little less picky, Trace. I've seen the way some of these guys look at you," Allie said as they sipped their tea.
"I'm not looking for a series of one-nighters, Allie. You know that," Traci answered. "I want to find a good man... and someday try this marriage thing again.
"You know, a good man... just like your Roger. He wouldn't happen to have a brother hiding someplace, would he?"
Allie and Roger had been married for 19 years, and been neighbors of Traci for the last 13. Traci and her then-husband, Lou, moved into the neighborhood a year after the Lomans. The four turned into tight friends, until Traci caught her husband cheating and divorced him. Traci, a schoolteacher, wound up with the house in the divorce.
As the women continued to drink their tea, Allie's 21-year-old son, Roger Junior, called RJ for short, was just starting to mow Traci's backyard. It was a job he had done for Traci since the divorce. He saw his mother and Traci and gave a quick wave.
Allie looked at her son, then gave a sideways glance at Traci.
"You know, Roger doesn't have any brothers running around, but he does have a good man for a son," Allie said brightly while looking Traci directly in the eyes.
Allie and Traci had been friends long enough that Traci immediately picked up on Allie's look. She colored red.
"Oh, please, Al! Do you have something stronger than tea in your glass?" Traci asked in a lighthearted manner.
"You said you wanted a good man..."
"Hahaha," Traci laughed heartily. "Like any 21-year-old would ever look at an old lady like me... and like I would ever date your son. Hell, I've known him since he was a little kid. He's the closest thing I have to a child."
The women grinned at each other. Traci glanced over at RJ, and noted the youth's lean, athletic body and the same good looks as his father. She didn't realize the she was blushing, although Allie noticed. "Hmmm," Allie thought.
Allie looked over at her friend. She noted that although Traci was probably about 15 pounds over her ideal weight, the woman was still more than an attractive package. She had shoulder-length, curly blonde hair, cobalt blue eyes and large breasts, the latter which sometimes seemed to dominate her 5-4, 130-pound frame. Through the years, Allie had seen plenty of men, including both her husband and her son, admiring Traci's body.
That night after dinner, Roger and Allie were cuddled together on their sofa watching a movie while RJ was out with friends. Allie was fidgety, which to Roger meant a serious discussion was about to ensue. He reached over to the remote and hit pause.
"Spill, woman. What's grinding through the gears in that brain of yours?" Roger asked.
"Can't hide anything from you, can I?" she said with a sheepish grin.
"It's not like we haven't been together for a hundred years," Roger responded.
"You still look pretty buff for a centenarian," Allie said.
"So..."
"What would you think if Traci were to date a younger guy?" Allie asked.
"What would I think? Why would she, or you, worry about what I would think?" Roger asked. "Oh, wait. How much younger are we talking?"
Allie colored and hesitated. Roger raised an eyebrow.
"Pr-pretty young," Allie whispered.
"Wait. Are you trying to fix her up, or is this Traci's idea?" Roger said.
"Does it really matter? Would you think less of her?"
"I mean... maybe. Wouldn't it be awkward for everybody if the guy was considerably younger?" Roger questioned.
"Well, maybe... but what if it was a really good guy?"
"You keep answering questions with questions, Al. I'm starting to get the feeling you've got an 'I Love Lucy' hare-brained scheme coming up," Roger said.
Allie sat up and turned sideways to face Roger directly. His stomach roiled a bit. He had been in this position before, and rarely had things ended well.
"What if... RJ were to go out with an older woman? Would that upset you?" Allie asked.
Roger was normally a perceptive man, but sometimes his wife was even too obtuse for him. He looked askance.
"How much older? Is he going to be dating a 25-year-old? A 35-year-old? And how does this tie in with..."
Roger stopped in mid-sentence and looked like the "victim" in an Alka-Seltzer commercial.
"Allie, you know I love Traci almost like a sister, but... you can't be serious? You want to pair up your best friend with our son... our 21-year-old son?"
Allie looked briefly in Roger's eyes, then looked up and down. She briefly clutched at her stomach before taking a deep breath.
"Hear me out, Rog. Please. Hear me out. It's not as crazy as you think it is," Allie said.
"God, I know I'm going to regret this. Let me get some alcohol first," Roger said.
Roger brought back a whole bottle of Angel's Envy rye and a glass. Allie gave Roger her whole plan to have their son take Traci out for a few dates before going back to college in August. Roger listened quietly for a few minutes as Allie explained, before beginning the discussion.
"Are you listening to yourself, Al? You want to have our son date your best friend?" Roger spluttered. "I mean, don't you think it would be weird... at the least, for you to go out on a date with one of RJ's friends? What the hell would you talk about? Wouldn't you feel like a creeper?"
"Well, yeah, kinda," Allie replied. "But I'm just talking about dinner, a movie, dancing. He's a great kid, Rog, and she's been complaining about not being able to find a quality guy.
"We're not talking about a lifetime commitment here, Roger, just a few dates. Traci wouldn't have to worry about some guy trying to get into her pants, or sizing her up to be his next wife. It would be almost like she was going out with you for an evening. Friends, without pressure.
"RJ's a great kid. We've brought him up right. He's intelligent, and can hold his own in a conversation. And I think he would be a gentleman.
"Do you realize she hasn't been on a date in almost a year? I didn't until we were talking the other day."
"Okay, that's one-half of the equation," Roger said. "How are you going to talk our son into taking out someone who's been like an aunt to him? It's... it's weird, babe."
Allie gave Roger her best cheesy grin. Roger winced.
"Why do I have to do this? This is your... your... your cockamamie plan!" he rasped.
"Cockamamie? Really?" Allie said. "Please. Please. Please."
"All right. But you owe me big-time. And for the record, I still say this is weird," Roger said.
"Whoa! You want me to take Mrs. Simpson out on a date? Really? How weird is that?" RJ asked his father with a look of shock on his face later that day.
"I know it's weird, RJ, but it's not me who wants you to take Mrs. Simpson out. It's your mom," Roger said, holding up his hands in a sign of surrender.
RJ raised an eyebrow and looked his father directly in the eyes. Roger blushed. It was one of the few times RJ ever saw that look in his father's eyes.
"It's a woman thing, RJ. I don't completely understand it myself," Roger explained. "Your mother thinks that Mrs. Simpson needs to date a good man... and you are that man. She... we both know that you are a good man, and right now Mrs. Simpson needs that, your mother believes. I know it seems... weird, but take my word for it, trying to figure out the mind of a woman is way too much for a mortal man like me. Just take her out, like you would any other woman... be attentive, be charming. I don't have to tell you to behave yourself."
"So Mom is setting me up with her best friend..." RJ whispered, shaking his head.
"Yup," Roger whispered in return.
The two men looked at each other like they both were trying to decipher a code. RJ finally broke the silence.
"So what do you and Mom like to do when you go out? I've never dated a woman almost as old as Mom before, you know."
"I'm thinking that's the exact wrong way to go about this, RJ," Roger replied. "What would you normally do on a first date?"
"Maybe some laser tag and beers after. Maybe a movie and Italian," RJ said.
RJ and Roger decided a movie and Italian would be best. Roger said he would tell Allie to tell Traci, so she would know how to dress.
"You want me to go out on a date with RJ? Wow, Allie, you realize that's just... weird, right?" Traci said when Allie told her of her plan.
"I'm not pathetic, you know. I can find dates on my own."
"Yeah, I know, but yet you haven't been out in forever. And you keep telling me you're not finding any good men. So I've got one for you. You know, someone like my Roger," Allie said, giving her friend a wide smile.
"RJ's going to go for this? Going out with... a cougar? God, you're turning me into a cougar. I'm so embarrassed," Traci rasped.
"It's not like that. Just go out and have a good time. RJ's already agreed."
RJ showed up at Traci's door the next Saturday evening at 7. Traci answered the door in a yellow sundress that she and Allie had shopped for earlier in the day. The dress was a little tighter than Traci would have normally bought, and the hemline finished about three inches above Traci's knees. Traci was a little uncomfortable with the dress, but Allie insisted she buy it. The look on RJ's face told Traci that Allie was right. Traci blushed what RJ thought was a very fetching shade of pink.
"All right. The only rule for tonight: we don't talk about my parents... at all. This is just you and me, two friends. That work for you?" RJ asked.
The pair had a fun evening out. Several times during their time together, RJ found himself admiring Traci's legs, and a couple of times he noted her large boobs jiggling when she laughed at something he said. Traci noted RJ's surreptitious looks and felt both elated and embarrassed at the young man's attentions.
She also noted to herself that her date was far more of a physical specimen than she had ever realized before. She knew she had never really taken RJ seriously as a man, thinking of him almost exclusively as the little boy who lived next door. That thought led her to again feeling like a cougar stalking its prey, and at one point RJ caught her blushing.
"Are you okay, Mrs. Simpson?" RJ asked, concern showing on his face.
Traci smiled and looked at the floor. Then she looked up brightly.
"Remember... two friends. It's Traci and RJ, from now on. Right?"
"Yes, ma... Traci. Absolutely," RJ asserted.
RJ pulled his car into Traci's driveway, went around to her door, opened it and escorted her to her door. At the door, Traci leaned in and gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek. It was RJ's turn to blush.
"This was a fun night, RJ. I know it started out a little strange, but..."
"Yeah. We need to do this again," RJ said with a big smile. "What are you doing next Saturday night?"
"You don't have to do that, RJ," Traci said.
"Not about have to, Traci. All about want to."
"Okay then. You're on."
Allie tried to talk to RJ about his date with Traci, but RJ politely declined elaborating after saying the date was "fine."
"A real gentleman never kisses and tells, Mom. Dad taught me that," RJ said with a big smile before walking to his bedroom.
"I hate it when he quotes you like that," Allie said to her smirking husband. "I guess I'll just have to call Traci."
Roger watched as Allie hit Traci's number. After some quick pleasantries, Roger heard her ask how her date went.
"Fine. Fine? Did you two rehearse this? Spill, girl.
"No, wait. You can't hold out on me. You can't..."
She looked up at Roger.
"She hung up on me. She's not going to tell me, at least not yet."
The next Saturday night, RJ took Traci out to play laser tag before they hit a barbecue joint. They then hit a sports bar that featured a trivia contest, which the pair won. Caught up in the moment of the competition, Traci continually touched RJ on his arms and shoulders throughout the evening, and at one point RJ locked Traci into a hard one-armed hug. She kissed him hard on the lips when they were announced as the winners of the contest, which both shocked and delighted RJ, who quickly returned the affection.
Traci was energized by the win in the trivia contest and wasn't ready for the evening to end. She invited RJ in for cake and coffee, and RJ quickly accepted. The pair talked for about another hour before hugging hard as RJ parted.
RJ and Traci went out on dates several more times before RJ had to go back to college for his senior year. By this point the pair had become quite close.
"You know I'm really going to miss you," RJ said while he and Traci were eating Chinese on their last date.
"No, you're not. You're going to be dating a different co-ed each weekend, and won't even remember this old woman in a couple of weeks," Traci asserted. "Tighter bodies... uh... sex..."
Traci blushed deeply, looking down at the table as she pushed around her food with her chopsticks. RJ watched her with an amused look on his face. He had a lot on his mind, but wasn't sure he had the words he needed.
"I... uh..." he said.
It was a very quiet table for the rest of the meal. At one point, while Traci was drinking her tea, RJ reached across and took her other hand in his, just holding it across the table. Traci closed her hand around his, smiling back at him.
"I can't tell you how much I've enjoyed being with you," RJ whispered, his throat suddenly being very dry. "I hope you feel the same way."
"Oh, yeah. I know this was weird at the start, but I'm so glad your mom set this in motion. She said you were a great guy, and she was right," Traci said. "You have restored my faith in the male of the species."
"You do realize she is kind of biased? After all, she raised me," RJ chuckled. "But yeah, I am so glad this happened. You are a hell of a woman, Mrs. Simpson."
"Great. Now you've spoiled the mood with that Mrs. Simpson crap. Now I feel old enough to be your mom."
She gave him a cheesy smile after using what had become their running joke.
"How about we skip the movie and go back to my house. We can binge-watch something instead... or do something."
Traci blushed subtly. RJ picked up on it. The pair had become much closer emotionally through the weeks. It wasn't uncommon for the pair to peck each other on the lips, hold hands, put their hands on each other. On this night, however, the pair went much further, starting soon after they reached Traci's home and settled in on her sofa, ostensibly to watch something on BritBox.
The first kiss was tentative, but the next grew in intensity. Traci put her hands behind RJ's shoulders and his were behind her lower back.
"Mmm... hhmmm," she moaned into his mouth.
Several minutes later, Traci was down to her matching lacy blue bra and panty set.
"Mmm... very nice," RJ mumbled.
Traci pulled back.
"These are new, for you."
"I wasn't talking about the lingerie, babe," RJ said, causing Traci to blush even more.
"I'm sure you've seen better. I'm..."
"Don't go there, babe," RJ interrupted. "Comparisons are never good for anybody."
RJ scanned Traci's body up and down. Traci noted that the young man seemed to be pleased at what he was seeing. She stood up and took his hand, walking him to her bedroom. The lingerie set soon wound up on the floor, and RJ's clothing joined the lingerie soon after.
The pair started their discovery attached at the lips before RJ slid down slightly and started sucking Traci's distended nipples, one at a time. When he felt the woman's breath catch, he started rubbing her pussy, eventually placing two fingers inside and rubbing her clitoris with his thumb. Moans quickly became gurgles, then unintelligible words before finally, screams of approval. Encouraged, RJ nipped at her left nipple, then continued his fingering while he continued sucking her breasts. Three more orgasms followed.
RJ slowed but didn't stop his fingering while Traci came down from her last climax. When her breathing seemed to return to normal, the young man licked his way down to her gushing pussy. He ran his flattened tongue over her opening, then back down with the underside of his tongue, causing yet another quaking eruption and her legs to wrap tightly around his face. RJ growled in excitement and licked harder while Traci tried to twist his head off with her spasming.
Traci was completely unaware that she was denying RJ fresh air, and he eventually had to wrest his head free to catch a breath. He quickly resumed his oral ministrations and Traci quickly resumed her spasms.
RJ rested his head on Traci's left thigh as the pair gasped for air together. He waited until Traci locked eyes with him before climbing back up her body, rubbing his diamond-hard erection on her pussy lips before slowly working his way inside. He noted to himself that Traci seemed a lot tighter than some of his younger conquests.
The pair started in missionary, lips locked together, tongues dueling in Traci's mouth. Ten minutes later, RJ shifted them to cowgirl, and Traci spent a few minutes gently rocking back and forth before starting to bounce up and down, her large breasts swinging in time with her movements until RJ took them into his hands and started massaging.
Traci had one more orgasm a few minutes later, before RJ emptied his load inside the woman and continued to pump until he started to soften.
RJ and Traci shared light kisses as they lay together cuddling. RJ thought that the experience was one of the best of his short lifetime. Traci felt like she was tingling from head to toe and was enjoying her afterglow with the young man... until practicality reared its ugly head.
"Oh, my God, RJ! We shouldn't have done that! God, I'll never be able to explain this to your mom!" Traci blubbered, tears starting in the corners of her eyes.
"No, Traci, everything is good," RJ said quietly. "We're two consenting adults. My mom had absolutely nothing to do with this, and she doesn't need to know anything. You don't tell her when you have sex with other guys, do you? The rules shouldn't change just because I'm her son..."
"But she trusted me, RJ! She trusted me as her best friend not to do something like this!"
"Something like this? We're both adults. Something like this sometimes happens between adults. I'm very happy something like this happened. You are an incredibly sexy woman. How can any red-blooded man not be happy something like this happened?" RJ explained.
Traci looked into RJ's eyes and could see his sincerity. She blushed once again.
"You mean that, don't you?" she gushed. "It was kinda great, wasn't it?"
"You know I don't lie, and you know I wouldn't lie to you. In fact, I was hoping we could do this again in a little bit."
Traci giggled her approval. Ten minutes later the pair was making love for a second time.
"God, I forgot what's it was like to be 21, or have a 21-year-old lover," Traci enthused.
"Just let me know if I get too carried away. I certainly don't want to hurt you," RJ rasped, then smacked her right ass cheek as he continued to make love to her doggy.



Traci still couldn't quite come to grips with what the pair had done, although she had to admit that she certainly enjoyed herself.
"That certainly wasn't something you learned from your parents, young man," Traci giggled.
It was RJ's turn to blush.
"I'm really going to miss you, Trace," RJ said.
"The same here, RJ."
The two slept together for a bit with Traci snuggled into RJ's chest and his right arm wrapped around her. He woke up grinning at 3:10 AM and rubbed his hand up and down Traci's back. She woke up to see the young man's smile, and returned it brightly.
"I need to go, babe. Mom would have a shitfit if she gets up and I'm not home, especially if I'm right next door," RJ said. "Why don't you come over about noon? I'm going to leave for school in the late afternoon."
Allie made a big lunch for the four. They laughed and talked for several hours before RJ had to leave. When he got up to go, he leaned in to Traci and then pecked her on the lips before moving to hug his parents. When he and Traci kissed, Allie gave her husband a surprised look, but didn't say anything.
"I'm probably going to miss him as much as you guys. He's a great kid. I can't thank you enough for pairing us up, Al," Traci said after RJ left.
"He seemed to enjoy his time with you, too," Allie said. "You got anything you want to tell me?"
"I... uh... no," Traci stammered, blushing. "RJ say anything?"
"Not a surprise, he has said nothing, but he did blush when I asked him."
"Allie, you're my best friend. I would never take advantage of RJ," Traci blurted out.
Allie looked over to her grinning husband. She sighed and switched the conversation to something different.
During his previous three years at college, RJ always had an active social life. He was known as a good guy who was always a good date, in addition to being handsome and solidly built. He went out three or four times early in his senior year, but for the most part, usually spent time by himself. His roommate chided him about becoming an old man.
"Come on, bud, party at the DG house tonight," Mark Linn, his roommate said. "Hell, don't you have relatives over there, a couple of sisters and a few cousins? Shit, you're practically guaranteed to score tonight. Now get off your ass and let's go."
"S'okay, Mark. I'm good. Got to study," RJ said.
"God, you've turned into a pussy-whipped fucker. Who is this hometown honey, anyway?"
"I'm not pussy-whipped. And there is no hometown honey," RJ growled.
"Yeah, I'm buying that."
After his roommate left the apartment, RJ flopped down on the old sofa in the main room and picked up his phone.
"U there?" he texted.
"Yeah. What's up, Handsome? No date?" Traci replied.
"Not in mood. Miss my trivia partner," RJ texted.
"So you're going with trivia partner?" Traci texted as her phone rang.
"Hey, babe, you know a gentleman never tells," came the voice on the other end of the line when Traci answered.
"Uh, umm... well I didn't tell either, but I think your mom knows, and if she knows, so does your dad."
There was silence on the line for several seconds before Traci heard a whispered, "Fuck."
"She sort of asked me if anything was going on, and I guess I got flustered and blushed. She wasn't born yesterday. She knows," Traci asserted.
"Are you embarrassed at what we did?" RJ asked quietly.
"Truthfully, no," Traci answered immediately. "But it makes me look like I'm... preying on young men. Makes me look... desperate."
RJ could hear tears building in Traci's voice.
"Don't think that for a minute, lady. I'm not some dumbass 16-year-old virgin hornball. You didn't prey on me any more than I preyed on you. You can't help it if I'm charming and delightful beyond my years. And I can't help it if you are beautiful, smart and sexy."
RJ didn't go home again until the Tuesday night before Thanksgiving. Allie was disappointed when he told her he had a date for Wednesday night.
"Traci?"
"Who else? Something wrong, Mom?" RJ asked.
Allie hesitated. Then cleared her throat.
"I didn't put you two together for sexual fun and games, RJ. I'm sorry if she took advantage of you..."
"Slow down, Mom," RJ declared. "I'm only going to say this once. Traci certainly didn't take advantage of me, and I didn't take advantage of her. We only slept together the night before I left... and it was completely mutual. And it wouldn't have made a difference if she were 20 or 50.
"She's your best friend for a reason, Mom. And I totally get it. She's a helluva woman... age doesn't count for shit."
Allie nodded without speaking.
"Try to have her home early, RJ. Remember, she helps me cook Thanksgiving dinner for this crew."
It was RJ's turn to nod without speaking.
RJ went up to his room, changed his clothes and went over to get Traci for their date. As usual, the date went well. The pair didn't end the night in bed together.
Traci was over at the Loman house on Thanksgiving morning by 10. The Lomans usually had a full house of all four grandparents and the families of Roger's sister and Allie's brother. Traci had been helping out for the last several years. She was known and liked by the entire clan.
"Hey, ba... Traci. Up and at 'em early with Mom, I see. Starting to smell good in here," RJ said as he walked up behind Traci and put a hand unpretentiously on her shoulder. She smiled seeing him and watched him walk over and kiss his mother's cheek. Roger watched the scene play out from the safety of the doorway.
"Come on, RJ, help me get the two leaves in the dining room table," Roger said with a barely hidden grin toward his son.
Once out of earshot of the women, Roger looked directly into his son's eyes.
"Tell me you know what you're doing, RJ," Roger said. "She's your mom's best friend, as close as Mom has to a sister. And she's... old enough to be your mother."
"I got that, Dad. You guys can stop worrying, though. Right now we're just really good friends, but I don't see it going anywhere. I mean, she's a beautiful older woman. She can do a lot better than a stupid 21-year-old."
"Don't sell yourself short, RJ. You're far from a stupid 21-year-old. As long as you don't hurt Traci, I'll support you in whichever direction this goes. And yeah, she is a beautiful older woman. I think even your mom would agree with that," Roger said.
"Thanks, Dad."
Roger and Allie both made sure to watch their son and Traci throughout the day. Both noted that whenever she wasn't in the kitchen with Allie, Traci seemed to always find her way to RJ's side, and the two seemed to find time for quiet conversation and laughter throughout the day. Allie had to admit to herself that RJ and Traci made a cute couple.
"So what's going on with Traci and RJ?" Allie's mother, Sarah, asked her daughter after the meal was finished.
"Uhh... what do you mean, Mom?" Allie answered uncomfortably.
"They almost look like... young lovers. You know what I mean?" Sarah asked.
"Not really sure what you mean, Mom. They are good friends, I can tell you that," Allie answered.
"Whatever," Sarah said, giving her daughter a look of disbelief.
RJ placed his suitcase inside the door when he got back to his house at Christmas break three weeks later.
"Back in a bit," he called to his parents and headed next door to Traci's.
"They grow up so fast," Roger joked to Allie as the pair sat watching television in the family room. His wife raised her eyebrows, then gave her husband a frown.
"I might have started something I can't stop," Allie said.
"Why would you want to stop this?" Roger chuckled. "Just let it play out. It will fade off. He's 21. She's 39. They live in different worlds."
"But right now they are existing in the same world. It doesn't bother you that our son is sleeping with my best friend? How weird is that? She's not some lust-addled teenager, Rog," Allie said.
"Hey, lady!" RJ announced as he walked into Traci's house.
Traci jumped off the sofa, walked most of the way over to RJ and jumped into his welcoming arms. They exchanged a passionate kiss as RJ whirled the woman around like a toddler. They both felt their heart rates soar.
"Do you feel that?" RJ said to the woman.
"Yes," she answered softly.
"Then we need to do something about that."
An hour later, the pair were laying cuddled together on Traci's bed, running their hands up and down each other's bodies and giggling like teens.
"We still need to do something about this feeling, Traci," RJ said.
"I know you're a kid, RJ, but give this old lady a chance to snuggle and recover..."
"I'm not talking about another go-round," RJ interrupted. "I'm talking about us."
"Us" Traci whispered.
"Us," RJ whispered back.
Traci sat up, worry etched on her face. She sighed, which caused her large boobs to move up and down seductively. RJ gently rubbed each nipple before taking the top sheet and pulling it up to Traci's shoulders.
"Too much distraction, babe," he chuckled.
"Sorry," she whispered. "Okay, what do you want to say?"
"I know this," RJ said, spreading his hands out and making a circle over the bed, "wasn't what my mother had planned when she set us up, but this..." he again circled his hands, "...is where we are at, and I, for one, couldn't be happier. I really think we need to figure out if this..." another circle "...is something that has a life of its own. I want us to be a real couple, not just two people standing in close proximity."
Traci squinted her eyes and tilted her head while studying RJ closely.
"Wait. You want me to be... your girlfriend?"
RJ nodded, unable to speak as his heart pounded heavily in his chest.
"Oh shit, RJ. Your mother would kill me. Hell, I'm old enough to be her," Traci rasped.
"But you're not her, and I think the age difference could work itself out... if this is true love."
"Love," Traci whispered.
RJ explained his growing feelings for Traci and the fact that the separation while he was in college had done nothing to diminish those feelings. He told Traci that he felt they needed to be a real couple to figure out if those feelings were real.
"Assuming that you feel the same as me, which I think you do. I think this has substance and is way more than simple lust," RJ said.
"Oh my God, RJ," Traci sobbed. "This is so much more than lust. I haven't felt like this since... well, you know."
Traci didn't have to say her ex-husband's name for RJ to know to whom she was referring.
RJ told Traci that he would come home every other weekend during his last semester, and that he would take a job in their city after he graduated.
"I can't ask you to give up your future for me, RJ. You've got your whole career ahead of you..."
"Actually, I've got my whole future ahead of me, Trace, and I think I want to share that with you. I can find other jobs in other cities, but can I find another woman like you?" he questioned.
She blushed, and he smiled.
"You know there are a hundred ways this could go wrong?" Traci asked.
"I'm willing to take that chance if you are," RJ answered. "First, though, we have to tell my parents."
Traci got a worried look on her face. RJ kissed her gently on the lips.
"Allie's going to be the toughest get," Traci said. "Even though she's my best friend, she's still your mom, and nobody is ever going to be good enough for you... even me. Especially me."
The pair made plans to meet at RJ's house the next day at noon. When RJ went home later, he told his parents he had an important announcement he needed to make at noon the next day. He asked his mother if she wouldn't mind making a lunch for four.
"Of course not, sweetie. Can I assume Traci is our fourth?" she said with a smile.
"She's quick, RJ. You know that," his father said in mock seriousness as she punched him on the shoulder.
Allie was completely flummoxed when RJ told his parents his plans the next day over lunch.
"You can't be serious, RJ!" she practically screamed. "This is wrong in so many ways, and you both know it! You can't date my son, and you can't date my best friend! Say something, Roger!"
"Good lunch, Al," he said calmly to his wife. "By the way, I wish you two the best."
"Th-that's all you're going to say? Your son is going to date a woman almost my age. And Traci is going to date a kid, a goddamn kid," Allie blurted out.
"If you hurt him, Traci, I'll kill you. And if you hurt her, RJ, I'll kill you in your sleep. And no sex, no sex, no sex! Oh, my god, Roger. Do something!"
Allie got up in tears and ran from the room. The master bedroom door slammed shut a moment later.
"You two do realize you've ruined my Saturday, right?" Roger asked.
"Sorry, Dad, but we wanted to get things out in the open. No slinking around like rats. We're not embarrassed. We understand this might... be difficult," RJ said.
"Mr. Understatement," Roger said, reaching into his liquor cabinet to get his good single malt scotch. "Celebrate with me, then one of us is going to have to face her."
"I hope this goes every bit as you two want it to go," Roger said.
The trio sipped their scotch in silence. Then Traci got up, went to Allie and Roger's bedroom and quietly knocked on the door.
"Al, let me in. We need to talk."
Allie unlocked the door and Traci went inside the room.
"Al, you know I would never do anything to hurt RJ. He's family," Traci whispered. "I tried to talk him out of this. Not because I don't want this chance to love him, but I think he would be better off with someone closer to his own age.
"There are all kinds of ways this could go wrong. But what if it goes right, Al? He's a great kid. I think I love him. What if we don't give this a shot? Could I be giving up the best thing in my life?"
"I know you're right, Trace, and I want you to find that amazing love. This is just so weird, right? But you're right. He is a great kid. Roger and I are so proud of him.
"And if I think about it, it's putting two of my favorite people together. It's just that this might change everything.
"Okay, Trace... but if it doesn't work out, be gentle... and don't get knocked up."
Traci's mouth opened but no words came out. The pair hugged each other and cried a bit. They left the room with their arms around each other.
"Where's my glass of single malt? Don't I get to celebrate, too?" Allie asked.
While Roger was pouring for all four of them, Allie walked over to RJ, planted a kiss on his cheek and said, "So help me, you'd better not hurt her."
RJ looked at his mother with wide eyes.
"Understood."
Real life smacked RJ and Traci in the face during graduation weekend. Traci and his parents made the two-hour trip to the university, and the night before graduation the four wound up at a Texas Roadhouse for a celebration dinner. At one point during the meal, RJ leaned over and kissed Traci lightly on the lips. As usual, Allie looked somewhat uncomfortable while Roger just grinned.
A few minutes later, Traci and Allie got up to go to the restroom, and two women from the next table got up after them and followed them inside. Almost from the minute the unknown pair entered, their talk was about the "obviously horny cougar who was all over that handsome kid." Traci blushed crimson, but didn't have the stomach to rebut the talk. Allie, on the other hand, waited mere seconds before exploding.
"I'm that handsome kid's mother, and this is his girlfriend, and if you two have a problem with that I can smack that stupid look off both of your faces!" Allie threatened.
The two women, who both appeared to be in their 20s, looked shocked but didn't offer any resistance, immediately leaving the lounge. Allie looked at a teary-eyed Traci and grabbed a Kleenex to dry her eyes.
"You can't let stupid people pick your direction in life, sweetie."
"Maybe she's right. Maybe this wasn't a good idea after all," Traci sniffled.
"Whose opinion counts more? That of some bimbo or RJ?" Allie said, glancing sideways at her friend.
Traci was quiet for the remainder of the weekend. RJ, caught up in events, didn't notice.
After graduation, RJ got a job in the IT department at Mixon Healthcare Corp. As he was settling in to his new work life, he was not quite paying attention to all of the other facets of his life, in particular, his girlfriend. Traci knew she cared deeply for RJ, but her misgivings since graduation weekend had grown steadily. She desperately needed to talk with her best friend... but her best friend just happened to be her boyfriend's mother. It took her a week to figure out what she needed to do.
"Do you have a few minutes you could spare, Roger?" Traci asked from the other end of the phone during a workday.
Roger answered affirmatively, although he wasn't sure why Traci was calling him.
"Allie's my best friend, Roger, but I can't talk to her about this," Traci said. "I mean... I'm really confused."
"Talk to me, Traci. I'll do my best... for a lowly man," Roger said with a hint of laughter in his voice.
Traci explained what happened during the graduation weekend, and that she felt she was holding RJ back from a bright future. RJ could probably have taken a job in almost any city across the country, but he stayed close to home because she lived here.
"I love him, Roger. I don't want to be a boat anchor around his future," Traci said as she started to sob.
"He loves you, too, Traci. He doesn't see you as a boat anchor. If you leave him because some people can't handle the age thing, that doesn't speak well for you, the same way it wouldn't speak well for him if he left you because his friends couldn't handle the age difference. Put the shoe on the other foot... and think on it hard, Traci. Let love make the call... not insecurity, not other people's feelings. If you walk away now for those reasons... how are you going to feel five years from now, 10 years from now?
"How can you pass up a chance at true love because of a number?
"Traci, I love my son to death, and I want only the best for him... and I think that's you. Yes, you being older than him and his mother's best friend are two factors in the mix, but ultimately it's about love... and you and him. For both of you, I'm asking that you be strong and give this your best shot."
Roger didn't hear a response. The silence stretched on for several more seconds.
"Traci? Are we good?" Roger asked.
"Yes," she whispered.
RJ heard some of the cruel jokes and whispers when he and Traci went out in public. He knew it was coming, and he knew that he couldn't get into a fight every time something was said. He realized he would have to pick and choose his time and place. He knew he was strong enough to handle the negative voices, but he worried for Traci.
"If this ever gets too hard on you, you'll let me know, right Trace?" RJ said one night when the two were eating. "I love you, but I don't want to be the cause of any pain for you."
"And I don't want to hold your career back, RJ. Don't be limiting your future for this old lady," she said.
RJ heard exactly what Traci was saying.
"Do you consider my parents to be old, Trace?" he asked. "Should I be reserving space in a nursing home for them?"
She looked sideways at RJ. She quickly figured where this was going.
"You know, at 22 you're smarter than me, RJ. I know your folks aren't that old, and yes, I know they are three years older than me. But I see the looks we get when we're together... and sometimes I hear the whispers," she said.
"Fuck those idiots!" RJ cried, quickly realizing that he lost his cool in front of Traci.
"I'm sorry, Trace. I lost my head.
"Did you ever consider that those women just might be jealous of you... not because you're dating a younger guy, but because you're prettier at your age than they'll ever be at any age? As for the other guys, they're not ridiculing you, babe. They're wondering how they can steal you away from 'that stupid kid.' Haven't you ever noticed how many heads turn when you go someplace, especially since you started dressing a little hotter?"



Traci blushed deeply.
"You don't think I'm overdoing it, do you?" Traci quickly asked.
"No, no, babe. You're fine. I think you look great. It's just that... you are hot. You don't see it, but you are. And I am a lucky man."
Traci thought back to the discussion the two had about Traci's clothing. RJ asked her to update her wardrobe a bit, and she agreed that she probably was dressing a little old for her age.
"I can't wear kid stuff, real short skirts or anything like that, RJ, but how about I get rid of the mom jeans and some of my 'old lady' pantsuits? Will that work?" she asked at the time.
"Absolutely, babe," he responded.
Six months later, RJ came home from work on a Friday night, said hello to his parents and then headed over to Traci's, as was the usual pattern. He found his favorite woman preparing dinner for them. They engaged in their usual passionate kiss, but on this night RJ didn't stop there. He quickly unbuttoned and removed Traci's blouse and then undid her jeans and slid them down before Traci kicked them off her ankles.
He admired the woman's body as she stood in her frilly white bra and bikini panties.
"Hey, I'm trying to cook here," Traci answered. "You keep going and we're not going to eat until 7."
RJ smiled and reached into his pocket. He pulled out the ubiquitous small black box. Traci took it with a trembling hand.
"Really? Really! Are you sure about this, RJ? Are you sure about this? Wow!" she shrieked.
"Never been more sure about something in my life," a smiling RJ responded quietly.
The two kissed deeply before Traci opened the box to find a one-carat brilliant cut diamond. She squealed in a high soprano.
"I-I've got to show this to Allie!" Traci said as she headed for the door.
"Babe. BABE!" RJ said, then shouted. "You might want to get dressed before you run out the door!"
Traci stopped, her hand on the door knob and the door halfway open.
"OH MY GOD!" she shrieked. "See what you almost made me do?"
RJ handed Traci her shirt and jeans with a big smile spread across his face. She took a minute to put the clothes back on before running out the door still barefoot. RJ took his time following after. When he got back to his home, his fiancée and his mother were wrapped in a hug and jumping up and down like 12-year-olds. The noises coming from the pair were in a register that only dogs could hear.
"Well done, RJ," his father said as he approached his son with his hand extended.
His mother finally broke her hug with Traci to hug her son.
"I'm so happy for her, son! Oh yeah, you, too!" she squealed. "I never imagined this when I asked you to take her out. Never. Never ever."
It was a relatively small wedding a year later. Adding to the uniqueness of the proceedings, the groom's father gave the bride away and the groom's mother was the bride's matron of honor.
"The first time you call me Mom I will beat your butt so bad you won't sit for a week," Allie whispered to Traci the first time they hugged after the ceremony. "And I NEVER want to hear anything about having sex with a much younger man. Got it?"
Traci smiled and nodded.
Traci and RJ decided to stay in Traci's house after the wedding, and they continued to have a lot of contact with Allie and Roger. A year later the four were sitting down to a meal of grilled steaks and baked potatoes when Traci reminded her friend about something she had said.
"Al, remember when you told me I could never call you Mom or you'd kick my butt?" Traci asked her friend and mother-in-law as Roger and RJ listened and tried to suppress smiles.
Allie colored and acknowledged the conversation, wondering where this was going.
"Would it be okay if I called you Grandma?" Traci asked.
"Would it be okay if I washed your mouth out with... OH MY GOD!" Allie screamed.
The two men looked at each other in shock as well, then turned to Traci.
"I thought you said you probably wouldn't want to have children at your age," RJ mumbled in shock to his wife. "I said that was okay."
"Well... I am a woman, and I used my prerogative to change my mind," Traci said. "I decided I was just being selfish. And I decided I really, really want to have a baby with you."
"I'm going to be a grandmother!" Allie cried.
"And I get a chance to be a mom!" Traci added.
The two women hugged and cried for several minutes.
"I never thought I'd get this chance," Traci whispered to Allie.
Despite Traci's age as a first-time pregnant woman, her pregnancy went relatively well. She discussed with Allie her problem finding maternity clothes that were appropriate for someone over the age of 30, but she didn't discuss with Allie the fact that she was horny virtually all of the time. She and RJ were making love twice a day during the week and three times on both of the weekend days.
"Probably a good thing you're a young guy or I might be killing you off," Traci told her husband.
"Does it look like I'm complaining?" a smiling RJ responded.
Allie was beyond happy with her best friend and yes, daughter-in-law, being pregnant. Several times RJ and Roger found the two women sitting together with Allie rubbing baby oil on Traci's pregnant belly and cooing baby talk.
"I'd offer to help, but..." Roger said, grinning at both women and RJ.
"Okay, let's not make it any weirder than it already is," RJ chuckled.
Traci gave birth to a beautiful 6-pound, 11-ounce girl on a beautiful spring morning.
"You done good, Mom," RJ whispered to his tired but happy wife as the nurses cleaned the newborn.
Traci gave up her teaching position and became a full-time mother to Olivia, named after Traci's late mother, who had died about 10 years ago. Of course, Allie was around for babysitting whenever the child's parents wanted to do a date night.
"You guys feel free to have a passel of little ones for Grandma to babysit," Allie told RJ and Traci one day.
"Sorry, Grandma, but I don't think I have another one in me," Traci said.
One proved to be more than enough as she was spoiled beyond belief by both her parents and her grandparents.
Traci went back to teaching when Olivia started school. Traci could take Olivia to school and she was home with her after school.
"Your granddaughter's beautiful," a woman about half Traci's age said while the two sat on a bench and watched their children play in a near-by park a few years later. Traci cringed slightly, but she knew she was probably the same age as the woman's own mother.
"Actually, I'm her mother," Traci said softly.
The other woman blushed and stammered an apology.
"No offense taken. I got a late start," Traci said. "I guess I'm going to be the world's oldest dance mom."
Both women chuckled.
Traci and Allie joined a local gym after Traci gave birth. The two women were diligent with their exercise programs and it wasn't long after the baby was born before Traci had regained her pre-pregnancy figure... except with slightly bigger breasts.
"Looks like the boob fairy gave you another gift," Allie said to her friend one evening when they were about to drive over to the gym. "You might want to get a couple of gym tops a size bigger, girl. You're asking an awful lot from that stretch material."
Traci colored and looked down at her sizable chest.
"I guess I wasn't paying enough attention. Maybe that's why several of the guys have seemed a little friendlier lately," Traci said.
"Maybe? A 36C like me doesn't even get noticed lately," Allie said.
The continued close friendship of the two women had unintended consequences for RJ's parents, with the most notable being that Allie seemed to be "living younger." With her best friend dressing younger and having a young child at home, Allie fell into a similar mindset to that of Traci. She became Traci's workout buddy, started dressing similarly to Traci and even saw her sex drive renewed. As the beneficiary of this new mindset, Roger was a very happy man, even if he couldn't exactly say thank you to his son.
"You look a little worn out, Dad. Are you feeling okay?" RJ asked his father one Saturday afternoon after Roger and Allie had a long lovemaking session the night before.
Roger hesitated for a few seconds but couldn't suppress a huge grin from creasing his face. RJ caught the look.
"Actually, I'm way better than okay," he told his son. "But I think maybe I need to join the gym, too."
It wasn't often Roger blushed.
"That's not necessarily a bad thing, Dad," RJ answered, being sure not to look his father in the eye.
Although Traci was somewhat intimidated by the fact she was considerably older than most other new mothers, she decided she was not going to let that get in the way of raising and enjoying her child. She jumped in to child-rearing with both feet, becoming as involved as possible with Olivia and her interests. The younger mothers almost always expressed reluctance with Traci at first, but quickly came around when they saw Traci's love for her child.
"She really is hot for an older woman," one of the other soccer moms said to another as they sat in the stands watching their children play peewee soccer. "I bet her husband loves to motorboat those large melons."
"I'd like to motorboat those melons," a third soccer mom laughed back.
Kathy Parsons was proud of her own melons, and could tell that RJ enjoyed looking at them, too. Kathy had been working alongside RJ for the last two years, and although she knew he would look, she couldn't seem to interest him further. His lack of interest irritated Kathy, who usually only had to breathe deeply a couple of times to get a man interested... and hard.
"He's a Goddamned Boy Scout," Kathy was complaining to her friend, Val Williams, over lunch one day. "But he's a fine specimen of one. Surely I can take him away from his old lady... and I mean that literally."
The Mixon Fourth of July party was two weeks later. Kathy Parsons took a good look at her competition throughout the day. Yes, she had to admit that Traci Loman was a beautiful woman... a beautiful older woman, at least 20 years older than her. She and RJ had an adorable 5-year-old. She would make a cute stepchild, the woman thought.
Kathy interacted with RJ several times throughout the day, always when Traci was off with her daughter. The first time she went up to RJ, she got right into his face and gave him a soft kiss on his lips, causing RJ to step back in shock.
"Hello, boss. Good to see you outside the office for a change," she cooed.
RJ ran his tongue over his lips, noticing the slight strawberry taste of her lipstick. He looked the woman up and down, noticing how well she filled out her pink sundress. Kathy smiled inwardly, noting that this was the first time RJ had ever responded positively to one of her approaches.
Unseen by the pair on the other side of the park Mixon had rented for the occasion, Traci watched the exchange between her husband and a shapely co-worker. She didn't recall RJ talking about any co-workers with whom he had a closer than usual relationship. She would have to keep an eye on this woman, Traci thought to herself.
Throughout the day and into the evening, Traci watched as the woman occasionally wandered into RJ's orbit, always when Traci was busy doing something with Olivia. She watched the long-haired brunette run her hands up and down RJ's arms and back, and she seemed to think RJ was very humorous, judging by the amount of laughter coming from her. She was pleased to see, however, that RJ didn't seem to realize that he was being flirted with and didn't seem to respond too much to the apparent come-on.
"So what's going on with you and Kathy Parsons?" Traci asked RJ when they got in the car to go home.
"Huh?" RJ answered stupidly.
Traci watched her husband's reaction carefully. She knew she could have asked the question about five different ways, but she wanted to be direct.
"You do realize that she spent a good part of today flirting with you, don't you?"
RJ turned to his wife with a shocked look on his face.
"Seriously? Flirting with me?" he said, the pitch of his voice going higher.
Traci gave a big sigh.
"God, I love my clueless husband," she thought to herself.
Traci spent the rest of the drive home telling RJ what she saw during the day, and then warned him to be careful around the woman in the future.
"I would never cheat on you, babe. You know that," RJ said.
"Yeah, I do. But she doesn't, apparently, and things could get intense if you bruise her ego. Career-wise intense," she said.
"Oh, I never gave that a thought," he said.
The two were quiet for a bit before RJ asked his wife why she thought he might cheat on her.
"Well, she is very pretty, and she's got..." holding her hands out in front of her own large boobs.
RJ nodded while he drove, then broke into a huge grin.
"I've already got a very pretty wife with her own..." also holding his hands out in front of his chest for a quick gesture.
"And you are going to have those in your mouth in just a few minutes," she added, taking a quick peek at a sleeping Olivia in the back seat.
Now that he knew what he was watching for, RJ was very careful around Kathy at the office. She invited him to lunch several times in the next few days, but RJ always had a legit excuse not to go. On Thursday of that week, she just walked in to his office and closed the door. Surreptitiously, he turned on the recorder application on his phone. While he was doing that, she calmly undid two more buttons on her blouse, affording him an excellent view of her large breasts.
"RJ, I know you're not a stupid man, so I know by now that you know I want you. I've done everything but say the words in the last few weeks. I can see by how you look at me that you are at least interested..."
"Kathy, any man who's not blind would be able to see that you are a beautiful woman," RJ interrupted, "But I'm a very happily married man, with a beautiful wife and daughter. I'm not looking to ruin my marriage and wreck my family, even for a beautiful woman like you."
"But she's way too old for you, RJ. Ten years from now she's going to be an old woman, and I'll just be coming into my prime!" Kathy said.
"What does she have that I don't?"
RJ looked at the woman. He couldn't deny she was a walking wet dream, who also seemed to have a great personality. It was just not in his nature to cheat, even if he wasn't married to the woman he considered his soulmate.
"She has my heart, Kathy. She always will," RJ answered.
"Damn" the woman whispered. "You wouldn't happen to have a brother... or a sister?"
RJ smiled self-consciously, then shook his head.
"Well, you can't blame a girl for trying. Like my dad always taught me, you don't know the answer until you ask the question."
Kathy stood up, redid the two buttons on her blouse and went to the door.
"If something ever goes wrong in your marriage, I get the first shot. Okay?" she said.
She unlocked the door, and left. RJ shut off the recording app and breathed a sigh of relief. He hoped he would never have to use that recording.
RJ told Traci all about his "meeting" with Kathy, and the fact that he recorded it just in case.
"I just didn't see it, Trace. I wasn't leading her on or giving her signals of any kind. Honestly," RJ proclaimed, his face a bright shade of red.
Traci gave him a soft kiss on the lips as she hugged him. Just then a hurricane named Olivia ran into the room and wrapped her arms around her father's legs.
"This is where I want to be for the rest of my life, hugging with my two girls."
Epilogue:
Traci's makeup was ruined well before the bride marched down the aisle on the arm of her father. RJ smiled at his wife of more than 30 years, knowing that her tears were very much happy ones. He saw Traci squeeze her mother-in-law's hand.
"I never thought I'd get to be a mother, let alone help plan my own daughter's wedding," Traci had cried to RJ earlier as they got dressed for the event. "If your mom didn't make the most screwball request of all time...
"Who could have seen where that would go? Why would you even have said yes? And yet here we are. God, I love you, RJ.
"Let's go marry off our daughter."
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Who doesn't hate Mondays, thought Sgt. Roland Martin as his cellphone rang in his pocket.
He hadn't even bit into the first of the three chocolate cake doughnuts he had bought at Dunkin' Donuts during his first coffee break of the week before that Goddamn phone chirped. Seriously, did somebody fuckin' die?
The answer to that question, he found out when he answered the call, was yes.
"Dead body at 1492 Sumner Ave., Rollie," Lt. Steve Gray said without hesitation when he heard the call connect. "Dispatch rolled a unit on a call of an open door at the residence, and when the patrolman went inside, he found a dead body. You might not want to finish those doughnuts I know you have before you go, though, because the kid was a rookie, and this was his first dead body. He blew chunks all over the fucking carpet right next to the DB... and down the hall as he tried to run out the door so as not to mess up the crime scene twice. Oh, and also on the front steps. Fucking kid made a bigger mess than the Goddamn killer."
"Thanks for the warning, Gray Man," Rollie said disgustedly as his younger partner, Det. Leslie Bingham, listened to his end of the conversation while shoving half a Boston Cream doughnut into her mouth.
For the thousandth time, Rollie noted how much his partner looked like she could be his wife's younger sister.
"We're up, and I wouldn't bother finishin' the rest of your stuff from what Gray Man just said. "Chuck the cakes and I'll grab the coffees. Meet you in the car and I'll fill you in."
There were two cruisers with their lights on at the house when the two homicide officers pulled up. One of the four patrolmen was sitting halfway in the passenger side of one of the cars with his face most of the way into a barf bag.
"Tell the fuckin' kid he'll owe me for drycleanin' if I get any of his puke on my clothes," Rollie said to a second patrolman standing near-by.
After carefully stepping over the pile of vomit on the front steps, Rollie and Bingham carefully entered the house and headed toward the bedroom where the body was found. There were two more patrolmen in the bedroom, both holding handkerchiefs to their noses due to the stench of the voluminous barf pile.
"The victim is Macallister Leonard, a 28-year-old single artist of some note who has lived in the home for about two years after moving here from Portland, OR. One gunshot to the back of the head... looks like a .22 caliber, done from close range, almost like a hit or someone the victim knew and trusted," reported the senior patrolman on the scene, Sgt. Bill Ford, a veteran cop who knew his business, Rollie thought.
"Doesn't look like anything was taken. His wallet was still on his dresser, his TV is still intact and nothing looks like it was gone through.
"Now if you don't mind, we're going to step out and get some fresh air. Call us if you need anything else."
Rollie nodded, and Ford and the remaining cop were out of the door quickly.
Bingham started taking photos of the crime scene while Rollie wandered through the home. He was somewhat surprised to find two kinds of shampoos and two kinds of conditioner in the shower stall, one being more a man's type and the other being more along the lines of what a woman would use. In fact, he noted absently that one set of shampoo and conditioner was the same products his wife used.
"Definitely a woman staying here from time to time," he called out to Bingham when further snooping found a woman's hairbrush and a bottle of White Shoulders perfume in a drawer in the bathroom cabinet. "Probably an older woman judging by the White Shoulders. I buy that for Sandy, and the girl at the shop where I get it told me that next to nobody under the age of 40 buys the stuff anymore."
He removed some of the blonde hair from the brush and put it in a plastic bag for DNA analysis. He put the brush in another bag so the lab could check for fingerprints.
Rollie had been on the job for 22 years and was good at what he did. His instincts brought him back to the bedroom, where he started checking out the various drawers and the closet. He noted that one of the drawers had several items of women's lingerie and one side of the closet had several items of women's clothes, enough for several days of dressing. There was even an ugly yellow sweatsuit similar to the ugly banana-looking thing his wife used to wear around his house occasionally before she finally got rid of it to stop his complaining.
Rollie didn't move for about a minute and realized he had stopped breathing as he looked at the sweatsuit. He reached into the closet, removed it by the hanger and was scrutinizing it intently when Bingham interrupted his reverie.
"Whoever she is, her taste isn't very good," Bingham voiced.
"Yeah, whoever designed this should be beaten," Rollie quickly joked to cover his thoughts.
He placed it back in the closet after noting it was the same size as his wife wears. He could feel the hair standing on his arms.
"Maybe you need to step out for a few minutes, too, Rollie. You look white as a ghost," Bingham said.
"Yeah, good idea. I'll be back in five," Rollie said.
Being careful of where he stepped, Rollie walked outside, his brain thinking in 18 directions at once. He knew that what he saw in the house was the end of his 24-year marriage, although he was still thinking clear enough to know he would verify fingerprints first.
He would get an item of Sandy's from home and give it to the fingerprint jockeys to match up. He could have that done before shift was over.
Twenty-four years over in the snap of his fingers, Rollie thought to himself. Fuck! He loved her... She apparently didn't love him, or if she did, with not the same commitment.
He felt the wretch coming from deep inside his stomach. He doubled over and spewed the remnants of last night's dinner on the ground.
"I've never seen you do that before, Rollie, but I don't blame you. That was pretty rank," Bingham said as she walked up.
Rollie was embarrassed by vomiting, even if it wasn't for the reason Bingham thought. There was no way he could tell her about this right now, even if the two partners talked about virtually everything going on in their lives.
As he had figured, Rollie had the answer he didn't want before the end of shift. He knew he had to recuse himself from the case, and went in to see his commander.
"I got a big fuckin' problem, Gray Man," Rollie said when he walked in to the commander's office. "Seems my darlin' wife has been fuckin' the dead guy for some time, enough time that she has some clothes and stuff at his home."
Gray's head popped up from the paperwork he was viewing like it was spring-loaded and he stared gapped-mouth at his charge. Even though Rollie expected that reaction, he still blushed deeply.
"I ran fingerprints on a hairbrush I found at his house against stuff from home that had Sandy's prints on them: bingo. She had clothes and other stuff there. Fuck. I never had a Goddamn clue. I guess I'll find out tonight how long this shit's been goin' on."
"I'm sorry, Roll. Really," Gray said. "Do you think she killed the guy? Ballistics won't be in until tomorrow, maybe. Bill Ford said he thinks it's a .22. Sandy got a .22?"
"Fuck. She does. I'll find it and bring it in later. If it turns out to be a .22, you guys can go for the match," Rollie said.
"Do I think she killed the guy? If you would have asked me yesterday, I would have told you no way could she have killed anyone... but I also would have told you no way could she have cheated on me. Apparently, I am a fuckin' idiot, boss."
"You know we have to bring her in for questioning," Gray said. "Do you want me to send a couple of uniforms over to your house, or do you want to bring her in?"
"I guess it's better if I do it, boss. Might take me a bit, though. We have some talkin' to do as well," Rollie said.
Sandy was surprised when she pulled into her driveway to find her husband's car already there. That was a rare occurrence and usually only happened if she had a late showing in her job as a real estate agent. She found her husband sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee.
"What a nice surprise, you home early for a change," Sandy said as she moved through the kitchen. "Let me throw on some sweats and I'll start supper."
"Did you love him, Sandy? Did you love Macallister Leonard?" Rollie asked in a voice barely above a whisper.
Sandy stopped dead in her tracks and her shoulders stiffened visibly. For all she knew, her husband had just shouted at her from behind. Her first reaction was to run, but her feet seemed glued to the floor. It took several seconds before she was able to turn around to face Rollie, although she couldn't look him directly in the eyes.
"I-I-I..." she rasped, her soprano voice suddenly sounding like gravel. "I suppose I have developed feelings for him. I'm sorry, Rollie."
Her eyes filled with tears as the two locked stares. She could see horrible pain in the eyes of the man who exchanged wedding vows with her 27 years ago. She moved to take a seat at the table with her husband.
"How long had this shit been goin' on?" he hissed.
"About two years. I showed him several houses when he moved here, and we... just sort of clicked. It just sort of happened," she responded.
"Two fuckin' years. It just sort of happened," he repeated quietly. "Like you were showin' him a house, all of your clothes fell off and you tripped and landed on his hard dick? Because that's totally believable."
The woman started studying the wood grain of the table intently with her eyes. She had never before been spoken to like that by her husband. She wanted to cry, but was suddenly afraid of how her husband would react to that.
"We would get together sometimes during the day, sometimes at night when you were doing late shifts. His schedule is fairly flexible, and you know that most of my hours are flexible," she explained.
"His schedule isn't so flexible anymore, Sandy. He's in the morgue right now with a bullet hole in the back of his head, and you're our number one suspect."
Rollie had to reach out and grab his wife's arm to keep her from falling out of her chair onto the floor when her eyes rolled up in her head and she passed out. He deadlifted her out of the chair and carried her to the sofa in the family room.
Sandy woke up sobbing while Rollie stood near-by. He noted the faint seemed real enough, but her acting like a loving wife for the past two years while she fucked another man also seemed real enough.
"You know I didn't kill him. You know I couldn't do something like that, don't you Rollie?" she pleaded.
Up until this morning I would have agreed with you. But if you could fuck another man for two years, I guess you could be capable of a lot more... a lot more," Rollie said. "Right now, I don't trust you as far as I can throw you."
The tears came harder. Rollie huffed, getting angrier by the minute. He had so many questions he almost didn't know where to start.
"When was the last time you saw this dickhead, Sandy?" he growled.
"You're going to grill me like a suspect? In our own house?" she squeaked unsteadily.
"For right now, yes, because I'm not goin' to look like a total clueless schmuck when we get to the station. Answer my fuckin' question, bitch."
She recoiled again at the harsh language.
"We... we were together Friday night while you worked. But he was very much alive when I left at about 11. Why would I kill him?" she said.
"Why would you cheat on me?" Rollie responded.
She grimaced, but didn't answer. As the seconds ticked by, Rollie realized that she probably thought it was more of a rhetorical question.
"No, I'm serious, San. Why would you cheat on me?"
"I-I-I'm not really sure why, Rollie," she said. "The kids were gone, you worked crazy hours... I was starting to feel like I was getting old.
"He came in to the office one day looking for properties, and I was on the floor. He was handsome... and sweet... and he started to flirt. I should have put a stop to it, but I guess I was so flattered that a man only a little older than our kids wanted me.
"We did some lunches and dinners along with looking at houses... and when we found the house he has... had... we... celebrated... in the bedroom. Somewhere in the back of my head, I knew it was wrong, but yet it felt so right. It was almost like it was separate from you and me, and it kind of stayed that way.
"And you know, he was a young guy, so most of the times we could do it twice each time we got together for a few hours."
"Enough. Where's your .22, babe?" he asked gruffly.
"Where I always keep it. Top shelf of my closet, under a couple of scarves. You know that," she rasped.
"Sit. I'll get it," Rollie said as he got to his feet.
He came back a minute later with her gun wrapped in a plastic bag. She looked surprised.
"What are you..." she started before he cut her off.
"This has been fired recently! What the fuck!" he yelled.
Her mouth dropped open but she could not speak.
"Get in the car, Sandy. We have to go to the station. Call Bob Lehair on the way there."
Sandy sat quietly in the passenger seat as Rollie drove to the police station. She could feel his rage rolling off of his body like waves of heat.
"You had clothes and toiletries at his house," Rollie hissed after about 10 minutes of silence. "Were you plannin' on leavin' me for him someday? Shit, you had his kitchen and his living room decorated the same as ours."
"I hadn't really thought about that. Honestly," she said softly.
They rode in silence the rest of the way. When Rollie shut the engine, he looked over at his wife again.
"One more thing I need to know, babe. Were there others?" he asked.
She remained speechless but shook her head.
Rollie took his wife over to his commander, then walked off.
"Wait. Where are you going, Rollie?" she asked.
"He's off the case now, Sandy. You're a suspect, so he can't be involved," Lt. Gray said.
"But you know me, Steve. You know I'm not a killer," she pleaded to her husband's boss, who had also been a friend for a number of years.
"I'm sorry, Sandy. Call your attorney right now, then detectives Poulson and Zambrano will take you to interrogation. They won't ask you anything until your attorney gets here," Gray said.
Rollie had accounted for his time over the whole weekend, including several hours on Sunday afternoon when he was watching baseball with Gray and two other officers at the home the lieutenant shared with his wife. That was while Sandy was showing a home out in the country.
The detectives questioning Sandy soon discovered that her husband's last statement turned out to be false. Sandy waited two hours for the people who set the showing appointment to turn up, but all she got was two hours worth of reading the Sunday paper waiting in her car drinking coffee. By the time she got home Rollie was at Gray's home watching baseball, so she couldn't account for about four hours.
"So you have no alibi for Sunday afternoon," Zambrano said. "Did you at least mention this to your husband?"
She looked disgusted, but shook her head negatively.
Unfortunately for Sandy, quick work from the lab worked against her. The bullet pulled from the victim was an exact match for Sandy's gun, and it was determined that Leonard died Sunday afternoon during the time period for which she had no alibi. She went from just being held to being under arrest by Tuesday at noon.
Rollie's life had gone from good to shitstorm in less than 48 hours. Although he didn't want to do it, he figured he needed to clue in his children on what had happened. Both seemed upset with their mother's cheating on him but neither thought their mother would actually kill her lover. They were upset that Rollie wasn't 100 percent convinced that she wasn't a killer.
"Dad, it's Mom. You know better than anybody that she couldn't kill someone," said the oldest, Jack, 24.
"Don't be petty, Dad," scolded his 21-year-old daughter, Ellie, a senior at Ohio State. "Sure, it's bad that she cheated on you, but you can't possibly think Mom could kill someone."
Rollie felt betrayed by his kids' casual treatment of their mother's two-year affair.
Rollie knew that he couldn't legally prevent his wife from coming back to their home after she made bail, but he had moved all of her clothes into the guest room while she was in jail. He briefly considered moving into the guest room himself, but decided he would stay in his own bed and make his slut of a wife sleep elsewhere.
"You got to have a lover, I get to keep my bed," he said petulantly when she started to argue his decision.
The pair lived separate lives in the same home, hardly speaking and not taking meals together. Sandy's attempts to apologize, of sorts, fell on deaf ears.
"I'm sorry for everything, Rollie. Really. I still love... have feelings for you," Sandy said at one point when they were each getting something to eat for dinner.
"You're only sorry that I found out," Rollie responded. "You fucked him for two years. You deceived me and lied to me for two years. You fell in love with the guy, for God sakes. How much could you have cared for me, felt sorry for hurtin' me. I may have been a clueless trustin' fool, but I'm not stupid. You can't do to me what you did and still tell me you have feelin's for me... other than feelin's of pity, maybe.
"I have no fuckin' idea if you killed him, but you certainly did the next-best thing to me, slut."
At Sandy's request, both kids came home for a couple of weeks. They were appalled at their father's cold treatment of their mother.
"Dad, Mom's going to go on trial for murder, and all you can think about is her cheating on you," Ellie said harshly. "I think you should put the cheating aside until after the trial, then worry about your marriage. She could go to jail for a long time, Dad."
"Doesn't it bother either one of you that the guy she cheated with is the guy who got killed. I can't get past it. She cheated on me for two years, had clothes over at his house, she loved him. And it sure looks like she killed him. I'm supposed to just put my life on hold because the fucker she was fuckin' gets capped. Lovers' quarrel? I don't know, but her problem with him is also her problem with me.
"I'm supposed to blindly support her after she spent the last two years having an affair. Shit, if he didn't get killed, she probably would have left me for him someday.
"And we're not even going to talk about the price tag for a murder trial. At least that will lower the amount I'll have left to split with her in the divorce."
"The price of an attorney. God, Dad, who knew you were such a selfish pig?" Jack yelled at him.
"It's not about the money... It's about the whole thing: the betrayal, the lyin', the deception, her fuck... sleepin' with another man for two years, because he said pretty words to her when she was feeling old and vulnerable. My words to her didn't mean a damn thing, but that young fucker talks nice to her and she spreads her legs... for two fuckin' years. Jeez," Rollie said.
Things went from bad to worse for Sandy several days later. Poulson and Zambrano found out that Leonard had apparently taken two more lovers after starting up with Sandy. That gave her a solid motive for the murder, although both had to admit she seemed devastated when they told her their findings.
"He... he wouldn't do that to me," she mumbled quietly in response as her eyes filled with tears. "He loved me. He told me he did. I told him I loved him."
Rollie was despondent when he heard her response to this latest news.
"This guy must have been good, real good," Det. Poulson told Rollie. "It was almost like he had three lives. None of the women knew about the others. He started fucking... errr... having sex with Sandy about two years ago, added 25-year old Kara Carter about 14 months ago and 32-year-old Donna Fisher about 8 months ago. They're all good-looking babes, too. Sorry about that, Roll."



Rollie knew Poulson and Zambrano were good detectives; probably the second-best in the unit behind himself and Leslie. He knew if there were any evidence to find, Poulson and Zambrano would find it, which they did the next day. Doing a more thorough canvassing of the neighborhood, the pair spoke to the block busybody, and were further enlightened.
Helen Abernathy told the two detectives that she had seen Leonard's girlfriend at his home dozens of times over the last two years. She was medium height, had shoulder-length blonde hair, a curvy body and was pretty from what she could tell from her house three doors down. She had last been seen at Leonard's home on Sunday afternoon, just after lunch.
The two detectives knew Rollie's wife from being in the same unit as her husband for several years. Helen Abernathy's description of Leonard's girlfriend fit Rollie's wife to a "T." What was new was the fact that she was at his house Sunday afternoon, which would have been the time of the murder.
Although Rollie wasn't part of the investigation as he was chained to a desk as part of department protocol, Gray had included him in the briefings from Poulson and Zambrano as a courtesy. He sat practically frozen in place as the pair related what Helen Abernathy laid out for them.
"Fuck," he whispered when the pair was finished with their report. "She had motive, means and opportunity." The other three men in the room quietly nodded in agreement.
"Even though I had my doubts that she could actually kill someone, this is really bad, gentleman," he said.
In yet another interview with the detectives, Sandy again denied seeing Leonard Sunday afternoon.
"I told you guys, I was waiting for clients for a showing. They didn't show up. I sat in my car reading for two hours before I left," she angrily insisted.
"Then how come one of Mr. Leonard's neighbors saw you at his house Sunday afternoon, a little after noon?"
"She's wrong. I wasn't there."
"She knows exactly what you look like after seeing you for the past two years. She picked your photo out of an array," Zambrano said.
"No, no, no, no! This can't be happening!" she shrilled.
Sandy was scared when she got home. Her attorney had explained to her what a conviction for murder would mean... and unless the police could suddenly find something that would point to someone else...
"Seriously, Rollie, I didn't kill that two-timing prick," she wailed. "I didn't know he was cheating on me. You know I couldn't kill..."
She stopped ranting suddenly when she realized she had made that same pitch several times over the ensuing weeks. It was obvious that Rollie no longer trusted her. She supposed that she no longer deserved his trust.
It didn't escape Rollie that her assessment of Leonard had changed from love to something much less when she found out she was just one of several lovers for the artist. Huh. Love can be so fleeting, he thought to himself.
Rollie and Sandy had been living like estranged roommates for several months, making their own meals, doing their own laundry and rarely communicating. Even when the kids visited, Rollie mostly kept to himself. It didn't take a genius to figure out that Rollie's relationship with his children had deteriorated to barely above rock bottom as they continued to harp to their father that he needed to get over their mother's infidelity and support her unconditionally during her trial.
"I hope you two never have to experience this feelin' of havin' a broken heart," Rollie said to his children during one disagreement. "I gave her everythin' for 24 years. Somewhere along the line, my love wasn't enough for her, and she found someone else, only she apparently couldn't figure out how to tell me... or get rid of me."
The wheels of justice turn slowly, and it was about nine months before Sandy's murder trial started. From there, it only took five days before a jury came back with a guilty plea. Sandy wept uncontrollably in the courtroom. Several rows behind her, Rollie sat impassively. It had been a lifetime since the two had both said "I do" in a small church in front of about 100 people.
"What went wrong?" he thought to himself. "I thought we'd grow old together, bounce grandbabies on our knees, maybe even great-grandbabies.
"Did I ever really know her?"
Sandy was the cutest little thing he had laid eyes on when he spotted her in the greasy-spoon taco joint one Saturday after a night of drinking in his junior year of college. Jose's was the place to hit to help quell the ravages of the hangover that would be coming the next morning.
She had long blonde hair and really filled out her tight jeans. Considering his vision was a little blurry from the large amount of alcohol he had ingested earlier, he knew he needed to get closer to see if she was really as pretty as he thought she was.
"Wow. You really are gorgeous," Rollie said as he blatantly looked the woman up and down.
"I beg your pardon," Sandy Nesbitt said as she turned toward the obviously inebriated young man. The other three women she was with also turned toward the man, none looking very happy.
"Oh shit. Did I say that out loud?" the young man asked with a sheepish, drunk grin.
The girl to the right of the goddess stepped up to the drunk and put her hands up in a threatening manner.
"How about leaving before I kick you in the nuts so hard your kids will all have disabilities?" she rasped at him.
"Because I told the truth about your friend... Oh shit, she's your girl. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to diss you," Rollie said as he swayed in his spot.
"What? No, she's not my girlfriend, but she is my friend, and you're just being a rude drunk. Now go away."
One of the guys who came in with Rollie walked up at that point, hearing the exchange.
"I'm sorry. Is Rollie bothering you? Whatever he said, he's sorry for. He's had a bit more than normal for him," the friend said.
"Wait a minute. I'm not that drunk," Rollie insisted. "But she is seriously good-looking."
Rollie was pointing at the blonde. His friend looked over at her, then nodded in agreement.
"Yes, she is, but it's time for us to go," he said.
"I'll go, but I need to get your phone number," Rollie said to the blonde.
The blonde woman had been checking out the young man. He was over 6-feet tall, appeared to be fit and was handsome with bright blue eyes. She looked thoughtful for a moment, then told Rollie to stick out his hand. She took a pen out of her purse and wrote a phone number on his palm.
"I'll never wash this hand again," he slurred.
"Well, at least not until you call her first," his friend added as the two men exchanged high fives.
Sandy wasn't sure Rollie would even remember talking to her in the morning, so she was a bit surprised when she got his call the next afternoon. Although she wasn't that impressed with him the night before, she remembered he seemed to be smitten with her in his drunken state. She admitted to her friends the night before she thought he was cute, and truthfully, what girl can resist a cute guy who is willing to make a fool out of himself impressing a girl. She accepted a date for the next Friday night.
The two got intimate on their fourth date. They were married a year after they graduated. They had their ups and downs like any couple, but Rollie never had a clue his wife was unhappy with him or their marriage. He wouldn't have been happy had she said she wanted a divorce, but at least that wouldn't have been deceitful, and she didn't have to cheat on him for two years, Rollie thought.
Still, he knew Sandy better than anyone in the world, and deep down he had a niggling doubt that this woman could have killed another human being. His doubts didn't count, though; the evidence pointed to Sandy. After what she had been doing to him for the past two years, he resolved to himself that he wouldn't lose a minute's sleep worrying about what would happen to her. As for Leonard, well, karma truly is a bitch, he chuckled to himself.
Rollie was reinstated to field duty after his wife's trial and he and Leslie were again teamed up. About a year later, they were sitting in a diner for their dinner break during a shift. Rollie was watching Leslie nibble on a dinner roll when for the thousandth time he noticed how closely she resembled the woman who had become his ex-wife four months ago.
"Why did you kill him, Les?" Rollie said just above a whisper.
Leslie never missed a beat in her chewing pattern. She figured it was only a matter of time before Rollie figured it out, and she wouldn't disrespect him by playing stupid.
"I was only going to hurt him a bit, but then he got mouthy and started saying shit about you. I gave him one free shot at you, then I took the second shot, literally."
Rollie decided that he and Leslie needed to finish this discussion in the privacy of his vehicle. He waited for about 30 seconds while Leslie stammered for a bit before she spilled.
"I found out that Sandy was cheating on you about two months before I ended him," Leslie said. "I debated about whether to tell you. I knew it wasn't going to go well for both you and him.
"So I finally decided to confront the bastard myself. I wore my regular clothes but I badged him to get into his home. I was just going to try to scare him, but he wouldn't take the hint. Then he started bad-mouthing you; said he and Sandy used to laugh about her idiot small-dicked husband all the time. He said he wasn't afraid of you and wasn't going to stop, so I shot him. Just that simple.
"I used the spare key to your house that you gave me years ago to get Sandy's gun from the hiding place you had told me about. I really wasn't planning on killing the douchebag, but I wasn't going to use my own gun if I had to."
"So it was you or someone you know who set up the Sunday showing for Sandy which went bust?" Rollie said.
She nodded her head and gave him a sideways smile.
"Can I tell you one more thing?" Leslie asked.
It was Rollie's turn to nod.
"I love you, Roll. I have for several years now. But I was never going to act on that, until your stupid wife fucked up. Now... well, I'd like to be considered for the open spot in your bed and your heart," she said.
Rollie looked surprised.
"You know, for a smart guy, you really are clueless, Roll," she said.
The two sat silently in the car for about a minute.
"Now what happens, Rollie?" Leslie asked. "Do you want to take me in, or should I turn myself in."
"So let me see if I've got the facts right," Rollie said. "The man who seduced my wife is dead, my cheatin' whore of an ex-wife is in jail for life and the woman who loves me is sitting in the seat next to me... I'm okay with the way things are. Let's just keep this between me and you."
Leslie smiled brightly at Rollie. He returned her smile, started the car and drove off.
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The first half of this story is based upon a true event that was related to an audience. Some names have been changed just because I wanted to do that; there are no innocents that need protecting.
We had just gotten off the stage after the greatest 45 minutes of our lives. It was fucking amazing! We woofed the house, and were hugging and high-fiving and screaming like... 12-year-old girls!
The roadies from Ravaged Crew were filtering in and starting to set up for their band, one of the world's truly great acts of the 1980s. Our band, Starhawk, was the opening act for this night's show in Lansing, MI, and we absolutely proved that we were up to the honor we earned by being named the top local band in the Lansing area. At every stop on their big tour, a popular local band got the honor of being the opening act.
We rocked the house! Ripped the doors off! Tore the plaster off the walls! We left the stage to a standing O! It was fucking fantastic!
We were soon joined off-stage by Gary's wife and Charlie's and Doug's girlfriends, and we jumped around as the volume ramped up. It suddenly occurred to me that my fiancée, Catherine, was nowhere in sight as we hailed our big moment. I quickly locked eyes with our band manager, Steve, who just shook his head and then dropped his eyes to the ground. My stomach suddenly felt as if the heavyweight boxing champ of the world had used it for a punching bag.
Catherine finally showed up, walking a bit gingerly, I thought, a few minutes later as we were packing up our gear. Her makeup looked absolutely perfect, like it had just been re-applied, but her hair looked slightly mussed, something almost unheard of in Catherine's world. I got the feeling that she was somehow in a rush to get out and join our celebration.
She was flushed and breathing heavy when she leaned in to give me a quick kiss on the lips. I know I smelled pot, aftershave and sex on her before she stepped back quickly. She never said one word about our great performance, probably because she never saw it, I quickly surmised.
We got our gear packed and then stood quietly backstage listening to Ravaged Crew do its thing. I had to admit they were a fucking great band, and I hoped we could someday be in their league and make their kind of money. I caught their drummer, Bobby Lee, peaking over at Catherine several times, and I know he winked at her once or twice. At one point he caught me watching him and gave me a shit-eating smirk. He didn't even try to hide it. I guess when you're Bobby Lee, you can get away with anything... or at least think so.
By this point in their career, Ravaged Crew was approaching legendary status as a band. As an individual, Bobby Lee was already a legend, as much for his status as a pussy-hound with a 12-inch dick as for his ability as a drummer. It was an established fact that Bobby Lee had already fucked several A-list actresses senseless, and could practically pick up a woman just by snapping his fingers. I wondered if he even had to snap to get Catherine.
I eased my way over to Steve. He ignored me for about 30 seconds, staring straight ahead, before finally turning to me.
"She left their tour bus just after you guys finished," he whispered to me. "Bobby Lee came out a few minutes earlier, dressed for the show, with that big, stupid grin on his ugly mug. She probably had to do a little straightening up."
"Fuck!"
I know, not very profound, but it was the best I could come up with at the moment.
Our crew left a little before intermission and wound up at our favorite place to celebrate, the State Street Bar & Grill. The crowd was light because a lot of the usual suspects were at the concert.
We were treated like conquering heroes as we walked in. Seems like everybody in the bar knew somebody who was at the concert, and those at the show were texting and Snapping photos from our set.
Although I was raging inside, I tried to play it cool as I needed time to figure out my next move. I didn't have to avoid Catherine, because apparently, she felt guilty enough that she stayed well away from me, trying not to make it look too obvious.
I found myself a quiet spot at the far end of the bar, sipping on my shot of Angel Envy rye. It's expensive shit, but on a night where we killed it onstage, the smooth amber liquor was well worth the money.
As I looked up at the big clock on the wall, I wondered how it all could have fallen apart so fast... less than three hours total time. We did our sound check and still had about an hour before our stage time, when Crew bass player Vince Noel invited the band and wives and girlfriends onto the Crew tour bus for a little pre-party of tequila and weed.
I know the Crew members liked the looks of our women. Who wouldn't? They were all beautiful. My Catherine, for instance, is a 5-5 Grecian goddess, with long, dark brown hair, an olive complexion, large boobs and a round ass. She was dressed to impress tonight in a tight cornflower blue, mid-thigh length dress and matching heels.
Our band members left the tour bus 10 minutes before we had to perform. Our women stayed behind at the invitation of the Crew guys. Jay, our lead guitarist, and I weren't completely comfortable with the idea, but all four of our women told us everything would be all right and they would just stick around for one more joint.
"Are you guys sure?" Jay asked.
All four nodded affirmative. We left to get ready.
"Fuck!" I muttered to no one in particular as I stormed out of the bar, got into my car and drove home... without my fiancée.
It only took five minutes after I got home before our house phone rang. Guess who?
"Hey, baby, where are you? I turned around and you were gone," Catherine said.
"And you're surprised how?" I asked. "YOU FUCKED BOBBY LEE TONIGHT! You're history, bitch!"
I slammed the phone hard into the cradle. That should have been a hint.
She walked... no, make that ran, in the door 30 minutes later, her makeup smeared from crying.
"WE NEED TO TALK, BABY!" she wailed, tears dropping from her eyes.
"Can you unfuck him, Catherine? Can you?" I yelled back at her.
She flopped down on our sofa and put her head in her hands.
"He's Bobby Lee, baby! He's a legend!" she said.
"And that matters to me, how?" I responded.
"He's Bobby Lee. THE Bobby Lee," she reiterated, looking at me as if I should be proud to share my woman with him. "I couldn't turn him down."
"Of course not," I said with my most sarcastic tone.
"I mean he's slept with actresses and supermodels..."
"And that means my former fiancée should just give herself to him," I interrupted.
She looked perturbed until her brain caught up with her hearing. Her expression then changed to anger.
"Former... fiancée? Get real, Simon!" she shrilled. "Everything's already set up and paid for. We're going to be married three months from tomorrow."
"Were going to be married three months from tomorrow, babe. I'm not marrying Bobby Lee's most recent conquest," I replied.
"My father is going to kill you!" she rasped. "We've got 500 guests coming to the wedding. My parents have spent a small fortune on this."
Did I mention that Catherine is the daughter of Cameron and Twyla Jefferson, of the Boston Jeffersons, one of that city's most affluent and influential families? I certainly don't know how I could have skipped that detail, because her parents like to remind me of that about every other day. They have known me for about 18 months, and I wouldn't be exaggerating to say they have reminded me about their wealth and social standing in Boston society at least three dozen times.
I was hardly their preferred choice for a son-in-law. My day job as a chemical engineer at a small firm in Lansing paid me six figures a year, and my growing reputation as a musician was bringing in good money as well, with the promise of more, but I would never be an equal to the fucking Jeffersons of Boston. I was tolerated, at best.
Which is probably the way it should be, I suppose. The biggest name from Punxsutawney, PA, belongs to a fucking groundhog. My family consists of six people, all of whom combined have a net worth not worth mentioning. My family has been in the United States for four generations. We came over steerage from someplace in middle Europe.
The Jeffersons came over soon after the Mayflower landed at Plymouth Rock. They made their money the old-fashioned way... banking, commerce and... sucking up to English nobility until just before the Revolution.
Catherine and I met at Michigan State early in our junior years. She was a public relations major. We were both at a '50s party. She was with a date, an uptight-looking asswipe who was pretending to be Elvis Presley. He must have had a bit too much to drink, because he tried to fight me after staggering into me and knocking my beer out of my hand. He opened a big mouth to me and I closed it for him, smashing him once in the middle of his stomach and knocking the wind out of him. He crawled around on all fours before throwing up. She left the party with me.
We dated for three months before having sex for the first time and becoming exclusive. I asked her to marry me at the one-year mark.
It hasn't always been easy. The woman knows she's beautiful, and since she comes from money she has that entitled air about her. She and some of my more crude friends don't see eye to eye. She can't see why I don't just drop them if I love her. I answer that by asking her why no one calls her Cathy, Cat or Kate.
"That's not who I am," she always insisted.
"Exactly," I would reply back.
I suddenly came back to the present when I heard Catherine pleading, "Please, Simon, I love you. Only you. We can get things back on track."
"You love me? Really?" I said. "How could you do this to me if you love me?"
"This had nothing to do with love, Si. It was a chance to do Bobby Lee..."
"And sample his 12-inch dick!" I spat. "I get it, Catherine, even though I don't get it."
She blushed crimson and looked like she wanted to respond, but while her lips moved, no sound came out. Tears continued to leak down her cheeks.
"That was absolutely cold, Catherine."
"I-I'm sorry, Si. Really. It was a mistake. Surely we can get past one mistake."
I put my hands up to the sides of my head. I suddenly had a massive tension headache.
"It was a deal-breaking mistake, babe. And we're not even married yet. I'm not going to spend the rest of my life wondering if my wife is screwing every famous guy she meets.
"And by the way, you really need to take a shower."
I didn't get much sleep on the sofa that night. I knew my decision was the right one. I was devastated by the event that led up to that decision. I loved the stupid bitch.
I was on my fifth cup of coffee when Catherine finally staggered out of the bedroom. I could see she had a fitful night of sleep because she looked like absolute shit. I wondered which bothered her more: me breaking the engagement or having to tell her parents.
She poured herself a cup of coffee and sat down on the other end of the sofa.
"Can we talk some more?" she asked quietly.
"I'm not sure there's anything more to say," I responded in a measured voice.
It took every ounce of self-control not to get up and slap the shit out of this woman.
"I'm sorry, Si, really, really sorry, both for cheating on you and hurting you. I was selfish and stupid. It was a silly mistake..."
So much for self-control.
"A SILLY MISTAKE?" I raged. "No, this was the mother of all serious mistakes. Saying I'm sorry, crying a bit and looking remorseful won't quite cut it.
"So if we're finished here, your parents want you to call them."
"Oh shit. You've already spoken with them?" she croaked.
"I figured they needed to hear the truth... and I didn't trust you to do that. It was very hard for them to hear that their perfect daughter was a perfect slut for a big-dicked Rock 'n' Roll legend. Your mother sounded embarrassed, probably wondering how she was going to explain this to her friends at tea. Your father, on the other hand... I thought he was going to have a heart attack. No father ever wants to hear that his daughter has the lead role in the Off-Broadway production of 'Slutzilla.'"
Tears turned into full-blown sobbing and wailing.
"Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit! I can't believe you threw me under the bus like that," she squeaked.
"You didn't think I was going to fall on my sword for you because you wanted to sample Bobby Lee's sword. Get real. Especially when your father starts putting dollar signs to everything he's already spent on this wedding.
"At least he had the decency to apologize to me for your... 'indiscretion,' as he put it. That was right before he told me he never wanted to see me ever again, and if he did, he might have one of his security guys break one of my legs. It's a good thing I'm the innocent party in this.
"Now if you'll excuse me, I'm going over to Boomer's apartment so the guys and I can discuss our next few gigs... and maybe one of them will know of some place I can crash."
I found a new place to live two weeks later and Catherine was out of my life. My heart hurt, but I was young and would eventually bounce back, even though the guys in the band teased me for the next year by hiding 12-inch rulers in my car and band gear. What can I say, my friends play rough.
The end... well, not quite.
The phone was ringing as I got back to my apartment after a five-mile run on a Saturday morning about eight weeks after my split with Catherine. It rang at least six times before I finally picked up the receiver and got a surprise.
"Hello," I huffed, still slightly out of breath from my jog.
"Si... is that you? You sound like you're about to have a heart attack or something," Catherine answered.
I consciously tried to slow my breathing as I realized my ex-fiancée was on the other end of the line. I hadn't talked to her since I moved out after breaking our engagement due to her cheating on me. I have to admit I wasn't pleased to hear her voice.
"What the fuck does this bitch want from me?" cascaded around my brain.
"I just finished my Saturday morning run," I snapped. "What the fuck do you want?"
There was silence on the other end of the line. I knew my churlish answer probably threw her off.
"Umm... Si... I'm sorry to bother you... but I need to tell you that I'm pregnant."
The silence on the phone line was mine this time. I was looking at the receiver as if I expected to be able to see the words coming through the phone. I'm sure my mouth was hanging open. I'm not sure how my legs were still holding me up.
"Why are you calling me, Catherine? We're not together anymore," I responded blankly, totally not seeing the big picture.
"Umm... this kind of thing didn't happen overnight, Simon. I'm about two months along. My gynecologist confirmed yesterday what the home test said," Catherine announced.
Admittedly, I went stupid for a few moments. Right after she said the word "pregnant," nothing in my life made sense anymore.
I had one of those long, stretchy phone cords on the kitchen phone. I staggered over to my small kitchenette and melted onto one of the stools.
"I intend to have this baby," she stated. "My parents and I expect you to do the right thing by our child."
"Regardless of what your parents think of me, of course I will do right by our child," I said, before the proverbial light bulb went on above my head. "But you're assuming that it is my child. That seems doubtful to me, Catherine. If memory serves me correctly... and it does... two months ago you were getting your world rocked by the legendary Bobby Lee... and I happen to know that you didn't have your diaphragm in that night. I checked in your nightstand drawer when I got home that night... just because I was pissed... and curious."
"But you and I also made love several nights before then and I didn't have my diaphragm in then, either," she snarked.
"Maybe, maybe not," I responded. "An amniocentesis could tell us in a couple of months."
"Doctors still aren't sure those tests are that safe," she said.
"Well, then I guess we'll just have to wait until the baby is born to find out," I said. "Until then..."
"Look, Si, we could get back together, and I'll spend the rest of our lives making things up to you. I'm sorry, Si. I love you."
"You didn't love me enough when it counted to keep your legs closed."
I suppose there was a chance we could have made love when Catherine didn't have her diaphragm in and the kid could be mine. I seriously doubted that, but I was ready to do the right thing if that was the case. There was no way, however, that I was going to raise another man's child, particularly one from motherfucking Bobby Lee.
A week later I got another unexpected phone call... very unexpected actually. Cameron Jefferson requested we meet at his office. Oh, who am I kidding: he summoned me to meet him at his office after work the next day. I wasn't happy about being told to appear before the king in his court, but as much as anything I was curious. Yes, the possibility that he was setting me up for a broken leg crossed my mind.
I was very guarded when one of Cameron's security people escorted me into his office. I was guided to a seat across from Cameron at his huge-ass desk; in front of it was a glass of some sort of liquor in a gorgeous leaded crystal glass.
"That's Pappy Van Winkle 23-year-old bourbon there, young man. The very definition of 'sipping whiskey'. You will never taste anything as smooth as that in your life, in my very not so humble opinion," Cameron said. "It is my way of showing you one of the finer things in life that could be yours... after we conclude our business negotiation."
As he explained it, Cameron Jefferson loved his only daughter so much he was willing to give me a cushy job with a million-dollar salary and benefits galore, including a mansion near Boston, so his daughter and her husband could raise his grandchild. In translation, he didn't want anybody to know his daughter got knocked up by Bobby Lee. Even though I was a nobody, he preferred me to claim his grandchild's parentage before the world found out that his daughter got knocked up by legendary rocker and bad boy, Bobby Lee.
I listened intently to what Cam Jefferson was telling me, making my translation as he went along. To my ever-loving shame, I actually considered it. Hey, I'm human. Who wouldn't want to be an instant millionaire? And I'd get to keep my wife...
Wait. What? Why the fuck would I want to do that? Yes, she was hot, but I could find other hot chicks. Other hot chicks that wouldn't cheat on me. Other hot chicks that weren't already pregnant with Bobby Lee's child.
Okay, admittedly I couldn't necessarily find other hot chicks whose parents were "Jeffersons from Boston." But at least I would be able to shave without being ashamed of the guy looking back at me in the mirror. I politely told Cam Jefferson that I wasn't for sale. He said he understood. Said there weren't too many 20-somethings that would turn down the money he was offering.
Two months later, Cam Jefferson was a lot less cordial as he leaned over the trunk of a car into which I had been shoved.
"I should kill your ass, you little fucker. You just had to embarrass us, didn't you?"
Even if I wasn't disoriented from being smacked around, handcuffed and stuffed into a car trunk, I didn't have a clue as to what he was talking about. I said the only intelligent thing that came to my mind.
"Huh?"
That earned me a couple more gentle love taps to my face from one of Cam's security guys. My left eye was rapidly swelling closed, and I choked from the blood running down my throat.



Cam started to scream at me and hit me with a rolled-up newspaper, like one would do to an errant puppy... if they wanted to put the pup into a coma. Then he unrolled the paper and showed me the front page. It was the fucking National Enquirer, and right there on the cover was a photo of an obviously pregnant Catherine with a headline under it asking if she was going to be the mother of Bobby Lee's next child.
"I didn't do that!" I croaked as I spit blood. "I swear! Why the fuck would I want to out myself as a cuckold to the world. I make good money, and hopefully sometime in the future I hope to find a girlfriend who's not a slut!"
I didn't get hit after that, although I had closed my eyes in anticipation. I waited several seconds before opening them. I could see Cam pacing behind the vehicle.
"Goddamn that makes sense," he finally said. "Probably was one of those other fuckers in the band... maybe one of their girlfriends. I'll get someone on that. You guys take him to a near-by hospital. You make sure they send me the bill."
One of the goons ripped me out of the trunk and shoved me into the back seat of the car. I know I bled all over the leather seats as they drove me to the hospital and dropped me off. Nobody even had the decency to apologize. And, before anyone wonders, no, I didn't try to have Cam arrested. Like that actually would have worked in Boston.
Besides, Cam had troubles a lot worse than worrying about being arrested for assault. The press had six months of fun at Catherine's expense, treating her just like a Kim Kardashian wanna-be. I know that had to just about kill her mom, Twyla, who lived and died on being a Jefferson from Boston. I'm sure she made Cam's life a living hell for those six months. It couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.
Catherine had moved back to Boston soon after the scandal hit the newspapers. She would wind up marrying and divorcing three times, and had four children from four different men, including the one that turned out to be Bobby Lee's.
I got over Catherine after about a year, but wasn't dating anybody regularly when one of the guys from the band left a People magazine opened to a photo of Bobby Lee and his latest conquest on my gear one Friday night before one of our shows.
The joke had grown very old, but guys are a different breed. We beat a joke to death before we give it up.
"Ha ha, guys, absolutely fuckin' hysterical. I'm holding my sides so I don't split apart I'm laughing so hard," I said as I grabbed the magazine with the intent to chuck it somewhere.
Just then I actually took a good look at the four photos in the story, not that I really cared that Bobby Lee was fucking a big-boobed former Playboy playmate. It was actually the third of the four photos on the page that attracted my eye: a photo of family man Bobby Lee with his new girlfriend and his mother, a big-boobed MILF if there ever was one. Holy shit! Bobby Lee's mother was a walking wet dream of a 50-something, with long blonde hair, big blue eyes and a body that any 40-something would be proud of, let alone a 50-something.
"Fuck me! The guy's mom is even hot," I whispered to no one in particular.
I stuffed the magazine in my bag. I'm pretty sure I had the same grin on my face that the Grinch did after he stole all the toys in Whoville.
I spent the next month doing some research on Bobby Lee... well, actually, his family, who it turned out, lived in Columbus, OH.
"Moms" Lee, whose real name turned out to be Laura Nostrand, was long-ago divorced from "Pops" Lee, whose name was Karl Nostrand. Seems the pair were married for 20 years before they split due to Bobby Lee's dad trying to be the man-whore his son was.
It was easy to see by looking at the various photos of Laura Nostrand that she knew she was still hot at 52. Her dresses and skirts were a few inches shorter than your basic soccer mom's, and she certainly wasn't shy about showing off the wonderful cleavage that God gave her. The more I looked at those photos, the more I had to admit that, yeah, I'd do her... and then it came to me, like a backhand across the face.
The guys in the band as well as my co-workers were sorry to see me transferred to the Columbus, OH, office. I pretended I was sorry, too, but in reality I was feeling pretty good about things. I got a healthy raise to take the promotion... and two months later, I had a date set up with Laura Nostrand... yes, that Laura Nostrand.
Ostensibly, my meeting Laura was complete happenstance. She and her best friend, Sue Jacoby, were out for drinks at a local hotspot where she was a known quantity, being the mother of Bobby Lee. I knew from my research that she was going to show up at least one of the weekend nights. She and her friend showed up at about 8, and 30 minutes later I sent drinks over to their table. They acknowledged me with a nod, but I held my spot at the bar until Laura finally got up and came over to me.
"You are either the cheekiest guy in the world or your vision might need some tweaking," she said in a voice that dripped sex. "We are both old enough to be your mother..."
"Yeah... but if my mom ever looked like you two... I'd be in a world of trouble," I said as sincerely as I could muster.
"Oh, please!" she laughed. "You are the cheekiest bastard ever."
I spent the rest of the evening with the two women and had a great time. I was pretty sure they enjoyed themselves as well. I got Laura's number and a promise that they would be at the restaurant again the next Friday night.
I was pretty sure Laura dressed for me the next Friday night. Her little black dress was mid-thigh and seemed to float on her hips, and the top was unbuttoned to right in between her large breasts. She wore a lacy black bra, which I along with everyone else got to see a lot of during the evening.
Sue was dressed a little less... flamboyant, shall we say, and she seemed to be staying a little more in the background, like a good wingwoman should. Laura seemed a little less concerned over the differences in our ages, and seemed to be leaning in and touching me on my arms and shoulders more. We talked about ourselves here and there, but I noticed that neither she nor Sue mentioned her famous son. I didn't either, but of course I had an ulterior motive.
When the two left at about midnight, I got a nice hug from Sue and an even better hug and a soft kiss on the lips from Laura. Mmm.
I called Laura for a date for the next week and she accepted after a couple seconds silence.
"Are you sure, Cheeky? What would your mother say if she found out you were taking out someone her age?" Laura asked.
"She'd probably tell me to make sure I was polite and held doors for you, the same thing she would tell me if you were 18 or 35 or..."
"Probably the same age as her," Laura giggled. "You can hint, but I'm not telling you my age... or my weight. Didn't your mama teach you there are some things you should never ask a woman?"
"Bra size," I answered. "Age, weight and bra size. But if you don't want to wear a bra, then I won't have to worry about not asking you that question."
"At my age, which I'm still not telling you, I think not wearing a bra is not attractive. The girls are not as perky as they were when I was your age," she said.
"I think you are underestimating yourself. A little bit of gravity doesn't hurt the look. Most guys enjoy the braless look. Try it and tell me I'm wrong at the end of the night."
"Cheeky and persistent. I guess this is what I get for hanging around with a kid," she said.
I wasn't sure she was actually going to go braless, but she was a vision of beauty when she answered the door the next Friday. She was wearing an emerald green dress that didn't have an ounce of space left in it, and was held up by two thin spaghetti straps. The nipples on her braless boobs were definitely poking the material, and she actually blushed when she saw me unashamedly looking.
"Hey," she said. "My eyes are up here, young man."
"Yeah, but your lovely breasts are definitely right... there," I said, grinning broadly.
"Just tell me I don't look... ridiculous," she rasped.
"You look absolutely fabulous... hot... hot," I whispered.
I went all out trying to impress Laura, starting with dinner at Pasqualone's, the best Italian restaurant in the state of Ohio. We then hit SwingColumbus, a great jazz and blues club with a dance floor. I'm not a great dancer, but I can hold my own, and I know most women like to dance. I certainly didn't mind her boobs swaying beneath the fabric of her dress, and she seemed to enjoy herself. I also found out she understood the allure of distilled spirits, drinking Glenmorangie 18-year-old single malt like it was meant to be drunk, neat and delicious.
We talked the entire evening, but the subject of her famous son didn't come up. I never mentioned that I was a musician, either.
It was probably the best date I ever had. When the evening ended, I wound up with a soft kiss on the lips and a date for the next Saturday.
Our date the next Saturday didn't end until Sunday afternoon. We did dinner, but instead of dancing she insisted we go back to her house for drinks and dessert. By the way, she again went braless for me, this time in a scoop neck cranberry dress that showed off a good amount of her alabaster-colored breasts. I enjoyed ogling her chest, and didn't feel the need to be subtle about it. She smiled demurely every time she caught me leering, which was quite often.
"You are wonderful for an old woman's ego, you know that?" she asked at one point during the evening.
"Hey, just doing my part," I replied.
We drank about a half-bottle of Glenfiddich 18-year-old single malt and she had baked a New York-style cheesecake. All that and she baked, too.
Among the conversations we had, she informed me that her son was the famous drummer, Bobby Lee, from Ravaged Crew. I pretended to be surprised. I had told her that I was a part-time musician and occasionally played in a band. She then came clean and told me about her son. I told her we had met once... briefly, several years ago, when I lived in Michigan. I gushed over how much I loved Ravaged Crew, which wasn't a lie until the incident with my fiancée, which I didn't tell her about.
We wound up in her bed. She had the stamina of a much younger woman, and was probably the most enthusiastic partner I'd ever had. She was a little self-conscious about her body at first--the older woman thing--but she quickly got over that when she saw I wasn't the least bit put off by her body. I personally thought it was a great body for a woman at any age, and I'm pretty sure I drooled once or twice as I slowly removed her clothes.
Her large boobs were a major turn-on, with their large, erect nipples and the fact that they jiggled and swayed easily as she moved. I must have played with them for a good 10 minutes while we kissed and laughed before I slid my way down to her pussy. She handed me a bottle of Astroglide, explaining it truly was an age issue, and I went to work, first with my tongue and fingers and then finally with my dick. She had four hard orgasms from my tongue and fingers and two more from my dick before she took me with her on orgasm number seven. As I said, she was very enthusiastic, and also quite loud. She spurred me on to heights I hadn't ever reached before.
I awoke spooned around this wonderful woman, my left hand cradling her huge left tit. I started slowly rubbing and tugging on her nipple, and I knew she was awake when she moaned. I turned her toward me and we locked lips. By the time the kiss was done I was fully erect, and we made passionate love. The woman was a goddess.
We began to spend most of our spare time with each other. I think she was as taken with me as I was with her. This definitely wasn't in the plan. I'll admit that when I started my pursuit of Bobby Lee's mother, my motive was revenge. This, however, went way past revenge. Laura had grabbed a hold of my heart.
I considered not saying anything, but that could lead to disaster if she ever met my parents. Damn. I needed to come clean if this relationship was going to go somewhere.
This wasn't going to be easy. It took me three weeks to actually work up the guts to have the discussion. When I did, we were both naked, having just made love. It seemed like the right time.
We were lying in bed facing each other, both breathing hard. Laura gave me a weak smile. I could tell that she had given me her all... as usual.
"I-I need to tell you something, Lor," I began haltingly. "And I don't want you to say anything until I'm completely done. Can you do that?"
She looked at me intently... and nervously. She nodded and I started.
I told her the whole story of her son and my former fiancée. Then I told her about my plan for revenge as her eyes got large and tear-filled.
"You bastard..." she started to say, but I put my finger to her lips and she stopped.
"I never counted on falling in love with you, Lor. You fucked this all up for me," I said.
The tears that she was holding back started leaking from her eyes.
"You... love me?" she squeaked.
It was my turn to nod.
"So you're telling me that my newest grandchild, who I haven't even seen yet, is the child of my son and your former fiancée. Are you sure?"
"Ab-so-fucking-lutely," I said.
Her visage morphed into one of sadness.
"I'm sorry, Simon," she said. "He gets that shit from his philandering father, who thought every woman should get a piece of his large dick. I tried to teach my son better than that."
She grimaced and dropped her eyes. Then she looked up brightly into my eyes.
"Can we back up a bit?" she asked.
I shrugged.
"You said you loved me. Didn't you?" she asked.
"I did," I rasped.
She scrambled on top of me and gave me a scorcher of a kiss. I wrapped my arms around her body and turned us over as one. She could feel I was hard. She opened her legs and I worked my dick inside. She made love to me with the most intensity I have ever felt. When she finally screamed out her orgasm, she took me with her. We kissed some more before drifting to sleep.
I woke to her green eyes staring at me. She smiled brightly.
"Of course you are assuming I love you back," she said.
It was my turn to smile.
"So where do we go from here?" she asked. "I mean, this is kind of unchartered territory. I'm old enough to be your mother. Isn't this kind of weird?"
I actually hadn't thought about that. My mom was probably going to have a heart attack when I told her about how old my girlfriend was.
"Well, I'm thinking kids are out of the question," I joked.
She gave me a stern glare.
"I don't need to be having my own grandkids," she said.
"Fair enough," I responded, "but I do think you need to be my wife."
This glare wasn't stern. She looked me directly in my eyes, blinked twice, then broke into major sobs. I did the only thing I could think of to do, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her tightly to me. We stayed like that for several minutes.
"I do love you, baby, but we can't get married. Seriously," she said.
"Why not? I like classic rock," I responded glibly.
We were back to the stern glare.
"The age difference doesn't bother me, Lor. You might be my mother's age, but you don't act like her, you don't dress like her and you look way younger than her," I said.
"You mean your mom doesn't wear short skirts and bounce around braless? Wouldn't you like to see that? You always want me to dress like that."
"She's my mom, Lor. You're my girlfriend... and you're hot," I remarked.
"You're sweet, Si, and a total hornball. But be serious for a moment. Ten years from now I'm going to be 62 and not hot, and you're going to be 39. Are you going to want to be seen out in public with an old lady?"
"Who says you're not going to be hot, and it's up to you if you're going to be an old lady or not," I said. "Seriously, though, I've already thought about it. I'd be absolutely miserable without you, and I think you'd be the same without me," I said.
"Yeah, but that doesn't mean we need to get married, Si. We can live together. It's done nowadays, you know," she said.
It was my turn to glare at her.
"That's not how I operate, Lor. I want you to be my wife... my life partner... my everything."
She looked back at me in disbelief. She shook her head. I nodded mine. She burst into tears again.
"You sure this isn't just your sick revenge thing, Si?"
My mother did have a problem with me wanting to marry a woman who was her age but looked and acted a decade younger.
"Put your tongue back in your head, Daniel. Remember she's your son's fiancée," Mom scolded Dad.
Dad blushed profusely.
"Hey, I'm not as bad as the guy who stole Si's first fiancée," he backpedalled.
Laura wasn't expecting that. She blushed and stammered out her own apology for her son.
"Shit. I wasn't going to explain all that," I mumbled.
We had a small wedding with just a few friends and family members. Yes, she invited her famous son. He came to the wedding. I could tell he didn't remember me at all when Laura introduced us. I wasn't going to say anything because I'd moved beyond revenge, but Laura just couldn't pass it up.
"You two share at least two things, Bobby," she said as he looked at me. "You're both musicians... and you both fucked the same woman. Only Simon was smart enough not to get her pregnant!"
Bobby looked confused, or it could have been the fact that he was totally sober for one of the few days in his adult life.
"Your son by that Boston blueblood girl, Catherine Jefferson? That girl was Simon's fiancée at the time you knocked her up, while his band was opening for you in Lansing, MI.
"You're just like your dumbass father, Bobby. I thought I raised you better than that."
"Cost me a couple million dollars every year in child support, and her parents are rich bastards anyway. They are total fuckheads," Bobby said.
"Indeed they are," I said. "And actually, I can't thank you enough. I got pretty close to marrying into that family."
Epilogue:
Simon looked out from his spot on the beach into the surf on the big island of Hawaii, where his wife was carefully wading. He smiled brightly and returned the wave she gave him. At 72, Laura was no longer hot, but he thought she was still a fine-looking woman in her one-piece suit.
The two-week trip was to celebrate the couple's 20th anniversary.
Simon smiled again, this time to himself. What started out as a plan to get revenge on Bobby Lee became the best kind of revenge, he thought to himself: a life well-lived, with a true soul-mate.
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He was a gangly puppy, maybe eight weeks old. Brindle in color, mostly boxer, but it was easy to see there were several other breeds in the mix.
He spotted the woman looking at him through the bars and turned on the puppy charm, wagging his docked tail and moving to the front of the cage. The woman stuck her hand into the cage and the dog licked it, hoping that was the ticket to getting a forever home. The look on the woman's face told the dog he was on the right track. He wagged his tail more and licked harder.
The woman's eyes were opened wide, tears forming at the inner corners. She turned to the man kneeling behind her.
"Yeah, this guy," she said.
"And you're going to be the one to feed it, walk it and take care of it?" he said, his voice so thick with disbelief that the puppy could almost tell.
"Well, yeah, he's going to be my little buddy, follow me around, protect me and all that," she said.
He rolled his eyes, not trying to hide the action. She had made those kinds of promises before, and almost every time she had, taking the responsibility for whatever she wanted eventually fell to him: a garden, cooking meals, corresponding with a sixth-grader from Nigeria, a lot of things. He really didn't want to take care of a dog, too, but what could he say? You do what you do for the ones you love.
"Okay, we'll take Big Eyes staring at her there in the cage," Bryce England told the man at the animal shelter. "Wrap him up and put a bow on him."
"You can't take him home today. He needs to get neutered first," the shelter worker said. "We can have that done tomorrow, and if all goes well, you can take him home the day after that."
"Hank," Vera England said to the man, who gave her a puzzled look. "We'll take Hank home the day after that."
"Right," he smiled, trying to sneak a peek down her blouse as he straightened up from his kneeled spot behind the husband.
Bryce caught the attempted downblouse and smirked to himself. It was hardly the first time some hornball had tried to look down the blouse of his big-boobed wife. She probably didn't even notice anymore it was so commonplace. Sort of like an occupational hazard.
The animal grew from a gangly puppy to a somewhat large dog. Vera took charge of the animal for the first three weeks before gradually shifting her responsibilities to Bryce. As he slowly assumed the dog's care, the animal slowly shifted his allegiance to Bryce. He still liked Vera, but dogs were even simpler than men: their first allegiance is to the person who feeds them and cares for them.
"See, you should be the one to take care of him. He likes you best," she said one day when he reminded her of her promise to care for the dog.
"He likes me best because I am the one who takes care of him," Bryce snarked. "Dogs are simple that way. You women, on the other hand..."
Vera knew where this was going. She fluttered her eyelashes at her husband of 10 years and stuck out her sizable chest in her tight pink top. Bryce practically drooled on the spot. Men are so easy, she thought to herself.
Vera knew she was the complicated one in the relationship. She knew it wasn't going to get any less complicated in the near future, and she knew her husband didn't deserve any of the coming pain.
Vera and Bryce had recently celebrated their 10th anniversary. Bryce thought he had a perfect wife and a perfect marriage. Sure, the couple argued occasionally, but it was never about anything that mattered. He was a Cubs fan and Vera loved the White Sox. That was about the biggest thing to argue about, he thought. He thought wrong.
Vera was an assistant vice president for a global insurance company. She had worked at Worldex Re for nine years, the last six with Anand Patel as her immediate boss. The two worked well together professionally and had become good friends as well. Vera and Bryce had even spent time together with Anand and his wife outside of an office setting. Bryce liked the man.
For three years, Vera and Anand were nothing more than co-workers and friends. She thought her boss was personable, charming and handsome. He was 45 years old and fit, with salt and pepper black and gray hair and large brown eyes. His Indian heritage had given him a light brown complexion, and his schooling in Great Britain had given him a quintessential upper crust British accent. His baritone voice had given him an almost attorney-type of honey-tongued speech.
Vera had never given a thought to cheating on Bryce. She thought her husband was every bit as handsome as her boss, having light brown hair and big expressive blue eyes. He spent several nights at the gym and looked it. He perfectly fit the profile of a certified public accountant, being quiet and thoughtful. He wasn't very good in social circles, but Vera knew his love for her had no bounds. He was also quite skilled in bed, both with his dick and his mouth, Vera knew.
Vera and Anand occasionally went out to lunch and talked business. That eventually morphed into talk about their personal lives. It wasn't for several years that the pair actually went out to lunch strictly for personal reasons. That quickly became the norm.
Anand knew women found him desirable, but he was not a serial skirt-chaser. He had only strayed twice before in his marriage. Neither he nor Vera had any plans for this friendship to go farther... until it did. About six months after the personal lunches started, the pair wound up in bed in a hotel over a long lunch hour.
Vera was surprised she wasn't consumed by guilt after the first liaison with Anand. The two made love twice that first time, and both enjoyed it tremendously. They didn't do anything she hadn't done before with Bryce, but the fact that this was the first time in a dozen years it was sex with someone other than her husband made it very exciting. Anand smiled to himself at how wet the woman was. Her body was both lush and fit, and her large breasts were most certainly a thing of beauty.
The pair waited a week before having their second tryst. Both thought it was every bit as good as the first; in fact, a bit better as they were learning each other's bodies and what each liked.
The sex became a weekly thing, often changing days of the week so Bryce wouldn't be able to track it. Vera used her superior managing skills to keep everything straight. While she was always concerned about her husband finding out, after a few weeks she was somewhat amused that she was able to hide the affair from him so easily. She felt superior, and if the truth be known, smarter than her clueless husband.
Vera didn't delude herself that she wasn't engaged in an affair. However, she felt it didn't take one iota of love from her husband; in fact, she felt energized in both her marriage and her life. She had the love of her husband as well as the... relationship with her lover. Although she didn't love Anand the same way she loved Bryce, she knew her feelings toward him were way more than simple lust.
Vera made sure to stay engaged with Bryce and give him absolutely every ounce of loving and lust he seemed to want or need. If anything, she felt she and her husband were perhaps as close as they had ever been, and she would surely know if he had any clue as to what was happening.
At the same time, she still felt some pressure to keep her two lives separate. Because she was working around her spouse, Vera and her lover didn't have a lot of time to do much more than have amazing sex when they were together. They knew they shared other interests and wanted to explore them further, but... She knew Anand wanted more of her time, but she knew that couldn't happen unless her husband had to take a trip out of town, and those were rare.
It was a wonderful problem, she decided, to have two attractive men loving her.
Bryce was less sanguine about Vera's problem when he found out about it several months later. One evening when he was alone because Vera was supposed to be working late, he grabbed his wife's iPad from the table next to his La-Z-Boy rather than get up to grab his own laptop from the home office. When he logged into Amazon Prime to order several books, two addresses came up in the deliver to field. The first was the England's home address, but the second was for Anand Patel, Vera's boss, and it wasn't at his normal home address.
Bryce's eyes widened considerably as he looked at the second address. His immediate reaction was to feel sick to his stomach, but that feeling quickly morphed into one of rage. He screamed to the four walls surrounding him. He then went to his liquor cabinet, poured himself a double of his single malt scotch and started making plans.
The biggest problem for Bryce was that up until a few minutes ago, he would have told anyone and everyone that he loved his wife beyond reason, and that feeling didn't just disappear into thin air, despite what appeared to be her betrayal. If further investigation revealed she was indeed cheating, he would have to come to grips with his reaction and whether they could move forward as a married couple.
Vera got home about an hour later, humming as she walked in the door. For the first time that Bryce could remember, he didn't jump up from where he was sitting and go to her for a greeting kiss. That didn't escape Vera either.
"Hey, hon, everything okay?" she asked as she walked over to Bryce in his La-Z-Boy as he sat reading the sports section of the newspaper.
"Not even close," Bryce mumbled, turning his head so Vera's kiss intended for his lips landed on his cheek.
Vera took a step back and watched her husband carefully. For the first time, she wondered if he somehow found out about her affair. Bryce caught the look from the corner of his eye, and realized he needed to play things cooler until he could formulate a plan. It was not his nature to go off half-cocked.
Suddenly feeling a little unsure of herself, Vera decided discretion was the better part of valor, and did not push the conversation further. She made a mental note to pay more attention to her husband's moods. Maybe she had been taking him for granted a bit.
The next day at work, Bryce called a good friend who was an attorney. After Bryce explained his problem, the friend called his best investigator and got him involved. Two weeks later, Bryce had confirmation of his wife's betrayal, including photos and video.
"So what now, amigo?" his friend asked.
For the first time since his parents had died five years ago in a car wreck, Bryce wept openly.
Vera tried to be subtle, but she watched her husband carefully for the next few days after his non-greeting that one night. She knew Bryce didn't have a devious bone in his body, and she felt she would know quickly if he suspected she was having an affair.
Vera even called it an affair in her own mind. She knew it wasn't right, but at the same time, she couldn't convince herself it was wrong, especially since she wasn't neglecting Bryce in any way.
After several days of watching her husband, the only difference Vera could see was in the bedroom. Bryce normally initiated sex as often as she, but over the next week he made no attempt at intimacy. When she did after a couple of days, he seemed reluctant, but then was as physical as he'd ever been before, fucking her into the mattress that night, and pounding her hard every time she initiated since then.
Bryce's newfound physicality in the bedroom was his only way of venting his growing hatred for his wife's philandering. He had stopped seeking sex from Vera, but when she initiated, he made sure he was going to get his... very forcefully in fact. He was surprised that she didn't pick up on his anger. Not only that, she seemed to enjoy this "new" Bryce.
"Come on, big boy, fuck me! Fuck me harder! Uunngghh!" Vera wailed as Bryce pounded her doggy one night. She shrieked out a second orgasm a minute later, then fell forward on the bed and went limp. Worrying about anything was the last thing on Vera's mind at that moment.
Bryce turned his wife over at that point and lifted her legs, placing her ankles over his shoulders as he drove hard into her wide-open pussy. She grunted loudly with each thrust, then started babbling unintelligibly as another climax ripped through her body, taking Bryce along with it. He roared his release, pumping several ropes of sperm deep into his wife's body.
Vera drifted off into an exhausted sleep after Bryce rolled off. Her last semi-cogent thought was that she was the luckiest woman in the world, having two studs.
Bryce had instructed his attorney to draw up divorce papers for adultery, even though it wouldn't make a financial difference in the no-fault state. The split with his wife would be fairly even as they made similar money and didn't yet have children. They would have to sell the house and split any profits there.
"I know this sounds crazy, but just hold the papers until I tell you," Bryce explained. "I'm going to let this play out a while longer, and maybe she will come to her senses. I love the stupid bitch, and maybe with some counseling..."
"Are you going to confront her at least?" John Jefferson asked. "That would probably end this thing quicker."
"Probably not. You know how headstrong Vera can be. If I have to step in, she's just going to dig her heels in deeper. This has to come from her, and then maybe we'll have a chance."
"You're the boss. You say when. Those papers will keep as long as Twinkies."
A year later, Bryce was completely amazed that his supposedly smart wife never seemed to notice the rift that had opened up between the two of them. Gone were the little touches and looks between them. The intimacy had waned to just once per week, and when they were intimate, it was all about fucking; although Vera might not have been aware, Bryce noted the two hadn't made love since he found out about the cheating.
He was also amazed that Vera had been able to keep up the pretense of being a faithful wife. She seemed to have been able to keep her career going strong, keep the affair going strong and keep up with all of her hobbies and social engagements. Keeping all those balls in the air was quite impressive, he had to admit whenever he thought about it.
As Bryce seemed reluctant to pull the trigger on his divorce, things might have gone on much longer, but fate intervened in the form of a job promotion for Anand. He was promoted to a director level post in the company's London office, and was scheduled to leave in one month's time. Vera was devastated at this development, although she was pleased for her lover professionally.
"Maybe this is the gods' way of telling us it's time to end our relationship," Anand said. "We've been doing this for three years now and haven't gotten caught. I'd say we've been very good at hiding it, and maybe a little lucky."
Both Vera and Anand shed tears several times over the next two weeks. Bryce noted to himself that Vera seemed distracted at times. He wondered if the problem was at work or with her relationship with Anand.
"Something going on, babe?" he inquired.
Vera looked like she wanted to say something, but held off and left the room. Bryce guessed internally that there was trouble in paradise between the lovers. He smiled.
Liza Patel was thrilled with both the promotion her husband received and the location to which he was assigned. She had grown up in London and had family there. She took charge of packing up her family's possessions and having them, her two children and herself back in London a week before Anand was supposed to leave. That gave the lovers a week before Anand was scheduled to depart for London from New York.
It seemed a reasonable plan to Vera, but Anand wasn't convinced. She would fly to New York on Friday to spend the entire weekend with Anand before he flew to London on Monday morning. The lovers could eat at nice restaurants, do a Broadway play and see some sights before saying good-bye for the final time. The only drawback to the plan was that Vera intended to tell her husband that she was going to spend the last weekend with Anand.
"Why tell him, Vera?" Anand questioned. "Just tell him it's a business trip. He'd never know."
"How many business trips have I taken in my years here? None. And I suddenly have to take one over a weekend? Bryce may be trusting, but that seems farfetched. If I lie and get caught, Bryce and I are done. But if I tell him the truth and appeal to his love for me, I really think we can get past this. It might hurt him for a bit, but he loves me totally, and he's the most rational guy I know. It makes more sense to tell him," she explained.
"If that's what you think is right. You know him best," Anand said.
Vera waited until the night before she was going to leave for New York to drop the bomb on her husband. After eating and clearing the table, Vera snuggled into Bryce on the sofa. As had been his habit for the last two-plus years, Bryce didn't snuggle back, but he also didn't move away. He seemed to be engrossed in the show he was watching. Vera waited for a few minutes, then cleared her throat.
"I need to take a trip this weekend, Bryce," she began.
She sat quietly until her husband slowly acknowledged he heard what she said. He was staring at her silently. She laid out the weekend plan, beginning with Anand's promotion, but never admitted to the ongoing affair.
"So he's going to be leaving forever, and we won't see each other again after this weekend. We have these feelings for each other, and we just have to finally connect. We've been stringing these feelings along for several years now, and we feel that this is a great way to end this," Vera said.
"After that, he'll be in London and I'll be here, and I'll spend the rest of our lives making this up to you. We won't text. We won't talk on the phone. Nothing. It will be over and done with."
Bryce didn't see this announcement coming. He barely held his tongue, especially at her blatant lie that the pair had never done anything sexual.
"I've been a good wife to you. You never knew anything about our relationship and I've never held anything back from you," Vera said.
Bryce tried to protest, but nothing came out of his mouth. He dropped his head and willed himself to count to 10. He wondered just how much he should reveal.
"You can't do this, Vera," Bryce said. "I don't care what your reasoning is. We made vows, and you don't get to update the rules for a weekend of sex with another man.
"Does Liza know about this? If she does, I can't imagine she's any happier than I am about it. Does she even know?"
Vera flushed deeply.
"I-I don't know if Anand has told Liza. She's already back in London."
"Look, Bryce. I'm not really asking your permission to do this. I'm going to do this regardless of what your answer is. We can talk more about this when I get back," she said.
"I'm guessing that's why you waited until the last minute to tell me. You weren't seeking permission, just forgiveness."
"Baby, you know you always give me my way when we argue. Sooner or later you're going to realize this won't hurt us and you will let me have it... or forgive me later," she said.
"Not this time. This is the straw that breaks the camel's back," Bryce said. "You get on that plane, we are done."
Bryce's last sentence was like a spiked glove to Vera's face. If she heard Bryce's slip about this being the last straw, it didn't register.
Bryce thought about going to sleep in the guest room, but then decided he wasn't going to let his wife chase him out of his bed. He was asleep when Vera came up and climbed into bed.
Bryce got up about an hour earlier than usual. Before he left, he found Vera's small suitcase ready to go on the guest room bed. It wasn't there when he got home a little after 5 PM. He called his attorney and said just one word, "Go."



The cab to the airport pulled up in front of the hotel at almost straight up 3 PM. Anand carried Vera's bag to the car and put it in the back seat before the pair engaged in a very tearful final kiss... except the kiss was interrupted by a rude man tapping on Vera's shoulder. The pair tried to ignore the pest, but the man was having none of that.
"Vera England. Are you Vera England?" he inquired.
The pair broke their embrace and both sighed in disgust.
"Yes!" Vera rasped.
"Mrs. England, you have been served," the man said as he thrust a manila envelope into her hand.
The embrace was quickly forgotten. Tears sprang from Vera's eyes. She handed the envelope to Anand, who ripped it open angrily.
"Son of a bitch!" Anand yelled. "I thought you said he was a reasonable man, or thoughtful or whatever. You said this wasn't going to be a problem. He had to move awfully quick to get you served this fast."
Vera was crying too hard to be thinking rationally. It was going to be a long flight home.
She wasn't surprised Bryce didn't meet her at the airport. She took an Uber home. Bryce was sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee. There was a second cup at Vera's spot. She took the hint and sat down, tears already starting to fall.
"Please, Vera, quit the fucking waterworks. I'm the one who should be crying. I'm the one who's been cheated on," Bryce said.
Vera's head shot up at Bryce's statement. The tears stopped immediately, but her blood pressure was going through the roof.
"It wasn't cheating. I told you what I was going to do," she said.
"Did I actually agree to your plan? No, I didn't. Therefore you cheated. You don't get to set the rules... change the rules in this case," Bryce said.
"It was one weekend out of our entire married lives," she said. Two and a half days out of thousands so far, and many thousands more to come. Do you really want to get divorced over that?"
"Actually, I don't. I think I might have been able to come to grips with this... if it had just been this," Bryce said, staring directly into his wife's eyes.
For the first time, Bryce saw his wife break. She was just starting to do the math in her head.
"How clueless do you think I am? This was hardly the first time for the two of you. This was your first weekend... but you two have been fucking for more than two years, as far as I can tell.
"I've got to give you credit, though. You've been living a double life for at least two years. Perfect wife and cheating whore. I held on, hoping you would come to your senses and give him up, but you crossed the line with your weekend out of time."
Vera felt lightheaded, even though she was sitting down. She took a sip of her coffee to try to gather her wits.
"Why didn't you say anything before this? Why didn't you try to stop me?" she asked in little more than a whisper.
"It had already been going on for quite some time when I found out. I was hoping you would stop because it was wrong... and you love me. Silly me," he said.
"But I do love you!" she claimed. "I don't love you any less. But I love him, too. I have the capacity to love you both. You're my husband, though. You've always been number one."
"No. No. No. There's no number one. That's because there's not supposed to be a number two... or three or four," he said.
"It's just you and Anand... well, now just you. He's gone now, and it's back to you and me," Vera said.
"Well, now it's just you. There's no me in this equation any more, babe."
"Aw, come on, Bryce. He's gone. There's no reason for a divorce," Vera said.
"If he hadn't left, would you have stopped fucking him?" Bryce said.
Vera dropped her eyes. She didn't have to answer.
"Why did you think you could fuck around with him. How did this start?" he asked.
"You know Anand and like him..." she started before Bryce interrupted.
"Liked," he said.
"Okay, I get it. But he's a great guy, and next to you, I think he's the sexiest man I know. And it just happened..."
"And happened and happened and happened," Bryce snarked as his wife looked disgusted.
"We developed real feelings for each other. It wasn't just cheap sex. You know I could never just have cheap sex with someone. I love both of you," Vera said.
"Aarrgghh! That's not how it works, babe. You don't get to love two of us," Bryce said.
"Did I ever take anything away from you? Did I ever turn you down for sex?" she asked.
"Yes, you gave something to him that you promised would only be mine. We made vows. It's about much more than sex, babe. Trust. Respect.
"Now that Anand's gone, I'd just be waiting for you to replace him with somebody else... because you obviously don't respect me enough not to let something... happen," Bryce said.
"I can't see finding a third man in my life to love. Most people are lucky to find one great love, and I've found two. I'm already over my catch limit for my lifetime," Vera said.
"You still don't get it, do you? The one thing I'm not hearing from you is an apology," he said.
"I'm sorry I hurt you. I never meant to do that. But I couldn't just tell you because..."
"Because you knew it was wrong!" he interrupted.
"You're not sorry for the affair, are you?" Bryce continued.
"Honestly, I'm not, Bryce." Vera said. "I love Anand. I loved our experience together. Like I said, having two men to love and who love me back. I wouldn't trade that."
Bryce shook his head in disbelief. He expected remorse and guilt. He got neither, much to his shock.
"What about Liza?" he asked. "She didn't know about this affair, did she?"
"Didn't? Oh, no!" Vera said. "Don't. Please don't tell me you told her. She didn't know.
"Oh, my God, she's going to hate me!"
"Yeah, about that," Bryce said.
"Why did you tell her?" Vera asked. "She didn't have to know."
"She did have to know. We were her friend as well as his. You don't keep secrets from friends.
"And why shouldn't she know, if this was such a pure love, practically a love story for the ages."
Vera balled her fists in frustration. She glared at her husband.
"You're making this sound cheap and tawdry. It wasn't like that," she rasped.
"I'll bet Liza disagrees with you, as you know I do," he said.
"They've got the two kids, Bryce. You're going to blow up their family," she said.
"That's only if Liza agrees with the way I view things. If she agrees with your view, I guess you're in the clear. But if she agrees with my view, it still wouldn't be me blowing up their family. I didn't sleep with her husband," Bryce said.
The phone call from Anand to Vera came the next day when Vera was at work. Liza apparently didn't have enough time yet to have divorce papers drawn up, but when Anand showed up at what was supposed to be his new home in London, his wife wouldn't even let him in the door.
"I can't believe your husband did that to me!" he bellowed into the phone. "I thought we were friends."
"Yeah, well I guess he thought his friend shouldn't sleep with his wife for the past three years," Vera said. "I've been trying to explain it to him, but he's not buying it. He's being a real hard-ass about this. He's never before not given me my way on anything."
"I guess this is a little bigger than the color of the living room walls," a disconsolate Anand said.
It took a week before Vera's parents called Bryce. He and his in-laws had always had a good relationship, which became stronger when his own parents died in a car accident.
"Have you considered counseling, son?" his father-in-law asked. "The two of you have 10 years in. Weren't you considering starting a family soon?"
"Yeah, well I guess that's never going to happen now," Bryce said.
"Oh, no, son. Don't let something small mushroom into something fatal," his father-in-law said.
"Something small?" Bryce questioned.
He quickly figured out Vera hadn't exactly been forthcoming with her parents. He knew the rest of the conversation wasn't going to be easy.
"She said the two of you disagreed about something. She didn't seem to indicate it was anything vital," his father-in-law said.
"What we disagreed on was her ongoing affair with her former boss. Did you know they had been fu... sleeping together for more than two years?"
Ralph Carville gasped on the other end of the phone. It's a shock when someone tells a father his little girl is a cheating slut. Bryce next heard him ask his wife if she knew about their daughter having an affair. He heard her stammer, but didn't hear an answer.
"Damn, Faith! He's family. How could you do that to him?" he heard Ralph ask his wife. "How long have you known? Shit, woman!"
An incredibly recalcitrant Ralph got back on the line.
"I'm sorry, Bryce. I didn't know, but apparently my daughter and my wife have been keeping secrets from both of us. I know I didn't raise her to be a whore.
"An affair for several years? And she thought you were going to go along with that? Damn, I raised an entitled slut. Again, I'm sorry, Bryce."
"We all are, Dad. Good night."
Bryce couldn't believe Vera fought the divorce. It was all over when Vera's attorney suggested marriage counseling and the judge giggled.
"Really, Mr. Liston. I am well aware that Mrs. England conducted a long-term sexual affair with her then-boss. I have to assume that Mr. England didn't want that. Quite honestly, only a moron would accept that after what he's endured."
The divorce was final six months later. The only bone of contention in the split was the dog, Hank. Bryce assumed the dog would go with him, but Vera insisted the dog go with her because Bryce had given her the dog as a gift. Bryce had finally given in, but when he was moving out of the house, Hank jumped into the shotgun spot in Bryce's car. Vera called the dog repeatedly before physically lifting the big dog out, only to watch as the dog jumped back in.
"Keep the fucking dog, you bastard!" Vera said.
Bryce noted to himself that this was the first f-bomb he had ever heard Vera utter.
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Scottie Jorgensen had never felt quite like this before. She had been drunk a couple of times, but never high. Unlike when she was drunk, this feeling was more... calming, laid back. She felt like everything was in soft focus, and she was just on the edge of being giggly. Although nobody was telling any jokes, almost everything she heard seemed... hysterical.
The 18-year-old redhead took another hit on the joint that her date, Joey Fasano, had handed her while the pair and five other couples sat around a campfire several hours after the prom they had attended. The dozen teenagers had attended the prom, then had changed clothes to spend the evening sitting around a makeshift campground drinking, getting high and maybe... maybe having sex in one of the tents sent up near the pond at the back of the old Travers place. Scottie was nervous and excited about the possibility of losing her virginity, especially with her handsome date, a well-built young man with dark brown hair, blue eyes and dimples.
She was more than a little surprised when Joey, firmly established as a member of the cool crowd at Harry S Truman High School, asked her, on her best day a second or third tier social crowd student, to the prom. Scottie knew who she was, and what she looked like. She was considered pretty but not beautiful, with green eyes, average sized breasts and nice legs, and her thick, wavy red hair hung down to a couple of inches past her shoulders.
She wasn't sure exactly what Joey's motive was in asking her to the prom, but she wasn't going to pass up the chance to go to the social event of the high school year with a hunk. Her best friend, Wanda, had warned her that all Joey wanted was her virginity, but Scottie wasn't so sure she wanted to keep that intact anymore. After all, she was 18, and most girls her age had already experienced sex. Having a hunk like Joey as her first would be something she would remember for the rest of her life, she told her friend.
The Travers place was an old homestead. The house by the road was built in the early 1920s, but by 1970 it had been abandoned for at least a half-dozen years. Teenagers used to sneak out to the pond behind the house to have impromptu parties because the house and the woods behind it made the site almost invisible from the road.
Scottie had been sipping on a Budweiser and taking hits on the joints as they were passed around. She was running the prom back in her mind. Joey looked so handsome in his powder blue tuxedo, and she thought she looked good in her dark blue gown. The evening was fantastic, magical, she thought. She hoped the rest of the night was also going to be magical. She and her parents had negotiated for her to have a curfew of 3 AM this night.
Scottie got up from her spot and walked toward the area in the woods that the girls were using as a restroom. She shook her head, trying to clear the fog that was building. She got a little off the path the other girls had used, and didn't see the large puddle until she sunk in halfway to her right knee. She squeaked and fell forward, striking her head on a small tree and submerging it in another puddle. She felt the warmth of the water as she drifted off into a comfortable... sleep, from which she would never awaken.
******
Arnold "Dusty" Dustwicz was crushed. The girl of his dreams, Tori Jahn, had just turned him down for the upcoming prom.
"You're a great guy, Dusty, but I don't like you like that. You're a friend, but nothing more. I don't want you to spend that kind of money on me if we're just friends," Tori said.
"Thanks for being honest with me, Tori," Dusty said. "I can't say I'm not disappointed, but I appreciate the honesty."
Dusty sighed heavily, then slowly walked away with his head down. Tori knew she did the right thing by being honest, but she also knew that she might have just lost a good friend.
Dusty had been working up the courage for a month to ask Tori to the prom. He knew she was out of his league, but if he was going to spend the kind of money guys usually spent on prom and the whole weekend, he wanted to ask out the girl he considered his top choice. Tori was not only beautiful but had a curvy body, bright blue eyes and was a good friend. There were probably girls who were prettier, but not to him.
"Ooh. I can see by that look on your face that she said no," Dusty's best friend, Gary Scatini, said a few minutes later in the cafeteria during lunch hour. "But there's still plenty of time to ask somebody else. I'm sure there's a lot of girls who would want to go to prom with you."
"Nah. I'm not going," Dusty said. "I've already been turned down by the only girl I really want to go with. I don't have a 'Plan B.'"
"Don't be that way, Dusty."
A couple of weeks later, Gary grabbed Dusty by the arm in the hallway between classes at Truman High School and moved him to an unoccupied spot.
"Hey, Joanne Gurney really wants to go to the prom, but she doesn't have a date," Gary said quietly. "Opportunity is knocking, my friend. All you have to do is turn the door handle and go into the room."
Dusty knew Joanne well and considered her a friend. They had been in several classes together throughout their high school years. She was a good-looking blonde with large breasts and somewhat discriminating taste. She hadn't had a boyfriend for several months.
"I like Joanne. I really do. She's a great kid. If I just wanted to go to the prom, she'd probably be a fun date. But I asked the one girl I wanted to go with," Dusty said.
"Big mistake, Dust-man," Gary said. "You do know that prom is like the ultimate aphrodisiac for teenage girls. You know there's a lot of guys who would be lining up for a night with Joanne's primo pussy."
Dusty had to admit to himself that he hadn't thought out the whole scenario. Losing his virginity to Joanne would be life-altering. He actually thought about that for a couple of days before he decided that keeping his integrity was worth more than losing his virginity.
A week later as Dusty was putting his books in his locker to end the day, Susie McGuire stopped and asked if he had a minute. He answered affirmatively.
"Dusty, you know Joanne and you like her. You'd really be making her day if you asked her to the prom," Susie said.
"I get it, Suze. I really do. But I asked the one person I wanted to go with, and she turned me down. I don't really feel like going with anyone else. It's just that simple," Dusty said.
"You know someday you're going to regret not going to your prom," Susie said. "And you could be doing a good thing here, but you're just going to pass on that as well."
Dusty's close friends spent the weeks leading up to prom trying their best to convince him he needed to go. He continued to resist until it was almost too late to make plans. Then he got an unexpected visitor at his home one evening.
Joanne Gurney's mother was sitting in the living room with Dusty's mother when the young man came in from mowing the yard late one afternoon after school. Dusty knew his mother and Donna Gurney were friends, but it wasn't usual for the pair to be sitting in the Dustwicz' living room sipping tea.
"Dusty, could you come in here for a minute," his mother said when he came into the house from the garage.
Ever the obedient son, Dusty walked into the living room and acknowledged both women.
"Uh... Dusty... we've got a bit of a situation here, and I think you can help us out... and get something out of it yourself," his mother said. "Mrs. Gurney would like to ask you for a favor of sorts."
Donna Gurney was still a pretty woman in her 40s. Dusty briefly thought of the old adage that says if you want to see what a woman will look like in 20 years, take a good look at her mother. He thought that whoever married Joanne Gurney would still be pleased in the future with how she looked.
"Dusty, Joanne is absolutely devastated that she is going to miss her prom. It's every girl's dream to go to prom, to get dressed up for the biggest night of her high school career. But for some reason, nobody has asked Joanne to go. She hasn't had a boyfriend since she broke up with Bobby Petrillo a few months ago.
"I know you and Joanne are friends. Could you take Joanne to the prom, just as friends, as a favor to me. She deserves a special night, and I know that you are a good guy and would treat her right. Her father and I would pay all the expenses for the night..."
"You wouldn't have to do that, Donna," Dusty's mother interrupted. "We would gladly pay for Dusty to go to the prom."
Dusty could see that Donna Gurney had tears in her eyes. Ellen Dustwicz was one step away from that. He looked down at the floor for a second to gather himself.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Gurney, but I can't take Joanne. I only asked one girl. I only wanted to take one girl, and she turned me down," Dusty said. "Joanne's a great girl, but she deserves to go as someone's first choice. It might hurt her now, but I don't want to be the guy she's running down 20 years from now because he wasn't her dream date for that night. Think about it, both of you. You know I'm right."
"Dusty..." his mother began, but quickly stopped when she looked at his face.
"I guess you're right, Dusty. I didn't look at it that way," Mrs. Gurney responded.
Dusty felt somewhat guilty that he lied to his parents for one of the few times in his life when he told them he was going camping with some other friends who weren't going to the prom on that night. He actually was going camping, but he was going alone. He packed his small tent, some camping supplies and some food and beverages into the trunk of his car and headed out about an hour before his friends would take their dates to a restaurant to start prom night.
Dusty originally considered going to one of the more common camping sites, but wound up driving around for a while before turning up at what he knew to be "the old Travers place," a property on the north side of town that had long since been abandoned and was way grown over. He knew that at one time the home had been occupied, but after the owners had died it remained unoccupied and left untouched for many years, with the acreage being used as kind of a hangout for teens for many years in the 1970s and 1980s. There was a pond on the back side of the property, and a teenager had died near there in the early '70s, history said.
The story was that a group of teens were partying after prom, when one of the girls, way too high for her own good, wandered off, fell into a large puddle and drowned.
The site became somewhat of an urban legend/scary story scene for the next 20 years, then eventually drifted into complete disrepair and disuse. Everybody figured it would someday be bought and leveled by some big company seeking to build an industrial plant of some kind.
The desolation of the site appealed to Dusty in his current mood, and he pulled a flashlight out of his trunk along with his tent and supplies. He stumbled along for a while until he was at the site of the pond. He set his tent up about 30 yards away from the pond, pulled a can of Coke from his backpack and sat down to ponder the meaning of life.
"You okay? Are you hurt?" came the disembodied voice from somewhere behind him, rousing him from what was either a nap or unconsciousness, he didn't know. He grabbed his flashlight and turned toward the sound, his heart pounding. Truth be told, the voice scared him shitless.
"Wh-who the fuck are you?" Dusty stammered to the young woman walking toward him wearing bell-bottom jeans and a light-blue halter top, looking very 1970s, the young man thought despite his fear.
She held her hand in front of her eyes to deflect the light shining directly into her face. He chuckled uncomfortably, then dropped the light to her midsection.
"I'm Scottie. Scottie Jorgensen," the young woman said with a happy lilt to her voice.
Dusty looked hard at the woman's body, noticing that her braless nipples were erect under the halter and her jeans were indeed snug-fitting.
"Where the hell did you come from? You scared the fuck out of me!" Dusty growled.
The young woman giggled. Dusty liked the sound.
"I came from just over there," Scottie said, pointing to a spot a few yards off.
Dusty frowned as he thought the woman was avoiding his question.
"Where do you live? Where do you go to school? I've never seen you before," Dusty asserted.
The young woman sat down cross-legged on the grass about a foot away from Dusty, grabbing her long red hair into a bunch and dropping it down her back. She grimaced.
"I live around here. I go to the local high school," she said quickly, hoping the young man would accept the answers.
"Nuh-uh. You might live around here somewhere, but you don't go to Truman. I'd have remembered seeing you before," he answered.
Dusty could see the young woman smile at his compliment.
"Well, I used to go to the local school," she sighed as Dusty raised an eyebrow, indicating disbelief.
"Used to? When?" he asked pointedly.
"Uh... a long time ago," she said slowly and softly. "Why all the questions, Columbo?"
"Colum... who?" he questioned, not recognizing her reference to a '70s detective television program.
Dusty couldn't interpret the look the woman gave him.
"What year is this?" she asked innocently.
"Wow. How high are you, Miss Scottie Jorgensen?"
The woman gave him another unreadable look, then sighed. Then frowned.
"How did you know? I was high, but I'm not now," she said. "Not for a long time."
Dusty scrunched his nose like he smelled something unpleasant.
"You're cute, but you're not making any sense, Scottie," he said.
"What year is this? Please answer me," she whined in a distressed tone.
"Okay. I'll play along. It's 2022. May 16, to be exact," he announced.
The woman's eyes teared up. Several fell down her cheeks.
"This is going to sound really weird, I'm sure, but the last time I was here before today was May 14, 1971. I've been... gone for 51 years," she whispered.
Dusty's face contorted into a mask of confusion, then recognition.
"Wait. You mean..." he queried. "IMPOSSIBLE!"
Scottie pulled her arms around herself and started rocking, looking more like a 5-year-old than a teenager at the moment.
"I was trying to find a good place to... I slipped and fell into a puddle... The water was warm. I closed my eyes for a second," she whispered in an emotionless chant.
"May 14, 1971," Dusty said. "You're... that girl... who died here... all those years ago. That can't be."
Dusty reached his hand out and put it on the woman's shoulder. He tapped her twice and shook his head.
"Not dead. You're right here. You're as solid as I am," he said.
Scottie looked at him with questioning eyes. She tapped her left arm with her right; tapped her face and head.
"I feel real. I can't be dead," she said. "But..."
"Yeah, but..." Dusty repeated.
The young man's eyes lit up as he thought of an answer. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his cell phone. He tapped the phone several times and started reading. His eyes grew bigger as he read the obituary for... Scottie Jorgensen.
He quietly handed the phone to the woman when he was done. She looked at it as if it were a snake. He realized that if the woman thought she was from the 1970s, she would have no idea what a cell phone was. He took the phone back and started to read the obituary aloud.
Tears dropped out of her eyes as Dusty read. She was sobbing when he finished. Whoever this woman was, her heartbreak was real, and he felt deeply for her.
He looked again at the photo on his phone, and then back at the woman. He had to admit the photo matched the woman.
He moved over next to the woman and hugged her to his body as she wept. It took several minutes for her to finally stop.
"I can't explain it, but you're here in my arms, alive as much as me," Dusty said.
"I feel alive, but I guess I know better. I don't understand," Scottie said.
The two sat together for several more minutes before she finally spoke again.
"Why are you here, in this place?" she asked.
"It's prom night tonight," he answered. "I didn't have a date. The girl I asked turned me down. I could have gone with another, but I didn't want to. I guess I just wanted to be alone tonight. Wallow in self-pity for a while."
"Prom night. Of course. It was prom night for me, too, when..."
The silence between the two was deafening.
"Why don't you tell me about it, Scottie?" he said softly.
Scottie spent the next few minutes whispering her story. She hesitated several times before finally admitting to Dusty that she was a virgin when she...
"Tonight could have been my first time," Dusty responded. "If I would have taken the other girl, I'm sure she would have given it up to me. I really thought hard about it. But in the end, that wasn't the way I wanted my first time to be."
"Wow. A teenage boy who doesn't think with his crotch. I am in the presence of a... unicorn," Scottie said.
Dusty could see goosebumps starting to form on Scottie's shoulders and arms.
"If it's okay with you, I can unzip my sleeping bag and we can wrap it around us to keep a little warmer. I've also got a couple of Cokes and a big bag of pretzels. I really wasn't planning on meeting anyone tonight. You know, the wallow thing," Dusty said.
Scottie smiled and nodded... and Dusty was smitten... and very confused.
As the two sat and talked, Dusty watched in fascination every time the woman took a sip of Coke and ate another pretzel. She finally caught on to what he was doing.
"Yeah, I know, this is strange," Scottie said. "Everything tastes the same as it always did. I was feeling cold, now I'm warm with the sleeping bag around us. Here, touch my hand. I'm warm. It's like I never... left."
The conversation was getting sparse as the evening went on. Dusty could see that the woman was getting tired, and he wrapped an arm around her. A few minutes later, he could feel her breathing even out as she slipped off to sleep. He liked the feeling of her body against his as they cuddled together, and before he realized it, he also was asleep.
It was light out when Dusty awoke alone. He was lying down wrapped in the sleeping bag. He reached out for Scottie, but she was gone. He confirmed that when he opened his eyes.
Dusty took down his tent and cleaned up his camp. He wondered if he should take the Coke can Scottie was drinking from and have it checked for fingerprints and DNA, like he'd seen on several TV shows he watched. He talked himself out of it, knowing there was no way he could ever explain what he experienced the previous night.
"Damn, she felt so real in my arms," he said aloud to no one.
Dusty did a six-hour shift in the local grocery as a stock boy. The job was his way to earn spending money. He was the only high school senior working as the rest of the seniors employed by the store had the weekend off for prom activities.
"Hey, loser-boy, what did you do last night; play pocket pool while all the other seniors were fucking their prom dates?" yelled Billy Rayburn, another stocker who was a junior, when Dusty punched in.
"Bite me, pizza face," Dusty rejoined to the boy whose skin was a constant source of trouble for him.
Billy grumbled but didn't come back at Dusty, knowing the latter had a quick, sharp tongue.



One of the things Dusty liked about his job was the fact that it was easy, and he could think about almost anything else while he performed his tasks. On this day, his mind was taken up with Scottie Jorgensen... or whoever she was. Before he went off to his job, he spent an hour online googling the young woman and her parents. Nothing Scottie said to him the night before was different from anything he read, and, in fact, what she had told him was much more detailed.
He was planning on going back to the old Travers place after work, although in truth he didn't expect Scottie... or whomever she was, to show up again. Just in case, though, he would pick up a pizza to take with him.
Dusty lugged his stuff out to the same spot as the night before as the sun was setting. He didn't see any signs of anyone else in the area. The sun was completely down when he opened the pizza box and pulled out the first slice. He was three slices in when he heard someone walking toward him. He turned around and was greatly pleased to see the young woman... Scottie walking toward him.
"You seem pleased to see me," she said as she sat down on the ground next to him.
He lifted the top of the pizza box and pointed. She smiled broadly, grabbed a slice and took a bite.
"Oh, that is so good!" she enthused, her eyes closing as she chewed. "Tony's?"
Dusty chuckled.
"Tony's was gone before I was even born, Scottie. My parents have told me about Tony's... best pizza ever, according to them. This came from Roberto Nocella's. I wouldn't bring fake pizza out to you. I don't want you to think I'm some kind of idiot," he said.
She smiled around a piece of pizza, her green eyes lighting up.
"So... you can taste the pizza?" he asked hesitantly.
"Well, yeah," she answered quickly. "Why wouldn't I taste..."
She stopped talking in mid-sentence when she realized what she was about to say. Dusty was staring at her in silence.
"Wow. This is pretty far out," she finally said. "I'm... but I'm not. You can see me and talk to me... and I can taste pizza. I don't get it, but I guess being here sure beats not being here."
"Well, where were you before I got here. Where did you come from?" Dusty asked.
Scottie looked confused. The wheels were turning in her head, but Dusty could see she wasn't getting any answers.
"I-I wasn't anywhere," she answered. "I came from... right over there."
She pointed to a spot a few feet away from where the two sat.
"I was just there. All of a sudden, I was just there... Damn if I can explain it... any of it," she said. "I can remember meeting you last night, then the last thing I remember before that was after the prom... I can remember all sorts of stuff from before that, too: school, my parents, friends, all sorts of things like that. But there's nothing between when I fell into the puddle until last night. You told me last night I had been... gone for 51 years, but none of that makes sense to me."
"It doesn't make sense to me either, Scottie," Dusty said. "According to my phone you're... well... you drowned 51 years ago, but here you are... and you're eating pizza. I'd be freaked... if I wasn't so... freaked."
"No, don't be afraid of me, Dusty. Please. You're the first person I've talked to in... a long time, apparently. Don't leave me now," she said.
"Hey, I might be freaked, but I've got to tell you I don't spend many Saturday nights alone with a beautiful girl eating pizza. I'm not leaving. Trust me."
"My dad used to tell me not to trust any boy who says, 'trust me,'" she remarked before dropping her head.
"My dad, mom... what h-happened to them? Do you know?" she asked softly, her voice catching.
Dusty hesitated. He knew where this was going.
He knew what the names of Scottie's parents were from reading her obituary the day before. He googled the obits of both one at a time and read the info to her. He could see her eyes well up with tears. She was fighting hard not to have those tears leak out.
"I've got so many questions to ask, but the first one is about that little box you keep looking at. What is that thing?" she asked.
Dusty thought about her comment for a few seconds and then laughed out loud. He pulled the phone out of his pocket and held it in front of the two of them. He then spent 10 minutes giving Scottie a quick history from the princess phone to his iPhone, taking a quick detour to explain about computers.
"Get out of here!" she cried. "That's so Rod Serling crazy stuff there."
"Who... or what... is Rod Serling crazy stuff?" he chuckled.
"Twilight Zone? Night Gallery? Sci-fi, horror-type stuff. Futuristic shit," she laughed back, enjoying Dusty's discomfort.
"Okay, here's an easy one. What's happened in Vietnam? If it's been 51 years, we're not still fighting over there, are we?"
"We lost that one, sort of. No, we're not still fighting over there," he said.
"What happened to the Beatles since the break-up?" she asked as soon as he finished answering her first question.
"Well, they all had pretty good solo careers, but John Lennon was shot and killed in 1980 and George Harrison died from cancer in 2001. I can show you some of their performances on my phone. Here, look."
"That thing does music, too? You can read obits and history and you can play music and little movies. Can you actually make phone calls on it, too?" she asked.
The two finished the pizza and sat together talking for hours, until Dusty could see that Scottie was flagging.
"Umm, I'm not sure what the protocol is here, babe," Dusty said. "Normally, I'd offer to drive you home..."
"How about we just go sit in your car..." she said.
The two got up and got into the back seat of Dusty's car. He covered them both with a blanket. They talked for a few more minutes before Scottie drifted off. Dusty watched her sleeping for a few minutes before he, too, fell asleep. Again, he was alone when he woke, even though he never felt nor heard her leave the car.
Dusty met up with several of his close friends Sunday afternoon at Gary Scatini's home as they watched a baseball game. The conversation got around to the prom and the weekend's events. The other four boys had gone to prom and spent the weekend eating out and taking in a play.
Three of Dusty's friends reported they had sex with their dates during the weekend. The friend who didn't have sex fought with his date twice during the weekend, and they ended the weekend having broken up after dating for three months. Two of the other three rated the weekend as great; the third said it was just okay, even with the sex.
Dusty sat quietly listening to his friends; the outsider because he didn't go to prom. After a few minutes, that difference was pointed out to him in the usual way of teenage boys: insults and disparaging talk.
"So, goody two-shoes, have a good weekend with your right hand?" sneered Ralph Gibbs as the others laughed.
Dusty briefly thought about telling his friends about meeting a new girl, but then he realized he shouldn't since there was so much he couldn't explain.
"Very funny. You know I'm left-handed," he wisecracked back.
"You should have taken Joanne. That's all I'm going to say," Gary Scatini jibed.
Dusty considered not going over to the old Travers place after eating dinner with his parents... for all of 30 seconds. He didn't want to miss spending time with Scottie, even if everything didn't add up in his mind.
Dusty again gathered up some snacks and drinks from the kitchen and took off for the Travers place as the sun was heading down. After two days, he already knew that Scottie wouldn't show up until it was dark, and that she liked snacks.
"Hey, handsome, just in the neighborhood again?" Scottie said as she walked up to Dusty as he sat playing a video game on his phone.
"Hey yourself, red," the young man enthused, referencing her bushy long red hair.
"So did your friends enjoy their weekends?" Scottie asked as she sat down. "Ooh, Good & Plenty. I like those."
"I think two out of four were definites, one was a maybe and one was a definite no," Dusty said.
"Are you having regrets about not going?" she asked before putting several pieces of candy in her mouth.
"Actually, no. If I would have gone, then I wouldn't have met you," he said.
The woman smiled, leaned in and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. He noted that she tasted of licorice from the candy, but she had a light fragrance of perfume as well.
"Mmm... that was nice. Are you wearing perfume?" he asked.
Scottie broke into a wide smile.
"I didn't put on anything since I got here... but I was wearing White Shoulders the night of prom," she said.
Dusty leaned in to the woman, inhaled deeply and then kissed her back stronger than she had kissed him. His tongue reached out, touching her lips before she opened her mouth to admit the welcome intruder. She moaned into his mouth as the kissing continued, growing more passionate.
Clothes were gone when Dusty stood up, took Scottie's hand and led her into the back seat of his car.
"I'm sorry, I should have brought my tent," he whispered. "I wasn't thinking..."
"Shut up," Scottie whispered back, mashing her lips to his.
He threw the blanket over both of them.
The pair had just finished making love for the second time. Scottie was laying stretched out on top of Dusty's body, giggling softly. His arms were around her body, his left hand squeezing her soft, somewhat muscular left butt cheek. He then realized she was no longer giggling, but was instead softly crying.
"Thank you, Dusty. That was supposed to have happened that night... Thank you for making me a woman," she sniffled. "I guess you could say I waited a long time for the right boy to come along."
The pair kissed gently, then did a second with more heat.
"Thank you for the privilege of letting me be first," Dusty said. "And for being my first."
Dusty then realized that they had been at this for some time. He picked his phone off the floor of the back seat to find out it was 11:52.
"Oh shit! I've got to get rolling. I'm going to be late for curfew. I've got school tomorrow," he announced, then pulled up short.
"Uhh, Scottie, where do I... take you?" he asked. "I can't just leave you here."
"Well, first, I think we need to get dressed," she laughed. "Then you just need to go. This is where I belong. I'll be okay. I can't leave the property, and nobody else but you can see me..."
"Or hear you, touch you or... make love to you?"
"Yeah," she whispered with a shy smile.
Dusty wasn't expecting the question when his mother asked while the family ate dinner the next Friday night.
"So who's the girl you've been spending every evening with for the past week, Arnold?" his mother asked.
Dusty choked on his food. His father grinned at him.
"Yeah, the FBI has nothing on your mother," Bill Dustwicz said to his son, the grin firmly planted on his face.
"How do you know I'm seeing a girl?" Dusty asked his mother.
"Oh please, Arnold. You've been grinning like the village idiot since you came back from camping out last weekend. It's got to be a girl. The last time you grinned like that was when you fell in love with Susan Mason in kindergarten."
"Mom, that was kindergarten. That was a dozen years ago," Dusty said, turning red with embarrassment.
"So who is she? Who are her parents? Do we know them?" Ellen Dustwicz asked in rapid succession.
Dusty knew that he couldn't answer his mother's questions without sparking further questioning.
"Uhh... her name is Scottie. She's from North Amaro, one town over. You don't know her parents," Dusty fibbed, rising from the table to take his used plate into the kitchen.
"You know you could bring her over some time so we can meet her," his mother called out as he started to ascend the stairs to his bedroom.
"Yeah, like that's going to happen anytime soon," his father said to his mother.
"Hey, my mom wants to meet my new girlfriend," Dusty said to Scottie later that night at the old Travers place property.
"So I'm your new girlfriend now?" Scottie asked in response.
"Wait... oh, please don't tell me you told your parents we had sex?"
Scottie's eyes filled with tears. Her face took on a look of horror.
"No, babe. I'm close with my folks, but I'd never do that. Ever," Dusty responded.
The two talked and shared snacks before moving inside Dusty's tent to again have sex. Scottie expressed thanks to the young man for bringing the tent and the extra blankets.
"Not for me... nobody except for you can see me, but everybody would be able to see you..."
"That wouldn't be good," he said, blushing.
"Where do you go when we're not together?" Dusty asked after a moment's silence.
The pair was cuddled up together with the young man's right arm around the young woman's body, her head laying on his upper chest. He felt her head move and he moved a bit to look into her green eyes.
"I-I don't go anywhere, I think," she responded kind of blankly. "I don't exist anywhere until I'm with you, as far as I can tell."
"I've felt the same way for the past week, you know," he answered.
She smiled brightly. Her green eyes made the young man's heart soar.
The two had been having sex every day since their first time.
"So you're not going to be hanging out here waiting for me if I don't show up?" Dusty inquired.
Scottie got a hurt look on her face. Dusty knew what she was thinking immediately.
"It's not what you think, babe," Dusty said quickly. "I play on a softball team, and we play twice a week starting next week and running into September. The games are in the evening, so on those nights I won't be coming around."
"Oh, okay. You need to do stuff like that. You can't be hanging around with a dead... with me... every single day. You have a... life to live... and you need to do that. I understand completely," she said.
Dusty suddenly understood Scottie's reluctance. He felt bad.
"I-I can drop off the team. That's what I'll do," he said.
It was Scottie's turn to understand.
"No. You need to play ball with the guys," she said. "I don't want to be known as the clingy girlfriend. I-I wouldn't have been that girl back when... back in the day."
This time they both smiled.
Dusty was over at the old Travers place five out of seven days each week, camping out there Friday and Saturday nights. Both he and Scottie enjoyed falling asleep in each other's arms on the weekends, although he was always sad to wake up alone on those mornings. He knew he was falling in love with the woman, despite the problems that created.
Dusty was just finished mowing the five-acre yard that belonged to his uncle, Kingston Ranier, on a hot July Saturday morning. He had been mowing the property for extra spending money since his uncle and his wife had moved into the house on the outskirts of town two years ago. Uncle King had married the beautiful Rae Ann and moved to the house several years after he and Aunt Traci divorced.
"Hey, kiddo. How's tricks?" King said to the young man as he handed him a can of Pepsi and opened his own can.
The two talked for several minutes while drinking their soft drinks. Dusty was King's favorite nephew, and he tried to stay in touch on a regular basis.
"Got a girlfriend, Dusty?"
Dusty blushed every time his uncle asked that question, which was every time they saw each other. For one of the few times, though, Dusty could answer him affirmatively.
"Yeah... sort of," the teenager said.
"Let me see," King said, holding his hand out for Dusty's phone. "You kids live your lives on these things. Photos, bud."
"Umm. I don't have any pictures, Uncle King," Dusty said, knowing that he'd never be able to tell his uncle the truth that Scottie didn't show up in any photos.
"Oh, come on. Selfies? Something?" King said.
"She's really camera-shy. Every time I raise my phone up to shoot, she threatens to cut me off... oh, sorry. I didn't mean to go there," Dusty said.
"It's all right, kiddo. I get it. You are being careful, right?" King said.
"Yeah, yeah. Of course," Dusty said quickly.
"Hey, wait a minute. I've got something to give you," King said.
King went inside the house and came out a few minutes later carrying a long, thin box. He handed it to the young man and nodded. Dusty opened the box to reveal a greenish egg-shaped stone wrapped in gold with a gold chain attached.
"Someday when you find the right girl, give her this," King said.
"Wow. I can't just take this," Dusty said. "This looks expensive. Why haven't you given this to Rae Ann?"
King looked uncomfortable for a bit.
"I could never give this to Rae Ann," he explained. "I had it made special for Traci for our 20th anniversary... right before she told me she wanted a divorce. I just threw it back in a drawer... and it's been sitting there for several years.
"It's a beautiful piece, don't you think? But I could never give it to anyone in my family. I hope the woman you give it to is the love of your life."
"Thanks, Uncle King."
Two weeks later Dusty and Scottie were lying entwined after what Scottie thought was an amazing night of sex. Dusty's face was covered with the woman's juices, and he was smiling widely.
"Where did you learn that?" Scottie asked. "Who taught you that?"
"Don't worry, babe. Nobody taught me that. I did some reading... I thought you deserved something... special," he said proudly.
"Special, huh? I call that amazing!" Scottie gushed before she planted a hard kiss on Dusty's lips.
"I love you, babe," he said softly.
Scottie broke down sobbing and Dusty pulled her tighter into his body.
"I love you, too," she said softly between sobs. "I never... I..."
Dusty kissed her passionately.
"It's okay, babe. I get it... sort of... not really, I guess."
The next Friday night, Dusty had a surprise of another kind for Scottie. After removing her clothes on the way to what appeared to be another lovemaking session, Dusty reached under a blanket in the tent and handed Scottie a gift-wrapped package. She immediately broke down in tears.
"Oh my God, Dusty. You didn't have to get me anything," she wailed. "You've given me so much just by being here for me, day after day."
Dusty hugged the naked woman, then gently thumbed her erect nipples, causing her to shudder and him to chuckle.
"Yes, I did, babe," he said, smiling broadly.
Scottie cried harder when she unwrapped the gift and discovered the necklace.
"It's beautiful, Dusty. You can't give this to me," she said. "You need to hold onto this and give this to someone..."
"You are that someone, babe," Dusty rejoined. "This was given to me by my uncle, who told me I needed to give it to the love of my life. That's you, Scottie."
The woman cried for several more minutes. Dusty finally kissed her, took the necklace, unclasped it and put it around her neck. Once it was clasped again, he turned her around so she was facing him, wearing nothing but the gift.
"Perfect. It even matches your eyes," he enthused.
"I'll have to take your word for that, since I don't have a reflection nor do I show up in photos," she said.
The two kissed passionately.
Dusty was pacing in their usual meeting spot at the Travers place when Scottie showed up. They greeted each other with their usual passionate kiss, followed by a bone-squeezing hug. They had spent so much time together in the last two months that the woman could easily tell something was weighing heavily on her boyfriend's mind.
"What's the matter, baby? Talk to me, Dusty," Scottie said.
Dusty handed Scottie a Coke. Distracted for a moment, he smiled as she took a sip. He always got a charge out of how much Scottie liked the soft drink, even though she was...



"I've decided not to go to Purdue University for college in a couple of weeks, Scottie," he said, looking into the young woman's eyes. "I don't want to leave you. I can't do that. What if you're not here when I get back?"
Scottie look at him astonished, actually choking on a sip of Coke.
"You can't do that, Dusty. You can't give up your whole life, your future, for me," she said, her voice husky. "I don't know how long I've got here. I don't know... anything. I don't know why I'm here. I don't know why you can see me, feel me... other stuff. I don't even know if I'll be here tomorrow. You can't change your whole life for a... for me.
"And even if I knew I could be here forever... sort of, that would be no way for you to live your life: hanging out here for a few hours each night. You've got a whole life ahead of you. You need a... real woman, flesh and blood..."
"Oh, you are flesh and blood, Scottie, at least to me... and with me. I don't know what you think we've been doing, but it's definitely flesh and blood-type stuff," Dusty said.
The woman blushed modestly, then smiled, then frowned.
"Yes, flesh and blood-type stuff," she whispered shyly. "But we can never be more than we are now, even if it were to last.
"I love you, Dusty. I want you to have everything you want for yourself. Remember, we talked about that. You want to work at NASA, get married to a good woman, have two, maybe three children. I can't be a part of any of that... ever. No matter how much I love you, and you me.
"I don't know what I did to earn this... extra time, but I'm more than grateful for it, and what you've given me during this time. Please go to your future. Just remember me fondly from time to time. They say you always remember your first..."
"I could never forget you, Scottie, even if you weren't my first," he said before leaning down to kiss the woman passionately.
It didn't seem possible to Dusty, but his final two weeks with Scottie before he left for college made the two even closer.
"I can't even imagine not being able to see you anymore," he said as the two sat and ate their favorite meal of pepperoni pizza. "If only we'd met at a different time and place."
"But we'd never have met at all... at least like this... if I hadn't..." the woman said. "I'd be 69 now... an old lady. I don't understand it, but this has given me a part of a life I'd never had before... a boyfriend... sex... love... and now a broken heart.
"I know you have to go, and I told you to go, but this hurts so badly. I guess now I sort of know how my parents felt when I..."
The two made slow, gentle, passionate love in missionary twice during the night, the kind of effort Scottie called, "old people love." They kissed a lot while they were engaged.
"Hmm, maybe we should have done more of this. This is kind of nice," she purred at one point.
They tried to stay awake longer than usual, but sleep would not be denied. She kissed him hard on the lips and whispered "I'll try to find you" as they both drifted off with smiles on their faces.
Several hours later Dusty woke alone in his tent as usual, except he knew usual hadn't existed in his world for several months. He wondered if it ever would again. It took him several minutes before he stopped crying.
Dusty was pretty much a basic average freshman at Purdue, except for his major of aeronautical engineering. Those students were mostly a little more serious, a little more studious and yes, a little more nerdy. It wasn't like Dusty hadn't been put into the nerd box before.
At 6-1, 170 pounds with longish bushy brown curly hair and brown eyes, Dusty was fairly good-looking, although a little skinny. He would admit to being a little behind the curve in his social skills, although after his summer with Scottie he would have considered himself maybe above average with his sexual skills.
Before he had left his hometown, Scottie had encouraged him to date at Purdue, as much to get over her as anything.
"You've got a lot to offer a girl, Dusty, both in bed and out. Don't deny yourself a full life. We had a great thing, but it's time for you to move on and live," Scottie had said their last night together.
Despite Scottie's plea, Dusty wasn't ready to move on. He never approached the first girl at Purdue during his freshman year, even though several expressed interest in him.
"Hey, how about that one?" Dusty's roommate asked one evening in the dining hall. "That tall blonde's been watching you for the last 10 minutes. Go say hello. Get her number. She's hot. You've got to let hometown honey go, bro."
Dusty had to admit that the blonde girl was definitely hot, but then he got hit with a stab of guilt. He and Scottie had only been apart for a couple of months.
"I can't, Johnny. I'd feel like I was cheating on her," Dusty said softly.
"I think you're nuts, guy, but whatever. Okay if I ask her out, then?" his roommate asked.
"Go for it. Good luck," he replied.
Dusty didn't go back home until Thanksgiving. He was glad to see his parents, and especially glad to eat food that tasted good again. Even though he tried not to think about her, Scottie was on his mind throughout dinner and his parents could tell he was a little distracted.
"Looking forward to seeing the girlfriend we've still not met yet?" his mother asked with more than a tinge of sarcasm in her voice.
Dusty wasn't sure what he expected. His stomach was in knots.
"I don't think so," he lied. "She was going somewhere, too, and we knew that a long-distance relationship wasn't going to work. I'm probably just going to see if any of the guys are home on their breaks."
"Yeah, you always get so jumpy to see the guys," his mother noted, her eyebrows raised.
Dusty threw a couple of blankets, a six-pack of Coke and some snacks in the back seat of his car as the sun was heading down. He felt like he couldn't breathe as he drove over to the old Travers place.
It didn't appear to Dusty as if anyone had been to "their" spot since that last night before he left for school. The sun had gone down. Dusty wandered around, looking, hoping to see...
He caught the moonlight glint off the gold of the coin wrap of the necklace as it hung from the branch of a small maple. He wasn't sure whether to feel happy or sad upon seeing the necklace. He just knew that Scottie had the necklace on when the two had drifted off.
Dusty alternated between walking around the spot at the Travers place and sitting in his car playing on his phone and reading news. Midnight came and went, as did 1 AM, 2, 3 and 4.
He woke wrapped in a blanket at about 7:15. The sunrise was within minutes. Still no sign of Scottie. He took the necklace off the tree and put it in his pocket.
Dusty went back to the Travers place the next two nights and slept in his sleeping bag in the back seat of his car, awaiting Scottie... without results. He knew this was always the possibility, but it didn't make it any easier.
Dusty and Johnny were hanging out in the back of the social room at one of the fraternities at Purdue at the end of February, enjoying the loud music from the speaker system and watching the dancing during the midwinter party. Dusty was there as a guest of his roommate, who had joined the fraternity during the first semester.
"You've got frosh stalker written all over your face," said the pretty blonde standing to his left and drinking a glass of wine.
Dusty pointed a finger at himself and asked, "Me? You talking to me?"
"Yes, I am, DeNiro. That was pretty good, by the way," she remarked.
"What makes you think I'm a freshman stalker?" Dusty answered with an amused look on his face as he tried hard not to be seen looking the woman up and down.
"First of all, you're not drinking, which tells me you're under 21 right there," she answered. "Then, you've got this 'I really can't grow a beard, but I'm too lazy to shave' thing going on, not realizing that there's a huge difference between the cool haven't shaved look and the lazy haven't shaved look. And then there's the drool on your chin while you watch the women dance."
The woman's blue eyes practically glowed with mirth as he looked at her with his mouth gaping open.
"Well, I have to admit you're right on the first two points, but it hasn't been that long since I've had a better-looking woman than most here in my arms. But you could have been confusing me with this loser freshman, who truly is drooling," Dusty said, pointing at his roommate.
"My turn now. You're a pysch major, an upperclassmen, a bit of a wiseass and you're bored to tears or you wouldn't be caught dead talking to a freshman. And you're a somebody on campus. I should recognize you, but I don't."
"That's because I have all my clothes on," she said, breaking into laughter when Dusty's mouth dropped open again. "You might recognize me if I was wearing my cheerleader uniform. To most people, I'm the third cheerleader on the right when we're all lined up.
"And, yes, I'm a junior, and more than a bit of a wiseass."
"I'm Dusty. Dusty Dustwicz," the young man said.
"Dusty, huh? Tells me your parents gave you a horrible first name... I bet something like Arnold," the young woman laughed.
Dusty dropped his head in shame and blushed.
"Ooh. I'm sorry. That's it, right?"
"Yeah," he whispered.
"I'm KC, by the way," she said. "And before you guess, those are letters. Short for Katherine Charlene Gardner. Only a little better than Arnold."
"Hey, you want to go someplace a little quieter... just to talk?" he asked.
The young woman nodded, then reached for Dusty's hand and led him out of room.
The two started as friends, meeting for coffee, hanging out, even studying together for several weeks. They were sitting in her dorm room, watching TV, when she decided to take the risk.
"Umm, Dusty, not that it will make a difference to me, but... are you gay? I mean it's cool if you are..." she started. "I know you said you had a girlfriend back home, but was that just a dodge?"
"What on God's green earth would make you think I'm gay?" Dusty interrupted. "What's going on, KC?"
The woman colored bright red and dropped her eyes. She turned off the TV and sat down next to Dusty on the made bed.
"We've been hanging out together pretty good for several weeks now, right? Well, I've never had a guy friend hang out with me this long and not ask me out on a date, not since I was like 15. I like you, Dusty. I like you a lot, but you haven't made a move on me. Why not, unless you're gay," KC said.
Dusty smiled brightly and let out a breath he did not realize he was holding. He leaned over to the woman and gave her a hard kiss on her lips.
"My apologies. I didn't think someone of your 'standing' would ever be interested in someone like me except as a friend, and I didn't want to ruin a friendship I value by stupidly asking you out," Dusty said.
"Damn woman, I'd love to go out with you. You're gorgeous... and so much more. You certainly don't fit the mold of a cheerleader."
"I know most people think of cheerleaders as brainless bimbos who are having sex with all the athletes, but that's not true for most of us here. We are athletes. We train and we work hard. And we support our university's athletes," KC declared.
"I have to admit, up until I met you, that's how I thought, too," Dusty admitted. "But you're far from a bimbo."
The two had sex on their fifth date. Several times during their evening in Dusty's bed he thought about Scottie, but quickly shook the image from his head, knowing that it wasn't respectful to either woman.
Two hours later, KC was lying half of top of Dusty with a peaceful grin on her face, her eyes closed.
"Mmm. I can't believe I thought you might have been gay... and a virgin," she said softly. "That was fantastic. Somebody taught you well."
"I'd like to think that me and that somebody taught each other well. I'm glad you enjoyed," he responded.
The pair were exclusive at Purdue until KC graduated. Dusty's friends were flabbergasted that he was dating a cheerleader, and most of her friends were surprised that she was dating a younger student who was "nothing special" in many of their eyes.
"You could date any stud on campus, any of the top athletes, and yet you're going out with an engineering nerd," her best friend on campus, Becky Freleng, said one day. "I get that he may be a good guy and all, and he's good-looking, but girl, he's no stud like some of the guys who would give a testicle to take you to bed."
"Oh my God. You have no idea. I'd have to kill the first cheeky bitch who makes a move on him. In between the sheets, that nerd as you call him, is a world champion," KC said.
"Great guy, smart, devoted and good in bed. Yeah, who wouldn't want that for a partner. Right, me neither."
Dusty became the biggest Boilermaker fan on campus, attending every home athletic contest at which the cheer squad performed. She seemed to be as dedicated to him as he was to her.
The pair were at a popular campus-area bar in the spring during KC's senior year when Lucas Miller, the basketball team's star center, asked KC to dance. KC knew Lucas and wasn't opposed, so she asked Dusty if he would mind. Dusty had no problem acquiescing to KC's request, and she and Lucas went out to dance.
Both dancers seemed to be enjoying themselves, but when the second song ended Lucas stopped KC as she tried to step off the dance floor, grabbing her hand and trying to pull her back into him. Watching carefully, Dusty was out of his chair and over to the pair in seconds.
"Time for you to go, little man," said Lucas, who stood 6-9 and weighed 250 pounds. "Cheerleader fox here is going to spend the night with me."
"I don't think so, Lucas," Dusty told the bigger man. "You don't actually think you're going to be drafted by anyone in the NBA with two assaults and maybe a rape charge against you, do you? Turn her loose right now or kiss that big contract good-bye, and maybe the ligaments in your left knee as well."
The dancing had ceased but the jukebox continued to play. Lucas quickly realized the smaller man was showing no fear, meaning he was just the sort to carry out this threat. The cheerleader was pretty, but wasn't worth the cost, he surmised.
"My bad. No reason to get anyone else involved," he said, removing his hand from KC's arm.
"Time to go, beautiful," Dusty said as he led KC out of the bar.
Dusty stuck around a few days after his last final so he could watch KC's graduation later that spring. The two had had several serious discussions about their relationship moving forward and had come to the mutual but sad determination that they would split on good terms so KC could pursue her career and Dusty could finish his final two years of school.
KC's parents had flown in from the East Coast for the graduation, so the pair knew that their last night in bed together would be two days before the event. After leaving KC's parents at the hotel, Dusty and KC spent the night at her apartment saying good-bye in grand style. At one point during the festivities, KC passed out for several minutes when Dusty brought her to an extremely intense orgasm with his mouth and tongue.
The two slept for a few hours before Dusty went back to his room with his lips slightly puffy, a small bruise on his cheek and a wide smile from the night's activity.
After the graduation ceremony was over, Dusty went with KC and her parents to a nice restaurant for a meal. When the meal was done, the quartet went outside to leave, and Dusty and KC said their last good-byes.
As Dusty was walking away, KC said quietly to her mother, "I hope I didn't screw up big-time. That might have been the best son-in-law candidate you will see."
Several of KC's friends contacted Dusty within days of school resuming in the fall. They were all aware that he and KC had officially ended their relationship when she graduated, and all told him they wanted their shot at dating him because KC always praised him for being a good guy and a great lover.
Dusty dated around for his last two years in school, enjoying the charms of several beautiful co-eds at Purdue. He was a sought-after commodity, living up to KC's billing. Unfortunately for him, none of the women lived up to KC herself.
Graduating with a 3.91 grade point average and academic honors, Dusty landed what he considered his dream job after college, being hired by NASA's Johnson Space Center in Houston.
Having dated several beautiful women in college had done wonders for Dusty's confidence, and he would have considered his dating and social life in Houston to be top shelf.
Railean Distillery is a small rum distillery in San Leon Marina, just off Galveston Bay. It was the first rum distillery in Texas, and they offer tours in addition to their large selection of products, including their seven distinctive rum products.
Dusty and three co-workers pulled up at the distillery five minutes before the tour was about to start. The neighborhood didn't look very good, and theirs was the only vehicle in the lot. They considered leaving just as two other cars pulled up. They changed their mind and got out of the car as four more vehicles pulled up.
The tour was informative and fun, and ended up in the distillery's Buccaneer Bar for taste testing and drinking. Dusty noted that there were several women in the group, but really hadn't paid much attention to them, until one of them turned an ankle wearing half-boots and spilled the drink she was carrying on Dusty's back as she fell to the floor.
"Aarrgghh!" Dusty yelled in shock, but quickly recovered as he saw the woman hit the deck. He jumped out of his chair and checked on the redheaded woman lying near his feet.
"Are you okay?" he asked as he bent to help her up.
It was then that he spotted her eyes... her bright green eyes.
The women noted the look from the handsome young man.
"D-do I know you?" she asked, looking deep into the man's eyes.
"Not yet, but soon," he said. "I'm Dusty. Dusty Dustwicz."
"Marissa. Marissa Scott," she said.
"Well, Ms. Scott, can I buy you a new drink?" he smiled brightly.
"Yes, you can, if you tell me where I know you from," she said.
Several hours later, Dusty and his friends left the distillery. Dusty left with a bottle of Railean's Reserve XO rum, the woman's phone number and a date for the next Saturday night.
Dusty woke groggily to the feeling of being spooned around another body... a soft, fragrant female body. His brain instantly shot into consciousness although this was not the first time in his life he had ever woken up with a woman in his bed. This was, however, the first time he had woken up with a green-eyed woman in his bed.
He gently ran his fingertips up the woman's stomach to her breasts, then down to her pussy, stopping to rub the top of her opening. He smiled to himself as he remembered the events of the previous night and opened his eyes to see a bushy head of red hair right in front of him.
Unbelievable, he thought. She was still with him in his bed. He ran his hand down her body from her shoulder to her thigh. He felt her adjust her position and then she rolled over, her face being just inches from his. He leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on her lips.
"You're still here. That's amazing," he said quietly.
The woman smiled up at him with her bright green eyes.
"Where else would I be? Don't I belong in your bed?" she asked.
"Absolutely. Eternally," he responded. "Wait here a sec. I'll be right back."
Dusty went over to the desk in his room, opened a drawer and went back to the bed with a long, thin box in his hand, which he handed to the woman.
"I believe this belongs to you," he said.
Marissa sat up, opened the box and found a beautiful green necklace. A single tear fell down her cheek.



"Would you do the honors?" she asked as she turned around for Dusty to put the necklace on her.
"As long as you let me have one more honor, Marissa Scott. Would it be okay if I called you Scottie?" Dusty queried.
"I would really, really love that," she said, smiling brightly.
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I sure hoped I was getting a bonus for tonight, but somehow I really doubted it.
I was wearing my dark blue tuxedo for the first time in three years. I looked damn good, if I say so myself, but I really hated to get dressed up to this level. It was Friday night, after all, and I should have been in my favorite La-Z-Boy, sipping a quality single malt. Instead, I was sitting at a table of co-workers and their spouses for a fund-raising dinner/dance for Blessings in a Backpack.
It's one of the biggest social outings of the year in our small Midwest city, and virtually everybody who was anybody in this area was in attendance. My boss bought a table for the event, and both my wife and I were expected to be there.
In fact, I specifically told my wife to buy a new, sexy dress for the evening... and she didn't disappoint. If anything, she might have gone a little overboard on the sexy part.
"Oh, shit, babe. I said sexy, not one step short of escort," I remarked when she came downstairs after dressing for the night.
At 35, my wife was in the prime of her beauty, I thought. Her thick red hair was done up high on her head, and she had dangling gold earrings on to highlight her long neck. The low, scoop-neck design of the silky, maroon dress showed an acre of her voluptuous chest, and the hemline that ended mid-thigh showed off to great advantage all the time she spent at the gym on leg days.
I had expected her to get a gown, but this dress was certainly a statement piece: that statement was "hey, look at me!" I was certainly looking, and I knew every other man would also enjoy the view.
I never minded other men looking at my wife, as long as she remembered that I didn't share my toys. I told her that often enough, too. I wasn't going to leave anything to chance.
While I would have preferred to have been home in my recliner, Hester was right where she wanted to be, hobnobbing with the cream of our city's society. As a middle school teacher, she didn't get much chance to step out very often, but she was one of those natural social butterfly people. She was well-read and witty, and drew people to her like ants to a picnic.
We had done some mingling and had hit the dance floor a couple of times before I went to the bar and Hester went back to the table. As I got within a few feet of our seats, I saw that Hess was talking animatedly to a man sitting in my seat. It was United States Sen. Tomas Norberto, who looked like a Hispanic Tom Selleck back in the day when Selleck was doing Magnum P.I. He was incredibly handsome, single and went about 6-4, 220. More because of his looks than his brains, he was being considered by some for the next presidential race.
I stood a few feet away for a couple of seconds waiting for my wife at least to acknowledge my presence, but that didn't happen. In fact, I had never seen my wife look like an infatuated teenager before, practically making "moon eyes" at the senator as they talked.
Since neither one of them was going to acknowledge me, I did it myself.
"Excuse me, Senator, but that's my seat," I said as I got to my spot with two drinks in my hands.
He completely ignored me some more and continued his conversation with my wife, whose face was glowing. I waited in silence for about five more seconds before I stopped being Mr. Polite. I ran my hand with a wine glass between their two faces, breaking their spell, and put her glass on the table in front of her. I stayed right there almost in between them holding my drink before the esteemed senator got the hint.
"I-I need to go now. I should find my spot at the head table... but I'll be back later to continue this conversation," he said to my wife, effectively ignoring me the whole time.
"Stupid fucker," I grumbled to Hess as I sat back down after he left.
"I find him... fascinating," she responded. "You, on the other hand, were just downright rude... to a US senator, for God sakes."
"You seem to have forgotten that you're my wife, not his, and he was sitting in my spot, and he wasn't moving. That's incredibly rude and presumptuous, even if he thinks he's going to be the next president."
She did that superior eye roll thing that certain women do quite well. I hated it, and told my wife that repeatedly throughout our nine years of marriage. I glared back at her, not wanting to get into it in front of this crowd. She harrumphed, but held her tongue as well.
Dinner took about 90 minutes, then the band started back up and people returned to the dance floor. I knew Hess loved to dance, so I stood up and offered her my hand. She looked at my hand, looked me in the eyes and shook her head vehemently. I stomped back to the bar and got another drink, standing there and making small talk with others hanging around.
I lost track of Hess when she got up to mingle, I assumed, but it was easy to keep track of Sen. Schmuck. With his security guys always in proximity, the senator mingled and glad-handed for the next half-hour before walking out to an outdoor veranda.
I wasn't born yesterday, so when Hess didn't show back up at the table after about another 10 minutes, I decided to check out the veranda. The two of them appeared to be in deep discussion with an older couple, with the senator's arm comfortably around my wife's waist. I walked up to the pair and started to remove the senator's arm before somebody grabbed me and twisted my arm up between my shoulder blades, causing me to yelp in pain and causing heads to turn in our general direction.
"Nobody fucks with a United States senator, buddy," growled a voice behind me as he started to push me toward the exit.
"That's my wife he's got his hands on," I rasped while I was being given the bum's rush.
He shoved me back inside the main ballroom before he let me go. I told him to get my wife and bring her to me unless he wanted me to start getting loud.
"Goddamnit!" he muttered under his breath as he headed toward the senator.
Two minutes later, a red-faced Hess came back through the door. She gave me a palms-up shrug, as if she didn't have a clue as to what was happening. I grabbed a hand and practically dragged her out of the ballroom.
The ride home started out dead silent, but I knew that wouldn't last long. For some reason, Hess was thinking that the best defense was a good offense.
"You bastard! You embarrassed me terribly tonight in front of a United States senator!" she screamed at me.
Until that moment, I thought Hester and I had a pretty good marriage. Yeah, we had our moments like any other couple, but I would have bet my two kids' lives on the fact that we were going to go the distance. Now, not so much.
"You do realize that you are my wife!" I shot back at her. "Nobody, and I don't care if he's the Goddamn president of the fucking United States, puts his arm around you like he owns you. You know that's over the line, yet you didn't do a thing to get out of that embrace. You were like a love-struck teenager with your high school crush."
She blushed and stammered, but ultimately put her head down and didn't respond. I knew I had hit the nail directly on the head. She was definitely infatuated with the man.
If I thought Hess was going to apologize at some point, she let me know I had another think coming. Not only didn't she apologize, but she barely spoke to me for the next several days. Even the kids, despite their being only 7 and 5, could feel something was wrong, and tried to stay out of the room if we were both around. Dinner time was the only time there was any real conversation in the house as we both seemed to be trying to keep communication going through the children.
On Wednesday night, however, after the kids went to bed, Hess said we needed to talk: not can we talk, not we should talk, just we need to talk. Nothing good ever comes from those four words.
Not to be disappointed, nothing good did come from those four words. My loving wife informed me that she and the esteemed senator were going on a date on Friday night.
"It's not a date, really, I'm going to accompany him to another of these fund-raising dinners," Hess said when I questioned her about the impropriety of a married woman going on a date with a man not her husband.
"The sure sounds like a date to me," I explained. "If you are accompanying him, to me that means you are his date... and since you are a married woman..."
"You're a small man with a sick mind!" she wailed back at me. "I would never cheat on you!"
"What do you call a married woman going on a date with a man not her husband? Even if you don't have sex, going on a date with another man is cheating," I claimed. "Would you let me accompany your hot friend Angie out to dinner and dancing?"
She twisted her mouth, grimaced and gave me her squinty-eye look. I knew the mention of her hottest friend would get her attention. She had a definite problem when it came to Angie, who, to quote the Rolling Stones, "could make a dead man come."
"That's entirely different and you know it. That would be a date. This is accompanying a United States senator," she said.
Oh, right. Of course. HUGE difference.
"Look, Hess, you can't date another man, no matter how you phrase it. We're married. We made vows. Remember that 'forsaking all others' shit?" I said.
"You don't own me, Reggie, even if we are married," she harrumphed. "If I really want to do something, I can and will. I'm not your chattel."
Chattel. That's what you get when you marry a crossword junkie.
"You are most certainly not my chattel. But you are the mother of my children, and I would really hate for you to break up our family," I said.
Her eyes got as big as saucers. Apparently I had gotten her attention.
"You wouldn't be that stupid," she sneered. "This is just a..."
"No, babe, this is a watershed moment in our marriage."
She grimaced again, but didn't answer. I never saw this coming.
My eyeballs about fell out of my head when Hester came downstairs after dressing for her date Friday evening. She was wearing a low-cut, strapless white lace gown that was molded to her lux body and exposed the top half of her large chest. I had never seen the gown before, and assumed it was something she bought just for this occasion.
"Motherfucker," I whispered in awe.
She took my epithet for the compliment it was and did a slow spin. Just then our children ran into the room, saw Hess and just stopped dead in their tracks.
"Wow, Mom, you are beautiful!" exclaimed our seven-year-old, Elise. "Why are you all dressed up like a princess?"
Hess looked from our daughter to me, I guess expecting me to cover for her. Wasn't happening. I just stared at my wife.
"I-I-I can't tell her..." Hester said.
"You can't because you know this is wrong," I snarled. "Explain to your daughter how you're leaving the three of us... your family... to go on a date with a US senator."
"Mommy has to go out for a while to a fancy party," Hess began. "You be a good girl for Daddy and I'll see you guys tomorrow when you wake up."
"How come Daddy's not going with you?" five-year-old Nate piped up.
Hess hesitated while she tried to conjure up a good lie. I didn't need any time to come up with the truth.
"Because Mommy doesn't love me enough," I answered.
Both kids looked at Hess with shocked, hurt expressions. She looked back at me with the same expression.
"The truth hurts, doesn't it?" I asked.
Just then the doorbell rang. The four of us froze in place before it rang again.
"Moment of truth, babe. Him... or us," I said.
She answered the door on the third ring. I spotted one of the senator's security crew at the door and I saw the black limousine in the driveway.
"Remember, behave yourselves for Daddy. I'll see you tomorrow morning."
With that, she was gone. I guess it was him.
I was in shock for about a minute, then realized I still had kids that needed attention. I would have loved to drown my sorrows in my liquor cabinet, but that wasn't going to happen.
What was going to happen was a couple of Facetime calls, one each to my parents and hers. After all, the kids loved Facetiming with their grandparents.
I started with Hester's parents. We had always had a great relationship, and I knew Hess's little adventure wouldn't go over well with them. We were laughing and joking with them for about a minute when Hess's mom realized her daughter wasn't on the call.
"Where's my daughter, Reggie? Did you stuff her in a suitcase somewhere?" my mother-in-law joked.
"Umm... no, Mom. Hess went on a date with Sen. Tomas Norberto. She'll be back tomorrow, I'm guessing," I said quietly.
"What?" my mother-in-law wailed. "A date? Are you sure, Reg?"
"She called it 'accompanying the handsome senator to a fund-raiser.' I call that a date... maybe more," I spit out.
"And she won't be back until tomorrow?" my incredulous father-in-law shouted. "And you just let her go?"
"I tried to reason with her, Dad, but she told me I didn't own her," I answered. "I told her she was abandoning her family if she did this, but she seemed to think this was a forgivable offense..."
The kids then hijacked the conversation for the next five minutes, for which I was thankful. Then my mother-in-law told the kids to go to their rooms for a few minutes, and she returned the conversation back to my wife.
"Don't do anything reckless or stupid," she advised. "Talk to her, Reg. Don't just throw her away. Think of the kids..."
"Like she did as she walked out the door, Mom?"
My mother-in-law could only lightly cough on the line.
My mother, on the other hand, wasn't near as charitable when I called my parents and told them what happened.
"I know the name of a good lawyer, hon," she offered immediately. "She was Aunt Elaine's attorney in her divorce from Uncle Will. She ate Will's attorney's lunch."
Yeah, that was good to know.
I ordered in pizza after the calls. The kids and I watched a Disney movie that they picked out. I didn't have any clue as to what it was.
I didn't even try to catch any sleep after I put the children to bed later on. I tried not to think too much about my wife most likely fucking Sen. Dickhead as I watched the same ESPN stories all night long until the kids woke up. Then I fixed us a big breakfast of pancakes and bacon. Everybody knows pancakes and bacon make everything right with the world, even when Mommy isn't at home when the kids wake up.
"She'll be home in a little while," I lied when they asked when their mother was coming home.
I suppose when you've already spent the entire night out fucking a man not your husband, there's no reason to cut the date short. The black limousine didn't pull into our driveway until almost 1 in the afternoon. Both kids were out in the yard playing, and several neighbors were also out in their yards when the car pulled into the driveway. Under normal circumstances, the kids would have run up to their mother and jumped in her arms after a day away, but this time they both stood frozen to the spots on which they were standing. Hess looked disappointed she didn't get a big welcome-home greeting before making her way to the house.
Obviously, she was wearing the same dress she left home in the previous night, but this time the dress looked rumpled and limp. Her hair was just loose around her shoulders and she had on only the barest makeup. She looked exactly like what she was... a used slut.
I moved away from the window and sat in a chair in our living room before she reached the front door. I didn't get up to greet her when she walked in, looking very tired.
"Hey," she said. "Looks like you and the kids survived the night without me."
"Looks like you barely survived," I said pointedly.
She blushed as she shuffled toward the stairs.
"Don't start with me, Reg. Let me get a nap and another shower," she rasped.
I held up my hands in mock surrender. Fuck it. It was obvious to me, at least, that we were done. I just had to figure out how I could make things as easy as possible for my kids.
I really didn't want to be a weekend dad. The question in my mind was could I keep it together and stay in the house until the kids graduated from high school.
Hester finally came downstairs at about 7 PM. I had already fed the rest of us. I told her there were leftovers in the refrigerator. She smiled wanly.
The children sensed there was something wrong as they kept their distance from Hess.
"That's great, Reggie. Did you spend the last day telling them how evil their mother is?" she asked quietly when we were alone.
"Although that would have been easy, I didn't say anything to them, Hess. Kids are way more perceptive than most people give them credit for. They watched you leave us last night, and they saw your grand return this afternoon, as did many of the neighbors. Smooth move, by the way," I said.
"I trust last night and this morning were worth alienating your kids... and destroying our family."
There was a quick flash of guilt in her eyes that rapidly morphed into a visage of defiance.
"I didn't destroy our family," she accused. "That will be up to you. If you can be a real man and get over your petty ego issues, we can mend and keep the family intact. If you want to be a vindictive little bitch, then I guess we can go our separate ways and you can be Mr. Part Time."
I didn't see this conversation going in this direction. I expected guilt and remorse, not defiance and anger.
"One in the afternoon, you stupid bitch!" I lashed back. "Didn't get enough fucking in the night before that you had to stay another half-day? Just a date, huh?"
She stammered but didn't speak. She dropped her eyes to the floor.
"We can get past this, Reg, and get back to being us. I know I hurt you. I'm sorry for that, but this was something I had to do... for me. And I don't regret it. It was a wonderful night and morning. He's a really great guy and a gentleman, too."
"God, I hope that wasn't an apology, because if it was, you really suck at it," I declared.
"I'm only going to apologize for hurting you, not for anything else. It was a wonderful experience," Hess said with real conviction in her voice.
I would have glared Hess to death if my eyes were lasers.
"It was hardly a wonderful experience for me," I said, trying to match her conviction level.
"You broke your vows to me... and ultimately to our family, and you did it fairly easily," I said.
Hess appeared shocked when I went into our guest bedroom at bedtime.
"What are you doing?" she asked. "We can't get past this if you're not willing to try."
"No, I tried to get you not to cheat on me before it happened. Now it's too late," I explained.
She looked at me as if I were a petulant child.
"We can't turn the clock back, Reggie. We have to move forward," she asserted.
"You're right, babe, we can't turn the clock back. But we wouldn't have to worry about any of this is you had just done the right thing and not gone to Sen. Dickhead," I said. "This is on you. You made the decision. Remember, you told me I didn't own you. You made your very own big-girl decision. It's not my fault it was the wrong decision for our family."
"But, but, but..." she muttered as I gently pushed her out of the room and locked the door behind her.
I slept like a rock. I'm pretty sure being awake for 48 hours straight and the stress of the situation fueled my sleep.
It was sort of a family tradition that I made a fancy breakfast on Sunday mornings. On this particular Sunday, I did Belgian waffles with my fancy-ass waffle-maker. The kids and I were in the middle of eating when Hester finally came out of the master bedroom, looking like she slept in a blender, if she had slept at all.



"Wow, Mom, Dad made us a big breakfast both days this weekend," crowed Elise. "Maybe you should go out more often on Friday nights."
Hess looked at the three of us, broke into tears and ran back into the bedroom. The children looked shocked.
"Did I say something wrong?" Elise asked in the sincere innocence of a seven-year-old.
"No, baby. I think Mommy was just sad that she missed the waffles," I said gently.
Later in the day, I was sitting in my La-Z-Boy watching my Chicago Cubs beat the St. Louis Cardinals when I heard the bedroom door fly open with such force that the door knob crashed into the wall behind it. Not five seconds later an agitated Hester was standing in front of me wailing unintelligible words and gesticulating wildly.
"Grr... brbrbr! How could you? Sus... sus... ents... slut!" or something like that came out of her mouth along with several strings of spittle. It was disgusting.
"Slow down, babe! I can't understand a word you're saying, and you're drooling and spitting all over yourself," I said.
"Aarrgghh!" she screamed as tears joined the mix of stuff on her face and blouse. "How could you tell my parents about my date? They now think I'm the biggest slut this side of the Kardashians!"
"What's a Kardashian, Mommy?" Elise asked as she and Nate came running into the room when they heard the commotion.
I raised my eyebrows at my wife and stared into her wild eyes. She made a very concerted effort to get a grip on herself before telling the kids to go play in their bedrooms.
She stood in front of my recliner while the children left.
"Start talking, mister!" she hissed when she heard their bedroom doors close.
"I didn't see any need to hide something like that from your parents since you were just accompanying a United States senator to a fund-raiser, as you so eloquently put it," I said. "It's not my fault if their assessment of the situation happens to be the same as mine.
"By the way, my parents pretty much had the same thoughts, and you might want to duck the next time my mom gets close to you."
"No. No. No. It was just a..." Hess started but quickly stopped.
"Wonderful experience?" I quickly finished for her.
If looks could kill, I would have been nothing but a grease spot in my chair. I didn't really care at that point. I looked at her and motioned for her to move over a few inches so I could see the TV.
"Grrr," she growled before storming out of the room.
I continued to sleep in the guest room for the next two weeks. When the children made note of it, I told them that I had a cold and didn't want their mother to catch it. I was pretty sure Elise knew I was lying, but she was smart enough to keep her thoughts to herself. Goddamn smart seven-year-old.
I didn't say anything, but just showed up in our marital bed one night. I crawled in about an hour after Hess had gone upstairs, and spooned up against her like I always did when facing that direction. She kind of moaned in her sleep when I first moved up against her, then settled back into me another inch or so.
When the alarm went off the next morning, she was spooned up against me.
"Mmm... this feels nice," she purred. "It's about time you came to your senses."
She reached around for my dick. I stopped her by gently placing my hand on her forearm and moving her arm back. I turned around so we were face to face in the bed. Some things are best done when you can look a person directly in the eyes.
"You'll need to get tested and show me results before I'll sleep with you again, Hess," I said gently. "You might be willing to trust Sen. Dickhead, but I'm not."
Her eyes teared up. She looked like she wanted to say something but thought better of it. Instead, she just nodded. That told me she and the senator didn't use condoms. This just keeps getting better.
My game plan was to stick around until the children graduated from high school. That meant another 14 years until Nate left for college. I could do that because I loved them. I wasn't going to go without sex for 14 years, however, especially when I had a beautiful woman living under the same roof as me. I knew that didn't say a lot for me, but at this point I really didn't care. The love I had for this woman took a huge hit two weeks ago, and continued to ebb with every moment of every day.
I watched as she got out of bed with the saddest look on her face. Until recently, that look would practically have destroyed me, and I would have done almost anything to make whatever made her sad disappear. Now, the pain in my heart wouldn't let me reach out for her.
Who had this woman become? The woman I married nine years ago and been together with for the past 11 years knew without a doubt that I would never agree to a date with another man, not even considering her having sex with someone else.
Hester and I met our senior year in college. We were dating exclusively three months later, and were married two years later. She was an actuary at a national insurance company, one of those faceless people who sits in a cubicle and figures insurance rates. I always thought of her as analytical and honest, if lacking a bit in spontaneity and humor. Those two qualities were my part of the equation, along with my being a bit disorganized and fun-loving. I thought we fit together well, each complementing the other, and would someday celebrate 50 years of marriage. I didn't foresee Sen. Tomas Norberto walking into our lives.
About 10 days after I returned to our bed, Hester handed me an envelope when I walked in the door after work. It was her clean bill of health.
"I hope you're happy, asshole," she whispered harshly to me. "You have no idea how embarrassing that was. I may never be able to look Dr. Sanjay in the eyes again."
"Not on me, babe," I said blankly. "Keep your legs closed with people who aren't your husband and you don't have to be embarrassed."
She growled breathily but didn't have a comeback. She started to move on, but I wasn't quite finished.
"How many times has Sen. Dickhead been in contact with you since the date?" I asked.
"We haven't been in touch..." she started to say before I stuck my hand out and she stopped talking.
She knew what I wanted. She grimaced before reaching into her pocket and handing me her phone. I quickly located what I assumed was his number, and found several texts and two phone calls associated with it. It didn't appear that they had gotten together again, although not for lack of trying on his part. While it didn't appear from the texts that Hess was encouraging him, it also didn't appear that she was discouraging him either.
"Son of a bitch!" I yelled. "We're on thin ice here, Hess. If I find out that you two meet again, our kids are practically going to be orphans, because I'm going to be in jail after I kill the two of you. Understand?"
I handed her phone back. She took it glumly and crammed it back into her pocket before heading off to the kitchen.
I knew nothing was going to happen that night, but the next night in bed Hess was all over me. I had barely stripped off my briefs before Hess had my dick stuffed in her mouth. Hey, I'm human, and the warm, wet feeling of her mouth had me rock hard in seconds. She licked me like an ice cream cone before starting to bob her head back and forth. I exploded in her mouth in minutes, my hands twisted in her red locks, and she smiled as she looked me directly in the eyes and swallowed my whole load.
Since it had been awhile since we last had sex, my big brain was taking a back seat to my little brain. After she finished sucking me, I went down on her like a starving man who hadn't eaten in weeks. A half-dozen orgasms later, I crawled up her body and sank my revived hard-on all the way into her hot, wet pussy in one stroke. I pumped her as hard and fast as I ever had, hearing her scream through two hard orgasms. It was definitely not lovemaking, just good old hard fucking.
"Oh, Reg... God, I needed that. You were fantastic!"
I smiled but didn't say anything in response. I was very aware that Hess was trying to get back in my good graces by fucking me to death. She was very good at it. Now Sen. Dickhead was on the small list of those who knew that.
Considering Hess's grand arrival home several weeks ago, I had to wonder what the neighborhood gossip was. Nobody had directly approached me, but I could see the pitying looks from some of the other guys, and the barely hidden smirks from some of the women. I didn't have to wonder too long, though, because Elise came up to me one night when I was sitting out on the back porch reflecting and Hess was watching TV in the family room.
"Dad, what's a slut club, and how did Mommy get to be a member?" she asked quietly.
Shit! My ego taking a beating wasn't near as bad to me as blowback reaching my children. I know I had to close my wide-open mouth before I answered.
"Where did you hear that talk, sweetie?" I asked, trying to sound non-committal so I wouldn't scare her off.
"The girls said that their moms have been talking and laughing about Mommy being a member of a slut club, and it doesn't seem like it's a good thing. Is everybody in the family a member of this club, Dad?"
I'd like to think I'm a pretty good poker player. I had to use every ounce of my ability to keep my poker face blank as I faced my daughter.
"Mommy made a mistake recently, El. It's a mommy-daddy mistake, nothing for you to worry about. The other mommies shouldn't have been talking about it, and shouldn't be talking about that club. I want you to walk away when the other girls start talking about that club. It's our problem, baby, not yours. I'm sorry the other girls were mean to you."
I crushed her gently with a hug. I hoped she couldn't see the tears in my eyes. This would be a memory I would have until my last day on earth.
Slowly, very slowly, life seemed to normalize in our house, at least according to me. It was a new normal, however, because whether Hess accepted it or not, we were never going to be as we were before her date. I could never completely trust her again, and I could never forgive nor forget the incredible disrespect she showed me... and our family. Love... well to quote the Tina Turner song, "What's love got to do with it?"
Six months later, Hester finally figured it out, or at least finally had the guts to say something. We had just finished a wild session of fucking and sucking, initiated by her as always since the date, and as usual, I had rolled onto my side away from her to go to sleep. I heard the sniffling before she spoke.
"Reg... Reggie, can we talk?" she asked timidly.
"Yeah," I sighed.
"Can you turn around?" she asked with more than a hint of annoyance in her voice.
I sighed, trying to sound as annoyed as her. I then turned to face her, looking directly into her eyes. She held my gaze.
"Do you realize we haven't made love since..."
"Say it, Hess. Say it," I demanded. "You had the guts to do it. Have the guts to own it."
"We haven't made love since... my date. I've noticed. You bang the shit out of me, roll away and go to sleep. You make sure I get mine, but it's just physical. Hell, you haven't snuggled me since then. I miss that... intimacy."
"You can't even say the words, babe," I snarked. "Your date... hah! You fucked the guy. Admit it. I'm not an idiot. You go out on a date with another man and don't return until the middle of the next day. Do you think I'm a fucking gargoyle?"
"You make it sound... cheap and tawdry," she wailed at me. "Yeah, we fucked Saturday night, and it was great, but we made love on Sunday morning, and... he was tender and gentle, a lot like you, in fact. It was an experience I will never forget..."
"And that's why we no longer make love, Hess!" I cried. "Don't you see it? You gave something to him you promised was only mine. And you enjoyed the whole experience. It was unforgettable, you just said."
"Oh, come on, Reg. It was just one night... two days... out of all the thousands of days we will be married. That's nothing, mathematically. We can get past this, Reg, if you really want to try," she said.
"Thanks for the math lesson, Hess, but I've never looked at our marriage like a pop quiz on percentages. Would you be so flip if I had slept with Mary Jo Young?"
Mary Jo Young was a big-boobed blonde divorcee who lived down the block. Virtually every other woman on our street watched her like a hawk when she had any kind of conversation with their husbands.
"Wait. You want to have sex with Mary Jo? No, that's not happening. You can't do that," she wailed.
"Are you listening to yourself, Hess? I didn't say I wanted to have sex with Mary Jo. You did. I asked you if you would be so forgiving if I had had sex with her," I said.
She looked confused until her brain caught up with her ears. Then she looked pissed.
"I can see your answer. You don't have to verbalize," I said smugly.
She stopped looking directly at me.
"Do you know that the other little girls in the neighborhood were picking on Elise a few months ago because their mothers called you a slut? Yeah. That was a fun discussion... not," I said.
Her face had morphed from anger to shock as I said the last bit.
"Elise never came to me... ohh," she exclaimed as she thought it through. "I'm so sorry."
"Not sorry enough, babe. You described the date as unforgettable. At least you were accurate there. It was unforgettable... to me as well as you. I will never be able to forget your betrayal. Never," I said.
With that, I turned my back to her and went to sleep. I have no idea if she got any.
I've got to give Hester credit. She really put in an effort to be a perfect mom the next few months. I was usually the caretaker parent when it came to the kids' activities, but suddenly Hess was doing her share of chauffeuring kids to sports and music and being the supportive fan parent. I had to wonder if she had now realized that the best way to keep our family together was to focus on us, instead of focusing on her selfish desires. What a concept.
The kids seemed to really like the extra attention they were receiving, but once again my daughter showed me how exceptional she was in her power of observation. She was wise beyond her now eight years of life.
"Mom's really trying hard, Daddy," she said to me one day. "I hope she's apologized good for whatever she did wrong."
I tried to give her a sincere smile knowing how observant she was.
To the outside world, there was nothing wrong in the Wilkerson household. I worked very hard to keep up appearances. For her part, I think Hester would have walked through fire to not only keep up appearances but also get back in my best graces. We were two people living in the same house with benefits, although I know she desperately wanted a return to complete normalcy. For some reason, she was sure that I would give in to her.
There were still vestiges of my love for her in there somewhere. I just couldn't turn off nine years of her being the most important thing in my life.
She also made it harder for herself by keeping in contact with Sen. Dickhead. Since I had taken her phone and looked at her phone calls and text messages soon after her date, she made it a point to keep those cleared, but she didn't have a clue as to how easy it was to clone somebody's phone to have access to all their messages. It seems he kept in touch on a regular basis, while she at least seemed to be trying to keep him at arm's length, at least so far.
"Can we do another date sometime in the near future? I'll be in town," he texted not quite a month ago.
"Husband still being a dick about the last time. I don't dare take the chance," she texted him back.
Needless to say, I was unimpressed.
A month later, we celebrated our 10th anniversary with a family outing to Chuck E. Cheese. The kids had a great time; Hester not so much. She waited until the kids were playing some games before she expressed her disappointment with me.
"We've always celebrated our anniversaries just the two of us with a special night. You've changed the rules... because you're still being a vindictive bastard. When did you become such a small, petty man?" she commented.
"Once again, the answer to that question is the same as many of the other questions... the day of your date. You did this... to me... to us... and to you," I said.
"Can't you just get over this?" she pleaded.
"How often do you two correspond?" I asked pointedly.
She had the temerity to smirk. She then reached into her pocket, pulled out her phone and handed it to me. I tossed it high in the air and caught it when it came down.
"I know you're a slut, but I also know you're not stupid. I'd bet money that there's not a trace of a correspondence between you two on that phone; since I took it the first time. But there are transcripts of texts and phone calls that were on that phone. I know you didn't initiate, but I've never heard you flat out tell the guy, 'no.' Why is that?"
She blushed and looked away.
"Yeah, I knew it was a rhetorical question," I mumbled.
My job and my kids were what kept me sane during the time period, although several of my co-workers noted that I looked like I needed a good night's sleep... or six. I was pretty sure I was working on an ulcer, I was drinking more and yes, I was sleeping less. There were some nights I laid in bed for hours, staring at my wife and wondering what had happened. She kept insisting she loved me. She kept telling me that what she did was outside of us. She "deserved" her night out with Sen. Dickhead, and she wasn't sorry for her experience, although she was sorry that she hurt me.
I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop.
Surprisingly, one of the most helpful people for me during this time was my mother-in-law. She repeatedly apologized to me for Hester's behavior.
"We're sorry, Reggie. Her father and I didn't raise her to be a selfish... bitch. But I have to tell you, I really hope you can find some way to get past this. I know you're doing it for the kids," she said one time when she called to check on me.
I walked into the kitchen and reached for another cooler of beer to take outside. We were hosting one of the summer get-togethers that we had once a month on our block.
We had two grills going outside and there were hot and cold running food, fruits, desserts and all kinds of alcoholic and non-alcoholic refreshments. The day was perfect: sunny, 80 degrees and almost windless. The get-together had been going on for a couple of hours, and would probably go on another five or six. These were always great fun events for both the children and the adults.
I heard feminine voices coming from our home office. The office was off-limits to non-family, so I was about to shepherd whomever into the family room or living room. While most of the activities were outdoors, occasionally somebody would come into the house to soak up some air conditioning or talk quietly. Not a problem, except in that room.
"Yeah, sometimes when Reggie's really putting it to me I think of him. He's big, strong and takes what he wants. Sometimes I just can't help drifting back to that night. That's a great memory I'll always have."
I was about to walk into the room when Hester made her statement to whomever she was with. I stopped dead in my tracks; actually my knees wobbled and I almost fell down. Fuck! How many people know that I'm a cuck?
I heard giggling. Sounded like there were three of them in the room. I didn't hear whatever else was said because I was too busy trying not to throw up right there. I was proud of myself for making it into the bathroom before losing my lunch, my breakfast, dinner the night before...
When I finally cleaned up, I brought the cooler of beer outside and cracked two open, bringing them to the two guys manning the grills at the moment.



"Hey, Reg, you okay? You look like you've swallowed some non-alcoholic beer," John Laskey said.
"Just got something on my mind, John. Everything's good," I responded before wandering off.
I was quiet for the rest of the get-together. When Hess and her two companions showed back up, I sensed that I was being watched, and smirked at. Maybe I was getting paranoid, but after a while it seemed to me that virtually all of the women at the barbecue were smirking at me.
I waited until the end of the night after the kids were in bed and we were done cleaning up to express my disappointment with my wife. She was sitting in one of the chaise lounges sucking on a wine cooler, looking quite pleased with herself. I sat down on the chaise next to hers.
"Was there anybody at our house today who doesn't know that you're a cheating slut?" I asked sincerely.
She gave me a shocked look, trying to act innocent. I glared back at her.
"I might have told a few of the girls in the past few months. After all, it was an amazing experience for me," she giggled. "He's a handsome senator. It was a great experience for me. I just wanted to... brag, I guess."
"So first you cheat on me, then you humiliate me to your friends. Which means the husband of every woman you told also knows you're a slut and I'm a cuck..."
"I am not a slut, and you're not going to keep calling me that!" she yelled. "I had one... adventure. It's not like I fucked some random guy in a sleazy motel!"
Her eyes were practically glowing as she rose from her chaise.
"Look, this has been going on long enough, and I'm sick and tired of it," she continued, her voice rising in volume. "You've been pulling this shit on me for over a year now. Poor you. You wife spent a night with another man... a handsome, strong man. Get over yourself.
"You're not going to hold me hostage any more. If you can't figure out how to move on from that, that's your problem. Just fucking file for divorce. I'm tired of living like you're Mr. Perfect... and I'm waiting for absolution. File already, you Goddamn pussy, or accept what happened and we can move on already."
I'll admit I didn't see that coming. I sat in shock for what felt like hours, but was probably only seconds. When I came back to reality, she had walked off and I was alone.
By nature I am a quiet person, reflective, and probably slow to react. I don't tend to panic, and I rarely go off half-cocked. Some people, my wife among them, apparently see my reticence as weakness. I was going to miss seeing my children every day.
While I was hoping to keep my family together, I didn't live in a cave, so I had an attorney who had all the information ready to go to battle for me. First thing Monday morning, I dropped the dime. Hester was served at her work before the day was over. No surprise, she wasn't a happy camper.
My phone started blowing up about five minutes after she was served, I assumed. I didn't answer any of her calls. I knew the whirlwind was coming when I got home.
"You stupid motherfucker!" Hester screamed at me when I walked in the house from the garage. "You little male ego gets bruised, and you embarrass me in front of my co-workers."
"Like you embarrassed me in front of our friends and neighbors the other day?" I responded. "You begged me to file. I did."
She sneered at me but didn't verbalize. I put my stuff down and went to find my kids for a quick discussion, explaining that I still loved them and always would, although I wouldn't be living in the same house after tomorrow. Elise understood, since several of her friends at school had divorced parents, but Nate was cloudy on the concept. I had my work cut out for me with him, although I was pretty sure my daughter would help on that front.
We lived in a no-fault state, so the divorce should have been easy. She was going to get primary custody of the kids, she would get the house, child support and some alimony. But no-o-o-o-o. For some fucking reason known only to her, she fought it... hard. Her lawyer tried almost everything to delay things, get me to meet for conferences and she even wanted marital counseling.
"The fuck, Hess? You don't love me near as much as you pretend you do, or you couldn't have done what you did. Then you brag to your friends he was the best you've ever had. Why would I want to stay married to you for all the aggravation I get. I love my kids to death, but if I stay with you all they're going to remember about me is that I was a bitter man," I said at one meeting.
"But I do love you, Reg. You're so hung up on one date. Yes, he was an amazing lover, but it was a one-time thing. Let it go."
"I can't, Hess," I responded. "You cheated. You broke your vows, and you don't see it as a big thing. I do, and I always will. You promised me..."
I wasn't going to do it. Really, I wasn't, but a person can only be pushed so far.
The best thing about a two-party political system is that there are two parties, however you want to label them. Sen. Dickhead belonged to one party, which meant the other party would be only too happy to receive information which didn't reflect well on him.
I had set up this contingency over a year ago after Hess's date. I had a well-connected attorney in our city contact the chairman of the political party not associated with the senator. Mr. Party Chairman was very excited about the possibility of having something to derail the senator's next election, which would certainly end any chance he would ever have of getting to the White House. He wanted the information immediately, and even offered a healthy monetary reward, but he finally had to settle for the promise that he would get the evidence if, and only if, the person in possession of it wanted it made public.
My attorney called me every month to inform me that Mr. Party Chairman had called and begged some more.
This month, we were going to make the chairman's day. The meeting, which was the first to include me, was set for my attorney's office. After introductions were made all around, I reached into the briefcase by my side, pulled out a sealed plastic storage bag and tossed it on the conference table. The chairman's eyes just about fell out of his head when he saw what was in the bag.
"Oh my God," he whispered. "Is that what I think it is?"
"If you think it's the end of Sen. Dickhead's career, yes," I responded.
The chairman stared at the bag as if it was filled with gold bars. He never reached out to touch it; just kept staring with this look of... astonishment.
"How..." he whispered.
"Cocky bitch came home and went upstairs to shower," I related. "She does the laundry, so I guess she felt pretty sure I would never go through the laundry basket. I waited until I heard the shower running, slipped into the bathroom and found the panties at the bottom of the basket. Anybody who watches TV nowadays is aware of DNA. I'm sure when you have these tested you will find two sets.
"By the way, here's her toothbrush for DNA comparison. I'm assuming you'll be able to get the senator's sample to match... if you don't already have it," I said, giving the chairman a hard look.
He blushed and looked away. Thought so.
I knew he had already been apprised of the whole situation, so there was no need to rehash anything. Still, I could see the unasked question of why on his face.
"Because she's just not smart enough not to fuck with me. She cheated, but she thinks she's just so fucking wonderful that I'll eventually give in and absolve her of that crime. Now she's even started to rub it in my face. Fuck her, and the senator she rode in on!" I cried.
"Career over, Tomas Norberto. Fuck you, you piece of shit."
*****
"Goddamn, you stupid slut! How the fuck could your wimp husband have gotten evidence of our weekend? I knew he knew... but evidence? How?" Norberto screamed at Hester through the phone a week after my meeting with Mr. Chairman.
"I-I-I don't know. I have no idea what you are talking about," she rasped.
I was surprised when the call showed up on the phone I was using to clone hers. I basically told her I had her phone bugged several months back, and the two hadn't been using that method of communication, if they had been communicating at all.
"What the hell have you done, Reg?" she asked when I answered her call 90 minutes later.
I knew exactly what she was referring to, but I was in a playful mood. At least I thought I was playful.
"Huh?" I responded. "I just ordered a pepperoni pizza and garlic bread. Why the fuck would you care what I eat. Wait. How could you even know what I'm eating?"
She growled at me. From experience, I knew she really hated my stupid act. She was apparently good believing I was a wimpy puss, but she knew I wasn't stupid. Well, I guess one out of two wasn't bad.
"I don't know how you did it, but it seems you've gotten some kind of revenge on Sen. Norberto. He threatened to slap me around for something you've done, but he wouldn't tell me what it was. Thanks for that, too. My parents are pissed at me, your parents are pissed at me, Elise has been surly to me and you just can't seem to get it out of your head that what Tomas and I did was separate from you and me."
"Yeah. About that..." I said.
Two months after my meeting with Mr. Chairman, Sen. Norberto, practically a shoo-in to retain his spot, abruptly dropped out of the Senate race, eight months before the election, claiming severe mental fatigue.
With everything going on in my life, looking for female companionship was way down my list of things about which to worry. I actually hadn't even looked at a woman in a sexual way in months when my daughter of all people asked me about it.
"When are you going to start dating other woman, Daddy?" Elise happily chirped the second weekend my kids spent with me. "Linda's mom really wants to go out with you."
I know my jaw was hanging open. I guess I was so caught up in the divorce I wasn't really thinking too much about my future, beyond taking care of my kids every other weekend and two fucking weeks in the summer.
"Linda's mom told you this? You would be okay with this, sweetie?" I asked, feeling somewhat shocked.
"Well, she didn't tell me, Daddy, but she told Annie's mom, and I overheard it," Elise said. "I would be okay with that, Daddy. I don't want you to be alone. But please, Dad, don't go out with Marcy's mom. None of us kids like her. Kids know things, Dad."
Linda's mom had been divorced from her lowlife, scumbag of a husband for about five years. She was an adorable blonde sprite of a woman with lots of curves, and the bubbly personality like the former cheerleader she was. I had no clue that she was interested in me. You know, when you're married, you don't go around assessing the prospects with other women... at least I didn't. Was I stupid?
I didn't realize Elise was carefully watching me.
"It's okay, Dad. I'm almost nine. I know all about things like divorce. We'll be okay, Nate and me. You take care of you.
Just like that, apparently, I was in the dating game.
Linda's mom, Julie, was my first, and we had an enjoyable date. I felt I owed it to her to tell her I was just getting back into the dating scene, and I certainly wasn't ready for anything with meaning. She smiled at me like I was a five-year-old and told me she understood, and that I didn't need to explain myself to everyone I would date. She gave me a lot of really good information, like it was Divorced Parent 101.
She also told me not to be surprised if most of the divorced mothers of my kids' friends came out of the woodwork looking for me. I had earned a reputation as a good guy, a good father, had a good job and... was not bad looking. She blushed as she said that last part.
I dated Julie and several of the other divorced moms from time to time. I rarely had time to think about Hester and our former marriage. When I did, I had to admit I was lonely, but not lonely enough to ever consider giving her a second chance. I wasn't going to spend any time wondering if, or when, she would cheat on me again.
For her part, Hess wasn't shy about reminding me her fling was just a "silly mistake" and that she would never again do anything like that.
"A silly mistake?" I sneered. "Poor judgment, a lack of respect, ultimately just selfish thinking. You chose sex with the senator over the love of your family."
Her mouth opened and closed... twice. I know she wanted to respond, but there was nothing she could say that would make her case. I still expected her to keep trying, especially since the senator seemed not to be an option anymore.
"He told her to never contact him again," my ex-mother-in-law told me one Saturday when the kids and I were over for dinner. "He seems to think you had something to do with him dropping out of the senatorial race, and seems to think she didn't do enough to stop you."
I raised my eyebrows and kept chewing my food. I didn't comment.
Several of the guys from work wanted to try this fairly new high-end bar with a dance floor one Thursday evening a couple of months later. I used to stay away from those kind of outings like the plague when I was married, but as a single guy, I started going out on a regular basis. There were four of us, we got a table and ordered our drinks, all of us scanning the surrounding tables and dance floor to check the heat of the place.
I spotted the two women as soon as they walked in. The first looked to be mid-40s, but was dressed maybe mid-30s and was trying to act younger than that. Her silky blue blouse was unbuttoned halfway down her body, revealing a nice pair of milky-white boobs, and her mid-thigh length skirt showed she also had a nice pair of long, athletic legs. She had short dark brown hair and green eyes.
Her wingwoman appeared to be totally out of place in this bar. She looked to be a little older than her friend, maybe early 50s, but she was dressed like she had money: her sweater and skirt obviously came from a high-end place and she looked classy and beautiful. She had shoulder-length silver-blonde hair and dark eyes.
The women sat down at a table a ways from us, and were instantly besieged with guys asking them if they wanted company or to dance. I had to admit that I wouldn't mind dancing with either of them. The dark-haired one in particular looked like she was up for some fun, maybe more.
The dark-haired one had no problem getting out on the dance floor with every man who asked, and wasn't shy about shaking her assets. The light-haired woman only danced a few times, and seemed much more reserved when she did.
An hour later, I decided to ask the light-haired woman to dance, but just as I got to the table, the dark-haired one reached out, grabbed my hand and pulled me out to the dance floor. She was rubbing herself up against me, and between watching her boobs bounce and her rubbing on me, I totally forgot about her friend. We danced two fast songs together before the music shifted to a slow song and she wrapped her body against me. I was hard as a brick in my pants, and when she reached up and planted her lips against mine, I was lost. We walked out of the club together and drove to my apartment.
In between our first and second fucks of the night, she filled me in on her life. She and her friend were there to celebrate her divorce becoming official earlier in the day.
Rosie was a helluva fuck, and we dated for about a month before she told me she didn't want to get tied down so quickly after her divorce. I totally got it, and we went our separate ways. I never did get around to asking her about the friend she was with that first night. I have a feeling I missed something with that woman.
A few weeks later I was sitting at the bar in another fairly high-end place, except this time I was alone. I had just stopped off for a couple of drinks at the end of a long week, just by myself, to chill. It wasn't my weekend for the kids, so I was going to be alone.
She walked in alone, and I mean, heads turned. She had a lux body like Megan Thee Stallion, and had a high pile of loose brown curls on top of her head and falling down past her shoulders. She literally sauntered over on four-inch stilettos, which caused her braless breasts to sway wonderfully as she moved to the chair next to mine. Holy fuck. I was pretty sure I died and went to heaven.
My brain was working overtime trying to come up with a killer opening line when she looked me square in the face and asked me what I was drinking.
"Angel Envy rye," I responded, smiling, my brain rapidly turning to mush when I heard her smoky alto tone.
"Ooh, nice. A man with taste," she cooed.
She ordered what I was drinking, neat like I was drinking, and proceeded to spend most of the evening telling me all about the boutique marketing company she started several years ago. Wow. She was gorgeous and smart, and owned a successful business.
We left together a couple of hours later and went to her apartment, which really was gorgeous. She pointed out to me she preferred to have sex in her own bed, as most women did, and then proceeded to tell me all about that psychology.
When she got stripped down, I could see that she was no stranger to the gym. I seriously had my doubts that she was 45 as she claimed because her body was that tight. Yet, she was also limber like a Gumby, and by the time we finished two sessions, I had to admit I had several sore muscles. We fucked hard doggy the first time, then made passionate love both cowgirl and missionary the second time. She was an amazing kisser as well, and I felt a connection with her that had been missing since Hester's date.
I got more honesty out of Mariel Washington in one night than I got from Hester after nine years of marriage. Mariel told me that she was basically married to her business and never wanted children, but had several men with which she had friends with benefits relationships. I really think I could have fallen in love with this woman, but since that option wasn't on the table, I accepted her offer of being a friend with benefits.
We got together about once a month for the next year, until she surprised even herself by falling in love with a much younger man. Lucky bastard.
It wasn't unusual for me to get an occasional phone call from my ex-mother-in-law. My in-laws and I had stayed close after the divorce. They understood why I had to divorce their daughter, and there was the matter of the grandchildren. Hell, I still called them Mom and Dad.
"Can I beg a favor, Reg?" she asked tentatively.
"Always, as long as it doesn't involve your daughter," I answered.
The favor involved being the escort for my mother-in-law's personal administrator for their company's upcoming Christmas party. Really?
"She's a good kid, Reg. She got divorced a couple of years ago from an abusive philanderer, and I don't think she's gone out on a date since then. She's wounded, Reg, and she needs a good man to show her that not all men are scummers. I know you are that good man," my mother-in-law said.
How weird is it when your former mother-in-law tries to fix you up on a date?
"Just tell me one thing, Mom," I asked. "Tell me she doesn't have a great personality."
Mom got the joke and chuckled.
"I think you're going to be pleasantly surprised, Reggie. You might even let us have the kids for an overnight or two," she said.
Mom was right. I was pleasantly surprised. Cherilynn Sarito was 5-foot-nothing of adorable, wrapped in a physical package that featured nice-sized boobs and a bubble butt. She was outgoing without being bubbly and had a cute way of wrinkling her nose and scrunching her green eyes when she was happy.
Just as important, she really did have a good personality.
I made sure to stay by Cherilynn's side the entire night and be completely attentive to her, just like I would have done with my former wife. Cheri seemed thrilled with the attention. She was an excellent conversationalist, although she had a tendency to defer to others. I suppose that was to be expected with her background.



We sat at a table with my in-laws. Mom was every bit as gracious as she ever was, but Dad started off the evening a little standoffish. I understood it, but he gradually warmed up as the evening went on.
I think I surprised Cheri with my ability to dance. Hester always liked dancing, and I learned so I could make her happy. Cheri had some ability, as well, on the fast dances, and on the slow ones she molded herself to me like we had been a couple for years. I definitely liked the feeling of her body hard up against mine.
I got a soft kiss on the lips and her phone number when I walked Cheri to the door at the end of the evening. I would definitely owe my in-laws extra time with the grandkids.
I waited three days before I called Cheri and asked for a date. She accepted for the next Friday night at one of the best Italian restaurants in the city, followed by an evening art show at a local gallery.
Cheri dressed sexier for the date than she did for the Christmas party, and I was measurably more impressed. We had another great time. We went out three more times before I figured it was time for me to meet her eight-year-old daughter, and her to meet my pair. We spent several hours playing miniature golf, then had a picnic at a local park. I thought it went well. The two girls, in particular, bonded extremely well, although my son wasn't nearly as thrilled, as I expected. After all, he was at that age where all girls had "cooties."
Cheri and I saw each other several times each week. When I had my two, we did family things that included all five of us. Things were good until just a few weeks into the new school year when I got a rare call from Hester.
"I don't know what your scag girlfriend has been teaching my kids, but your son was in the principal's office today for fighting and his face looks like he lost. He's got three days detention, and all he's telling me is that it started with this 'Monique' girl he keeps calling his sister," she yelled at me through the phone.
"First off, you of all people don't get to call my girlfriend a scag, you slut. As for Nate, I'll be over after dinner to take him out for some ice cream. How about not panicking until we find out what happened."
I heard her huff before she disconnected.
I picked up Nate after dinner and we hit a small mom and pop ice cream shop. I gave him a good going-over visually when he got in my car. He had a cut lip and a scrape along the left side of his face.
"You should see the other guy, Dad," he joked.
"How about the truth, Nathan Abraham?" I said.
He winced when I used both his first and middle names completely.
"Some boy was picking on Mo, Dad. I told him to stop picking on my sister. He swung first, then I clocked him real good. They told me I broke his nose. It made a big crack sound and blood went everywhere when I hit it."
I could tell he was trying not to grin. The boy picking on Mo was two years older than Nate.
"When I talk to Mo, is she going to tell me the same story?" I asked.
"Absolutely, Dad. I wouldn't have hit the guy, but he swung first. I was just defending Mo. You always tell me that I have to watch over Elise, so I figured the same applied to Mo. She's awfully little, Dad," Nate said.
"She is, Nate, and you did the right thing," I said, trying, but not succeeding to keep the pride out of my voice.
Monique did take after her mother with her petite size. She was at least half a head shorter than almost everybody else in her grade. Also, I had always told Nate that it was his job to look after his sister. I guess he considered Monique family now. That was interesting. Sometimes the innocence of youth is smarter than the wisdom of age.
"I'm proud of you for standing up for Mo, but you can't tell anyone at the school that I said so," I said. "I will talk to the principal and see what I can do.
"You might want to explain about Mo to your mother. Apparently, you and Elise haven't been keeping her too up to date about my life... for which I'm grateful, by the way. But it might be better if it comes from you and Elise," I said.
My seven-year-old understood completely. Kids grow up so fast these days.
"By the way, Dad, when are you and Cheri going to get married. You know she's great, don't you?"
Like I said, they grow up fast. He was right, too. I needed to put a ring on that woman's finger.
I did call the principal the next day. The school had a zero-tolerance policy on fighting, even if a student was defending himself or herself. However, it also a zero-tolerance policy against bullying, so the offender wound up getting a total of six days detention after witnesses were interviewed.
I didn't agree with the policy, but I told Nate to take his detention like a man. I also told him that he was right, and I would ask Cheri to marry me as soon as I could, which meant as soon as I could buy the ring.
I guess the shit hit the fan when Hester found out that Cheri was Mom's PA, and that Mom had set up the first date.
"What the fuck, Mom? You're supposed to be on my side!" Hess had screamed at her after she found out, Mom told me later.
"There is no 'your' side," Mom answered. "He's never coming back to you. You screwed that up royally. So why waste a good man? Cherilynn's a good woman and a great friend. She deserves a good man like Reggie."
The scream that came from Hess was horrific, Mom said, as she related the story.
While both of my kids liked Cheri, my daughter in particular seemed to really like the way she cared for me. It was Cheri's nature to try to please me in almost everything she did, making me feel like I truly was the king of my castle. Naturally, that spurred me on to treat her like my queen. Elise really seemed to get a charge out of Cheri and I almost trying to outdo each other in our love for the other.
"I'm not sure if you guys are adorable or sickening," Elise told me one day. "But I really like being around to try to figure it out."
Our three kids, my parents and my former in-laws were the only guests at our small wedding a couple of months later. The clerk of the court who performed the ceremony was more than a little surprised that my former mother-in-law stood up for Cheri as her maid of honor.
"It's really a long story," I chuckled when she inquired.
******
"Nobody expects the Spanish inquisition" is a line from the old British comedy troupe, Monty Python's Flying Circus. Well, to be truthful, nobody expects an inquisition from a federal marshal, either. I was completely taken by surprise when two such officers walked into my office on a Monday morning.
Apparently the feds weren't too happy that a certain former senator got his ass kicked and his nuts crushed in the bathroom of some fancy-ass restaurant in Houston, TX. My name, and that of several other cuckolded husbands, were on the list of possible suspects. I explained to both that my alibi included being home with my wife and three kids several hundred miles away from the crime scene.
"But I can't say I'm sorry to hear about the senator's problems. Nobody, and I mean that sincerely, deserves it more," I said to the very unhappy marshals.
"You do realize that the stupid prick fucked my then-wife almost four years ago. If I was going to do something, don't you think I would have done it well before now?" I asked in my most sarcastic tone.
Getting the third degree from the feds was just the beginning, though. A week later, some reporter from the Associated Press was in my office, wanting me to rehash the whole date thing. Seems he had somehow gotten his hands on a "confidential" list of 26 women the senator apparently dallied with during his eight years in office.
By this point, several people knew about Hester's date with the senator, although I certainly never advertised it. Hester probably told more people than I through the years, as she was certainly proud of her accomplishment. I had to wonder how proud she was, however, when the story about the senator's attack broke, and she was named as one of his paramours.
"Why did you tell that guy?" she practically screamed at me when I answered the phone.
"I didn't. He told me you were on the senator's list. All I did was confirm the truth of your name on the list. I wasn't going to lie to save your ass from embarrassment, slut."
"I am not a slut!" she screamed at me before I disconnected the call.
I have to admit I chuckled.
I also have to admit I considered taking a long vacation out of town at the time the article hit the papers. She fucked up--literally--but I was going to pay an embarrassing price as well.
Cheri talked me down off that ledge, so to speak.
"Don't try to fight with anybody. Go with the truth. She cheated. You divorced her. Walk away," Cheri said.
Unfortunately, my kids were going to be the victim of verbal bullying for the rest of their school careers. We would be discussing the fact that their mother was a selfish cheater for years to come.
I also felt pretty bad for my former in-laws, who had by this point had become very close friends of ours. We brought the two of them over to stay with us at the house we had bought for a couple of weeks after the article hit the papers. They mostly stayed in the house and didn't answer their phones.
"I love her, you know how it is when you've got kids, but I'm so embarrassed that my little girl thought it would be acceptable to play slut for a day," Dad said. "Nobody wants his little girl to be that woman."
The notoriety eventually died down and life, as it was, returned to normal. Gradually, my kids began to spend more time with Cheri, Mo and me at our house. It was nothing formal, but things just seemed to morph into our house becoming the place where the neighborhood kids gathered. Hess bitched at me at first, but I think Mom kind of greased the skids on that a bit. I also made sure that Elise and Nate kept the lines of communication with Hess wide open, so she couldn't bitch that I was stealing her kids. Again, having Mom and Dad over a lot eased the way, I think.
The kids and I hardly talked about Hester when they were with me. She would always be their mother, but she was an ex in my life, and they also didn't want to upset Cheri, whom they quickly took to calling Mom as Mo naturally did. I know Hess's folks cringed a bit when they first started calling Cheri Mom, but since they were close to Cheri before we married, the cringing soon stopped.
With everything going on in my life and the lives of my family members, I didn't pay any attention to what was happening in Hess's life. I knew she dated intermittently from what the kids said, but I was surprised when Elise announced one afternoon that her mother was engaged. I was hit with a wave of sadness... for what could have been. Then I felt a comforting pair of arms encircle my chest... and my sadness quickly changed to elation... for what I now had.
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Nathan Solstein was an unremarkable guy to most people outside of his family.
He was in pretty good condition for a man of 66 due to his habit of hitting the gym three times each week. His curly gray hair was thinning on top, his face had some wrinkles, but not an overabundance. He was a pleasant man with a quick wit, and was well-liked by most of his co-workers at Numbers on the Run, a small business-accounting software company.
He was remarkable to two of his co-workers, however, for one simple reason. He had just announced his upcoming retirement from his position as a director level officer, and posting for his job would soon be announced. There were two people who were hoping to apply for that job, which included a mid-six-figure salary, stock options and quarterly bonuses.
Aaron Royce, 37, had worked at Numbers for 13 years, and was currently sales director. He had started as an accountant but had switched over to the sales side very successfully six years ago so he could expand his knowledge within the firm. He figured that having knowledge on several levels within the company would help him on what he hoped was his journey to the top.
Jack Long, 39, had worked at Numbers for 14 years, spending most of his career there in packaging and distribution. He was an extremely handsome man and knew it, and he had a forceful personality that didn't suffer competitors well. He was 6-4, 200 pounds of solid man, two inches and 20 pounds bigger than Aaron.
Nathan was in Aaron's corner as his replacement, but he was only one of five votes among the directors. Everyone expected both men to apply, along with maybe one or two others.
Aaron wasn't surprised when he got an interoffice call from Jack on the Thursday of that week. The month-long posting was expected to start the following Monday, so Aaron was pretty sure the lunch Jack set up for Friday had something to do with the job opening.
Aaron was uncomfortable with the location of the restaurant for his Friday lunch with Jack. Both men were making good money, and something about this less than stellar location felt off. He felt better when he saw his co-worker seated at a table in the back half of a Mexican restaurant that had décor straight from the 1950s.
Although the two men had worked at the same company for more than a decade, they were not friends and rarely interacted. Aaron figured he would wait to hear what Jack was going to say before making any small talk.
"Word is you are going to apply for Nathan's job. I'm telling you not to do that," Jack said right after the heavily-tattooed waitress took their order.
Aaron looked blankly at Jack, wondering where this conversation was going.
"Why would I want to do that?" he said.
"Because if you do apply, then the whole world gets to see these on the Internet," Jack rasped, handing Aaron a manila folder.
Aaron slowly looked through a folder containing about a dozen photos of his naked wife of 13 years sucking a hard dick and then getting fucked by what appeared to be the same hard dick from behind. Although he tried to play it cool, Aaron gasped when he opened the folder, and then tears filled his eyes as he looked through the photos. His hands started to shake, but he had enough presence of mind to close the folder when the waitress brought their food.
Aaron's head suddenly felt like it was going to explode. He could hear his heart beating in his ears and his stomach felt like he had been donkey-kicked several times. Josie... his Josie... had been cheating on him, and from the looks of the photos, the deed had been done several times, including at least once in his own bed.
"How? When? Why? How long? WHAT THE FUCK?" Aaron's brained screamed.
Jack smirked and took another bite of his burrito. He sipped his margarita, looking quite pleased with himself.
"She's one hell of a piece of ass, but I'm sure you already know that," Jack snarked.
Aaron sat looking shell-shocked. It took every ounce of his willpower not to launch at Jack as the bastard sat there sipping his drink.
Aaron slugged down his margarita in one go. He stood up, picked up the folder and marched out of the restaurant, smoke practically coming out of his ears. Jack chuckled.
Aaron's secretary knew something was wrong the minute she saw Aaron's face as he walked into his office.
"Unless this place is on fire or Jack Long calls, I don't want to be disturbed, Maggie. Understood?" Aaron huffed.
"Yes, sir," the secretary said quietly.
As he sat at his desk thinking about what had transpired early in the day, Aaron was shocked that Josie could so easily maintain her charade as his loving wife. He never noticed anything "off" about her behavior, never noticed a marked increase or decrease in the quantity and quality of their sex, never noticed anything that would have indicated she was sharing her body with another man. She was either the world's greatest actress or the coldest woman he had ever known.
Josie was gliding around the kitchen preparing dinner like she didn't have a care in the world when Aaron walked in the door at about 5:30 PM. He watched her in silence for about 30 seconds, wondering how she could be so cool with everything that was happening in her life.
God, she was still a beautiful woman, Aaron thought. A mop of curly brunette hair hung a little past her shoulders, her body more athletic than curvy but with sizeable breasts and a tight ass. Her green eyes still held the wonderment of a child, and her porcelain skin was unlined and as clear as a teenager's. She had always had a flirty personality, and through the years she had more than her fair share of men approach her. Until earlier in the day, Aaron was sure she had always turned them down.
Josie caught Aaron standing in the doorway, staring through her. Something bad must have happened during the workday, she thought.
"Aaron, are you okay, baby? You look like your best friend died or something," Josie said.
"Or something," Aaron mumbled as he put his keys down on the counter and half-walked, half-staggered upstairs to their bedroom to change his clothes.
Aaron decided he needed some more information before he confronted his wayward wife. He hoped he could be half the actor she had been recently so he wouldn't give himself away before he was ready.
Life continued. Aaron had rented a cabin at a lake about an hour away from the couple's home for a long weekend for the next Friday, Saturday and Sunday. He would confront his wife then, he decided.
The couple was unloading their SUV Friday afternoon when three large Harleys and a small car pulled up at the cabin 50 yards to the west of theirs. After dismounting, the lead biker stood and looked over at the Royces... well, Josie, actually, for a good 30 seconds before moving on. Under normal circumstances, that blatant a look at his wife probably wouldn't have sat well with Aaron, but considering for much of that time he was hungrily staring at the woman getting out of the car, he couldn't be too upset.
"Wow, that guy's not exactly subtle," Josie said with a smile on her face. Aaron was broken out of his reverie by his wife's voice.
"No, he's not, but I can't argue with his good taste in women," Aaron responded, taking a sideways look at his wife to see if she caught him staring at the young woman.
The man doing the looking appeared to be about 30 years old. He stood about 6-2, 220 pounds with a broad chest and big arms that showed from his wife-beater. He had an easy smile on his handsome face, Aaron noted. The woman getting out of the car looked to be no more than 22, Aaron guessed, but she filled out both her tight jean shorts and bikini top well.
The other two guys on the motorcycles both appeared to be mid-20s, and seemed to be deferential to the older, bigger man.
"Wonder what that's about? Thinks she's with the big man, or is available to all three?" Josie asked.
Aaron thought he detected a note of... arousal in his wife's tone. He thought that was interesting, considering what he had very recently learned about his wife.
The sun had not quite set when the couple heard a knock at the screen door on the back of the cabin. Aaron reflexively smiled brightly when he answered the door to find the young woman standing there.
"Me, Hank and the guys were wondering if you two would like to come over and enjoy some libations around the fire pit with us tonight. We've got beer and booze, and you can bring over anything else you might want," said the young woman, who identified herself as Zydeco.
Josie had joined Aaron at the door and thanked the woman for the invite.
"Sounds good," Josie said. "We've got some cracklings, chips and Slim Jims that would be great to bring. We'll be over in five."
Josie grabbed some clothes from the suitcase and went into the bathroom to change. When she came out, she had changed into a tight pair of short-shorts and a halter top, without a bra. It was one of Aaron's favorite outfits of hers.
"Can't let that little nymphet make me look bad," Josie giggled.
Aaron had never minded his wife showing off her body to advantage as well as flirting a little. Again, that was before, and this was now...
The four young people were sitting around the fire pit in a sort of a circle when Aaron and Josie walked up carrying bags of snacks and a bottle of red wine.
"Oh, wow," one of the younger men said in a stage whisper while blatantly eying Josie.
All eyes turned to the speaker, who blushed profusely.
"I mean, look at those great snacks. They even brought Slim Jims!" he exclaimed, trying to cover his lack of subtlety.
"Yeah... right," Aaron said while everyone had a good laugh at the young man's expense.
Introductions were made all around. The big guy, who said his name was Hank, patted the spot next to him and told Josie to sit there.
"Safest place in this pack is right next to the big dog," he said with a chuckle. "We're part of a... social club... called The Breakers. I guess I'm what you call the president."
Josie sat down next to Hank. Aaron found the most open spot was opposite the two, right next to Zydeco. He hoped he was being subtle as he looked down the young woman's bikini top as he sat down.
A case of beer, a bottle of wine and a bottle of Jack Daniel's was gone by about midnight. In that time, Hank made sure Aaron saw his intentions toward his wife. Several times he wrapped a big arm around the woman and pulled her in for a hug, and several times he rubbed her mostly bare back and shoulders with the palm of his hand. Josie seemed to be enjoying his touches, but she stiffened when Hank leaned over and gave her a soft kiss on her lips, right in front of Aaron. Hank looked directly at Aaron after he broke the kiss, and to Josie's surprise, her husband just chuckled and took another shot of Jack.
Aaron was buzzed pretty good, but he was completely sanguine about what was happening in front of his eyes. In fact, the more he saw, the more he became convinced that karma was indeed on his side.
At about 1 AM, Hank said he was going to bed. As he stood to leave, he extended his hand down to Josie as if to help her up, too. She looked up at him confused, then turned to look at her husband, who was sitting there grinning broadly and nodding his head.
"Really?" she whispered at him while everyone sat quietly watching the scene play out. "You and her then?"
"If she wants," he whispered back.
The young woman looked at Aaron, then at his wife, nodding her head.
"Umm... okay," she whispered in response as she rose to her feet and walked hand in hand with Hank into the cabin.
"Well, I guess that means you and I are hanging out here for a while longer," the young man named Norm said to the other, named Steve. "Let's give them a little privacy for the first round."
Aaron smiled widely at the pair. He stood and helped Zydeco to her feet.
Hank had his hand on Josie's ass as they reached the door of the cabin. She could feel the wetness between her legs. She was having a hard time thinking straight due to the combination of the wine, Hank's boldness throughout the night, her husband's surprising behavior and her own arousal.
Hank wasted no time once he and Josie were inside the cabin, pulling the halter string at the back of Josie's neck and watching the material drop. She turned bare-chested, reached her arms around Hank's neck and pulled him to her for a deep, passionate kiss.
Zydeco also wasn't in the mood to wait when she got into Aaron's cabin. She let out a low moan and jumped into his arms. He anticipated the move and caught her by the ass as she wrapped her legs around him, the two falling into a passionate kiss of their own. They explored each other's mouths as he slowly walked her over to the bed before laying her down.
Josie was on fire as Hank ran his hands over her breasts and tugged at her erect nipples. He unbuttoned and unzipped her shorts, but she had to wiggle her hips to help him push the shorts down and off. He reached down and cupped her pussy, sliding first one, then two fingers into her warm, wet pussy.
"Ahh, unnh," she started to moan before Hank stopped her by clamping his mouth over hers.
Josie briefly thought of both her husband and her first lover: actually, she thought of how different Hank seemed from the other two. Not only was he noticeably stronger than the other two, he also seemed more forceful. He knew what he wanted and took it, as evidenced by the couple's exit from the fire pit area. That forcefulness made her pussy gush as Hank ran his rock-hard cock up and down her slit.
Aaron knew he wouldn't last long having sex with his first woman not named Josie in almost 15 years. Although he hadn't planned it, this evening was more than fortuitous. He looked at the woman on the bed and smiled broadly. She was a vision with her long red hair, boobs even bigger than his wife's, taut young body and shaved pussy. He jumped onto the bed and buried his face in her smooth opening.
Josie was much louder than almost any other woman Hank had ever been with in bed. She moaned and groaned every time he pumped her hard, and she screamed her way through three orgasms. He very much enjoyed her enthusiasm and the way she wrapped her legs around his ass as he fucked her hard. Her shrieking on her third release pulled him along, and he came a bucket inside her unprotected pussy. It wasn't until he was through ejaculating that she remembered why she was glad she was on the pill.
Aaron ate the young woman to four orgasms before she made him climb up her body and stick his hard dick into her hot, sloppy pussy. She let out a large moan of pleasure as he sunk his phallus to the hilt in one smooth push. She wasn't sure how he managed to do it, but he was forceful yet tender as he pushed in and out of her sex. She came twice more before Aaron finally had his release. Her eyes popped open wide as he came; she lifted her head off the bed and locked her lips with his.
Josie drifted off with Hank spooned around her. Hearing that it was quiet in the cabin, Norm and Steve snuck in, got into their sleeping bags on the floor and went to sleep.
It was light in the room when Aaron woke to the pleasure of his hard dick being slurped on by the adorable redhead between his legs. He looked down, she looked up; they locked eyes as he smiled brightly. Her innocence, such as it was, was a great relief to his soul after the betrayal of his wife.
Josie woke up slightly hungover and more than a little disoriented. She quickly realized that the man sleeping next to her was Hank, and that she had spent the night in his cabin after having sex with him the night before. She started to get out of the bed to relieve herself when she realized that Norm and Steve were sacked out on the floor in sleeping bags.
"It's okay, babe. They've seen a naked woman before," Hank chuckled softly.
"But they haven't seen me naked before," she whispered to him.
"First time for everything," he said before she punched him gently on the shoulder. "Everything."
Aaron and Zydeco walked over to the other cabin soon after they cleaned up. Aaron and Hank huddled together outside the cabin while Zydeco went inside and changed clothes. When she came back out, she walked over to both men, gave Hank a quick kiss on the lips and took Aaron's hand. The pair then walked over to a confused Josie. Aaron and his wife talked together for a minute before he gave her the same kind of kiss Zydeco gave Hank, then re-took the younger woman's hand and walked back to the other cabin.
"What just happened? Did my husband just trade me for Zydeco?" Josie asked.
"Sort of," Hank answered confidently. "Or you could say that I just traded Zydeco for you.
"I get you for the rest of the weekend. He gets my girlfriend. I think it's a win-win," Hank asserted.
Josie smiled, but her mind was reeling. Aaron had never indicated he had any desire to wife-swap, yet here they were. She enjoyed Hank, but was concerned with this sudden change in her husband. He had asked her if she enjoyed her night with Hank. When she affirmed, he just smiled at her and told her to enjoy the rest of the weekend as well, kissed her and walked off with Zydeco.
She and Hank then walked over to the other cabin to get her clothes, although as she was to find out, she didn't need many over the next two days.
Aaron and Zydeco were gone when Josie and Hank got to the cabin that was supposed to be for Josie and her husband. Although neither Josie nor Hank knew it, the other two had gone to walk around the nearest town. Josie and Hank, however, went back to Hank's cabin and spent the next hour having great sex. After that the pair cleaned up and joined Norm and Steve for a 100-mile ride. Both Norm and Steve enjoyed the sight of Josie on the back of Hank's bike wearing crotch-grabbing shorts and a cut-off crop top, braless.
Josie was more than a little self-conscious when the quartet stopped at a convenience store for gas and a pop, until the three men explained to her that Zydeco and the other girlfriends didn't even think twice about going anywhere in brief attire. No man would dare say anything less than complimentary to a woman in the presence of more than one Breaker, at least if he enjoyed eating solid food on a regular basis, Norm said.
Although she still didn't seem convinced, Hank grabbed her hand and started to pull her into the store before Josie decided that she didn't want to be embarrassed and walked in by herself, her camel-toe obvious and her bouncing boobs within inches of being seen from the bottom of her cut-off shirt. She blushed furiously when she walked past a family of four that included a pair of teenaged boys who stared at her like she was made of gold. Hank grinned at the woman and smacked her heartily on her butt when the family passed.
It didn't help when the young girl at the register seemed to have her eyes glued on Josie's pussy through her shorts while she rang up the quartet's Cokes.
"Just rub yourself once or twice. She wants to watch," Hank whispered in Josie's ear while Josie again turned beet red.
Zydeco wasn't exactly dressed like a nun for her afternoon going through the local shops, wearing a tight tank top, braless, and a short jean miniskirt. Aaron enjoyed watching her boobs bouncing unfettered, especially when her nipples got erect and pointed the way for the redhead. She didn't seem the least bit self-conscious with her look.
"Do you have any idea how hot you are?" Aaron asked.
"Uh-huh," she answered as she batted her green eyes.
Aaron and Zydeco finished their outing by eating dinner at a nice local restaurant.
Josie, Hank, Norm and Steve grilled steaks and potatoes at the cabin before the night of drinking began. When Aaron and Zydeco saw the fire pit lit up, they grabbed a couple of bottles of booze and headed next door after she changed out of the miniskirt and put on a pair of tight gym shorts.



Aaron's eyeballs about fell out of his head when he saw what his wife was wearing. She had never dressed that way for him before, and he quickly wondered if she had ever dressed that way for her lover. She saw him gawk, and blushed yet again.
"You wore that out today?" Aaron croaked. "That's hot, babe."
"Yeah, it is," Steve agreed as the other three all nodded in agreement.
The six friends again drank late into the night. Aaron and Zydeco were the first to call it a night, leaving hand in hand.
Once Aaron and Zydeco left, Hank got bolder with his affections toward Josie. While Aaron was there, Hank gently ran his hands over her exposed stomach, gave her small kisses on the lips and even slid his hand all the way up the back of her shirt. Once Aaron and Zydeco left, though, he started gently rubbing the bottom of her breasts under her top, occasionally brushing a nipple, and the kisses started becoming more passionate. Josie made no move to stop his wandering hands.
"Give us a few minutes again, guys, okay?" Hank asked his two friends, winking after he spoke, as he pulled the woman to her feet.
"You do realize that your wife is about to get gangbanged, right," Zydeco asked Aaron soon after they got into their cabin. "Are you sure you're good with that?"
"Yeah," he said with resignation in his tone. "The number doesn't matter. I already know what she is."
"Do you want to tell me about it?" she asked sympathetically.
Aaron spent the next half-hour telling the young woman about his wife's cheating with his co-worker and the threat of his wife's sex photos being exposed on the Internet. He explained that in his mind, once she had sex outside the marriage with one man, what difference did it make if she had more... the divorce was happening, but at least he was getting to sample another woman... and what a woman. Zydeco smiled brightly at that compliment.
"So she knows about the divorce?" the woman asked.
He shook his head.
"Soon. And I'm sure it won't be pretty," he said. "But this weekend might have just changed things. Still working on the plan."
Josie and Hank were just finishing up when the woman noticed the other two men in the room.
"What's going on, Hank?" she asked nervously.
"Breakers always share, babe. It will be okay. The guys will be gentle," Hank responded.
"My husband..." she started.
"He knows. He's okay," Hank interrupted.
Hank watched for a couple of seconds as Josie processed his last statement. She raised her eyebrows as he got off the bed and a naked Norm took his place. Norm quickly leaned down and gave the woman a kiss.
"Well, if Aaron's good with this," she said.
"I promise," Hank said from the background. "Enjoy."
Josie came several times as she enjoyed both Norm and Steve. After she finished up with Steve, Hank jumped back onto the bed and took her yet again. Josie was completely drained when the three were finished.
"That was fantastic. I've never done something like that before, but now I need to sleep," she rasped to Hank.
He smiled down at Josie underneath him, kissed her and rolled off. She was asleep almost instantly. All three men watched as a stream of cum rolled out of her gaping pussy and down her ass crack to the bed.
"She's a fun one," Steve whispered to the others as Josie started to snore lightly.
The other two men nodded. Hank covered her as he lay back down and put his arm over the sleeping woman.
"So, how does it work with you and Hank?" Aaron asked when Zydeco opened her eyes Sunday morning.
"Well, good morning to you, too," the woman answered. "I had a great time last night. Your tongue is absolute magic."
"Thank you. I had a great time, too, but I'm serious. I want... no, need to know how it works with you two... or three... or four. I need to know things. It might change my plans," Aaron said.
The young woman's bright smile got an equal response out of her bed partner.
"Seriously?" she asked.
He nodded with an expectant look.
"Hank's really a good guy, and I owe him," Zydeco said. "You got time for a long story?"
"Breakfast it is, then," Aaron responded.
As the pair ate at the local IHOP, Zydeco explained that she had been with Hank for the last two years, since just after her 21st birthday. She had been thrown out of her house by her stepfather after she had rejected his sexual advances, and was staying with a friend at her apartment. The two young girls were at a bar enjoying their evening when a group of young men approached them and tried to pick them up. The guys were getting a little physical with the girls until Hank and a friend intervened. Despite being outnumbered five to two, Hank and his friend "persuaded" the group to leave the girls alone.
Zydeco first became Hank's girlfriend, then moved into the role of his "woman," a wife of sorts. She kept his house, cooked his meals and provided him, and at times others, sex. It was expected, but she was never pressured, she related. She figured she would stay his woman until Hank replaced her.
"Would you like to spend some more time with me?" Aaron asked. "I can arrange that if you're interested."
The game plan for Aaron and Josie was to drive home at noon. Aaron had the suitcase ready for Josie to put her clothes in and he and Zydeco were sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee when Josie, Hank, Norm and Steve walked into the cabin. Both Aaron and Zydeco noticed that Josie looked tired and was walking a little gingerly. Zydeco gave him a raised eyebrow look.
The ride home was a quiet one for the pair. Josie had a lot of questions in her mind, but was afraid to start the conversation. She had sex with all three of the other men, and while she figured he might know this, she couldn't be sure... and didn't want to just blurt this out. Additionally, conversation might veer slightly off course and into territory where she didn't want to go.
For perhaps the first time ever, Aaron felt like he could read his wife's mind. He glanced over at her several times on the ride, and noted she looked like she was either working on a complex math problem or was severely constipated. Finally, 10 minutes from their home, he figured it was time to talk.
"So that was kind of wild, huh?" he asked Josie. "We should do that again. I hoped you enjoyed that as much as I did."
From his peripheral vision, Aaron could see his wife wrinkle her nose. She really hadn't given too much thought to her husband enjoying the younger woman... especially in contrast to her. The younger woman had bigger boobs, a tighter stomach, a tighter ass. Was she better in bed than her, too? Were these the same kinds of questions Aaron had running through his head. Would these be the same kinds of questions he would be thinking if he knew about her other lover?
"Umm... yeah... that was kind of wild," she said haltingly. "I did kind of enjoy it. I'm just... so surprised you went along with that."
"Yeah, me too," he said quietly. "It just seemed right. Seemed like you were into him... and at least this way I got some, too. Kind of tit for tat, pardon the expression."
Aaron grinned stupidly as he talked. Josie's immediate thought was that he sounded like a horned-up goofball... or was that just an act, she suddenly thought. Neither idea, however, sounded like her husband. Still, she didn't tell Aaron about having sex with the other two men. He noted that.
Aaron wondered if Josie would meet her paramour during the next week after her sex-filled weekend. At this point, would it even matter to him, he postulated.
Josie did indeed have an assignation with Jack, doing so on Wednesday afternoon of that next week. Although she enjoyed the sex as always, she admitted to herself that it wasn't quite as good as her time with Hank. She found the latter's larger size and more physical nature to be more of a turn-on than the more buttoned-up nature of her paramour, even though Jack always went out of his way to be more physical than her husband. This thought actually occurred to her while Jack was pounding her into the mattress. At that point she actually felt guilty toward Jack for her weekend with Hank... and Norm and Steve.
Aaron was animated when he got home from work Thursday evening. He explained that Hank had called him to ask his permission to take Josie along to a biker rally in Michigan Friday through Sunday, and Aaron had said yes to the request.
"You get to be a biker chick for the weekend, babe. Isn't that exciting?" Aaron said with his most sincere smile on his face.
Josie looked at her husband as if he had two heads. He did everything he could to contain the devious smile that threatened to break out across his face. Two could play the acting game, he thought.
"You... want me to be a biker chick? Seriously?" Josie asked.
"I think that would really be hot, Josie," he gushed.
Aaron explained to his wife that since they were going to the rally on Hank's big Harley, she would only be able to take a small bag.
"He's got leathers for you. As for the rest of the clothes, well... small clothes, small bag. Got it?" he smiled.
Josie tried not to show too much shock, and too much excitement, although she felt moisture starting between her legs. She couldn't believe that Aaron seemed pumped about her going off to be a biker's babe before he was to pick her up at Hank's on Monday.
"Oh, wait... you're going to spend the weekend with Zydeco, right?" Josie said with a condescending tone that visibly irritated her husband.
Aaron clenched his teeth to keep from saying something he would regret at this point in time. He took a breath.
"Well, sure. You get Hank. I get Hank's woman. Fair is fair, Josie," he said, while not bringing up the fact that he expected his wife to have more than just Hank.
"Do... do you have a thing for her, Aaron?" Josie asked quietly.
Aaron looked pensive for a moment.
"I guess no more than you than you have for Hank," he answered.
Aaron and Josie met Hank and Zydeco halfway between their two homes. Zydeco got off the back of Hank's Harley with her small bag and was replaced by Josie. The two men nodded at each other and drove off.
Aaron and Zydeco drove in silence for about two minutes before she proved to him that he was right in thinking she was perceptive.
"So, what's the game plan, Kemosabe?" she asked.
Aaron gave her a quick look while he drove. After giving Josie her leathers for the ride home, she was dressed in tight shorts and a halter top, her large breasts jiggling braless under the top as Aaron's Mustang cruised down the highway.
"You look good enough to eat, babe," he smirked.
"Can't you wait a couple of hours, tiger?" she asked as she grinned back at him. "Isn't it supposed to be bikers who are sex-crazed?"
Aaron pulled off the highway at the first motel they came across.
"So I am sensing that you two still haven't talked about her cheating, have you?" Zydeco asked while the pair was snuggled together after having sex. "That felt like you were draining your soul inside me along with a bucketful of cum."
"I expect that will happen Monday when I head back to your place to have her served and I don't bring her back. Shit's really going to hit the fan then," Aaron said.
"So this is the plan that Hank and I are helping with? You're trying to cool her down after you have her served? She doesn't strike me as the type who will take that very well," Zydeco said.
"She's not, but there might be more to this plan than you realize," Aaron said. "How would you like to take a little vacation with me for a while?"
"Really? I would love to do that. I'll need to grab some clothes when we hit my place on Monday," Zydeco said.
"I think we need to buy you some stuff, too," he added, grinning at the younger woman. "Not that I don't like the halter and shorts look, but that doesn't work for certain places where I'm going to take you, missy."
Hank met up with his crew a couple of hours down the road. The Breakers were 23 bikes strong heading up to the rally, which was held at a park in central Michigan. Josie noted that most of the bikes had two riders. She had gotten used to riding with Hank, and while she didn't need to have her arms around him at all times, she enjoyed being in close contact with the big man. Between being in touch with him and the rumbling of the bike, she was moist between her legs, and she knew Hank would help her relieve the ache that was building up by the mile.
Aaron and Zydeco were eating dessert in a higher end restaurant when Zydeco's phone buzzed with a text. She asked Aaron if he would mind if she checked the message. He nodded and she lifted her phone from her purse, which like her expensive outfit, was bought earlier in the day.
A smile split the woman's face as she looked at the message she had received. She glanced quickly around to make sure no one could see what she was viewing. After several minutes, she passed the phone to Aaron.
"You'll want to make sure no one else can see this, or we're going to get thrown out of here," she said as he took the phone.
Aaron quickly checked around him, then pressed play on the video file, which came from Hank's fellow Breaker, Norm. Zydeco watched as Aaron's face morphed from consternation to surprise to... amusement.
"Whoa... six guys," he whispered. "I thought the three last week was bad for her. I mean I know Hank turns her on, but... shit. And she was definitely in the moment. She definitely wasn't thinking of me... or Jack."
The video started with Josie walking around at the rally in a pair of short shorts and a string bikini top, holding a beer in one hand and what looked like a joint in the other. Aaron had never seen his wife dress that slutty in public, and as for the joint...
"Wow. She really likes being a biker babe," Zydeco enthused.
Aaron could only nod in agreement, sliding the phone face down to the woman.
"Coffee with some Bailey's?" Aaron asked.
Saturday afternoon saw Aaron and Zydeco in the bleachers at the Great American Ballpark in Cincinnati, holding beers and hot dogs. At one lull in the action, she leaned over and planted an exuberant kiss on Aaron's lips. After the game, they walked with the crowd to one of the sports bars in the area, where they celebrated for several hours. After that, they took a cab back to their hotel, where they first fucked, then made passionate love.
The two lay entwined watching some late-night television when Zydeco's phone buzzed with a text. She reached over to the nightstand, grabbed the phone and held it up between the two of them.
"These aren't even the same guys from yesterday," Aaron rasped.
Zydeco was holding up her fingers on her non-phone hand as each new partner showed up on the screen. She had two fingers up on the hand she was using after reaching five and putting them all down.
"Fuck me harder, Ossie!" Josie screamed at one point in the video, which looked like it had been edited for length.
"So you're telling me she was a faithful wife up until maybe a year ago. I find that hard to believe," Zydeco said as she looked at Aaron's sad face.
Sunday morning after a session of slow, sensual lovemaking and a shower, the pair was in the kitchen talking as Zydeco prepared a brunch of bacon and eggs and toast.
"All of this and she cooks, too," Aaron joked.
"I prepare all sorts of food. I'm actually a domestic goddess, in addition to being a rockin' biker babe," Zydeco enthused. "You just assumed my life is all about riding behind Hank on a big Hog and having sex.
"Hank actually is co-owner of the Harley dealership where we live. He does okay. The Breakers aren't a hardcore biker gang. They all have jobs and are somewhat responsible citizens. It's kind of a cross between a gang and a club. We do have our moments, though, and I wouldn't advise anyone to screw with a Breaker, 'cause then they would see the unpleasant side.
"But when they go out on the road, like to a rally, they are more gang than club. Lots of partying, sex, some fighting.
"At home, I'm in charge of the house. I do all the cooking, cleaning, decorating. My job is to make sure my man is happy and healthy... probably not much different than Josie does for you... even if she does have a lover on the side. You said yourself she has been very good at hiding him from you."
"Okay, I understand better about your life, but how do you feel about fidelity? You, in particular," Aaron said.
Zydeco stopped chewing. Her brow furrowed as she looked deep in thought.
"I am completely loyal to Hank. Yes, I occasionally have sex with a few other Breakers, but that is only when Hank tells me to, which fortunately isn't very often. I am his woman, after all," she answered.
"So... if you were my woman..."
"I would be completely loyal to you... and only have sex with you, unless you directed me to have sex with others, but you don't strike me as that kind of man," she said.
It was Aaron's turn to look pensive. Unlike Zydeco, he didn't stop chewing; in fact, he started chewing more deliberately.
"So what are you doing for the next few months?" he asked, smiling broadly.
Aaron and Zydeco sat in his car waiting for another vehicle on the street outside of Hank's home on Monday afternoon. When the process server got there, the three approached the house. Josie and Hank were sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee when the three entered.
Hank had been advised by Aaron as to what was going to happen, so he moved to Josie's side as the young woman with Aaron and Zydeco served Josie the divorce papers. She reflexively reached out to take the proffered envelope before realizing what the envelope held.
"B-b-but we've both been engaged in this swapping the last two weeks!" Josie wailed. "In fact, you pushed this! You can't be serious!"
"Serious as a heart attack, babe, because I didn't push Jack Long on you," Aaron said barely above a whisper.
Josie's eyes widened as she staggered backwards into the seat from which she had risen. She looked at each face in the room before her vision caught sight of the floor. "You knew? How could you know?" she whispered almost rhetorically.
"I didn't have a fucking clue until loverboy gave me one. He threatened that he would put your fucking videos... literally... on the Internet for everyone to see if I applied for the director position when Nathan announced he was retiring. He wants the job, and is afraid that I would get it if I applied.
"You got played and we both almost got fucked by Jack Long... but now that I'm divorcing you, what he does with those videos is none of my concern anymore," Aaron said.
"You'd let him destroy me?" Josie asked weakly. "Our parents, our friends, everyone we know..."
"But it was okay for you to let him destroy me! You not only fucked a co-worker of mine, but a guy you know I don't get along with. And you did it without even blinking. Your acting was so good I never even had a clue," Aaron asserted.
Tears started leaking from Josie's eyes as the others in the room watched.
"No. You don't get to use the waterworks gambit," Aaron said. "This was hardly a one and done, or a quick drunken romp. This was... is... an ongoing affair."
"I don't love him, A. I love you. I don't want a divorce," she said.
"Blah, blah, blah," Aaron said.
"Wait. Is this why you've been swapping me for the last two weeks? Is this your way of punishing me?" she asked.
"Actually no. But when I saw you flirting with Hank, I figured it was my turn to get some as well, although not as much as you've been getting, apparently.
"So now, we're going to swap some more. I've brought a whole bunch of your clothes with me. Zydeco's going to pick up more of her stuff..."
"And you're going to let Jack post videos of me on the Net?"




"That's where Hank's going to help out. He assures me he can be very persuasive. He's a real people person," Aaron said. "I'm supposed to meet with Jack on Wednesday. Hank's going to go in my place."
Hank smiled and put his hand on Josie's arm.
"It's the least I can do for my woman," he said.
"And what if I say I don't want to swap anymore?" Josie asked.
"Well, I suppose you could stay in one of the kids' old rooms, but there's no way we'd be sleeping in the same room. Wouldn't you enjoy staying here more than being home right now facing all those questions from your friends and family?"
She had to admit that being out of the mainstream seemed to be a better option.
A couple of days later, Jack Long didn't look happy when a big, scruffy-looking man sat down across from him at the table he was sitting at for lunch, waiting on his co-worker Aaron Royce.
"Excuse me. I think you've got the wrong table," Jack said.
"Oh, no, no, no. I've definitely got the right table, Mr. Long," Hank smiled.
Aaron filed his application for Nathan's position at about the same time Hank was persuading Jack that posting Josie's photos on the Web would be a bad idea. Jack didn't go back to the office after his lunch. In fact, he called in sick the next day. When he returned to work three days later, he looked like he had gone a few rounds in an MMA octagon and was limping.
The board eventually chose Aaron for the position.
Although she was no longer afraid of her videos showing up on the Internet, Josie was having no success changing Aaron's mind on divorce. She had admitted to him that she was fully aware that Jack was trying to seduce her, but she was flattered to the point that she threw away her good sense. Having sex with a man her husband didn't like was part of the attraction, she said.
"What did I do that drove you into his arms... and bed?" Aaron asked during the phone conversation.
"It wasn't anything you did, babe. This is all on me. I got carried away and let lust rule the day. It was so... wrong, and that gave me a bigger thrill," Josie admitted.
"Can't we move past it? I love you. You love me. Isn't that enough to earn us a second chance?"
"You say you love me, but you certainly didn't respect me, having sex for months with a co-worker of mine, a man you knew I didn't like. I could never trust you again, Josie," Aaron said.
There was silence on the line for several seconds. Aaron thought she might have hung up, when he heard his wife sobbing softly.
"I want to come home, Aaron, talk to you in person," she said through sniffles.
"I don't want to talk to you, babe. Hank is a good man. You're enjoying your time with him. It looks like you're definitely enjoying being a biker chick," he said.
He couldn't see the grin, then guilty look on her face. She didn't know that Aaron had been keeping tabs on her through Norm, who often sent videos of Josie having sex with various club members, often several at a time. It looked like Hank wasn't as concerned with Josie's having sex with other men as he was.
"Hank's a real laid-back guy, Aaron," Zydeco said one time when she showed him a video of Josie having sex with two guys at the same time. "I suppose I could have screwed around, too, but I just never felt it would be right. Maybe I'm just old-fashioned."
"Hmm. I'm old-fashioned that way, too," Aaron said.
Aaron looked at Zydeco the way a starving man looked at a buffet. She grinned self-consciously. She had seen him looking at her this way several times over the last month. She knew what she hoped that look meant, but she didn't dare dream it could. She was a biker chick, almost a piece of property, and he was a handsome, decent man with a wife... for the moment, at least. They came from different worlds.
Aaron had been living with the young woman for a month. At first, she was a fun diversion from his crumbling personal life. Then he started to view her as a girlfriend. After living with her for a month, he started to view her... as his partner. He looked forward to going home to her each evening after work. He enjoyed sharing new experiences with her. He noted that she saw life through a different prism than he did, and he found joy in that. He enjoyed waking up with her each morning.
It wasn't the same as it was with Josie, when he sat down and examined it. Then again, he rarely found himself comparing Zydeco to his soon-to-be ex-wife. He almost felt guilty for being able to distance himself from Josie so quickly after 13 years of marriage. He came to the conclusion that maybe he wasn't distancing himself so much from Josie as closing in on a new reality.
"Zydeco, do you like it here... with me?" Aaron asked as the pair was sitting on the sofa, watching a series on Netflix. They were sitting sort of sideways, with her legs over his, and his hands rubbing along the inner thigh of her closer leg.
It dawned on him that they often sat together, actually in contact with each other. They often held hands, and the younger woman was indeed very "touchy feely."
"Truth? I love it here... with you. I'll stay here are long as you let me, A," she said.
"So you're not bored with my staid life? You don't miss travelling around on the back of Hank's Hog? The biker life? Hank? 'Cause I'd sure like it if you stuck around for a while longer... maybe the next 50 years or so. How about if we made this swap permanent?" he said.
Zydeco looked at him with wide eyes that started to glisten with tears.
"Oh. My. God," she whispered, her voice unable to produce volume.
They moved their faces together and locked lips for what seemed like hours, but in reality, was only about 30 seconds.
"I need to talk with Hank," Aaron said quietly.
Aaron was surprised when Hank was immediately agreeable to the permanent swap of women.
"Josie's a goddamn gymnast in bed and truly embraces this lifestyle," Hank said. "I love Zydeco to death. She's a wonderful girl. She deserves to have the brass ring, which you are. She'd stay with me forever if I asked because I helped her once and she's incredibly loyal, but I know she deserves more."
Aaron had a sad smile on his face as Hank spoke.
"Once upon a time I would have told you that Josie is a wonderful girl, and is incredibly loyal. I know better now."
Epilogue:
It took Hank a minute to recognize the two people standing in front of him. After all, it had been 20 years since he last saw them.
Aaron and Zydeco were in the Harley showroom to purchase a touring Hog. With both of their children now away at college, the pair were empty-nesters and had time on their hands. They decided to make touring the country by motorcycle their next big adventure. They went to an old friend to purchase the bike.
When Hank's face finally flashed recognition, Zydeco stepped forward and gave the big man a gentle kiss on the cheek. When she stepped back, Aaron stepped forward with an extended hand, and the two men shook. Hank invited the pair into his palatial office so they could catch up in private.
"You look terrific, Zydeco, and you don't look so bad either for an old man, Aaron," Hank gushed. "What brings you here today?"
At 43, Zydeco was still within 10 pounds of the weight she was the last time Hank had seen her. It was obvious to Hank she had spent plenty of hours in a gym. Her husband, 15 years her senior, looked to be fit as well for a man approaching 60, Hank thought.
Aaron appraised Hank as the latter did the two people sitting in front of him. He noted that Hank had gained about 20 pounds in the last 20 years, most of that apparently in the gut hanging over what looked like an expensive leather belt. Aaron and Zydeco both noted that the dealership appeared to have done very well these last two decades.
Aaron smiled to himself. He genuinely liked Hank, and was glad the man appeared to have done as well financially as he had the past 20 years.
Zydeco soon had her phone out, showing Hank photos of both of the couple's sons. Both parents were very proud of their boys.
"Looks like the dealership has done well," Aaron said.
Hank took a few minutes to expound on his good business fortune as his friends listened attentively.
"What about your personal life, Hank? Kids? A woman?" Zydeco asked.
The trio exchanged meaningful glances. Hank looked at the wedding ring on his finger and chuckled.
"If you're asking about Josie... no, I'm not with her. I fell in love with a good Catholic girl, and while she was okay with living with me, she told me we couldn't have children unless we were married. So...
"Got three of my own. We've been married for 14 years now. She's a super woman."
Hank reached for his own phone and started showing the pair photos of his family. He smiled broadly.
"As for Josie, she stayed with me for about five years. When I found Katelynn, I gave Josie to Steve, and she became his woman. She always had a thing for Steve, so she was more than okay with that.
"Like I told you all those years ago, Aaron, she seemed to really like being a biker chick. For a while, I think she liked it a bit too much: got herself a small coke habit, fucked virtually every guy in the gang and a few others as well. Got knocked up by accident once, had an abortion. You left her in pretty good shape after the divorce money-wise, but she blew through that pretty quickly with that habit. Still, she did the rehab and got straightened up, and she and Steve are still together.
"I still see her occasionally when the gang gets together for family-type events. She still looks pretty good for her age... but you know there's a reason most people think of biker chicks as young and hot. When was the last time you saw a baby pigeon... that was probably the last time you saw an old biker chick, too."
Aaron and Zydeco both shook their heads in understanding.
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Again, a thank you to the fine folks at Specialized Iterations for their help on this story.
As I lay in bed spooned around the best wife any man could ever have, I reviewed my day with a smile on my face. I went to work at a job I loved and came home to the greatest family in the world. I played tag in the backyard with my two wonderful kids, ate a great meal and watched a baseball game on TV with the family. After the kids went to bed, my wife of 21 years and I enjoyed a satisfying, loving romp in the bedroom, where I brought her to orgasm three times before joining her in bliss.
We cuddled together and kissed several times in our afterglow before my wife drifted into sleep and rolled onto her side away from me. I wrapped my left arm around her and smiled inwardly. Yeah, I was nothing special, and nothing I did during the day was special. I was a boring guy leading a life most people would probably say was boring. How great was that?
Unfortunately, I didn't know it was to be the last such day.
I got the phone call a little before noon. Carrie was crying and almost hysterical, and I was having a hard time understanding her. If I understood her correctly, she said something about our son, Troy, kidney disease and hospital. I told her I would meet her there in 20 minutes. I quickly explained things to my boss and flew out the door.
Eighteen minutes and somehow no tickets later, I was at the hospital, talking face to face with Dr. Michael Fierstos in the hospital emergency room, where my son was taken doubled over in pain less than an hour before. How he went from being a normal, healthy high school freshman to having stage three chronic kidney disease was a mystery to the doctor, who told me a specialist was coming down to look at my son.
Carrie and I did our best to appear upbeat in front of our son, but it wasn't easy. Carrie quickly googled chronic kidney disease on her phone, but I just hung out at the bedside with Troy, joking and kidding. Carrie stood off to the side reading, sniffling back tears and looking paler as she kept reading. Several times she looked up from her phone and we locked eyes, at which point I could see that it didn't look good for our son.
That was confirmed by the specialist, Dr. Brendan Nicholas, 45 minutes later. He told us that Troy needed a kidney transplant fairly quickly if he was going to survive until high school graduation, even with dialysis.
Troy handled the news well for a 14-year-old, breaking into tears immediately. I can't say I blamed him. Carrie joined him seconds later.
Dr. Nicholas explained to us that while kidney transplants are fairly common these days, finding a match was still not a certainty. A familial match would be best, and probably the easiest, he said, but the problem with that was I was an only child and Carrie had just one sibling, who had two underage children, who were not eligible to donate, the same as Troy's 17-year-old sister. Including four living grandparents, that made just seven possibles in the family. They were all tested and ruled out within the week. To say our family was devastated would have been the understatement of the year.
Our doctors, however, were more upbeat than we were... or at least they acted that way. Still... it wasn't looking good for Troy. There were a lot of tears shed at the hospital and the Novak home for a week after the seven of us were ruled out.
One of my favorite TV show lines of all time is from Monty Python's Flying Circus, "Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition." To warp that a bit, nobody also expects a miracle... but that's what we seemingly got about a week later, and it came from an unlikely source half a world away.
Carrie and I called Sergio Santiago, an 18-year-old who was the son of our two very good friends, Jorge and Robbie Santiago, a nephew because of how close we are to the Santiago family, but technically we weren't in any way related... that I knew of... until it was shown that we... or at least Carrie and him... were... and he was a three-way transplant match to our Troy.
"As we've said, Mr. Novak, having a family match is the best... and a half-sibling is almost as good as a full sibling," Dr. Nicholas enthused.
"But doc, he's not a half... oh shit! Oh fuck!" I blurted out as Dr. Nicholas looked on in horror.
My brain wasn't firing on all cylinders for a split-second... until it caught up. At first, all I was hearing was a miracle for Troy. Then all I was hearing was the end of my marriage as I knew it. I looked over at Carrie, who seemed to be trying to disappear right before my eyes.
"Carr... baby... oh shit, baby," I whispered.
She looked away, but I could see her face and neck color deeply. I stood stock still, waiting for her to say something. Five seconds passed, then 10. I cleared my throat.
"I can't worry about anything right now except Troy," she said. "I called. I had to try. For Troy."
"Thank you for thinking of somebody else this time," I responded in a bland voice.
Hopefully, we had our miracle, because we no longer had a marriage.
She looked at me directly for the first time in several minutes and narrowed her eyes.
"Not now, Josh. I don't have time for this shit."
I heard what she was saying and I understood it... for what it was worth.
"How long will it take them to get here?" I asked.
"They'll be here a week from Thursday," she said quietly.
"Good. They can stay with us, as usual," I responded.
The Santiagos had stayed with us about a half-dozen times through the years. Our basement had been converted into a full-on guest suite with a master bedroom, a smaller bedroom and a full bath. It wasn't quite the five-star hotel that the Santiagos usually stayed in, but again, they were family. Family. Yeah, right.
******
Carrie and Robbie were roommates at Iowa State University for their last two years. Robbie and Jorge were already a couple by the time I started going out with Carrie a little before Christmas of our junior year.
It took me some time to develop a relationship with Jorge. He was the son of a rich Spanish businessman and was kind of a rich douchebag playboy. I came to realize, though, that he was basically a nice guy without a mean bone in his body, and a lot of his doucheyness came because he hadn't really lived in the real world until he came to the United States to attend college.
We eventually worked up to a pretty good friendship, although a lot of it was still centered around the women in our lives. They were best friends as well as roommates, and there were even rumors on campus that they were more than just friends. I had never seen any evidence of that.
Jorge and Robbie married six months after we all graduated. Carrie was maid of honor, and I also attended as a guest. Robbie was then Carrie's matron of honor at our wedding in Champaign, Illinois, six months after that, and of course we had Jorge in attendance as well.
******
I can't even begin to describe how busy our lives suddenly became. In addition to Troy needing dialysis every day, there seemed to be legions of doctors and nurses around at all times. There was so much to consider, from the surgery to the aftercare, all the medicines that would be needed and the psychological aspects. That would have been a lot to ask of an adult; asking that of a 14-year-old seemed incomprehensible to me.
Troy was scared, and I didn't blame him. He was an athletic, fairly strong kid, with a quick wit. Nothing seemed to get the better of him, until this. Suddenly, he was very sick and in pain. My heart hurt because I couldn't do anything to take away that pain.
I knew Carrie was hurting for our son every bit as much as I was, so I let the elephant graze in the room for the time being.
I worked half-days during the next week. That at least gave me something positive to concentrate on besides my son... and my wife's affair. Lord, how I tried to push that to the back of my mind, but no matter how hard I tried... Troy's illness was like a punch to my heart. Carrie's affair was a kick to the nuts. Work was the only part of my life that didn't bring me pain.
Carrie and I were rarely alone during the next several days. On the rare times we were at the house together, our daughter, Anjuli—AJ, for short, was with us, so we weren't able to speak freely, if that's what we had wanted. When we were alone in our bedroom at night, it was strictly for sleeping. Exhaustion can be a wonderful thing.
Under normal circumstances, the arrival of the Santiagos would have created a party-like atmosphere at the house. There were the usual hugs, myself excluded, but it was a subdued group. I have to admit I stood off to the side and watched the scene with mixed feelings... anger and nausea among them.
It was several minutes before Robbie noticed me. She colored and dropped her eyes for a couple of seconds before coming over to me and embracing me tightly.
"I'm sorry, Josh. Truly," she whispered into my ear before releasing me from her grasp.
I nodded silently as she stepped away. As I looked up, I noticed everybody staring at me.
Neither Troy nor AJ were told about their biological connection to Sergio. They both assumed Sergio matching Troy was an incredible coincidence. We, being the four adults, decided not to say anything for the time being.
Sergio, however, had known of the connection for about the last four years, I found out. Carrie said he was good with his parents' explanation of events. Seems everyone who knew was good with things. Maybe one day, when I knew, I would be good, too, although I seriously doubted that.
As soon as everyone was settled, Carrie took off to the hospital with the Santiagos so they could visit Troy. AJ and I stayed home. She waited until Carrie's SUV was out of the driveway before she approached me.
"What's going on, Dad?" she asked. "I'm not an idiot. Something's definitely going on between you and Mom, and it somehow involves Aunt Robbie and Uncle Jorge as well. If you don't tell me, I'll just ask Sergio. I'm sure he knows, and he'll tell me. He tells me everything."
There are advantages and disadvantages to having really smart children. One of the disadvantages is that it's tough to slip stuff past him or her. AJ was a really smart kid. I figured it was better for me to tell her, even if I didn't know the whole story. This way she would get the story without the spin I was sure would be coming from my wife.
I told her what I had figured out, which truthfully wasn't much: her mother had cheated on me with Jorge Santiago when I was on a long deployment and they had a child, Sergio, who was a half-brother to both her and Troy. That's how Sergio was such a great match with Troy for the transplant.
"Wow!" she said barely above a whisper. "Wait. You didn't know about this until Troy got sick, did you? That's why you've been glaring at Mom for the past week or so."
I nodded my head in the affirmative. I'm sure I was blushing. Right then I felt like the biggest schmuck in the world. I was wrong, though, because there was more to come.
"So you also didn't know about Mom staying in the bedroom with Aunt Robbie and Uncle Jorge when we stayed with them in Spain all those years. They didn't stop doing that until I was about 12. Mom always said they did it because she and Aunt Robbie were just like sisters, and you knew about it."
My mouth dropped open in absolute shock. I was speechless. I guess I didn't need to answer that question.
"Oh my God. I'm sorry, Daddy," she gasped. "I always thought it was a little weird, but I was just a kid. She said you knew. I believed her."
"Fuck," I croaked out.
"What are you going to do?" she asked, again whispering.
"Right now, nothing. We've got to get past Troy's surgery. Then we'll discuss it... in great detail, I'm sure," I said.
"I... we... would appreciate you not saying anything to anybody until after we talk."
"Yeah, okay Dad," she said. "I've got your back on this, Dad."
"Thanks, Baby Girl," I responded.
I'll admit to being reticent around my wife and the Santiagos. I noticed I was getting a lot of looks from my wife, Robbie and Jorge, and they seemed to spend a lot of time whispering to each other.
Friday night back at the house, Sergio pulled me aside quietly.
"Can we talk, just you and me, Uncle Josh? It's important," he asked.
"How could I say no to you, Sergio? You're the one saving my son... and your half-brother," I said quietly as his eyebrows raised.
Sergio and I took a walk around our block.
"Look, Uncle Josh, I know this whole thing is terrible... and awkward. I'm glad I can be there for Troy," he said.
"But I want... no, need to ask a favor of you. A favor just between us, that I think I've earned the right to ask. I need to ask you not to divorce Aunt Carrie over this, and I need you not to take physical revenge on my father, as well," Sergio said.
I could see the angst in his eyes. I looked at... no, studied... his handsome face. He mostly favored Jorge, but now that I knew what I was looking for, I could see a bit of my wife in him. Come to think of it, he did look like he could have been Troy's brother. How had I never seen that before?
"I can't promise I will stay with my wife beyond when Troy leaves for college, but I can promise not to inflict physical revenge upon your father. That's as good as I can do, Sergio, even with everything you're doing for me... and I guess yourself, as well," I said.
"So how are you with this whole thing, Sergio? How do you feel about Aunt Carrie, and being Troy's half-brother?" I asked.
"I was a little freaked out when I first was told, to be honest," he answered. "But I wouldn't even be here if Dad and Aunt Carrie hadn't agreed to hook up to give my parents a kid. Mom is my mother, to my way of thinking, and Aunt Carrie is still Aunt Carrie, although now I guess I have even more feeling for her in my heart.
"And I've always kind of looked at Troy as a little brother anyway. I think it's cool that he's my brother, and I'm really glad I can help him."
We walked in silence the rest of the way back to the house. He had given me even more to think about. I had gotten very little of the whole story, and realized it was even worse than I thought it was.
The transplant was done on the next Tuesday. There were five very intense people waiting for hours. Both boys came through the surgeries in good shape. Troy's new kidney started working immediately, which was a very good sign, the doctors told us. There were five very tired people who left the hospital that night.
I didn't give it a thought at first when Robbie volunteered to ride with me to my favorite Chinese restaurant for the takeout we had ordered two days after the transplant. We had barely cleared the driveway when she started apologizing. In the 40 minutes it took to get to and from the restaurant, I learned the whole story. I certainly didn't feel like eating when we got home.
I've been in the Naval Reserve for 20 years, and have served three deployments overseas. The first one was about a year after Carrie and I were married. I was sent to the Mideast for 18 months. To avoid being alone, Carrie went to stay with Robbie and Jorge for the entire deployment.
"I know it shouldn't have happened, but it did. I'm sorry, Josh," she started. "We were partying pretty good one night... and we all wound up in bed together... and that's what gave me the idea... which turned out to be the stupidest idea I've ever had.
"I never told anybody but Carrie, but I can't have kids... and I really, really wanted kids. So I figured... she could get pregnant by Jorge... and have the baby and I could adopt it and raise it... and you would never have to know.
"And the plan worked perfectly. She gave birth to a beautiful baby boy. By the time you got home six months later, Carrie had lost almost all of the baby weight, and we just told you she had gotten a little chunky eating our rich food, and you were none the wiser... and you wouldn't have been if Troy didn't get sick."
Robbie dropped her head and blushed a bit. I waited for more, but didn't get anything. Remembering what my daughter had said, though, I knew there was, in fact, more. I looked at her intently for a few seconds.
"I've talked with AJ..." I said, leaving the rest up to Robbie.
"Oh," she practically whispered.
"She didn't just fuck him once. I'm not stupid, even if I didn't know some of the rest," I said pointedly.
"No. They got it on a lot before she had the baby... and since then they've kept at it through the years. They became a lot more than good friends, right in front of me. They became lovers... I didn't see that coming. By then I had only one choice... to accept the situation. I had my child... and I loved Jorge and Carrie... so I chose to be a part of what they had, rather than chase off both of them.
"Your other two deployments, your two weeks every year, other vacations when they came without you... then when Carrie figured AJ was old enough to know something was going on, they started to go off together someplace, and the kids would stay with Sergio and me.
"Don't be mad, Josh. We all got something out of the deal. I got a son, Jorge and Carrie got some time together and your son got a new kidney."
"That's not how I look at, Robbie," I said. "The kidney was a fluke. I look at it like everybody got something except me. I just got plain fucked. I wasn't in on the deal with the three of you. I didn't agree to my wife getting pregnant and carrying a kid for you. I didn't agree to my wife having an affair for 19 years... although now that I think about it, maybe it was me that was having the affair with Carrie. Maybe I was her second man. He was her first love, and I was the side piece.
"You might have accepted having just a piece of your husband's heart, but I don't accept having just a piece of my wife's. I'm an all or nothing guy, Robbie. You should know that about me. My wife definitely should have known that about me."
"So where do we all go from here, Josh?" she asked.
"I don't know, but I've promised Sergio that I would stay with Carrie at least while Troy is still living at home, and I wouldn't hurt your husband," I said.
"How could you and Jorge have done this to me? I thought we were friends... hell, just about family. Family doesn't do this to each other, Robbie."
We pulled into the driveway, so the conversation ended for the time being.
Both boys were out of the hospital and home within the week. Modern medicine is absolutely amazing. Barring anything unforeseen, Troy should lead a long, normal life, and so should Sergio for that matter.
The elephant stayed quietly in the room until the night before the Santiagos were ready to fly back home. I had arranged for AJ to stay with the boys in the family room and stream some sort of zombie series while munching on pizza and drinking pop. The adults went with me into my home office, where I had a loveseat and a chair in addition to my desk. I grabbed a couple of bottles of wine and had picked up a charcuterie board from a local shop.
As I walked into the room, it didn't escape me that Carrie and Jorge were seated together on the loveseat, and Robbie was by herself in the chair. I arranged everything on the coffee table and pulled up my desk chair for myself.
As everyone filled their plates, I started the discussion by again praising Sergio for stepping up so readily, and what that says for the way Robbie and Jorge raised him. Carrie seconded my statement, and I know Sergio's parents had to be bursting with pride.
"That said... what can I say beyond the fact that I'm incredibly pissed at both of you," I said, looking over at the pair on the loveseat. "If I hadn't made a promise to Sergio, you might both be dead right now."



"And you," I continued, shifting my gaze to Robbie, "would be lying there bleeding, wishing you were dead."
"How could the person who was supposed to love me above all others do this to me? Cheat on me repeatedly and secretly have another man's baby? Continue to fuck her lover for the next 18 years. Yeah, I now know all about that, too. Shit, you did this practically in front of my kids."
All three of them recoiled at my use of the F-bomb directly at them. Carrie looked like she wanted to respond, then apparently thought better of it. I just got it.
"Oh shit!" I whispered. "You two have fucked each other since they've been here! How many times? Once? Twice? Every damn day?"
She dropped her head and didn't answer. I looked at Jorge, then at Robbie.
"Only twice that I know of," Robbie finally answered.
"Damn, woman!" I murmured. "Tell me not in our bed?"
Carrie never raised her eyes from the floor. Shit!
"I get it now, Carrie. I'm slow, so it took me a while. You might love me... might... but you're in love with him. He's number one. I'm number two, the same way Robbie is to Jorge. Tell me I'm wrong."
There might as well have been crickets chirping.
I finished the glass of wine I was drinking and poured myself another. I offered to pour more for the three others in the room, but all declined silently.
"I do love you, Josh. I never took anything from you. I never left you for him. We only got together when you weren't available," Carrie said to finally break the silence.
"That's rich, babe. You took trust, fidelity and commitment from me," I said. "I also don't remember our vows giving either of us a hall pass if our spouses 'weren't available,' which 19 years ago means I was a lieutenant taking fire and sweating my ass off in the Mideast. While I was losing a couple of friends, you were sunning yourself in the south of Spain when you weren't in bed fucking these two, getting pregnant by him and then having his baby.
"We don't even need to talk about all the other times you two got together. At least at some point you realized that you should be less obvious in front of our kids and started sleeping with him away from our house or their house... except for this week again, apparently."
The three other people in the room sat quietly, mostly interested in something on the floor.
"Miracle of miracles, though, you had a spare son hanging around to help Troy," I continued sarcastically. "I'm sure outing yourself was the absolute last thing you wanted to do, so I at least appreciate that. Finally, an act of selflessness from the ultimate selfish woman."
The sobbing in the room was coming from Robbie. Jorge looked guilty. Carrie's look vacillated between guilt and fear, with a little anger thrown in when I called her selfish.
"So now where do we go, Josh? I don't want a divorce..." Carrie started.
"Because I promised your first son... and I don't break my promises, or my vows, you've got four years before I divorce you. That happens when Troy leaves for college, but it won't be talked about in front of him," I said.
"You will, however, be the one to tell him about Sergio being his half-brother, and that needs to happen soon. I'm going to be in the room when you tell him, making sure you tell him the sad tale of a woman who cheated on her husband, rather than the loving tale of a woman having a great romance. I have no doubt he'll actually be rather thrilled to have Sergio for a brother, since they are already that close. I know AJ was pretty pleased with that, once she got over the mad she felt at your... poor treatment of me."
"She knows the whole story?" Carrie asked in a strangled voice. "What exactly did you tell her?"
"Ahh... now I get a rise out of her," I chuckled mirthlessly. "I didn't tell her anything. She is a smart kid, and through the years she was able to figure it out, although I know there are some holes in her knowledge that you should probably fill in. She didn't necessarily know things... but she sort of knew things, you understand what I'm saying? But because she wasn't totally sure of things, and because of the lies you told her, she never came to me and gave you up. She only told me what she knew and what she suspected when I asked her directly. She felt very guilty for not coming to me.
"Our son, on the other hand, is still totally clueless... the blissful ignorance of youth and the trust he has in his parents.
"And of course, you know that Sergio has known about you two making me a cuckold for the past several years now. I'd seen a funny look in his eyes several times over the past few years and wondered about it. Now I know it was a look of pity. That's perfect, when a teenager gives you a look of pity because he knows his father, and your wife, is making a mockery of your marriage.
"Everybody got something out of this deal except for me. I just got fucked."
"That's not true, Josh. I love you," she cried. "I've been a good wife and mother. If this kidney thing hadn't come up, you'd still be happy and clueless. Why can't we at least go back to the happy part. I've never denied you sex..."
"So you're saying I should be happy being your number two option, just because I didn't know what was going on? I should always have been your number one, and there shouldn't have been any other number. Please tell me, though, was I ever your number one?" I asked.
She colored again. She stuttered.
"In the beginning. When we were first married. Before I moved in with Robbie and Jorge," she said.
"So you're saying there was a time when we made love that you weren't thinking of Jorge or giving me a pity fuck? How could you have given me two kids if you were in love with another man?"
"I-I felt you deserved to have children of your own. I do love you, remember?" she said.
"Right. Right. How could I forget that? Hmm," I said. "At least by your actions, I can assume you love our children as much as you love your child with him."
She grimaced at me, then looked at Robbie and Jorge. If she was looking for verbal support, none came.
"We should be doing this in private, not dragging Robbie and Jorge into our problem," Carrie said disdainfully.
"Are you fucking kidding me? Robbie and Jorge started the problem!" I yelled.
All three of them blanched at my outburst. They all seemed a little edgy.
"Okay, you all know I made a promise to Sergio, and I intend to keep it. But I want to extract a promise from you, Carrie. I want you to at least be faithful to me until Troy leaves for college. That means no more trips to Spain without me, and no more Santiago visits when I'm doing my two weeks of reserve duty. Faithful means faithful. You break that promise, I break my promise to Sergio and file for divorce immediately. Understand?"
Robbie smiled while Carrie and Jorge sat gape-mouth and speechless. I appreciated that Robbie apparently got it, or else it just could have been that the promise would have helped her as well. The two lovers looked hard at each other for about a minute before Carrie quietly answered in the affirmative while also giving a small nod of her head.
"That's better. More wine, anyone?" I queried.
I moved into the master bedroom suite in the basement guest room after the Santiagos went back to Spain. Carrie and I had been sleeping together in our bed while the Santiagos were with us, but we hadn't engaged in sex since we found out Troy was sick. That worked out well for me after I found out about my wife and Jorge.
"Don't be a child, Josh. We've had sex how many times over the years since I'd been sleeping with Jorge and you didn't know it," she snarked at me.
"That's exactly it, Carrie," I growled back. "I didn't know. Now that I know you've been sharing with another man, I don't quite have the same feelings."
Carrie looked like she'd been sucking on a bag of lemons.
"You men and your fragile egos. I'll be upstairs waiting when you finally grow your balls back," she said.
I got the feeling she had no idea how this was going to go.
Modern medicine is amazing. Six months after the surgery, Troy was back to being his old self, wisecracking and acting like a typical high school student. Yes, he was always going to have to take medicine to fight transplant rejection, and he couldn't play tackle football, but in almost every other way he had his life back. I felt it was time for him to learn the truth about his relationship to Sergio.
Carrie and I had been going back and forth on this for several days. She was in favor of just letting things float along as they had been, hoping that Troy would just figure things out for himself eventually. Seriously, that's actually what she said to me.
"Nice try, babe, but you owe him a full explanation, just like I told you a few months ago. And let's have a full family meeting so AJ can hear everything straight from her mother's mouth, too," I said.
She sighed loudly, but finally nodded in agreement.
Troy had turned 15 a couple of months back, and I have to admit, I didn't always understand what was going on in his head. I had to laugh at that, because I remembered back to when I was 15, and I didn't always understand what was going on in my father's head, either. I knew this conversation might not go easy. I hoped Carrie understood that as well.
Watching from my La-Z-Boy, it looked like Troy took the news of his being Sergio's half-brother really well, which I figured he would because he already loves Sergio like a brother. The "how" part, however, was a tougher sell.
"Wait. You 'had sex' with Uncle Jorge? You mean you 'effed him' as the kids would say? But you were married to Dad then, weren't you? That makes you what the kids would call a slut, a tramp!" he shouted.
"Don't you dare call..." Carrie started to yell back at our son, until I grabbed her arm and gave it a squeeze, causing her to quickly shut her mouth.
She fell silent and sat there shamefaced. The silence in the room lingered for several seconds.
"Yes, I guess the correct term would be slut," I said, "but that's not your concern. It's mine. I didn't find out about this until you got sick. Your mother called the Santiagos and asked Sergio to get tested, hoping he would be a match for a kidney transplant. She basically threw herself under the bus trying to save you, so the least you can do is show some appreciation and restraint."
Troy dropped his head when I chastised him. He was confused and hurt. I completely understood that.
"If anyone should be upset, it's me... and trust me, I am. But this is a problem for your mother and me to figure out. We will get through this, some way. I'm not leaving you guys. I have no intention of doing that. That's why I moved into the basement," I said.
I could see that AJ wanted to interject at this point. I gave her a small headshake and she leaned back into the sofa upon which she was sitting. I glanced quickly at Carrie, who was sitting next to her and looking like the roof of our house was about to collapse on her.
AJ left for Central Michigan University a few months later. Troy asked if he could go with her. I know it seemed like he was making a joke, but when I looked at his face, I could tell he was dead serious.
Carrie and I were at least civil toward each other in the house with our son. We did all the usual parent things like attending his school events. I thought we were fairly believable as a loving couple during those times, although I could see the strain our pretending was having on my wife. I didn't care. I was going to live my life and enjoy being my son's father.
Also putting a strain on my wife was our living apart at home. There was no touching, no loving phrases, no little jokes... and certainly no intimacy. She couldn't just roll over and get things started in bed at night because I wasn't there for her... literally.
That last part wasn't easy on me either, but her infidelity had dulled my libido somewhat. Every time I started feeling a little randy, I just thought of Carrie fucking Jorge for the last 20 years and my anger would replace my arousal. Of course, that's not to say that I didn't also grow more muscles in my right wrist from jacking off.
"Uh... Josh... can't we at least get back to being us... physically. I mean we always had a pretty good sex life. I never denied you anything, you know. Can't we at least go back to that? I know you're human, and you must have needs," Carrie pleaded with me one evening about three months later when Troy was out with some friends.
I looked her up and down. She was still a beautiful woman with a good body. This literally would be just sex, because I no longer was in love with her. Although I still loved her, that was gradually fading. This would be fucking, pure and simple, definitely not lovemaking. I would take my pleasure and she could take hers. I didn't plan on working for her benefit.
"I suppose so, but you'll have to go down to my room. Knowing what I know now, you violated our marital bed a lot over the years... and there's just no way I'm doing you in that bed ever again," I rasped.
"Yeah, okay, I get it. I'll come to you in a few minutes. I just need to straighten up a little," she said.
Carrie's straightening up included her putting on a little makeup and perfume, quickly doing her hair nicer and putting on my favorite lacy teddy under the robe she wore. After she entered my room, she removed the robe and gave me a twirl. I had to quickly picture her with Jorge to keep my excitement under control.
I figured I would need to warm her up some since neither one of us was a kid anymore, but when I reached down to her pussy, I found she was probably wet enough for me to get the deed done. I considered just plunging straight in, but I decided to stick with my plan and I rubbed and played with her pussy enough for her to get off hard twice.
I waited until she was finished coming the second time before I impaled my rock-hard cock in her steamy, wet depth. I almost moaned but I caught myself. I didn't want to give her the satisfaction. Instead, I just quietly pumped her hard, much harder than usual. She seemed to really like that from a physical standpoint, because she came again after just five minutes. She whimpered and moaned leading up to her climax, which came with a side order of shrieking and crying. I slowed a bit while she finished her orgasm, then immediately went back to slamming into her, eliciting a steady stream of small grunts until I finally released a large load into her.
Once finished, I rolled off Carrie and lay on my back just enjoying my personal afterglow. Once upon a time, I would have enjoyed our afterglow with Carrie in my arms. I really regretted that those days were gone forever.
When I heard Carrie sniffling next to me, I realized she probably figured out what I was thinking. I resisted the temptation to take her in my arms and soothe her. A few minutes later, she got up, put her teddy and robe back on and quietly went back upstairs. There was no discussion, no pillow talk; only silence. I heard the shower running in the master bath upstairs when I went upstairs to watch TV in the family room.
I was sitting in gym shorts and a T-shirt when Troy got home. I could tell something was eating at him.
"Dad, it's been months since you've taken Mom out to a restaurant or club or anywhere for that matter," he said. "Are you ever going to forgive her and get back to being a real couple again?"
Moment of truth, I guess. I examined what was in my heart and head for a bit before I answered. He waited patiently while I figured out how to phrase my answer.
"Troy, I don't think I'll ever be able to forgive her enough to go back to what we had... or what I thought we had. It was all a sham. It was a lie. Your mother is in love with Uncle Jorge. I am just her back-up plan. Now that I am cognizant of that fact, how can I go back to that? Football teams have back-up quarterbacks; marriages don't have back-up husbands," I said.
"I'm sorry, son, but what we've got now might be the best of what's left."
Troy looked stricken, but I think he understood. He walked off to his bedroom.
Carrie caught on as well. Every few weeks, she would ask for some personal time, which became code for sex. I figured the rest of the time she was pleasuring herself the same as I was. I suppose she could have been sneaking out and having sex with someone else, but she knew that if she got caught everything that happened afterward would be completely on her.
I don't know if Carrie felt the significance of Troy's graduation as much as I did. At one time I probably would have, but I had long since given up on worrying about what she did and what she cared about. I no longer loved her. I still cared for her... we had all that history together and we shared two great kids, but her longtime deception had dulled my feelings down to the nub. I had always thought that hatred was the polar opposite of love. I found out first-hand that indifference is the opposite of love. Who knew?
I remember heading off to college with 10 days' worth of clothing, 14 pairs of underwear and a stereo. Troy headed off to the University of Oregon with 14 days' worth of clothing, 14 pair of underwear, an iPad, a laptop computer, a cellphone, ear buds and two boxes of other "stuff." Yes, things had certainly changed.
Troy was really pumped and chattered for almost the entire two-day drive. Hell, it was virtually a 16-hour monologue. I don't think Carrie got more than two words in edgewise, and I didn't say much more. I don't think Troy even had a clue that he was virtually the only one who talked for two days.
With Troy left back in Eugene, the car ride home was unbelievably quiet. I drove about 12 of the 16 hours. Carrie was the main navigator, which also meant she was responsible for most of the music. If I ever hear another Michael Bolton ballad again in my lifetime, well...
I knew Carrie was feeling incredibly melancholy now that both kids were basically out of the house. You have to remember, I said Carrie was a good mother, and I knew she loved the kids way more than she cared for me. I may not have been her favorite man, but AJ and Troy were both on her favorite kid list. I could tell by how glum she was she wasn't looking at the big picture.
I thought it would feel better than it did when Carrie was served right after we pulled into our driveway at home. She took the envelope as if it was radioactive, burst into tears and ran into the house. I felt... small.
When I set up my plans for after the trip, I was working on pure revenge. In hindsight, I could see that was just plain petty. I knew I needed to get help.
I also knew that we were done as a married couple from the first moment I found out about her infidelity. I was keeping my promise to Sergio. I told him I would stay with Carrie until Troy went off to college. I gave her two extra days.
I was down in my room when I heard her knock on the door. The door was unlocked, so I told her to come in.
"Do you hate me that much now, Josh?" she asked softly. "Have I destroyed everything?"
"Yes, you have destroyed everything, but I don't hate you, Carrie. I just don't give a shit about you anymore," I said.
"But we did have something good for a lot of years, before you found out," she asserted.
"Did we? For me, it was all a lie after you went to stay with Robbie and Jorge the first time. You no longer loved me only, as you had promised. No longer gave your body to me alone, as you had promised. You had a child with another man.
"Why couldn't you just be honest with me after you fell in love with Jorge? Why couldn't you just have divorced me? You stayed with me and gave me two wonderful children, but you deceived me for 18 years. You stole 18 years that I could have been looking for a woman with whom to share my life, not spending those 18 years being the second choice of a selfish woman.



"Go back to Jorge, Carrie. Don't you see it? I'm setting you free."
"But I did love you, Josh. Don't you see that? I couldn't have stayed with you for 20 years if I didn't love you. Yes, I'm not in love with you like I am with Jorge, but I truly do love you," she cried.
"Your version of love is way different than mine, Carrie. If you truly loved me, you would have done right by me and not kept me as your back-up guy. I should have been number one. I deserved to be the guy you were in love with, desired. By deceiving me, you never gave me the choice to stay as your number two... or maybe find a woman who wanted me to be number one.
"I gave you two wonderful kids. We had a good life... or at least I thought we did. Gone in a puff of smoke. You get what you wanted, apparently. Jorge got what he wanted, apparently. Robbie got what she wanted. And I got what... I got shit.
"So what was your game plan for after the kids left the house, assuming that I never found out about you and Jorge?"
Her mouth opened, but no sound came out, at least for a few seconds.
"I guess I always thought that I would go back to Spain to be with Jorge... and Robbie. I'm sorry, Josh, I guess I never really considered... you in my long-term plans," she said quietly.
"I know," I responded just as quietly.
"I won't fight anything on the divorce," she practically whispered.
I was surprised that both kids weren't happy with my decision to divorce their mother. Originally, they were both upset that she had cheated on me for so long, but I guess she was able to persuade them her love for me was real. As for her being in love with Jorge... well, that had been going on for so long they were able to rationalize it to themselves. Apparently, they were also able to rationalize in their minds that I would be happy being their mother's number two guy.
"Aunt Robbie is good with it. Why can't you get on board with it like her?" AJ asked.
"Aunt Robbie helped set the whole thing up. She, Uncle Jorge and your mother made plans. I was not included. Everybody except me was in on this whole shitshow. Why wasn't I included in the planning? Because your mother knew I wouldn't go along with it. Better to ask forgiveness... if you have to, rather than seek permission," I said.
"Let me ask you something, AJ. When you get married, are you going to let your husband have a lover... a lover that he cares about more than you?"
"No. I'd kick his ass if he even suggested that," she said emphatically. "But this has been going on for more than 20 years at this point."
"So I should just accept it because it's been going on forever? Like Aunt Robbie has? Like you would if it happened to you?"
She grimaced and dropped her eyes. The conversation was apparently over.
My assumption that Carrie would head to Spain after the divorce was done was confirmed by my kids. I'll admit that I missed the companionship, but not the life I had... since I never really had that life. Realizing I had no trust in women anymore, I went to a counselor and got help. Still, I wasn't exactly looking for my next relationship.
I went out on a few dates here and there and even had sex occasionally, very occasionally, but that wasn't high on my list anymore. I was surprised by the fact that there seemed to be a lot of unattached women in the 40 to 50 age range. I guess I never realized that fact when I was a supposedly happily-married man.
I also never realized the changing dynamic between men and women in the last 20-something years. The last time I was loose on the dating scene, the men did most of the hunting. I found out today it's a 50-50 proposition. It took me a minute or two to get used to this new dynamic. I have to admit it's a big ego pump when a woman approaches me to get the dance started.
Hers was probably the last face I expected to see when I answered my doorbell one day about two years after my divorce. It took a couple of seconds to realize who I was looking at, even though she looked almost exactly the same as the last time I saw her. Robbie Santiago was still a beautiful woman.
"Uhh... come in, Robbie. What brings you to my door?" I asked, still somewhat in shock.
"Can't I visit an old friend... assuming, I suppose, we still are friends," she said timidly.
She accepted the cup of coffee I offered and we sat down in my family room. She squirmed in her seat and cleared her throat.
"You never answered my question, Josh. Are we still friends?" she asked.
I screwed up my face as I thought.
"We used to be friends... at least that's what I thought. Then I found out you didn't think so..." I started to say before she jumped in.
"No, that's not true," she interrupted. "I always considered you a friend."
"If I was a friend, then how could you do to me what you did?" I questioned.
"I was selfish... and incredibly stupid," Robbie said. "I never looked hard at the consequences of what I was doing because I trusted Jorge and Carrie. Carrie was like a sister to me. I never saw it coming.
"I put up with it because I got Sergio out of the deal... and after that it was just for a few days here and there in all the years. And I absolutely loved it when you forbade her from seeing him for those few years. But then you divorced her... and sent her back into his life... and mine. I guess after all these years, I'm tired of being his second-best woman.
"I completely get where you are coming from now. God, I was so stupid."
"Hurts, doesn't it?" I asked smugly.
She didn't answer but dropped her eyes. Finally, somebody showing a little remorse.
"I guess we can be friends again, of a sort. Friends linked by shared experience," I said.
We talked long into the night. We switched from coffee to a bottle of pinot grigio, and finished that. When she got ready to leave, I surprised her... and myself... by offering her my guest room. She accepted.
It was... fun, I had to admit, to have a piece of my old life back. I think we both enjoyed the familiarity.
The second weekend she stayed with me, we went out to a restaurant for dinner, followed by hitting an upscale bar for drinks and dessert. It was two old friends, not a date, but somewhere along the way, hormones got involved. She was wearing a fairly tight dark blue dress that showed more than a hint of cleavage and a lot of muscular, tight legs. I certainly wasn't planning on anything happening, so I was a little surprised when I felt myself getting hard while we were eating dessert. I blushed... and she just knew. She reached across the table and took my hand. We continued holding hands for the rest of the night.
We were about a block from my house when Robbie changed the game.
"This doesn't have to mean anything, Josh," she rasped. "You're a handsome single guy... and I'm in an open marriage. We're consenting adults."
I smiled brightly. I reached for her hand, found it and gave it a kiss.
Clothes started hitting the floor almost as soon as we got back to my house, sort of like you see in one of those chick-flick romances. As we made our way to my bedroom, I discovered that Robbie was a world-class kisser.
When we got to my bedroom, I gently guided her to the bed, started sucking her nipples and began fingering what I found to be a very hot, wet pussy. Her breathing got ragged and then hitched before she screamed out her first orgasm. I quickly got her twice more and then slid further down her body.
Her secretions were fairly thick, almost like a honey consistency, and she gave off a fantastic musky aroma as I licked her opening and nibbled on her lips. Somewhere in the middle of that she levitated off the bed and went stiff in the air before screaming at full volume.
I wasn't ready for her jump and I have to admit she hurt my neck and nose with that move. I was licking for all I was worth and it seemed like she was trying to give me a concussion by ramming her gooey pussy into my face. I gave a hoarse laugh as she came hard again, then resumed my tongue work. Damn, she was hottttt!
I got two more orgasms out of her with my tongue before I moved up her body, lined up my tool with her pussy and sunk inside in two strong thrusts. Her center was molten heat and I started doing math in my head to delay the eruption that was building in my body.
She started yelling something in Spanish at that point. I knew she was bilingual after all these years living in Spain, but since I had only visited their home a few times, my Spanish was pretty bad.
"English! Say it in English, babe! How do I know if you like something or not if you're speaking a language I barely know," I said.
I was able to hold off for another 10 minutes or so before I growled out my own orgasm. I gradually moved off to the side so I wouldn't hurt her with my body weight as my prick softened. She smiled softly when I looked into her eyes.
I'm not going to lie and say it was the greatest sex of my life, although it was the best sex I'd had since I found out about Carrie cheating on me several years ago. We went at it one more time that night and did it again in the morning. We showered together and enjoyed washing each other's bodies before I took her to IHOP for a great breakfast. We spent much of the rest of the day on the sofa in the family room, cuddling, kissing and watching TV.
She didn't return to sleeping in the guest room for the rest of the time she stayed with me, which turned out to be another three weeks.
"I need to go back to Spain and divorce Jorge, then figure out what I want to do with the rest of my life," Robbie said. "I know we've had our fun together, but both of us know we're not each other's long-term solution. Still, you're a helluva good man, Josh. I'm really sorry I started the ball rolling on ruining your marriage."
"You didn't force her to do what she did, and at least you showed remorse. That's more than Carrie," I said.
"Well, I hope you find somebody that appreciates you for everything you bring to the table, and that's quite a lot," Robbie said.
Carrie had been living with Jorge for five years, and my kids had both relocated to the south of Spain to be closer to their mother. I missed them, but not their attitudes. I was tired of apologizing for divorcing their mother for cheating on me. No one was more surprised than me when Troy called one Sunday at 6 AM. Yeah, who the fuck calls someone Sunday morning at 6? I didn't look to see who was calling. I just grabbed the phone and yelled.
"What? This had better be a fucking emergency, or someone's dying!" I yelled.
"Dad? Dad! It's me, Troy. Why are you so mad?" he asked.
"It's 6 in the morning on a Sunday, Troy. Did you forget about the time difference?" I asked.
"Uhh... yeah, I guess I did, Dad," he said softly. "I'll call back later."
"No, Troy, don't hang up. What did you need?" I asked.
"Uhh... I'm not sure how to say this, Dad, but here goes: did you know that AJ is sleeping with Uncle Jorge?" he announced more than asked.
At this point I had gotten about three hours sleep after a very late night with a girl young enough to be dating... my son, but that was a whole different story. By the time he finished his statement, I was wide awake.
"What? What the fuck did you just say?" I yelled through the phone.
"You heard me, Dad. I said AJ is sleeping with Uncle Jorge," he announced again.
"How do you know that?" I asked, still at full volume.
"We were all over at Uncle Jorge's: AJ, Sergio and me, and when it got late all the kids went to our bedrooms, leaving just Uncle Jorge and Mom up. In the middle of the night, I got woken up by a woman screaming out an orgasm... and I realize it's not Mom. So I got up and went to AJ's door and listened for a bit because I was pretty sure I was going to have to kill Sergio. For God sake, he's her half-brother. But then it got worse: it wasn't Sergio," he said.
"Are you sure?" I croaked out.
"Yeah," he whispered.
"Well, she is 27, Dad. I guess she can make her own decisions about whom she sleeps with... but still, it's just creepy, you know what I mean?" he said.
"And your mother is good with this?" I asked.
He hesitated.
"Not really sure if she knows about this," he said.
Two days later, I was standing on Jorge's doorstep waiting for the fancy-ass doorbell to be answered. The woman of the house answered with a gasp.
"J-Josh. What are you doing here?" Carrie asked with a very shocked look on her face.
"I was in the neighborhood and wanted to see my children. Got a problem with that?" I said gruffly.
She stepped aside and let me in.
"Why didn't you call? You could have stayed here if we knew you were coming," she said.
I glared at her as all three kids and Jorge came into the parlor. Seeing it was me, all three kids approached for hugs while Jorge hung back. The kids all started talking at once, but they quickly went silent as I approached Jorge with fire in my eyes. He raised both hands in surrender. It didn't matter.
I'm not a great fighter, but I can hold my own. In this case, I had rage on my side. I unleashed my best straight right hand, which went through his upraised hands and connected directly with his nose. I felt the bone crumple and blood exploded everywhere. He staggered back before I hit him twice in the stomach as hard as I could, once with each hand. When he fell to his knees, I considered crushing his nuts, but decided that was too cliché. Still, he was right there, so I unleashed my best 50-yard field goal kick. It didn't crush his nuts, but by the shriek he gave I'm sure it conveyed my message.
I stepped back, breathing heavily, and looked around at the shocked faces.
"Uncle Josh, you promised me you wouldn't hurt Dad for what he did with Aunt Carrie!" Sergio wailed, but he wisely held his ground.
I was snorting fire from my nostrils, watching Jorge writhe in pain as Carrie rushed to him.
"I didn't break my promise to you!" I yelled back. "He got that beating for fucking my daughter, your half-sister!"
"Did you know he was having sex with your daughter?" I asked, turning my attention to my ex-wife.
Her expression changed from scared to shocked as she looked up at me, then back at Jorge.
"What is he saying?" she asked Jorge.
Jorge was curled up in a fetal ball, bleeding profusely and whimpering.
"I'm old enough to decide who I sleep with!" AJ declared. "I don't need permission from either of you."
"Yup, you are old enough to make your own mistakes, like sharing a man with your mother, even if he is the man who broke up your parents' marriage. But you, like your mother and shithead on the floor, are also old enough to know there are consequences to every action... and his recent action gave me the chance to give him the consequences I couldn't give him for fucking your mother because I'd promised Sergio.
"I guess I owe you a big thanks for giving me the chance to do something that was long overdue. But still, your choice of sexual partners is more than a little disturbing considering everything that has happened."
She blushed as she looked first at me, then at her mother.
"I'm sorry, Mom," she said.
Carrie looked hard at AJ, and I knew then what was coming. She turned toward Jorge and swung her leg as hard as she could, catching the man in the face with her foot. He groaned before passing out.
"Nice shot, Mom," Troy enthused.
"I'm sorry, Uncle Josh. I didn't know about Dad and AJ. That's... just wrong," Sergio said.
"Yes it is, Sergio, but it's not your fault and not your place to apologize," I said.
"Kids, it was great to see you all, although you, AJ, and I have a lot to discuss someday. Carrie, not so great to see you. But I have some sightseeing to do for a few days before I go home. Now if you don't mind...
"Oh, by the way, you've got my number if dickhead wants to press charges against me. Just give me a call and I'll turn myself in."
"That's not going to happen, Uncle Josh. That's my promise. Dad and I also have a lot to talk about," Sergio said.
******
"YEEEAAAHHH!"
Everybody screams when they land after their first parachute jump, and I was no exception. That was absolutely off-the-hook fucking amazing!
My toes touched the ground first, and since my legs were out in front of my body, I gently sat down and screamed. I quickly scrambled to my knees and then feet, running back to grab my chute.
My pulse was going wild. I was too pumped to think about looking at my Fitbit, or I might have seen unbelievable numbers. I felt like my chest was going to explode my heart was beating so hard and so fast, and I knew my grin split my face in two.
"YEAH! YEAH! YEAH!" I screamed again as the jumpmaster came over to congratulate me and see if I hurt myself in any way.
"Nice jump, Josh!" he enthused at me as I gathered my stuff and headed out of the landing zone.
As I headed to the garage area where other people were coming out to greet me, I realized I was sweating profusely and it seemed like every noise around me was a little louder, a little crisper. Maybe that's what happens in a near-death experience, I thought to myself.
Okay, okay, I realize I was being a tad over the top... maybe a tad and a half, but next to witnessing the birth of my two children, I had just experienced the most amazing event of my lifetime... better than marriage... better even than my first time having sex! I may never be able to accurately explain what I had just gone through.
I was 51 years old and had been divorced for several years. I had pretty much moped through life for several years since the divorce, but a recent trip to Spain had jumpstarted my life. To be more precise, beating the fuck out of Jorge Santiago had done wonders for my spirits.
I practically jumped out of bed the first day I was back in the states. I laced up my New Balance trainers and hit the road. I had gotten back to jogging in the last year, but it had been a slog getting back into condition. On that morning, I ran, not slogged, through 7.2 miles, clipping off the distance at a 7:30 per mile pace, instead of my usual eight minutes a mile.
I practically bounced into work that morning. I was almost insufferable, I felt so energized. My admin, Theresa, noticed immediately, and five minutes after I got in, she appeared at my door with her cup of coffee and her pad because I had a lot to catch up on after being gone for a week, at least according to her.
The ruse ended a minute later when she sat down, looked straight into my eyes and said, "Okay, spill. You spent the week in Spain getting laid, didn't you?"
"Even better, Theresa," I responded. "I found my mojo. Who knew it was vacationing in southern Spain?"
"That's great, Josh. I'm glad for you. You deserve it."
I enrolled in a couple of classes at the local small college just for fun. There are over one billion Chinese, so I decided I needed to understand that culture a little better. The second class was even more frivolous, being all about classic rock. Most of the people in the class were in my age range, but there were a few kids in there, too, who were probably forced to listen to their parents' music as they were growing up and got hooked.
A month later I decided I needed to skydive.
I'm not sure why that got into my brain, because I'm scared shitless of heights. I just felt that I needed to do something to combat this fear... and jumping out of a plane from 2,000 feet seemed... completely fucking ridiculous.
Maybe that's the drawback of living alone. There's nobody else around to tell you that a stupid fucking idea is exactly that... a stupid fucking idea. Think about it: why would anyone volunteer to jump out of a perfectly good airplane? So I actually signed up for the class needed to start jumping.
I thought the class was good, but everything changed when we donned suits, broke into groups of three and my group headed out to the converted four-seater plane out of which we were going to jump.



To make a long story short, I'm glad I didn't have a weak heart, or it might have been a dead body floating to earth, but it was an amazing experience that I'm glad I did... just once.
Several of us newbies hung around after our jumps and kind of celebrated together, drinking Cokes and razzing each other about our style... or rather, lack of it. I was on my second Coke and eating some vending machine M&Ms when a screeching munchkin entered the garage, obviously still wound up like the rest of us, but several inches shorter and several octaves higher. She had a little trouble getting her helmet off, but when she did a curly blonde mop came tumbling out first, finally clearing off to reveal big lavender-blue eyes and a smile that came straight out of a dental practice advertisement. For the second time that day, I was afraid my heart was going to stop.
I actually almost choked to death on my candy when she peeled off the jumpsuit. It was a warm day, and she had worn a tight T-shirt and really tight jeans, and I mean tight with a capital "T." Wow tight. Whoa tight. Tight, get it?
She looked to be about 30, although I found out later she was 44. I also found out later her name was Evie Abraham.
Maybe it was because she was so petite, she seemed to be even more animated than the rest of us, and I couldn't take my eyes off her as we all sat around a table and related our experiences. I finally realized I was staring and hoped to hell I wasn't drooling as well.
I hoped I was subtle as I looked to see if she had a ring on her left hand. She didn't.
We all hung out for a while afterward before Evie got up from the table and started walking toward the parking lot. I wasted no time rising and following after her.
I left the airfield that day with a lifetime memory and a date for the following Saturday night.
I took her to a Chinese restaurant for our first date and she spent the first 10 minutes at the table chattering wildly about her first jump. I got that completely, so we had that shared experience thing going for us. Later on, we moved onto our personal lives with me telling her about my ex-wife and my two children and she telling me about her late husband and her two children. She was widowed at 34 when a drunk driver killed her husband in a wreck and she wound up raising her two children by herself.
She got very quiet after telling me her story. I watched the tears well up in her eyes, but she worked very hard to keeping them from falling.
"I promised myself that I wouldn't cry for myself anymore after the first year he was gone," she explained. "I know I was crying for myself, feeling sorry for me and the kids, but that's not what Dan would have wanted. He was the kind of guy to say, 'That's enough crying. Time to move forward and get on with life.' So that's what I did. We'll never forget Dan, but we'll honor him every day by moving forward and living good lives."
I was choked up myself when she was done. I didn't tell her, but I had shed a lot of tears through the years for myself over the loss of my wife.
"He sounds like a smart man, able to give advice to someone he hadn't even met," I said quietly.
She tilted her head to the right and gave me a broad smile. I would come to know that as one of her tells when something pleased her.
Because she had to be both mother and father to her children, she had become a bit of a tomboy in her 30s. She had learned to throw a baseball and football with accuracy and bragged that she could hold her own on hockey skates with a stick in her hand. Although she hadn't played sports as a child, she learned to be a supportive parent of two athletic children... and that meant learning everything an involved parent needed to know about various sports, including how to take care of the various cuts and scrapes her kids got.
"I can butterfly cuts with the best of them and I can wrap body parts in ice like a pro," she said proudly.
Armed with that information, I took her to a Cincinnati Red baseball game for our second date. She took my program, turned to the scorecard and proceeded to score the game. Hell, most guys I know can't score, but here was this munchkin doing the card like a pro. I was very impressed.
"My son played baseball and my daughter played softball. I became the official stats 'guy' for both teams," she said, using air quotes for the word 'guy.'"
She was five-foot-nothing of bouncy and enthusiastic. She favored tight tees and jeans and sneakers, and she gradually fit into my world as easily as she fit under my arm when I held her close.
I got a chaste kiss on the cheek at the end of our first date. Then I got a soft kiss on the lips several times on our second date. The kissing got more intense after that but I never quite felt the moment was right to go further with her until we were finishing our sixth date... and she made the move.
"Do I not do it for you, Josh?" she asked as we made out on her living room sofa. "I mean, you've never laid a finger on me yet... and I so want more than just a finger from you," she said as she tilted her head to the right and smiled.
I felt myself blush. I suddenly felt like I was back in high school.
"It's been a long time for me... no, not for that," I said, looking up to see Evie grinning like a Cheshire cat. "I think we could have something special... and I guess I'm afraid I might ruin it," I answered as my heart thumped in my ears.
"Oh, honey, that's not going to happen... at least from my end. Now how about you show me how fast you can get naked," she said, her eyes aglow.
We got engaged six months later and had a small wedding six months after that, with just her two kids, my son and Sergio present. AJ, although invited, chose not to come since I didn't invite her new husband, Jorge, who was divorced by Carrie almost immediately after she found out about him sleeping with her daughter.
Not surprisingly, we didn't go to Spain for our honeymoon.
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Travis Wesley was having the mother of all bad days. After all, it's not every day your beautiful wife of 23 years tells you she's going to date other men... starting that night.
Travis just sat there at the kitchen table, his hand wrapped around his glass of Monkey Shoulder scotch. He hadn't taken a sip of the amber liquid in 10 minutes, just sat there staring straight ahead, not seeing, not hearing, but definitely feeling... sick as a dog.
Travis knew there wasn't enough Alka-Seltzer in the world to make his stomach stop hurting. He had heard stories of other people's wives telling them they were going to date other men, but he always thought that was nothing but urban legend. How could any woman assume her loving husband would let her date another man... other men? He knew what the word "cuckold" meant, but he just couldn't believe any woman would be that callous to her own husband... that blatantly selfish in her own desires.
Until 45 minutes ago.
Of course it was on a Monday. Still, it seemed to be a good day at the defense contracting firm where Travis worked, and he even walked out the door just a few minutes after 5 PM whistling a happy tune. He was still feeling pretty chipper when he walked into the house... and found his wife sitting at the kitchen table sipping on a glass of red wine, with a glass and a bottle of his favorite blended scotch sitting at his usual spot. He put down his briefcase and poured himself three fingers of liquid before taking a seat.
"What's the mystery here, Lauren?" Travis asked, seeing a crooked half-smile on his wife's face.
His wife looked him directly in the eyes and smirked. It was not a good look that he read in her eyes. He shifted nervously in his chair.
"Do you think I've been a good wife and mother all these years, Trav?" she asked dead-calm.
Travis wrinkled his brow. His wife knew he was a quiet, thoughtful man, and she could practically see the wheels in his head turning before he answered.
"Yeah, I do. So-o-o-o?"
"Do you think I should get a reward of sorts?" she asked in that same blank tone.
More seconds ticked off as Travis again thought carefully.
"A reward for doing what a good wife and mother should do? Do I get a reward for doing what a good husband and father should do? What the fuck are you asking me, Lauren?" Travis queried in an annoyed tone.
"Travis, I want to go out on a date tonight with another man," she said as calm as a lake on a picture-perfect morning.
Travis was glad he was sitting. He felt bile rising in his body. His mind felt like a newly-wiped whiteboard—completely blank.
"A date?" he barely croaked out. "With another man?"
Lauren looked at her husband like he was a slow child. She nodded slowly.
"Yes, with another man, Trav. I haven't been on a date with another man since you and I became exclusive 24 years ago. I've been a good wife to you, a good mother to the kids and I deserve a night out... with another man; a chance to sample someone new. Not someone to love, just someone for... pleasure. Just sex," she said.
"I'm 47, and I'm not going to be beautiful forever. I want to experience more... men, while I'm still a desirable woman and can get them by snapping my fingers."
Travis' lower jaw dropped slowly. He knew he heard his wife correctly... but surely she couldn't be serious, could she?
He never even had to ask the question. Lauren was nodding her head at him like she was reading his mind.
"Fuck," he muttered as she rose from the table and headed up the stairs to the master bedroom to get changed.
When Lauren came downstairs, she looked spectacular in a little black dress that was practically molded to her lux 5-5 body. It was cut down to the middle of her braless C-cup boobs in front and barely made it down to mid-thigh in length. Her makeup was light—what beautiful woman needs a lot—and her long blonde hair was done up in a high ponytail.
It was a jaw-dropping moment. Lauren could see that she totally owned her husband at that instant. Then...
"I won't allow this, Lauren," Travis said from the table. "I don't know what you think you're doing, but you're not going to do it and remain my wife."
Lauren's beaming smile morphed into an ugly sneer.
"You're not going to ruin this night for me, Trav. You can talk tough, but you know you won't divorce me over this. Where are you going to find a woman like me if you let me walk away? You won't, and you know it. And the kids are going to be pissed at you for breaking up our family.
"Go with it, Travis. Let me have some fun for a few years, then we will go back to just you and me and grow old together. You know you love me.
"You don't want to end up alone for the rest of your life while I have my choice of men."
A car horn sounded. Lauren grabbed a small bag and walked over to Travis in an attempt to give him a small kiss good-bye. Her husband started as if he had gotten a small shock, and leaned away. Lauren looked surprised and hurt for a fleeting second, then her expression changed to anger.
"I'll be home when I'm home," she sniped at him as she left.
He watched in dismay as she walked out the front door. Was his 23-year marriage over just like that? Sure looked like it, he thought. Lauren didn't even give him a look back as she walked out the door.
It's a sad but true fact that good-looking people have a leg up in life over their more ordinary-looking counterparts, scientists have determined. They make friends easier; people give them more consideration, teachers are more pre-disposed to giving them better grades. That played out correctly for Lauren, and it just got worse when she hit 13 and her chest fully developed. She quickly learned that if she batted her eyes and smiled, she could have almost any boy she wanted. For those boys who played hard to get, she just thrust out her chest a bit, and the deal got closed.
Like virtually every boy she came into contact with, Travis was under Lauren's spell almost from the first time he met her. His family had moved into town in the summer right before he entered eighth grade. He met Lauren on the first day of school, and he was quickly smitten.
Travis was a pretty good athlete and was popular with the other students. He finally got up the nerve to ask Lauren out on a date, junior high style, and she accepted. The two became a couple and lasted through the first few weeks of their freshman year at the local high school, when Lauren dumped the young man in favor of junior Landon Estes, who was a starter on the varsity football team. Travis was 5-4, 110 pounds as a freshman, while Estes was 6-2, 190 pounds.
Although his feelings were hurt, Travis accepted his fate. He knew that Lauren was out of his league in appearance. Hell, most of the boys in the school were not in Lauren's league when it came to looks.
By virtue of dating a football player, Lauren hung out with the popular kids in school. Travis was one of the faceless minions roaming the hallways. He dated some and made friends with a select group of other students, and never again interacted with Lauren Soames during their high school years. He noted that on the few times she came face to face with him, she acted like he was a total stranger. The first time it happened, he was angry, but after that he learned to accept it.
By senior year, Travis had grown nine inches and gained 40 pounds. He was a handsome and athletic-looking young man, but nothing on the scale of Lauren. Of course, few were. He went to the senior prom with his attractive but not spectacular girlfriend. The two gave their virginities to each other that night.
Lauren was prom queen; her date was prom king. They, too, had sex after the prom, but she was a far cry from being a virgin prior to the event. Sometimes she was the manipulator; sometimes she was the one being manipulated. Sex was always on the menu for any boy lucky enough to go out with Lauren.
After high school, Travis attended Michigan State to study accounting. He dated and bedded several girls in his four years, but had no major romances. Lauren was a marketing major at Central Michigan. She dated and slept with a considerable number of men during her college years, including a marketing professor when she needed to turn a B into an A. After years of being an object of lust, Lauren was very good at playing the game.
By sheer coincidence, they both got jobs in Grand Rapids after graduation. About a year after graduating, Travis and several of his co-workers were enjoying a Friday night of food and fellowship at a popular bar/restaurant when Lauren and two women walked in. Immediately, all heads turned to look at the spectacular woman in the short green low-cut dress. Lauren hardly noticed, because at this point, it was expected and she was accustomed to it.
"Fuck me! Who is that goddess?" rasped Steve White to the entire table of co-workers.
Before he had time to consider his words, Travis answered reflexively, "That, ladies and gentleman, is Lauren Soames, goddess, and the eighth-grade girlfriend of yours truly."
Every head at the table turned from the woman to Travis, many of them with their mouths hanging open.
"You dated that?" one of them asked incredulously.
Travis grimaced. He hated to attract attention to himself, any kind of attention.
"I was like 14. As soon as we hit high school, I was toast, and she ignored me like I was the Invisible Man for all four years," he said quietly.
"So do you at least have a good grope story?" joked one of the women at the table. "Shit, I'd grope that in a heartbeat, and I'm positive that I'm straighter than anyone else... at this table, at least."
The whole crew broke out into raucous laughter. That caused Lauren and her friends to look over. For a quick second, she thought she recognized one of the men at the table, but she wasn't sure. The trio sat down at a near-by table, with Lauren sitting facing the table of the man she thought she knew.
"Dude, you're not going to go over there and say hello to that walking wet dream?" White inquired.
"Jesus, Steve, you're drooling. Very unimpressive," the first woman who had talked, Kasey Gardello, said.
"She spent four years pretending she didn't know me. I don't see why she'd remember me now," Travis said.
Several heads nodded in agreement.
Lauren kept studying the man as she enjoyed her meal. Then she snapped her fingers and pointed at the man.
"Not cool, Lauren," said one of her friends. "Pointing at someone in a restaurant might get you hurt in some places."
She completely ignored her friend's comment.
"I'll be right back," she announced. "I've got to say hello to an old friend."
Lauren practically jumped out of her chair and marched over to the table at which Travis sat.
"Trav. Hey! Really great to see you!" Lauren gushed as she approached.
Travis rolled his eyes at his friends before turning to face his former classmate with a faked happy visage.
"Lauren. How nice to see you," Travis said with almost no emotion in his voice as he rose to his feet.
Lauren stepped into Travis' personal space and gave him a soft kiss on his lips as she laid her hands on his upper arms. His co-workers sat stunned.
For his part, Travis, too, was stunned. Lauren could tell, and she gave him a not-so-innocent smile. She felt very comfortable playing this game, and she knew this was well beyond his capability.
"Come on over to our table and I'll introduce you to the girls," she said.
She took his hand and practically dragged him over to their table. He spent most of the rest of his night with Lauren and her two friends. Before he left for the evening, Lauren had taken his cell phone, gotten his number and put in her own number.
Lauren was more than a little intrigued by Travis' seeming indifference to her. That had never happened to her before. He was polite at the restaurant, but he spent as much time talking with her two friends as he did talking to her. She planted several kisses on his lips during the evening, but he never kissed back.
Travis' co-workers who were at the bar with him were all over him on Monday morning, wanting to know how things turned out with "the goddess." They were stunned when he told them he had stayed about an hour more and then went home... alone.
"She's spectacular, 14 levels out of my league. I get it," he growled. "I don't need that kind of aggravation."
"That kind of aggravation" was waiting for Travis in the parking lot at his place of work two Friday afternoons later as he left work. He grumbled to himself as he saw her waiting for him by his car, although he had to admit that she looked like sex on a stick in a dress that looked like it was one size too small.
"How come you never called, Trav?" she said in a small voice as he walked up to her.
Travis tried hard to keep his eyes from bugging out of his head as he looked Lauren up and down like a starving man seeing his first meal in weeks. The low-cut top was unbuttoned to the bottom of her cleavage, and the hemline finished just a couple of inches below her crotch.
"Ah fuck," he muttered to himself when she started to reach up to wrap her arms around his neck while she kissed him hard on the lips. He was defenseless when she ground her body against his, and his free arm wrapped around her body, reflexively grabbing a panty-clad ass cheek as her dress pulled up.
Her wet tongue slithered into his mouth like a snake and attacked his as he dropped his briefcase and grabbed her other ass cheek as the kiss lingered into overtime. After what seemed like minutes, the pair broke the kiss and Lauren pulled her dress back down to cover her exposed panties. Several of his co-workers, who had stopped to watch in shock, quickly scrambled into their cars and drove off.
The pair drove to an out of the way restaurant and enjoyed a good meal, although Lauren spent much of the meal tugging down the bottom of her dress. Both Travis and the young waitress seemed to enjoy her struggle.
While Travis was wary of Lauren, he was also just a man, and when a half-dressed goddess turns on the charm... He was toast, and the best thing he could hope for was to acquit himself well in bed later that night.
"Oh my God!" Travis whispered to himself when he got his first look at the naked Lauren later that night.
The woman was every bit the goddess Travis had always imagined. If this was going to be his one swing for the fences, he was going to make sure he wasn't going to miss his pitch due to his lust overriding his five senses.
"Ah, ah, ah, aaaiiieee!" Lauren screamed as she climaxed for the fourth... or was that the fifth... time of the evening courtesy of Travis' tongue and mouth. That was in addition to the four or five orgasms she had courtesy of Travis' left hand. Every nerve in the woman's body seemed to be tingling.
"In. In. In me," she moaned in a rasp. "I need you in me now!"
Travis sensed that Lauren was just starting to go past her peak, so he agreed with her not necessarily lucid assessment of the moment. He licked his lips clean and crawled up her body, sucking on her skin and licking before finally impaling the woman with his hard-as-steel dick.
"Aarrgghh!" she wailed before her body started to twitch uncontrollably once again.
Every orgasm further fueled Travis' lust. He decided he could withstand one more before he got his own, and started pumping harder and faster. She shrieked out one final climax before Travis joined her, growling his own release.
Both sated, they lay face to face staring into each other's eyes. Lauren smiled lecherously.
"Apparently I screwed up big-time several years ago," she whispered. "You've got mad skills. Who knew? Had I known... We've wasted several years, Trav."
Lauren knew a good thing when it was right in front of her. Although he wasn't in her league in terms of looks, Travis was still handsome, fit and apparently had a good career ahead of him. He was also ve-e-e-ry good in bed, she thought to herself.
Even though Travis had his doubts about the woman, most centering around her feeling of entitlement, their relationship slowly built. Her beauty was obvious, but he was gradually falling in love with who Lauren was. He bought an engagement ring, but before he asked her to marry him, the two sat down and discussed their thoughts on fidelity. She had impressed him to this point, but Travis wanted nothing left unsaid between them.
"Obviously, I know a bit about your past. I'm not going to ask for numbers or names," Travis said when they sat down for a serious discussion. "What's in the past stays in the past; the same for me. But I need to know about the future. From this moment forward, I want us to be exclusive. Completely. No ifs, ands or buts. If you don't honestly believe you can do that for us, I need to know that now. If you can do that, well..."
He placed a small black box on the table between the two. Lauren looked directly into Travis' eyes, then back to the box.
"I will never cheat on my husband. Never."
Travis opened the box.
*****
"I will never cheat on my husband. Never."
Travis recalled the words. Apparently, his wife didn't consider it cheating since she had told him in advance. He knew better. She was hoping... hoping that he would see it that way, because if he didn't...
He didn't.
Travis knew that Lauren had plenty of opportunities to cheat through the years, and as far as he could tell she had turned all of those opportunities away, like a good wife should. She was a 10... hell, she was a 12, and at best he thought himself a six. That left a lot of room for someone closer to her physical level to sneak in and stake a claim. Assuming she didn't have an affair that he didn't know about, she had gone 23 years as a true wife. Taken for what it was, Travis knew he should be grateful for those years, but he wasn't. When he said, "I do," he meant it to be forever... not a measly 23 years.
In truth, not a week went by that Lauren didn't get propositioned by someone... not just men. She knew she wasn't merely beautiful... She was spectacular; a rare goddess among merely beautiful women. When God created his wife, he was having an exceptional day, Travis always said.
At first, Lauren told Travis every time she was hit on in an attempt to be completely transparent. After several years, though, Travis told her he trusted her enough that she didn't have to rub it in his face. The only time he wanted to know about her being hit on was if the person didn't take her first rejection; then he would take the necessary steps to shut down the offender.
By contrast, Travis was rarely hit upon by the female population. This was in part because he used his wedding ring almost as a shield. Within minutes after meeting a woman, Travis would mention his wife and children in glowing terms; that usually had the effect of throwing a bucket of water on any sparks that may have been glowing. It was something he never realized he was doing, and it served to shut down most women before they even had a chance to flirt. Lauren never had a clue that her husband was short-circuiting prospective flirters... or worse.
The almost storybook marriage went 22 years before Rosa Esposito strolled into the proverbial Garden of Eden, or more accurately, went to work at the same public relations firm as Lauren. To quote the Bob Seger song, "She was a dark-haired beauty with big brown eyes" and big boobs as well. She attracted men like a strong magnet attracted metal. In any other office, she would have been the alpha female; at Superior Solutions, she was at best the faithful sidekick to the hottest woman on the planet.



Rosa, 42, had been married for 15 years, but to quote her, she wasn't a fanatic about it. She had engaged in several flings with her husband's knowledge, and several more without his knowing, and often shared stories of her assignations with Lauren. She was a very good storyteller, and made the sex with most of her lovers seem fantastic.
"So you haven't sampled anyone since before you got married? You are a rock, woman, but I'm not believing you don't want to," Rosa said one day during a coffee break at work.
"Well... I'm not saying I'm not curious, but I would never cheat on Travis," Lauren said.
Lauren had noticed in recent months that several times it didn't seem to her she was pulling in the same amount of attention from men in bars and restaurants that she had previously. She noticed that more than once, younger women were getting the looks previously directed her way. She had started to question her powers of visual persuasion.
"Let's play the what-if game. What if hubs gave you permission to sample? What then?" Rosa asked.
Lauren's face showed that she had never considered that scenario before. The wheels in her head were turning furiously.
"I guess if I had permission... then that would be a whole other story," Lauren acknowledged with a sheepish grin.
"Have you ever considered... asking for permission?" Rosa queried. "You know anything worth having is worth asking for."
Lauren had never considered that before. Her face lit up, then dropped.
"He would never give me permission. Never," Lauren said.
"Do I have to do all the work around here?" Rosa asked. "Tacit permission. Tell him, then take what you want, regardless of his answer. Tell him he loves you enough to let you do this. You can get past this because it has nothing to do with love. You only love him."
Travis was awakened by the sound of a car pulling up in his driveway. A glance at his watch told him it was a few minutes after 3 AM. A glance at his bottle of Woodford Reserve told him he had killed off about half.
"Big evening, huh?" he snarked at Lauren as she walked in the front door.
Travis took a good look at the cliché his wife had become. Her hair was combed but mussed, her makeup was gone, her clothes looked rumpled. Far from looking remorseful, she looked... smug.
"I could say the same to you," she hissed. "You didn't have to wait up, you know.
"I'm going up to bed. You coming?"
"Maybe never again in this lifetime with you," he snarked back.
Lauren gave him her best look of disgust, then headed up the stairs. Travis poured another three fingers of bourbon into his glass, then went back to watching ESPN.
Travis spent the night in his La-Z-Boy, half-dozing, half-drinking, his stomach roiling. He finally roused himself from his chair around 9 and made himself breakfast. While he was eating, he heard the shower start in the master bath.
"Slutzilla arises," he thought to himself.
Under normal circumstances, Travis could have expected his wife to come downstairs in her robe and with her hair wrapped in a towel. This morning, she didn't come down for about an hour, and when she did, she was dried, dressed and made up, looking like perfection as always. He expected nothing less.
"Any chance you left something for me to eat?" she asked.
"I made a big pot of coffee, but you're on your own for food. And while you're being domestic, I think it's a good time to talk," he stated flatly.
Lauren was surprised at how unemotional Travis seemed. She expected he would be just about foaming at the mouth and irrational, thus easier to manipulate. A rational Travis would make the conversation much more difficult, she reasoned to herself.
"Do you want to know about last night?" she said softly.
Travis detected a note of superiority in her tone. Did she really think he wanted a play-by-play of his cuckolding?
"Not hardly. What I want to know is how you see this marriage going?" Travis said, his voice no louder than hers.
"Like I said yesterday, I intend to... sample some other men for a couple of years. Just sex, not love. I love only you, but I want to sample some more men while I've still got my looks and body. I've given you everything for 23 years; never had a thought of cheating. I want the thrill of... some strange. You're great in bed, but I want some... variety. You know, get some different experience for a while, then you and I can ride off into the sunset together, and I'll be grateful for the experience and pamper you exclusively for the rest of our lives," Lauren said.
Travis listened intently as Lauren spoke, while fixing some toast and jam to go along with her coffee. He thought the act of her fixing toast while talking about the most important thing in his life was rather dispassionate.
He had so many questions.
"This is all about you wanting... variety? I'm not enough for you," he rasped.
She started to answer, but he cut her off.
"So you want to have an open marriage for a few years, then go back to being monogamous again sometime in the future? That means I'd get to fu... date other people, too?"
Lauren tried unsuccessfully to stifle a giggle. The very thought of her nice, quiet, husband asking another woman out on a date was ludicrous. Travis was the most married man she had ever met. However, if that's what it took for him to give approval...
"Basically, yes," she answered. "Of course, I'm assuming that it would be just sex for you, too."
Travis raised his eyebrows and sort of shrugged. Lauren had no clue about that move. She had a thought, however.
"So... would you like a date with Rosa? You know, the really pretty woman from my office. I'm sure she'd love to do that," Lauren said, knowing that her friend would have no problem fucking her husband, especially if it meant helping Lauren achieve her goal of fucking other men and yet staying married.
Travis looked conflicted. The horny 21-year-old single guy in him wanted to fuck Rosa into a coma. The responsible 47-year-old married guy knew he couldn't.
"I'd love a date with Rosa, but no thanks, babe. That would make me every bit the slut you showed yourself to be last night," he said.
Lauren's face had started to break into a smile, then quickly changed into a visage of anger.
"I am not a slut!" she shrieked.
"If you insist, babe," he said, way more matter of fact than she would have ever expected. "I'm still not on board for this."
"Well, get over yourself, babe, because I'm doing it even if you're not," she hissed.
Rosa stopped into Lauren's office Monday morning at about 11 to find the latter didn't look happy.
"Fuck that sanctimonious asshole and the horse he rode in on!" Lauren hissed to Rosa after she closed Lauren's office door. "Hell, he even turned down a date with you!"
Rosa frowned.
"I didn't realize I was on the menu... but fuck him. How could he turn this down?" she said, smoothing her hands down her body.
"But what about the date? Did you have a good time or did Travis ruin that for you?"
Rosa asked.
"The date was fantastic! Jonas certainly knows how to make a woman feel good," Lauren enthused. "God, it had been so long since I had another man's dick inside me. I definitely loved the difference.
"Who do you think I should try next?"
The two women laughed heartily.
Lauren was emboldened by the fact that she hadn't been served divorce papers immediately. Since she and her husband were barely communicating, she figured it was smarter not to ask about his plans at all.
Although he didn't tell his wife, Travis really didn't want to rush into divorce. He was hoping that she would come to her senses quickly, and abandon her foolish plans of cuckolding him. He believed he could forgive her and they could get past her transgression if she would stop this foolishness.
His hopes were bolstered when Lauren didn't go out on a date the next week, although he still didn't move back into the master bedroom and the two still were not communicating positively. The next Friday evening, however, Lauren was again dressed to the nines, apparently ready to go out again.
"You're seriously going to do this again? Same guy, or you going to fuck someone new this week?" Travis rasped harshly.
"Damn, Trav, haven't you been listening to a word I've said? This isn't about you. It's about me... and my wanting to get a little something-something before I get too old to attract anybody. It's not that I want you less, I just want more... and different. You know I get hit on constantly. I just want to enjoy some of that. I will always come back to you..."
"What if I don't want you to come back to me? I won't share you. I won't sit idly by while you have 'your fun.' I'm not made that way. I won't be waiting for you to sample half the male population of our city.
"I wasn't sure when you did your first date, but I think I could have gotten past that. Once could have been extreme stupidity, but twice is extreme disrespect, extreme betrayal.
"Stay out all night. Stay out forever. We're done. I wasn't put on this earth to take shit from you.
"Wah, wah, wah," she said, making finger talking movements with her right hand. "You know you don't want to lose me. This doesn't have to be an either-or situation."
Travis had his attorney working on the paperwork last week, hoping against hope that it wouldn't be necessary. He would make the call to have his wife served Monday morning, but first he would need to call his two daughters and tell them.
Neither Jackie, 21, nor Michelle, 19, believed their father at first when he made the calls that night, at least on the surface, but in talking with both, he discovered his oldest daughter had perhaps more than a clue that something was up.
"You knew she was going to pull this shit and didn't tell me?" he yelled over the phone. "Don't you think I deserved to know what was going to happen?"
"Please, Daddy. I was put in a really bad spot. One of you wasn't going to be happy with me regardless of which way I played this. Besides, it's her body; you don't own it, and if she wants share it..."
"Don't! Don't go there!" Travis yelled. "I get that she put you in between us, but don't give me that shit about her being able to do whoever she wants, whenever she wants, because it's her body. We. Made. Vows. Vows supersede the 'her body speech.'"
"I-I-I..." she mumbled briefly, then silence.
"Damn, baby."
"I'm sorry, Daddy," she whispered.
Travis was nowhere in sight when Lauren walked in the door at 2 AM. Even though she was an hour earlier than the last date, she looked a little rougher. Gabriel Esposito was a big strong man who was very forceful physically, perhaps the most forceful man Lauren had ever encountered in bed. She ended the evening moving gingerly and had a sore throat from the man occasionally shoving his hard cock into her throat. She knew that by tomorrow she would probably have a couple of grip bruises as well. All in all, it was an excellent night, she thought. She would enjoy Gabriel some other night as well.
Lauren was shocked and embarrassed when she was served divorce papers Monday morning at her office. She burst into tears and ran to the ladies' room. Rosa showed up a couple of minutes later after hearing the commotion.
"You had to know he would have you served, at least," Rosa said. "You hurt him bad, babe. This is his way of hurting you back. Tit for tat. Men are such children. He's trying to force your hand. He's not going to throw away a 23-year marriage and half of his stuff. Give him a week of being by himself and living alone and he'll come crawling back."
Lauren went back to her desk after she straightened herself up, grabbed her phone and immediately dialed her husband.
"How could you do that to me... in the office, in front of everyone? I know you're hurt, but I deserved better than that, Trav," she practically screeched over the phone.
"After 23 years, didn't I deserve better than you unilaterally deciding to open up our marriage? If I wasn't enough for you, couldn't you just have given me a heads-up and we could have gone our separate ways like civilized people," Travis said.
"I don't want civilized. I don't want a divorce. I still love you. You still love me," she wailed.
"I do still love you, but that love lessens each time you fuck somebody else," he growled. "My love is not a bottomless well. Like you, I always thought it was. Who knew? We were both wrong."
Lauren fought the divorce. Her attorney requested and got marriage counseling, even though Travis was dead-set against it.
Lauren smiled and Travis frowned when the pair was ushered into the counselor's inner sanctum and found Lillian Comacho at one of the chairs at the counsel table. The numbers on marriage counselors show that most believe their job is to reconcile divorcing couples, and women counselors seem to lean to favoring the women.
The pair took two of the three empty seats at the table. The counselor cleared her throat to indicate she would start.
"I've read both of your files and seen both of your statements," Ms. Camacho started. "Let's start easy. Mrs. Wesley, did you actually tell your husband you were going to date other men for a few years?"
Travis tried hard not to let the counselor see his smirk. Lauren tried hard not to let the counselor see show shocked she was. She considered lying, but then realized she didn't have a cover story to go with the lie.
"Yes. Yes, I did tell him that," she answered quietly. "This is something I want... no need... to do for me. It won't affect our marriage..."
"Well, I guess we are done here, then," the counselor said. "I'm sorry to have wasted your time, Mrs. Wesley. I'll talk to the judge and get this charade ended."
"But. But. But..." Lauren stammered.
"Honey, if you think for a minute that what you did to your husband would fly with me, you are out of your ever-loving mind. You should be ashamed of yourself, but you obviously don't have any shame in you. Frankly, you disgust me," Ms. Comacho said.
Lauren called and texted Travis several times a day for the next month, as he had rented a small apartment near his home. He didn't answer the calls nor respond to the texts. She enlisted the help of their daughters, who called several times.
"Dad, you know you still love her. If she would stop dating other men, would you give her another chance?" Michelle asked during one such call.
"So she's still been doing it, even after I had her served?" Travis queried with a shaky voice.
He got nothing but silence in response. That was all the answer he needed. Michelle never called again to ask him to try again.
Travis was surprised at how fast word got around about his pending divorce, especially among single women. Several women at his workplace expressed their condolences about his marital problems, as did several women who were friends of both him and his wife. He was smart enough to realize that not all of their condolences were altruistic.
Connie Meong was a longtime friend of his wife's who called to offer regrets at what was happening in Travis' life. She not so subtly offered him a shoulder to cry on and a hot, wet pussy in which he could soothe his manly longings. Travis was shocked that a close friend of his wife would hit on him so openly; the divorcee had never even so much as given him a sideways look in all the years she had known him.
"I would never go after a friend's husband; that's just wrong," she told him. "But now that you're a free man... the rules are different. I'm letting you know that I'm interested."
"I'm shocked. I'm honored. But I'm not a free man yet, Connie, and I won't even date until the divorce is final. I know I'm being stupid, but I won't cheat," Travis said.
"You're such a Boy Scout, Trav. That's one of the things I like about you; always have. Can I at least be considered for a date when you are free?" Connie said.
"Absolutely," Travis said, "but I don't want to get in between you and Lauren. You guys have been friends for a lot of years."
"I appreciate your being sensitive, but just because she's a bonehead doesn't mean I have to pass on a good man. I wouldn't think twice if you were just some strange guy and we had just met," Connie said.
"How about I call you when the leash is off?" Travis joked.
Connie was a 5-foot-nothing Asian sprite, with an athletic body and waist-length black hair, one of Travis' turn-ons. He had to admit to himself that he was more than a little surprised to have a woman express interest in him.
Travis was true to his word and called Connie the day his divorce became official. That next Saturday night, they went to a restaurant and then a local jazz club. Connie could tell that Travis was uncomfortable, and commented on it.
"I feel like an inexperienced 15-year-old," he responded. "I haven't been on a date with another woman in more than 26 years."
"Please don't tell me that the condom in your wallet is the same one from your last date before Lauren," she kidded.
"Was I supposed to have a condom? Shit! I didn't even think about that. What a rookie," Travis answered.
Connie gave Travis a soft peck on the lips at the end of the night. They both felt good about the date and he promised to call again.
Travis didn't think much about taking off his wedding ring on the day the divorce was final, but apparently, it was a big deal to the single female population. Spotting the empty space on his ring finger, several of his female co-workers took notice and commented, and suddenly the flirting level in his office went up noticeably. This was a novel thing for him, and he mentioned it to his best friend in the office at lunch one day.
"There are a lot of fine-looking women in this office. How did I never notice that before?" Travis asked.
"You, my friend, were a pussy-whipped bastard," Robert Ardito said. "You were so much in love with... that woman, you never even looked at other women as sexual creatures. I mean... she is a beautiful woman, no doubt about that, but you let her put your balls in her purse. And maybe that was part of the problem. She gets checked out constantly; she has 'value.' You were so whipped and gave off so much of that vibe that no woman was going to look at you."
Travis went out on four dates in the first month after his divorce was finalized; two with Connie. He had yet to bed any of the three women he dated, but that was never his end game. He was just as busy in the second month, and wound up bedding two women.
Having kept in better contact with their mother than their father in recent months, Travis' daughters had heard her continuing assertion that while she could virtually get any man just by snapping her fingers, their father was just an average man in his late 40s and would have problems even finding a date, let alone get a steady girlfriend. They began to feel sorry for their father, and showed up at his apartment together unannounced one Saturday morning about two months after the divorce.
Travis wasn't happy about being awakened at 8:36, especially since he was up late entertaining his date the night before. Sonya, a buxom 25-year-old, was the daughter of a friend of a friend who had needed a reliable plus-one for a wedding reception. The evening went so well the pair decided to finish at Travis' apartment. At the moment, she was hunkered down asleep in his bed as he answered the door in his robe.
"What?" he questioned as he swung the door open to the smiling faces of his daughters, who were holding bags of bagels, lox and cream cheese.
"Hey, Dad. Can't your two favorite daughters stop by with breakfast?" Jackie said as the pair walked in.
Travis kissed both on the cheek and led them to his kitchen table, where they emptied the bags they carried. They were just putting the bagels together when Sonya staggered out of the bedroom wearing one of Travis' white dress shirts, half-buttoned... and maybe wearing nothing else.



"I'm sorry. I didn't know you were expecting company, baby," Sonya said. "Mom said you were a free agent."
Both girls blushed as Sonya poured herself a cup of coffee.
"No, no, Sonya. These are my daughters, Jackie and Michelle," he said, pointing out the daughter with the appropriate name. "They stopped by with breakfast. Bagel and lox?"
Sonya giggled, causing her big braless boobs to jiggle under her shirt. She bumped Travis' arm with her hip and slid in to the chair next to his.
The four made general small-talk for a while before Jackie asked if Travis had talked to Lauren recently. He frowned for the first time in several days. Until then, he thought it was nearly impossible to be upset when he was with Sonya, although she was a little hard on his now 48-year-old body.
"Gotta tell you, Dad, we kind of thought you'd be missing Mom by now," Michelle said. "We know she misses you."
"Huh. I'd have thought that with me gone, she'd be living it up. I know I was a boat anchor for her. I thought she'd been knocking them off two at a time in our old bed."
"Daddy!" Jackie said while Sonya giggled and Michelle frowned. "She's not a whore, you know!"
"Really? Think about that for a second. How many different guys has she slept with since we broke up? And there were the two I know of before I left."
Both girls blushed and dropped their heads.
"Wow. At two guys a month for... what... 10 months, that would be 20 different guys. Three guys a month would make that 30. Seems like a lot of guys to me," Sonya volunteered.
If looks could kill, Travis' daughters would have had Sonya in her grave in seconds. She was very cognizant of that fact.
"Hey, don't blame me if the woman can't keep her legs closed," Sonya asserted.
"Children. Children. We're not ruining a good weekend for me," Travis asserted.
"Sorry," all three of the young women mumbled at the same time.
"So... you two an item?" Jackie asked Sonya quietly. "You don't look like you're any older than me."
"Your dad says we're the same age, but don't worry, I'm not going to be your stepmom someday. We're just friends. He's a great guy. He was my date at a wedding reception last night... and he's sort of a hunk. Did I mention that he's also a great guy?"
"Well... we have to agree with that great guy part, even though we know he can be a bit of dick every now and then," Jackie said. "And yeah, he is sort of a hunk... for a guy old enough to be your father."
It was Sonya's turn to blush. Travis blushed as well.
"Hey, baby, remember we've got the lunch with the bridal families at noon back at the hotel. I need to grab a shower and some clothes from my apartment before we go," Sonya said.
Both daughters rolled their eyes at their father.
"She was my age, Mom," Jackie said to her mother during lunch a few weeks later. "And this didn't seem like a one and done. They had spent some time together. They were enjoying each other's company. I don't think he's going to come crawling back to you anytime soon, Mom."
"Nah, you just caught him on a lucky day. He was probably helping out a friend's kid and somehow got lucky. She's probably a slut who will sleep with anybody. Your dad is a great guy, but he's no stud, Jackie."
Jackie raised her eyebrows at her mother.
"You always seemed pretty pleased with him... up until you told him you were going to step out on him.
"Why didn't you just cheat on him without telling him? Wouldn't that have been so much easier? You could have had your cake and eaten it."
"That would have been cheating, Jackie, and if he would have caught me... well then we would have been done. By telling him, I wasn't cheating, and I was pretty sure he was going to give me what I wanted when he realized what he was going to lose. I've got to admit, I never saw divorce coming. I never thought he had the spine for it."
"Mom, I think you mistook love for weakness... and somewhere along the way, you decided everything was all about you. Has all this been worth it?"
For the first time, Lauren's face showed the strain of what she had been enduring. Rosa made everything sound so much better than reality proved to be. She couldn't exactly tell her daughter that the sex had been okay, but no, not worth the price.
She also couldn't tell her daughter that she never gave a consideration that Travis would do anything besides sit and pine for his beautiful ex-wife. She was so wrapped up in herself she never realized that a handsome, although not gorgeous, man with a great personality, intelligence and a solid job would be a huge draw on the single man market... and not just for middle-aged women.
She knew that since the divorce was final, her ex-husband had been out with several women, including her longtime friend Connie, and now some young chippy the same age as their oldest daughter. Instead of sitting home crying over his past life, he had been dating like a single 20-something, and getting more than his share of pussy.
She didn't say anything to Connie when she found out her friend had dated her ex the first time, assuming it was some sort of pity date, but a second date was totally unnecessary, and she let Connie know that face to face in a fairly loud tone.
"I thought we were friends, Con," Lauren asserted. "You're supposed to be on my side. We girls have to have each other's backs."
"But he didn't do you wrong, Lauren. And he's a good guy, a great guy. He's everything I want in a man. Why wouldn't I go out with Trav? Hell, women are lining up to go out with him. He's prime aged beef on the hook, girl.
"And he's a great date... and great in the sack, too. I'll go out with him anytime he asks me. How could you chase that man away?"
Lauren just stared open-mouthed at her friend. She was just beginning to see her mistake mushrooming. She loved Travis. She hated coming home to an empty house at the end of the workday. She hated sleeping alone at night.
Travis certainly wouldn't have predicted that his life would be as "exciting" as it had become. He would have been perfectly happy to have his old "boring" life remain as it was, but barring that option, life had been pretty good for him. His job was good, and his social life was through the roof. He was enjoying the companionship of several women of various ages, and most of his dates ended up in bed. At this moment, he certainly wasn't looking for a long-term partner, but he was most assuredly enjoying a smorgasbord of what he considered good pussy. There was more to life than being married to a beautiful woman.
Marla Goodling had several streaks of purple in her shoulder-length silver hair that was done in a ponytail coming out of the opening in the back of her Chicago Cubs ballcap. Her blue Cubs T-shirt was maybe one size too tight across her ample chest and her light blue Levi's were worn as tight as most of the 20-somethings in the stands were wearing theirs, despite her being 60 years old. She garnered more than her fair share of looks in the left field bleachers at Wrigley Field.
One of those looking appreciatively at her was the man she was with, Travis Wesley, the ex-husband of one of her longtime co-workers, Lauren Wesley. She and Travis were at the Cubs game as part of their weekend trip to Chicago.
Marla had worked with Lauren Wesley for more than 15 years. She had met Travis at several company events at which he accompanied his then-wife and had always found him to be a handsome, nice guy. She knew he and Lauren had divorced about two years previously.
Marla had been a widow for about five years, her longtime husband being the victim in a car accident. She had only been on one date in that time before she decided to track down Travis' phone number.
Yes, Travis remembered her. He thought it tough to forget a woman who seemed to exude both class and beauty. Would he want to go out to dinner with her... absolutely, he replied.
That was a couple of months before. Their first date was a high-end restaurant followed by a philharmonic concert, with Marla providing the concert tickets. The evening ended with the pair making out at the front door of her home. Their second date was a Saturday afternoon trail hike, and the woman giggled several times when a clearly fatigued Travis had to take small breaks throughout the day. Seems she and her late husband were avid climbers and trail-hikers, and while Travis thought he was in pretty good condition, he found out he was wrong. He also found out at that Marla had a tight body for an older woman, along with mesmerizing gray eyes.
That date ended with Marla and Travis making gentle love on the living room carpet of her home after they had a steamy make-out session on her sofa. She intrigued him with a combination of moneyed class and girl-next-door freshness.
Marla was more than happy to accept when Travis suggested the pair spend a weekend taking in some sights in Chicago for their third date.
On their first date, Marla told Travis she had no intention of telling Lauren that the two were dating. She wouldn't deny it, if asked, but she wasn't going to advertise the fact.
Marla also told Travis that Lauren had told her co-workers that she and Travis were divorcing because of irreconcilable differences. Travis told Marla the same story he told everyone else: that Lauren had cheated on him with at least two different men. He didn't elaborate further.
In the two years since the divorce, Travis had developed several strong relationships and enjoyed what he considered an amazing sex life. His partners all thought the world of him, and several were hoping to be in consideration for when Travis decided to trust women again and seek to marry.
Lauren was working on a different dynamic. Like she had told her then-husband before her first date, she was simply looking for sexual gratification while she still had the looks to attract almost any man she wanted. She wasn't looking for an emotional relationship, and most of her partners weren't either.
This basic difference between the two former partners would prove a problem for Jackie. She and her mother were deep into the planning of her upcoming wedding, which her father was happily paying for, when Lauren told her daughter that she thought both parents should attend the wedding without dates so there would be less tension. Jackie quickly agreed with that thought, and passed it along to her father later that week when they talked at a lunch meeting.
"Is this genius thought coming from you or your mother?" Travis asked gruffly. "I am planning to bring a date. I'm paying for this shindig, and I intend to have a blast with whomever I bring. Hell, I've been taking dance lessons for about a year, since you first announced your engagement."
"You've been taking dance lessons? Seriously? Just for my wedding? That's so sweet. But..."
"No buts, Jackie. She apparently doesn't have anyone she feels close enough to invite, so she's trying to put the brakes on me, as well. Once again, she's being a selfish bitch and trying to manipulate things to her way. I'm sorry, baby, but I'm not going stag to my own daughter's wedding. If you don't have the guts to tell her that, I most certainly will. She can go alone or bring a date; that's up to her. I'm bringing a date," Travis said.
"I get it, Dad. I'll tell her. You make a good point... and I really want to see you dance.
"But... you still might want to bring someone older than me."
"I can do that, baby. But you really should see Sonya and me get down."
Travis grinned broadly and got a wide smile back in return.
Travis took Connie Meong as his date to the wedding. Travis thought she looked radiant in that seafoam green gown she bought and for which he had paid. The two argued over his purchase of the gown. Travis explained to the woman that as he was the father of the bride and needed to wear a tuxedo, she needed to have a new gown, which he would gladly buy.
"And yes, I understand you need shoes to go with that, too," he told her with a big smile on his face.
Walking his oldest daughter down the aisle was one of the greatest and worst experiences of Travis' life: all the other fathers who told Travis it would be were on the money, he noted to himself. Still, the day was wonderful, he had to admit. He, Connie and his children partied and danced late into the night.
The only moment of discord on the whole day was his ex-wife showing up with a date of her own. Not that Travis cared, but the date spent much of the first part of the wedding smirking at Travis, then spent much of the second part of the night ogling and groping several women as an obnoxious drunk, at least until Jackie asked her mother to remove her guest. An obviously-embarrassed Lauren apologized profusely and quickly shuffled the man out the door.
Before leaving with her date, Lauren did find the time to trail Connie into the women's restroom at one point.
"You man-stealing bitch!" she said to Connie when they were in the restroom.
"Pardon me, but I never stole any man from anybody," Connie answered. "He divorced you before we started to date. You've got nobody to blame for that divorce but yourself. You gave away a great man for some cheap sex."
Lauren's face turned a deep crimson. Her eyes, which at first were glaring at the other woman, suddenly went blank. She dropped her head and stood motionless as Connie walked out the door. Connie never said a word to Travis or the family as she didn't want to ruin the special day.
A couple of months after the wedding, Michelle was visiting her father and looked fidgety. Travis watched her for a while before asking the question.
"Okay, Mitch, what's going on? You've been antsy all evening," Travis said.
Michelle blushed profusely and started stammering. Travis knew something was very wrong.
"Uh, Dad, I know Mom has talked about getting back together with you from time to time. How she would win you back when she was done having sex with other guys. Uh... uh... you two haven't... been having sex or anything, have you?" she asked.
"My sex life is none of your business, young lady," Travis snapped back, "but no, I haven't been... sleeping with your mother. Why?"
"Because she's got VD, Dad. I heard her end of a conversation with her friend Rosa, and she told her she's got syphilis," Michelle said quietly, not looking her father in the eyes.
Travis looked surprised, then sad as Michelle watched him out of the corner of her vision.
"I'm assuming you're telling me this because you care for me," Travis said. "But it's standard policy for the state to advise all possible recipients of said disease that they need to be tested."
"I didn't know that. I was just looking out for you, Dad," she said. "I know Mom still sleeps around pretty good. A couple of my friends have warned me that she's... quite the slut. It's always embarrassing when a friend tells you your mom is a slut."
A couple of days later, Travis got an uncomfortable call from Marla. He could tell immediately that she had the same concern as Michelle, although obviously she had her own healthcare concern as well.
"If you're wondering about if I've been sleeping with my ex... the answer is not only no, but hell no," Travis said. "Trust me, Marla, I understand your concern. But I can't help it if my ex is a... piece of work."
"Piece of work is the nicest thing I've heard her called in quite some time," Marla said. "Her... outside activities have become a subject of water-cooler gossip big-time in recent months. She seems to be less careful the longer she is single."
Lauren used her STD as a jumping off point in her plan to win Travis back. She was satisfied that she had sampled enough men to last her the rest of her life, and began her plan to win Travis back six months after the doctor said she was cured. She was still a little miffed at Travis that he had divorced her in the first place, which was not in her original plan. She had assumed that her then-husband would never chance divorcing a woman who had looked like her, knowing that the odds were slim he could ever find another in her class. This plan might have worked had other women not started coming out of the woodwork to chase Travis. Lauren had no doubt in her mind she was a catch. She had not planned on Travis having an equal attraction to other women.
"I know he's a great guy, but come on, can these women not see that he's nowhere near my level of hotness?" she said one day to Rosa while the two women were sipping margaritas in a bar waiting on their dates for the evening.
Rosa had pushed her friend into her current lifestyle. She knew Travis was handsome enough, but she had way underestimated the depth of his personality, in part because he always seemed to defer to his wife. She expected Travis to just sit and mope while his wife fucked other men; who knew Travis had so much game?
Lauren and Rosa had been keeping loose tabs on Travis ever since Lauren gave him her ultimatum, and in truth, it appeared that his sex life had been almost as voluminous as Lauren's after the divorce became official. If Lauren was further truthful with herself, she might have admitted that it seemed her ex-husband's sex life was much better from an emotional standpoint. Travis dated and seemed to genuinely be having a good time with his partners; Lauren fucked hers, although none since contracting her STD. She noted it had been a lo-o-o-ng dry spell.
Maybe it was time to put herself and Travis back together, Lauren concluded.
Travis was more than a little surprised at the voice on the other end of the line. He hadn't talked to his ex-wife in almost two years. One of his daughters must have given her his new cell number. He hadn't prohibited them from doing so, but he had told them he didn't think he ever needed to talk directly to her again.
"Hello, Trav," she purred in her sweetest tone. "I think it's about time we talked."
"I was thinking that we wouldn't talk again until Michelle got married. Since that's not happening right now, can't we go back to silence?" Travis said.
"Same old Travis. Still trying to deny that you don't love me. But you know you do. You know you want me back."
"Same old Lauren," he replied back. "Still think everything revolves around you."
"Look, Trav, I get that you're still pissed at me, but I really do love you. I suppose I should have just cheated on you and kept you in the dark, but that would have been cheating..."
"It was still cheating, Lauren. Just because you told me you were going to do it didn't make it any less so. You did it because you thought I would never give you up. How pathetic do you think I am?" Travis said.
"I know you think you're a 10... hell, you think you're a 12, but this is more than you being gorgeous. I don't have to live in your shadow. As it's been pointed out to me these last few years, I am way more than the husband of a beautiful woman. Other women want what I have to offer... and are willing to give back to me emotionally. I've actually had a great last few years. Why would I want to get back together with a selfish woman who obviously didn't respect me... and regardless of what she says, doesn't love me at the same level I loved her. Loved, past tense."
After he disconnected, Travis put his phone down and turned to the woman next to him.
"Ready for round two?" he asked Sonya.
Sonya eventually found her soul mate and married him, but Connie and Marla continued their relationships with Travis. He grew to love both in his own way, but would never again marry. They, too, loved him in their own ways, and both women accepted this shared relationship.
In fact, both were invited to sit with Travis at the wedding of his second daughter, Michelle, several years later. This didn't go over well with Lauren, who did not invite a guest to this wedding. She bitched to her daughter, but Michelle would not relent.



"Next to me and Jackie and her family, Connie and Marla are the two closest people in the world to Dad," Michelle responded. "They love Dad for him and put him above their own selfish interests... something that not everyone can say.
"You had him. You gave him up for some... extra sex. Why? Just because you were afraid of getting older, and thought he had no other options. He never would have given you up. Not for anything or anyone."
Travis was pleased with the life he was living, even if it wasn't his first choice. He had moved on from what he considered an untenable situation.
Lauren's life wasn't exactly one of loneliness and remorse. After all, she was still a good-looking woman, and good-looking women often just need to show up to have men hit on them. Lauren got hit on a lot and had quite a few short-term relationships. None of them, however, blossomed into anything long-term.
As she looked back on it, Lauren would have to admit to herself that she was remorseful for telling her then-husband that she was going to step out on him; only because she still couldn't wrap her head around the fact that Travis had relinquished her so easily. How could she have miscalculated so badly, she often wondered to herself. She was a 12. He was a mere six. It was not supposed to end like this.
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"Okay, babe, I guess it's time for me to go. I'll catch you again next week if the weather stays good. I love you," I said.
It was truly a beautiful day: 75 degrees, sunny, very slight southern breeze. I packed up our little picnic back into the basket and put it into the trunk of my car, along with my lawn chair. I felt peaceful, serene, and yes, a little sad. Visiting with Cat always did that for me.
I'd been in love with her since we were 12 years old, and I guess I'll be in love with her until the day I die.
My then-best friend Robert Bruce and I were playing catch in my front yard the first time I saw Cat. She and her family were moving into the house next door that had been for sale. It was the middle of the summer before second grade. I was seven.
Robert and I were casually glancing over at the moving men and the family that was moving in to the house that had formerly belonged to the Miller family when I spotted her. She was skinny, had long blonde braids and a lot of freckles. It was only later that I found out she also had azure eyes.
We watched off and on and threw the ball back and forth for a while before the girl went to her father and started to talk to him, gesturing at Robert and me. I saw her father nod his head, then she ran into her house, emerging seconds later with her own baseball glove and headed for us.
"Can I play, too?" she asked, her smile revealing a bunch of crooked teeth.
She introduced herself as Catherine McVay, Cathy to her friends who were girls, but Cat to her friends who were boys.
I could see Robert scrunching up his nose, but I'll admit to being entranced. I overruled Robert and we played catch three-way. She could hold her own with her glove, and just as important, she didn't throw like a girl. As far as I was concerned, she was in, expanding our little group of friends to four, with Jimmy Arthur being the other.
Although we had more than enough girls in our neighborhood for her to play with, Cat spent most of her time with the boys. She was with us for baseball, kickball, war and Frisbee. I didn't see her spend much time with the girls, especially when they were playing dolls or dress-up.
Little by little, Cat overtook Robert as my best friend. If I could only have one friend go somewhere with my family, Cat was my choice; one friend to spend the night, Cat was my choice.
Cat's family was Catholic, not that it made a difference... until she made her confirmation when she was 12. Confirmation is a pretty big event to religious Catholics, and there's usually a big party afterwards.
Like most of the girls making their confirmation that day, Cat was wearing a white dress, with white tights. Very unusual for her, her hair was down. She had gotten her braces off her teeth two weeks before, and she wore a little bit of makeup. I was lost.
I looked at Cat like I had never seen her before. She was... beautiful. My life would never be the same again.
"What are you staring at, Julian? Close your mouth, you're going to catch flies," she said when she saw me gawking at her. "Don't you dare say a thing about this dress, or I'm going to give you a wallop so hard you won't see straight for a week."
I remember not being able to breath well or think well for the entire party. All of us kids were told to be on our best behavior, but I couldn't have misbehaved that night if my life depended on it. I was a vegetable. My heart was beating wildly. I was sweating. If I had been a 65-year-old man, they probably would have rushed me to the hospital figuring I was having a heart attack.
I waited until the party was just about over before I finally sidled over to Cat, took her by the hand and walked her over to a quiet spot.
"Boy, your hands are really sweaty," Cat said as we walked. "What did you need to tell me that you couldn't tell me in front of everyone else?"
"Y-you... you're beautiful, Cat," I stammered, my heart jackhammering in my chest.
I'm not sure I've ever been hit so hard in my entire life to that point. She popped me right in my mouth, cutting my bottom lip and knocking me to the ground.
"You're a stupid jerkface! Don't ever talk to me again!" she rasped at me as she stomped off.
I just lay there in the grass on my back, wondering if she meant me.
I don't know how long I lay there, but the next thing that made any sense to me was my mother helping me to a sitting position and pressing a napkin to my bloody lip.
"Are you all right, Jule?" she asked, calling me by the nickname that ONLY my family ever dared to use. "What happened? Who hit you?"
"Cat. Cat hit me because I said she was beautiful," I mumbled through the napkin.
"You told her she was beautiful and she hit you?" Mom asked with a giggle.
I nodded, upset that my mother seemed to be laughing because Cat hit me.
"Oh, sonny boy, you made a biiig mistake saying that to Catherine," she said, slowly helping me to my feet. "Tomorrow you probably need to apologize. Let's go home now."
"But Mom, why should I apologize? She is beautiful," I whined as we walked to our house next door.
"Weren't you just wrestling around on the floor with her yesterday playing WWF Superstars or something? Now today you tell her she's beautiful. Does Catherine look like the kind of girl you call beautiful?" she asked.
This was the first of many times in my life that I wouldn't understand the female of the species.
Cat's mom greeted me with a knowing smile when I knocked on the McVays' front door the next day.
"She's in the family room, Julian. Why don't you go into the kitchen and I'll send her in there so you guys can have some privacy," she said.
Cat was grinning like a hyena when she walked into the kitchen. I knew she was pretty proud of herself for the shot with which she hit me. My lip was swollen and was purplish. I was more mumbling than actually talking.
"I'm sorry, Cat. I shouldn't have said what I did," I rasped.
"No, you shouldn't have, but I guess I shouldn't have sucker-punched you," she answered. "My mom said that you were actually being nice. When did you learn that?"
I shrugged. "Must have been something my mom taught me. She was obviously WRONG!"
Well, I won't tell anybody that I gave you that fat lip if you don't tell anybody that you called me beautiful," she said.
"Deal!" I said enthusiastically, sticking my hand out for a shake. "But Cat, you really were beautiful."
"Thanks, I guess," she whispered.
I never again told Cat she was beautiful, at least for the next few years, but I also never looked at her the same way again. She would never again be just Cat... one of the guys.
It also didn't help when Cat started developing boobs. Suddenly I wasn't the only one looking at Cat in that way, and I have to admit, I didn't like it one bit. I kind of always thought of Cat as mine, and suddenly other boys seemed to be coming out of the woodwork to talk with her and flirt with her. To her credit, though, she didn't seem too affected by this, which at least gave me small solace. She was still "my Cat," at least in my mind.
Junior high schools are the bastion of teenage hormones, and our school was no different than any other. I know my hormones were often on alert, but I knew I had to be careful. There was no way I wanted to get punched again by Cat.
There were plenty of other attractive girls in my junior high, but I really only had eyes for Cat. The problem was that I seemed to be stuck in her "friend zone," because we had been so tight for so long. Other guys had no such worries and often approached her; each time I would die a little inside.
Since I watched Cat so carefully, I noticed that she wasn't quite the same as all the other girls. I mean, she was no longer quite the tomboy she had been earlier, but she didn't seem to be quite as into the teenage girl thing as the others... not that I was complaining.
Group dating was the in thing in junior high, although some individual dating was starting. Cat usually hung with me during the group dates, and she never accepted any individual dates, although I know she was asked. As for me, there weren't any girls in Cat's stratosphere, so I didn't ask any other girls out.
The spring dance for the eighth-graders was the big social event of the year for our school. Of course I asked Cat to go with me, then I ducked. She didn't swing on me, and she said yes.
Cat wore a very nice dress that I had never seen before, and I wore my Sunday suit. I thought we made a nice couple. Both sets of parents made sure to take lots of photos of us. Before my dad drove us over to the school, her father pulled me over to the side and threatened my life if I dared to touch his daughter in a way that my father wouldn't want my younger sister touched.
"That's after she kicks the living daylights out of you. Got it, Julian?"
"Absolutely, Mr. McVay," I rasped.
We had a pretty good time at the dance. We danced together several times and stuck together for much of the event. Several other boys asked her to dance, but she turned them all down flat. I felt like King Kong.
Dad drove us home at the end of the night. As I walked her to her door, my palms were sweaty and my heart was pounding in my chest. This was the moment of truth: I had planned to kiss her good night, assuming she was going to say yes to my ask. There was no way I planned to spring a kiss on Cat.
While Dad took the car back to our house and left us alone on her porch, I croaked out my request for a kiss, surreptitiously watching her hands. She thought about it for several seconds before quietly nodding. I'd seen these things done in movies before, so I stepped in, wrapped my arms around her back and gave her what I thought was a pretty good kiss right on her warm, soft lips. She didn't move for the first couple of seconds, then returned the kiss with her hands on my shoulders.
I was pretty sure my brain short-circuited for a bit. When I regained my ability to think several seconds later, I shivered from head to toe as we separated.
"Did you feel that?" I asked in a whisper.
She looked at me like I had grown a second head before she totally crushed my soul.
"No. I didn't feel anything," she answered. "Was I supposed to feel something?"
Aarrgghh! No! No! No! This was not supposed to go that way. James Bond never got a response that bland when he kissed a woman.
"Well... good night, Cat. I had a nice time," I mumbled.
"Yeah. Me too," she said before going into her house.
Although Cat and I weren't actually dating as our freshman year unfolded, we still hung out a lot as always. After all, she was still my best friend. She was, however, now spending more time than ever with other girls. I'll admit to being a little perplexed as she previously never seemed to want to spend that much time with her peers. I suppose I should have known that sooner or later, she would turn into a full-fledged girl.
Being an idiot, I never gave a thought to asking Cat to be my date for the homecoming dance. I just assumed she knew we were going together. Apparently, she didn't, because I found out about three weeks before homecoming that she had accepted a date with a junior hunk, Chris Tambran, for the event. I found out about the date when she told me in passing later on that day.
"B-but I thought we were going together to homecoming," I whined.
She could see by my face that she surprised and hurt me.
"I'm sorry, Julian," she said softly. "You never said anything, so I assumed..."
"I never thought I had to say anything. My fault. You know what they say about the word 'assume,'" I said.
"I hope you have a good time."
The walk to school the next morning started out very quietly as Robert, Jimmy, Cat and I trudged the half-mile distance to school. Nobody said much of anything until Robert asked if he and his date, Allie Forst, could ride to homecoming with Cat and I. The two of us looked at each other before Cat finally responded.
"Uh... we're not going to homecoming together. Chris Tambran asked me to go with him... and I accepted," Cat said.
"Ooh," Jimmy said before letting out a low whistle.
Robert clapped me on the shoulder and we continued on in silence.
For the first time ever, there was a split in my relationship with Cat. We hardly hung out together for the next few weeks as she started spending almost all of her time with her girlfriends.
Two weeks before homecoming, Mom asked if we needed to get my suit dry-cleaned. I knew why she was asking. I hadn't told her about Cat and Chris Tambran. When I did, she stood there with her mouth open for a couple of seconds.
"I'm sorry, Jule," she said quietly. "So I take it you're not going with anybody?"
"Yup," I rasped back in answer.
I tried to pretend it didn't bother me when I saw Chris drive up to Cat's house to pick her up the night of the dance, but Mom and Dad weren't buying it. Chris was a handsome, well-liked blond guy who was the starting shooting guard on our basketball team. He was 6-2, 185, with blue eyes. All the girls in school spent the previous two weeks talking about how lucky Cat was.
Jimmy and I spent the entire night of the dance bowling. We spent a small fortune for two kids, bowling 10 games apiece and splitting a pizza at the alley. I was so off my game that Jimmy beat me on total pins for the first time ever. At least one of us had a good time.
Cat and I spent the better part of two weeks avoiding each other. I didn't know about her, but I was miserable. I didn't know how to break the stalemate, although I wasn't sure I was the one who should be worried about that.
Two days later, I was sitting in my room looking at the ceiling when Mom led Cat in.
"Somebody needs to talk to you, Jule, and you need to listen," Mom said.
I'm guessing Mom and Cat had talked first. Mom had a benign smile on her face, and Cat looked like she was ready to cry.
"I-I'm sorry, Julian. I probably shouldn't have gone out with him without checking with you first. I knew you were assuming we would go to homecoming together," she said.
"Yeah, well, about that," I answered. "I should have asked. Mom chewed on me pretty good for that. I'm a dumbass."
The tears in her eyes were still there. It finally dawned on me that this about much more than a date.
"Julian, can we really talk? I mean, REALLY talk? Like... life or death talk, maybe? I really, really need someone to talk to, and I think that person has to be you. Can you just hear me out without... judging me, or getting mad. I really, really need you now, Julian."
"Okay, Cat, I've always been yours," I replied. "You talk, I'll listen. Whatever it is, we can work it out together."
She grabbed me in a hard hug and started to cry. I gave her a few minutes to let it out before I moved her away from my body and looked into her eyes.
"Go," I whispered.
"Remember when we kissed and you asked me if I ' felt that' and I told you I didn't?" she started. "Well, I've had questions... and I wondered... if it was you or me. So I decided to date another boy and see if 'I felt that' with him or not..."
"You kissed Chris..." I interrupted, but I shut up quickly when she pointed at me and made a mad face.
"Again, I didn't feel anything, but he did when he grabbed a breast a few minutes later. I punched him hard in the nuts and he threw up. He kept a good distance from me for about an hour before we left early," she explained.
I started to speak again and she stopped me cold with an icy glare.
"Okay, here comes the hard part," she continued. "I've wondered... worried actually, about some feelings I've had for several girls in the last year or so. I thought I might be gay. When I didn't feel anything kissing you or Chris, the picture became clearer. Then when I kissed Kendra Rizzi two nights ago in the library, everything snapped into focus."
Tears leaked out of her eyes as I sat on my bed speechless.
"Say something, you jerk!" she yelled at me.
"I was waiting for you to give me permission to speak," I snapped.
She glared at me again, then shrugged. I took that to mean it was my turn to talk.
"You kissed Kendra Rizzi? Wow. I'd like to do that," I said.
"That's what you have to say? Really?" she commented. "Wait. I thought you liked me?"
"I do like you. You know that. So, this kiss with Kendra... just a kiss or do you have something going on?" I asked.
She looked guilty and confused. "I really don't know... but that's only half the point, Julian. You know what I'm saying?"
"Yeah, I do," I said. "Sounds like you've got a lot of... reflecting to do. But whatever you decide, I'm here for you. I'll always be here for you, Cat. ALWAYS."
She flopped down on the bed next to where I sat and tried to break my ribs with a hug.
"So you don't... won't... hate me?" she cried into my shoulder.
"I couldn't if I tried, as long as you can put up with me loving you from afar for the rest of our lives," I said.
She crushed me in another hug. I returned this one.
I was pretty sure I was the first person she told about her decision, although I had a feeling she would eventually tell others. We never discussed it when other people were around. I knew she was afraid to be outed.
I knew she dated several other girls on the downlow during our high school years, but for the most part I was her beard. Whenever there was a big event or party, I was her date. I was safe, and we still had our great friendship, so it worked out okay. It probably also didn't hurt that I was a good kisser, she admitted to me one day.
In exchange for my covering for her, she was my date when I needed one, like when my Aunt Trudi got married for the second time. Hell, most of my family had seen her with me so much during the years that they automatically assumed we were an item.
Then came the day that she turned my world upside-down.
A group of us had gone out to celebrate Cat's 18th birthday on a Friday night in July. We had hit two dance clubs and were having a great time. Cat and I were doing our "good friends, maybe not quite dating" thing; my arm around her waist occasionally, some light touches, a couple of friendly light kisses on each other's lips.
Our group consisted of 10 people, that included two actual couples, and the couples started ratcheting up the sexual temperature throughout the night. Surprisingly, Cat seemed to be getting aroused as the night went on. It was probably a little after midnight when she changed my life.
"Take me someplace and make love to me, Julian," she whispered into my ear.
We were on the dance floor doing a slow dance when she made her pronouncement. I froze... I mean I stopped dancing and stopped breathing, standing like a statue.
"Are you sure, Cat?" I asked in little more than a whisper. "I mean... I-I don't want you to feel obligated..."
She led me off the dance floor by my hand. As we passed by our table, she told Becky Hansen that some of the people at the table were going to have to find their own way back home.
"Serious?" she asked.
Cat nodded silently. The two girls exchanged grins, then Cat led me to my car.
"I'm confused, Cat," I said as I started driving. "I really want this, but only if you want this as much as me. What's going on, babe?"
"We can't talk about this now, Julian. I-I have something going on now, and I don't want to lose this feeling. Do you trust me?" she asked.
"Always. Of course," I answered.
I didn't know anyplace indoors we could go, but I knew an out of the way area on a cul-de-sac on the north side of town. We were there in 20 minutes.
"Back seat, now!" was all she said.
We got into the back seat and she immediately pushed her face to mine, kissing me fiercely. We spent the next few minutes examining each other's tonsils with our tongues before we separated our faces.



"Take off my clothes. Make me naked, Julian. Then put it in me and do it, but start out easy. I'm still a virgin," she said.
"Me, too," I said quietly.
It was probably too dark for her to see me blushing, but I could see her eyes glazed over with lust before a look of surprise appeared on her face.
"Really. I would have thought that a handsome guy like you..."
"I've been waiting on the right girl," I interrupted.
"And that's me, despite what you know?" she asked.
"Well, you're here," I said, smiling brightly, my heart thumping in my chest.
"Yeah. Now kiss me, and then go slow," she said.
Neither one of us thought of foreplay. She was wet... and hot as I slid inside oh so slowly. I encountered what I guessed to be her hymen, stopped briefly, then pushed a bit harder as she murmured, "Easy, please."
I broke through whatever was stopping me and kept pushing forward as she gave a small painful cry, then started a low moaning. I had read with skepticism that some women's pussies feel like liquid velvet; I'm here to confirm that is true. I gently bumped into something just as I sheathed my entire dick, and the two of us just looked into each other's eyes.
"Kiss me some more... and go slow," she whispered.
I crushed my lips to her softer ones and started to gently move in and out. We continued kissing and making love on the greatest night of my life. She moaned into my mouth several times.
And then... my body exploded from my dick as I shot what felt like a gallon of cum into her pussy in several hard shots, her pussy suddenly grabbing my throbbing member and squeezing several times as her body started spasming similar to mine. I'm pretty sure the low roaring was mine and the high-pitched keening was hers.
I have no idea how long we were making love or how long our orgasms went on. I do know I regained clear thought some minutes later as the two of us were lying on the seat, my body half on top of hers and we were both panting.
It was several minutes before either one of us spoke.
"Wow. Fuck. Wow," I murmured.
"Yeah, right," she replied.
"What was that?" I asked.
Silence reigned supreme for several long minutes, interrupted only by the sounds of us kissing occasionally.
"What if I'm wrong, Julian? What if I'm not lesbian? How would I find out unless I tried the road not taken," she said.
"Either way, I wanted you to be the first. You're my best friend. You've been my best friend forever. I can't imagine a time when you won't be my best friend. Thank you," she added, not having elaborate to me.
I grinned in return.
We went to college in the same state, about an hour apart, and once out of sight of prying eyes, Cat finally felt free to be herself and openly dated other women, from what she told me. She showed me photos of several of her dates, and I had to admit to her that she had excellent taste in women. I joked with her that I should have her find me some women that weren't gay because she had such good taste.
"Don't be so lame. Find your own hot women, Romeo," she said.
We talked at least a couple of times each week. Usually it was just friend stuff, occasionally we would get down to topics of a more personal nature. We could both ask each other sex questions that we couldn't have asked of anyone else. It was sort of like being able to get "insider" information.
We also could be real with each other. While I understood that college was the first time Cat could really be part of the gay experience, I didn't want her to go completely off the deep end and get in over her head. I didn't want her to become a slut, even if she was playing for the other team. I cared too much for her to see that happen.
"Be careful, Cat. Keep your eyes open. I know I'm starting to sound like your parents, but it's because I care, babe," I said in a call one time. "It doesn't make a difference if you're dating men or women... a slut is still a slut."
"Yes, Mother," she sassed me back.
Cat's parents were stunned when she finally came out to them over Christmas break her freshman year. She told me she was going to tell them on her first night back. The next day, her mother called me, wondering if I could come over to talk to her and her husband. I'd known them forever. They were practically second parents to me. How could I refuse?
"Why didn't you tell us, Julian?" was the first question I was asked when I met with the two of them. "You're practically family. How could you not tell us?" Mrs. McVay asked.
"Wasn't my place to tell you that, and I love Cat too much to go behind her back," I responded. "It was up to her to finally tell you. It was my job to support her and have her back."
"I always thought you two would someday wind up together. I always thought you had something going," her mother said.
"We've been best friends forever, but she told me in high school that she thought she was gay. I was crushed at first, but I realized she had to be who she was. I will love her forever, she knows that.
"I guess it hurt when she told me we would never be together... that way, but at the same time it sort of didn't hurt as much as if it would have been another guy," I said.
"So this... dating act... was really just an act then?" he father asked. "You two..."
I didn't feel her parents needed to know everything, so I just told them what I thought they needed to know.
"I helped cover for her with the dating thing, and she paid me back by being my date for certain events. I love her. Always have, always will. I will always have her back, no matter what," I said.
"That's all we can ask, Julian. Thanks," her father said.
I dated from time to time throughout college. I wasn't a monk, but I really wasn't looking for Miss Right. An occasional hook-up was more than enough for me.
Cat, on the other hand, did date a lot, she admitted to me. She apparently was making up for lost time.
I drove over to Cat's apartment in early fall of her senior year to visit for Labor Day weekend. She lived with two other girls in a three-room apartment, and nobody had a problem with me sleeping on the floor in Cat's room. Well, to be exact, nobody had a problem until her roommates met me, then both offered to share their beds with me. Cat didn't think that was nearly as funny as they did. I blushed appropriately, although I was pretty sure that the taller of her two roommates, Alisha, was dead serious.
"Back off, ladies. He's my best friend," Cat said.
"Yeah, but you're not going to use him properly," the other roommate, Roxie, chimed in.
Saturday night the four of us went to a dance club. I had fun dancing with all three women in turn. I was on the floor with Alisha when I saw Cat head to the floor with a six-foot goddess with strawberry blonde hair, bright green eyes and "legs all the way up to the plumbing." Damn.
Cat stayed out on the floor after Alisha and I headed back to our table with Roxie. Roxie was sitting there with a Cheshire cat grin, watching Cat with the goddess.
"Would you look at that? The best-looking woman in the entire place walks up to Cat and drags her out on the floor. I'm not even gay and I seriously might consider having sex with that woman," Roxie said, her face flushed red.
"Ooh, yeah, that's one hot Amazon," Alisha said. "I'd think about that, too."
Both women turned their heads to look at me.
"Put me on that list, too," I answered.
Lauren Sittler looked like the volleyball player she was for her first two years of college, until she broke an ankle that ended her career. She and Cat came back to the table with their arms around each other, and from the glazed look in Cat's eyes I guessed she was going to go home with her. She introduced Loren around the table, then leaned over to me to tell me what I had already figured.
"Would it be okay if I caught up to you tomorrow morning for breakfast at the IHOP at 9?" she giggled.
"Absolutely. I'll make sure 'Lish and Roxie get home safely," I said.
We kissed softly on the lips before she and Loren left the club. The three of us at the table chuckled amongst ourselves as we watched the two of them leave.
"Wait a minute. She didn't tell us you couldn't share our beds tonight," Alisha said. "Do you think that was an oversight, or..."
For the record, that night would mark the first and only threesome of my life. Alisha had a queen-size bed and the three of us didn't finish our night until about 3 AM.
The girls let me use their shower so I could at least wash off the smell of our night of glorious debauchery and wake up somewhat. I kissed both Alisa and Roxie good-bye and was waiting for Cat at IHOP at 8:55 drinking a cup of coffee. She walked in promptly at 9, accompanied by Lauren. They were smiling and giggling like schoolgirls.
"I hope you don't mind that I invited Lauren," Cat said shyly. "I trust that Alisha and Roxie took good care of you last night."
The last was more of a statement than a question. It was my turn to be bashful.
Cat and Lauren both got jobs in the same city and moved in together after graduation. I was happy for both of them and told them so. I visited with them several times over the next 10 years and they came to stay with me about as often.
My life love didn't go nearly as well as Cat's. I had a few girlfriends here and there, but nothing that held any promise until Lily Hanlon showed up in my life about five years after I graduated.
I was a member of my local YMCA and used to go three times a week to work out in the weight room. Every now and then I would wander into the gym, pick up a loose basketball and take a few shots to stretch out my muscles.
There were six courts at the "Y" and there were games occurring at all but the hoop at which I was shooting. A woman a few years younger than me walked up dribbling a ball and asked if I minded if she shot at my basket. I answered affirmatively and she soon was filling up the hoop as if she was Damian Lillard. When she started banging in three-pointers, I stopped shooting and started watching.
She noticed I was watching so she started adding in some words and sound effects, like "deuce" or "trey" and "pow" and "bam." I smiled as I admired her stroke and her cheekiness.
"You want to play some Horse?" she asked, grinning.
I was a pretty good player in my day, but I was at least several years past my prime, and knew it. Horse, though, is about making shots, and after all, I was known as the king of the junk shot, at least in my mind. I accepted.
She went first and hit three long jumpers in a row, only two of which I could repeat so I had an "H" pretty quick. Then she missed her next shot, so it was my turn to shoot first. I walked over to the right elbow and threw in a left-handed jumper, much to her surprise.
"That was off-hand, wasn't it? You shot those other jumpers right-handed," she said.
"Yup. Have at it." I smiled.
She missed that shot, and the next two I also hit lefty. She was grimacing.
"Oh, come on, chicken shit, do something normal," she whined.
"Chicken shit? Why, because I can use my left hand and you can't?" I chuckled. "How about this for normal?"
I walked up to the free-throw line and tossed in an underhanded free throw, a la NBA hall-of-famer Rick Barry. She looked dumbstruck.
"Really?" she said, almost mournfully.
I nodded silently. She sighed, then missed the shot, which left her just one letter away from losing. She looked really upset, her big brown eyes growing moist with frustration.
"Yeah, I get it. How can you lose to this hack, you're wondering," I said, my smile growing wider by the second. "I'm one of those. Not great at anything, but I've got skills... weird skills, but skills nonetheless. Decent athlete, not great. Some brains, some common sense, but not the guy who went to Harvard."
"Just shoot your last shot already and put me out of my misery," she growled.
"Tell you what. I win this and you agree to go to dinner with me tomorrow night. Applebee's, nothing fancy, so you don't even have to consider it a date. Deal?" I asked.
She looked pensive for a second, then confused. She finally figured out in her mind that I was fucking with her. She smiled and giggled.
"Deal," she said, flipping the ball to me.
I barely glanced at the basket because I knew where on the court I was by the court. Anybody who's played a lot of schoolyard ball can do it. I then threw in a lefty 16-foot jumper.
She picked up the ball after it had gone through the hoop and moved over to where I was still standing, arm still raised.
I took a step over to my left and she moved in, fired another awkward lefty shot and whispered, "Applebee's it is, stud. Damn, you're an insufferable prick, you know that?"
"Actually, I do. I'm Julian Leonard, by the way," I said.
"Lily Hanlon. Very sorry loser," she said tightly.
"Oh, very sorry? Well maybe I will be able to change your mind tomorrow night," I said.
I was able to change her mind the next night, and she accepted a real date for the next Friday night. Turned out she was 23 years old, a year out of college, and worked in the human resources department for an auto-parts manufacturer. She was smart, literate and a big flirt, as well as a pretty good athlete.
We rapidly became an item; in fact, exclusive after our first month. I had never before had this kind of connection with a woman not named Cat. The only apparent negative was her propensity to flirt. We had talked about exclusivity and fidelity, and several times we went around about her flirting... and where I felt lines needed to be drawn. She would insist it was all in good fun and I would counter that it was not fun to me. We had several tiffs over that and she would always promise me she would try harder. Then we would wind up in bed for some fabulous make-up sex. I knew she was manipulating me with the sex, but... I really felt she loved me, and I had definitely fallen hard for her.
About six months after we were together, I took her with me for a long weekend with Cat and Lauren. I had explained to her early on about my relationship with Cat, and I had told Cat and Lauren all about Lily.
I thought the weekend went well, and I thought the women all hit it off pretty well. In fact, several times when I entered a room, the conversation among the three would stop, and giggling would commence. I took it as a good sign the three were bonding, even if it seemed to be they were conspiring against me.
Cat was expecting my phone call when she answered Monday evening after our weekend visit. As my go-to friend, she also knew exactly why I was calling.
"I really like her, Julian. I think she could be the girl for you. Lauren likes her, too, but Lauren noticed one thing I missed. Lauren said she seemed to be a bit flirty when we were out at the dance club the other night. I just took it as enthusiasm, but Lauren kind of thought it was a bit over the top. You know she loves you like I do, and she was taking notes as well," Cat said.
"Thanks for the opinions, babe. Those were the kind of things I wanted, and needed, to hear," I said.
Three months later I asked Lily to marry me, and she accepted. The wedding was set for about a year to the day.
I had met Lily's parents several times before I asked her to marry me. They seemed like nice enough people, although I could tell her father didn't feel I was good enough to marry his daughter. My father told me not to worry about it as it was just a "dad thing," and someday I would experience it if I had a daughter of my own. I tried not to let it bother me, but I got the feeling that he didn't respect me because I couldn't wield a hammer. I know, it sounds crazy, but Lily's father owned a fairly successful construction company, and both his son and son-in-law worked for him. I was a mid-level accountant, and I was no good at DIY projects. Forget the fact that the three of them could barely team up to count to 100, I was the one lacking because I was no good at building things.
The marriage was going to be a pretty big event in her parents' hometown, which was about a two-hour drive from where we lived. That's also where Lily was going to have her hen party two weeks before the wedding. The party was set up by her sister, Willie, the matron of honor, and her remaining bridesmaids. Lily told me there were going to be 15 women, so they got five rooms at the Hilton Hotel in town, assuming that they were going to be too drunk to drive home. I told her I thought that was wise.
Since I was scheduled to be alone that night, I decided to treat myself to a bottle of Angel's Envy rye, truly top-shelf whiskey, and my two favorite all-time movies, "Jeremiah Johnson" and the original "Rollerball." It was a great night. I wasn't too loaded when I hit the rack a little after midnight.
I woke up with a slight hangover about 6 in the morning, and decided I would get some aspirin and go back to sleep, but then an evil thought hit me. I figured there was going to be more than a few hungover women this morning at the hotel among Lily and the others, and it would be somewhat humorous to see what the "demon rum" had wrought last night. I knew they were supposed to meet for breakfast at 9. I decided to show up as well. A quick shower and I was on my way.
I actually showed up a few minutes early, and was standing off to the side when Willie and about eight other women straggled in to breakfast. Lily was not among them. I assumed she tied one on really good.
I waited for several minutes before approaching the chattering, hungover group.
"Lily too wrecked to even eat breakfast with you guys this morning?" I asked with a big smile.
Nine heads turned swiftly in my direction. I found I was the only one smiling. Lord, please no.
"Which room is she in? I know you guys were supposed to have 201 to 205. Damn it, which room?" I yelled.
One of the women started to rise, as did my blood pressure.
"Stay! None of you make a move!" I shouted.
The woman sat back down. They started to chatter incoherently among themselves. I walked over to the elevator and went up to the second floor. It didn't take someone with very good hearing to figure out what was happening in room 205. I turned around and left the hotel, tears of anger and frustration leaking from my eyes.
I spent most of the two-hour drive home considering running my car off the road and killing myself. I never saw it coming. I didn't know whom, nor did I know why. I only knew that the wedding was off. I suppose I was lucky I found out sooner rather than later.
I called Cat, who was to be my best woman, and Lauren first when I got home and told them my sad story. Then I called my parents. God bless my mom. She volunteered to call the 28 guests from our side and tell them the wedding was off. Since Cat already knew, all I really had to call was Robert and Jimmy, my two groomsmen.
In addition to being sick to my stomach over what had happened, I was also stunned that I still hadn't heard from Lily midway through the day. I decided since I wasn't the one who cheated, I didn't need to be the one to make the call.
A very contrite-looking Lily showed up at my door Sunday about noon, looking like she was about to cry when I opened the door and let her in.
"I'm sorrier than I can ever tell you," she said as she sat down on my sofa. "I got carried away partying... and lost my head," she said.
"That's what you're calling it, losing your head," I said. "How many times did you lose your head?"
She blushed hard and looked down, then gradually lifted her eyes to mine.
"Just once the night before and then in the morning," she whispered.
"Okay, the tough question: why did you lose your head? Was I not enough for you?" I asked.
"Like I told you, I just lost my head. I had too much to drink... and lost my head. He was handsome. It was just..."



"Don't go there or I'll slap the living shit out of you," I interrupted. "I've never hit a girl yet, but that will make me do it the first time.
"Who was this fucker anyway?"
"He... he's just some guy. He didn't mean anything," she said.
"No, he meant a lot to me. In fact, he meant the end of us," I declared.
"No, we can't do that. Everything's ready to go for the wedding. My parents have already paid a small fortune," she said.
"Not my problem. I wasn't the one fucking someone not my fiancée," I asserted.
"Oh, come on. We're not even married yet," she whined.
"Exactly. And now we won't be," I said.
"You know my dad is going to kill you, right?" she asked.
"Not once he finds out you were the one spreading your legs. If anything, I think he owes me an apology," I said.
"Ah... uh... umm," she sputtered.
"I thought so," I snarked.
I didn't hear from Lily's father, so I guessed she owned up to the truth about what happened.
Cat and Lauren stayed with me the weekend that I was supposed to have gotten married. They just showed up unannounced Friday evening right after I got home from work.
"We already had the weekend booked out, and we didn't want you to be sitting here alone drowning your sorrows by yourself. You can drown them with us, but you'll be buying," Cat said when they showed up at my apartment door.
We didn't go hog wild drinking that night, but I know the two women overserved me enough that I was going to sleep pretty well that night. In fact, I slept so well that I didn't wake up until 9:30 the next morning. Lauren was sitting at the table drinking a cup of coffee and reading my newspaper when I staggered into the kitchen wearing a pair of gym shorts and a T-shirt.
Both the bathroom and guest bedroom doors were open, and there was no sight nor sound of Cat.
"Hey, where's Trouble this morning? She's not usually an 'up and at 'em' person early on Saturday mornings," I said.
Lauren nodded at my statement, but I detected a smirk playing on her lips.
"Uhh... she had an errand to run," Lauren said quietly, not able to look me in the eyes.
"Spill it, Giraffe Woman. I can see it in your eyes you want to tell me something," I said while I fixed some toast to go with my coffee.
"She had to return something to your ex-fiancée," Lauren said, her smirk turning into a full-blown smile.
"I'm not going to like this, am I?" I said quietly.
"You know her as well as I do. What do you think?" Lauren remarked.
I winced.
I was showered and cleaned up when Cat strolled smugly into my apartment an hour later carrying a box of Dunkin' Donuts.
"Just needed something special for the morning," she said brightly.
I gave her a disbelieving smile. She gave me a shrug.
"He knows. He figured it out on his own. I never said anything, honest," Lauren said.
She gave me a guilty smile.
"Okay, tell me already. You know you're dying to," I chuckled.
"I called up your ex and told her I needed to return something," she started. "We met at a park near the donut shop. When she approached, I opened my arms for a hug. I don't think she saw my right fist until it connected with her left eye. She went down like a sack of bricks. I'll be upset if that shiner doesn't last two weeks."
She strutted around the kitchen holding her fist in the air like a championship prizefighter. Both Lauren and I laughed heartily.
"Damn, didn't that stupid bitch remember anything I told her about your temper... and your right hand?" I questioned.
I didn't date again for close to a year. It just wasn't that important to me. I think my solitude affected Cat and Lauren more than it did me. After about six months, they tried fixing me up with some of their single friends when I would go visit. They weren't subtle about it either, but at least the women they tried to match me with were hot. I wound up in bed with a couple of them, but most of the women were one and done.
"I'm just not ready, guys. Let it go, please," I said to the pair after one date.
"But I've got to tell you, you two find some damn good-looking women for me."
Lauren's ability to find good-looking women wound up working against Cat five years later. She found herself a 22-year-old senior art student at the local small college, and ended her 12-year relationship with Cat. Cat said she found out when she came home from work one day to find Lauren and her new love sitting on the sofa waiting for Cat.
"That's it. Just like that?" Cat said she asked the duo.
Apparently, Lauren's new squeeze was an excitable sort, and at one point in the discussion she jumped off the sofa and approached Cat quickly. Lauren couldn't stop her in time, and two punches later the young woman had a broken nose and a split lip and was in a heap on the floor.
"Did you have to hit her, Cat?" Lauren yelled.
"Don't really know, but I sure wanted to," Cat related. "You might have warned her, bitch."
Cat laughed in between her tears as she related the story to me over the telephone.
"I'm sorry, babe. I thought you two were good for the distance," I said.
"You know, some day in the future when they finally pass same-sex marriage, they're going to find out that the same-sex divorce rate will be the same as the hetero rate, I'd bet," Cat said.
"I don't doubt that for a minute," I agreed.
Cat and I spent a lot of time together over the next several months. It's what you do for those you love. I knew she'd never reciprocate what I felt for her, but in my mind, she would always be more than a best friend... somewhere between family and...
We were sitting in a nice restaurant finishing a good meal. Without even thinking about it, I had reached out for her left hand, which was lying on the table. I took her hand, held it briefly, then stroked the back side of it as I put it back down.
"I'm sorry, Julian, that I'm not as good a friend to you as you are to me," she said softly. "I know that you want so much more from me, but you accept the fact that I can't give it... and you never push. You'd be the man of my dreams... if I dreamed about men."
I blushed and dropped my eyes.
"Not entirely selfless," I responded. "You know there's always going to be a part of me that hopes..."
"Ah shit. Let's get out of here and do something stupid. I think two killer hangovers would be appropriate," she said.
In her mid-thirties, Cat was still a beautiful woman. It was just a matter of time until she felt like jumping back into the dating pool.
******
Although Cat and I were only getting together about once a month, to my mind she suddenly started looking a little off: a little more fatigued, maybe a few more lines on her face and I'd swear she lost about 10 pounds, not that she needed to.
"Hey, you feeling okay?" I asked her one Saturday afternoon when we were lying crumpled together on my sofa watching an NCAA softball game.
She looked at me oddly.
"Well, I have been tired a lot lately," she admitted. "I was thinking maybe I need to add more cardio to my workouts. You know, I'll be 40 next year. That means you'll be 40 next year, too, bud. Man, suddenly I feel old."
I got her to agree to go to her doctor for a physical. Hell, she hadn't taken a physical since Lauren left her.
The doctor couldn't get her in for a month, but I noted the date on my calendar. I called her the next day. She gave me vague answers. She finally told me she was scheduled in for more tests in two weeks. I know I was more concerned than she was.
"Damn, you're as bad as my mom," she said, trying to make a joke.
Colon cancer is no joke. The doctors noted that since they had caught it fairly early, her chances of beating it were good, although they noted that it might not be easy.
I was fortunate that the diagnosis came just after tax season, so between my accrued vacation days and the fact that I could work off-site, I was able to be there a lot for Cat. I took her to a lot of doctor's appointments, chemotherapy sessions and various and sundry other appointments. I also interviewed and hired a professional to be there for Cat when I couldn't be. Her parents stayed with her at times, as well.
She went on disability because she had to quit her job. Between that, her parents and me, we covered her bills.
The chemo took its toll on Cat in terms of nausea, fatigue and some hair loss. Yeah, she had her bad days both physically and mentally, but the tough girl that I grew up with battled hard. I expected nothing less, nor would I let her give in on those down days. We'd fight on some of those days, because I just wasn't going to let her feel sorry for herself.
"You son of a bitch. I'm hurting. Give me a fucking break every now and then!" she yelled at me one time when she wanted to skip a chemo treatment.
"Not happening, you little pussy!" I yelled back. "Now get in the Goddamned car by yourself or I'll put you in the fucking trunk and take you there like a piece of luggage!"
She staggered out to the car, smoke practically coming out of her ears. She didn't talk to me the whole way there, except once when she whispered, "I hate you, you dick."
"And I hate you, too," I whispered back, trying not to smile as I said it.
The worst was past several months later, we hoped, and we were again sitting smushed together on her sofa, as was our habit.
"Why, Julian?" she asked.
"You know the answer, Cat. I love you. Always have, always will. No reciprocation necessary. No pressure," I answered.
Six months later, Cat got to ring the bell as the doctors declared her cancer-free. Her parents and I took her out to a great restaurant to celebrate. There were tears all around.
Two nights later she and I were again entwined on her sofa when she took my head in both of her hands and faced me, almost literally nose to nose. She planted what I considered a deep, sensuous kiss on my lips. I was mesmerized, to say the least.
"Did you feel that?" she said.
I was confused for a brief second before it hit me like a shovel to the face.
"Yes. Yes, I did," I insisted.
She put her lips back on mine, and this time I fully participated. We repeated this several times over the next few minutes before she lifted my shirt over my head. We kissed some more before she unbuttoned my jeans and lowered my zipper.
I grabbed both of her hands in mine and stopped her.
"Are you sure about this? Completely sure about this?" I whispered.
"More sure than I've ever been in my life," she whispered back.
We had each other naked in seconds, stopping only long enough to kiss in between the articles of clothing coming off. She was moaning and breathing heavily as I kissed her and ran my hands over her body.
She grabbed my diamond-hard dick with a trembling hand and guided it into her hot, gooey core. It was my turn to moan... until she let out the mother of all moans when I hit bottom.
"Yeeees!" she rasped. "Oh... Julian!"
"Oh Julian" became her go-to for the next 10 minutes before she switched to "Ju-li-an!" when she started to orgasm hard as I pumped into her. I kept up the pace while she barely came down before heading back up again. She repeated her vocalizations before coming a second time, this time dragging me over the top with her.
I locked my lips to hers and we kissed passionately for several more minutes as we finished making love. I slid off to the side to get most of my weight off her.
"I love you, Julian. I felt it. I feel it. I may be a little slow, but I love you. I love you. I love you.
"I've been a fool. I've wasted so much time. I can't waste any more. Would you marry me, Julian?"
I stuttered as my blood pressure soared along with my heart. Still, I had to be sure that this wasn't just her being grateful for my help during her illness.
"Are you sure, babe? I didn't think I had the right equipment for you," I said.
"It's not about the equipment, Julian. It's about the connection. Do you know how sexy it is for someone to love you so completely?" she asked.
"No, I don't..." I started to say before she interrupted.
"Well, you're going to find out, mister. I'm going to show you that every day from now on, if you'll let me," she said. "So?"
"You know I could never refuse you," I said.
We had a small wedding with my parents and sister, her parents and some close friends. She moved into my apartment and eventually found a part-time job. She didn't need to work, but wanted to do it. I would have carried her to and from if she would have asked.
In our early 40s, neither Cat nor I were the physical specimens we had been 20 years before, but we didn't need to be. We could still make the bed shake on occasion, but most of the time we made sweet, soulful love. She taught me some new things; I taught her some new things. In that respect, it was almost like we were kids again. Lord, we did a lot of giggling and laughing. I'm not sure how I didn't wear my tongue to a nub I used it so much. I had a lot of time to make up for. I certainly didn't want her to be lacking in orgasms.
"This isn't a competition, Julian. I'm not keeping track to see if you give me the most orgasms," she said one night after I'd brought her off a dozen times with my mouth, fingers and dick. "Not that I'm complaining, you animal."
In truth, our relationship was so much more than just physical. She always was my best friend, and living as man and wife did nothing to change that. We still hung out almost all the time, finished each other's sentences and argued like 5-year-olds over who was the best player in MLB, Steve Trout or Shohei Otani. Oh yeah, I also didn't give her any reason to punch me anymore. I still had not forgotten the first and only time from all those years ago, and didn't want a repeat.
We had been back from a two-week trip to Australia and New Zealand for our ninth anniversary for about 10 days when I again heard Cat retching in the bathroom. This seemed to be an every other day occurrence since we got back, and I was worried that she had picked up some sort of bug in the southern hemisphere. She tried to tell me she was getting an ulcer from hanging around with me too much, but I wasn't buying it. She finally went to a doctor two weeks later, and after several tests and X-rays, her doctor told her X-rays had shown a small mass in her stomach. With her past history of colon cancer, her doctor set her up for exploratory surgery. They would remove the mass and do a biopsy. She and her doctor didn't seem too concerned. I was a wreck.
Dr. Magnus Rostowski looked more like an Olympic weightlifter than a world-class oncologist. He was only about 5-6, but was built like a fire plug on steroids. He hadn't shown any emotion the several times I had taken Cat in to see him, but that certainly wasn't the case when he came out to see me in the waiting room after the biopsy. A doctor with tears in his eyes is never a good sign.
"We didn't bother to do the biopsy. W-we found cancer everywhere when we opened her up. I'm sorry, Mr. Leonard," Dr. Rostowski said.
Cat was officially diagnosed with stomach cancer. Dr. R gave her six to nine months to live. Chemo wasn't an option as the cancer was too advanced, the doctor told us.
Under normal circumstances, I was the calm one and Cat was the one with the temper, but these were not normal circumstances. I was angry... hell, I was fucking mad. Cat, on the other hand, was unusually calm and accepting of her fate.
"How can you be so fucking calm?" I yelled. "This isn't fair!"
"No, unfair would have been if I hadn't finally seen what a great man you are and married you. We've had nine great years, haven't we?" she responded.
"You know, sometimes you can be really annoying," I said.
"Don't I know it," she giggled.
Cancer is a bitch and doesn't respect anything, least of all a life estimate by a top oncologist. Cat didn't get nine months; she didn't even get close to six months. She barely got nine weeks. The greedy part of me wanted more, much more, but the loving part of me couldn't have watched her suffer one day longer. The bad pain moved in soon after the surgery, and she spent much of those next weeks in a drug-induced painful haze.
"I'm sorry, baby. You waited for me so long, and now I'm leaving early," she said through tears on what would turn out to be her last night.
"I need a favor, Cat, one favor. Wait for me... and save me the place right next to you. Promise me, Cat," I said.
"I promise, Julian. Hold me, baby. Hold me, please."
She had lost weight and barely took up a body space lying in the middle of the bed. I moved to the side of the bed that didn't have wires and bottles hanging and slid in gently next to her, carefully enfolding her in my arms. I kissed her gently on her lips and held her until she slipped away. She was 51.
There's a small cemetery that sits about 30 minutes from our house, out in a rural area. It's actually up on a small flat area that overlooks a beautiful cornfield. There is a stand of oak trees that sits off to the side and provides shade over Cat's grave during the early afternoon while the field below is in bright sunlight.
Cat and I found the cemetery one sunny Sunday afternoon driving in the country a few years after we married. We wandered around for a while looking at the various graves, some of which dated back into the mid-1800s. We were in the shade of the trees when she pointed out the sun-drenched cornfield down below.
"This is perfect, Julian. Someday, we should rest here," she said.
I promised her we would.
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Garden of Eden... A long time ago
It was a beautiful sunny day. Birds were singing, butterflies were flitting about, a stream was gently bouncing off of the rocks at the periphery. Beautiful flowering and fruit trees stood straight; flowers of all colors were plentiful.
Eve was wandering alone this morning as Adam was exploring another part of the garden. She was broken from her reverie by a voice.
"Hi, pretty lady. Beautiful morning... as always, isn't it?" the snake hissed.
"Oh, yeah. This place is beautiful. I love it here. I hope we never have to leave," she answered him.
"Hey, have you ever tried one of these?" the snake asked, holding out a beautiful apple.
"No. We're not supposed to eat from the Tree of Knowledge. God told us we can eat from any other tree, but not that one," she said.
"Yeah, not only is this delicious, but once you eat this, you will know as much as God. In fact, you'll practically be a god. God's not here right now. He'll never know. What could it hurt..."
Somewhere east of Omaha... 2022
It was a beautiful sunny Saturday morning. Kenny Richardson had two more lengths of his front yard left to finish. He had sweated through his T-shirt but was smiling widely. He loved the look of his plush, dark green lawn, especially after being mowed. Although he could have easily afforded a riding mower, he much preferred the even look he got from his push mower.
He grimaced when saw the Apex Courier truck pull up at his curb. His wife, Callie, was out grocery shopping, which meant that he'd have to stop mowing long enough to sign for the package or envelope the courier was bringing. He really hated to stop mowing before he was finished.
"Man, that's some impressive grass you got there," the courier said as Kenny approached.
"Yeah, all premium blue. None of that mixed shit that everybody pushes. I don't mind the rye part, but I really hate the thin-bladed fescue. Fescue is a damned cousin to crabgrass," Kenny said.
"What you got for me there?"
"Well, it's really for your wife, but you can sign for it if you show me ID," the courier said.
Kenny pulled out his driver's license from the pocket of his cargo shorts. The courier took a photo of the driver's license, said thanks and handed the envelope to Kenny. Kenny looked it over and took it inside his house unopened. He came back out and finished his mowing just as his wife pulled into the driveway.
"I'll grab the bags. You've got an envelope on the table that was delivered by some fancy-ass courier just a few minutes ago," Kenny said.
Kenny made four trips from the car to the kitchen counter bringing the groceries into the house. After he put the last of the bags down, he found his wife of 35 years absorbed into the family room sofa, sobbing softly and looking at several pieces of paper.
"Who died, baby?" Kenny asked.
Callie looked up from the papers and tried to speak, but no sound came out of her mouth. Kenny hadn't seen that look on her face since she found out about her mother's death several years earlier. He sat down next to her on the sofa, put his arms around her body and hugged her tightly. The pair sat in this position for the next several minutes before Callie's tears finally abated.
"Ian Ross died yesterday," Callie barely whispered.
Kenny knew his wife had been close to her former boss, but he was surprised at her level of grief. They had worked closely together for about 10 years, but hadn't seen each other since Kenny and Callie moved to Charlotte, NC, from Phoenix, AZ, about 10 years before. Kenny knew that he probably wasn't the most sensitive individual in the world, but this level of grief over a former employer seemed... excessive.
Kenny quickly thought back to when Callie worked for Ian. She had always expressed the opinion that Ian was a perfect gentleman and a great mentor. He remembered that she worried for him after his longtime wife died a couple of years before they moved, but he had apparently gotten over his grief and malaise by the time Kenny and his wife had moved when Kenny got a large promotion.
"I need to go back to Phoenix for the funeral. It's three days from now," Callie said.
"You need to go back for the funeral?" Kenny questioned. "Need?"
Callie glared directly into her husband's eyes. They had been together long enough that he could see real anger there.
"Yes. I need to go," she muttered.
"Well, I guess that means we need to go," Kenny said. "If he's that important to you, then it's a we thing."
If Kenny was expecting his wife to feel good about his announcement of support, he was mistaken. She continued to glare at him.
"You don't need to go with me. I'm a big girl. I've travelled by myself before," she declared. "I've even gone back to Phoenix by myself to visit Joanie."
"I know you don't need me to go with you. I want to go with you," Kenny said.
"Whatever," she muttered.
"So you were given notification of your old boss's death by courier one day after it occurred? Isn't that a little unusual?" Kenny asked.
He didn't get an answer to that question.
Phoenix... 2012
"I'm really worried about Ian," Callie said to the women gathered around the table at Mastriani's, an upscale Italian restaurant. "It's been three months now and he's still wallowing in Anna's death. I know there's no timetable on grieving, but this is even starting to affect the company. He's made several bad decisions recently which I don't think would have happened in the past."
Callie was vice president of reinsurance at Phoenix General Insurance. Ian was the firm's chief executive officer. Callie had been employed at the firm for 22 years, gradually working her way up. She had been Ian's "go-to" in the reinsurance division for the last several years.
"Maybe it's time for you to apply a more personal touch with the boss," Joanie Caputo, Ian Ross' personal admin, giggled. "He's always kind of had a thing for you. And it's not like you've never caught him looking down your top before."
All four women at the table tittered like 15-year-olds. They had all admired their boss, and all had to admit that he was handsome and still fit for a 60-year-old.
"So we're nominating you to take one for the team," Chandra Ferguson declared. "Unbutton an extra button on your blouse, shorten your skirts and dresses another inch, lean over a little more than usual and maybe lean those big boobs into his arm from time to time."
"Yeah, and we'll watch your back with the other employees to make sure we keep suspicions to a minimum," added the fourth woman, Elvira Anderson. "After all, this is an act of compassion, and we don't want anyone to get the wrong impression."
The four touched glasses and got back to eating.
A week later Callie took Ian out to lunch for the first time. She made sure to wear her blouse unbuttoned one lower than usual, with a frilly white bra underneath. She flirted openly with the man, and by the time the lunch was done she thought she had seen a little bit of the old Ian coming out.
"He had his eyes down my blouse for most of the lunch. He reached out and held my hand at one point. Yeah, he'll be back to the old Ian in short order," Callie told the other women at lunch a few days later. "I'd guess inside of a month."
"Men really are easy," laughed Joanie. "A flash of boobs, maybe a look up your skirt, a lot of leg. Better than a doctor's visit for what ails them."
All four women smiled and nodded.
Ian did the inviting this time, taking Callie to lunch the next Tuesday. She wore a tight, silky, dark green dress, and when she left for lunch, there were two extra buttons undone on top and two more at the bottom. Her dark green frilly bra was clearly on display, as were the tops of her stockings when she turned at just the right angle.
"Ooh, you look hot, babe," Elvira said quietly when Callie passed her desk on the way to the elevator.
Callie winked at the other woman as she walked past, with Ian close behind. Elvira smiled as Ian reached out and gently patted Callie's ass as he followed her into the elevator. She smiled up at him.
Ian invited Callie to lunch once more the next week before asking the woman to dinner.
Callie carried an overnight bag and a garment bag to her car before leaving for work the next Thursday. Her husband always left for work before her, and she knew she could hide the clothes in the trunk of her car after until a more convenient time to bring them back inside. It was the first time she had really given a thought to her husband in her plan to help her boss overcome his grief and depression.
Callie knew beyond a doubt that she cherished her husband, Kenny. He was her soul mate and an amazing husband and father. They had met as juniors at Arizona State University and got married a year after they graduated.
Kenny was a certified public accountant and made a nice living. Together, Callie and her husband had raised two kids, taken nice vacations and were looking at growing old together... in due time.
Callie knew Kenny trusted her completely, which would be huge in helping her plan to aid Ian. Kenny wouldn't be sticking his nose in where it didn't belong, and Callie knew she was smart enough to keep her assignations with Ian separate from her life with her husband.
Ian knew Callie was married, so he knew he had to take her to an out of the way restaurant. In his corner of the world, there were more than a few places that catered to people of his income level that desired discretion. The two had a very nice meal with great conversation. Back on his game, Ian was handsome and charming, both chivalrous and slightly naughty, and Callie knew for a fact that her boss was leading her into his bedroom. She followed along willingly.
Ian looked as fit out of his clothes as he did in them, especially for a 60-year-old man, Callie thought. He seemed very appreciative of her choice of a black corset and matching panties as he slowly and sensually disrobed her.
Ian warned Callie that he probably wouldn't last long the first time because it had been a long time since his late wife and he had sex, but he had taken a little blue pill earlier so he should be good for two rounds. She had a mouth full of dick at the time he said this, so all she could do was moan in approval. He unloaded his first load of cum soon after, and Callie swallowed every last drop, as she usually did for her husband.
The two exchanged kisses and cuddles for about 30 minutes before Callie felt Ian's cock starting to come back to life. She removed a nipple from the man's mouth and slid down the king-size bed to encourage his resurgence. When that was accomplished, the two made passionate love, starting missionary and then switching to cowgirl, Callie's favorite position due to her being able to grind down on her partner's manhood. She came once in each position, her second orgasm taking Ian over the top with her.
Callie lay mostly over the top of Ian for a good 10 minutes, her face on his shoulder as she cooed her pleasure with his performance.
"Mmm... That was delicious, Ian," she purred. "I wouldn't be averse to spending more evenings here."
"Or maybe elsewhere?" he asked softly.
"Maybe elsewhere, if it can be worked out," she answered confidently.
Callie showered and re-dressed in the clothes she had worn to work. She had told her husband she had to work late and would be home by 9, and she at least told the truth on her time estimate.
Kenny had called in for a pizza for his dinner. The box with a few pieces left was sitting in the kitchen and Kenny was sitting in the family room drinking his fourth beer of the night when Callie walked in the house. She breezed over to Kenny and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.
"Did you eat? I left you several slices," Kenny said.
"I called in an order to Orzo's. Had a Greek salad," Callie answered.
"Yeah, thanks for brushing your teeth. You know I hate the taste of second-hand feta," he said.
"You're welcome," she answered before she turned away and rolled her eyes. In addition to the shower at Ian's, Callie had also brushed her teeth, even though she was pretty sure her husband would never be able to taste the cum residue in her mouth.
Callie went upstairs to change into comfortable home clothes. She went downstairs and took her usual place on the sofa across from Kenny's La-Z-Boy. As she sat watching some nameless NBA game, she had to admit to herself that she enjoyed her evening with Ian and didn't feel the least bit guilty. She didn't love her husband any less, and didn't take anything from him, she concluded.
Ian and Callie alternated long lunches and dinners by the week, changing days of the week for each occurrence. Each meal concluded with sex, once on the lunch meetings and twice on the dinner meetings. As far as Callie and her three co-conspirators could figure, nobody else had a clue what was happening.
Callie didn't have to travel very often for her job, but when the need for a trip arose, Ian went with her, although she neglected to tell Kenny that small detail. Out of sight of prying eyes for five days, the couple for all intents and purposes could have been man and wife, and in fact that's how they were registered at the hotel Ian chose.
The trip actually was two days longer than necessary. The extra two days were for Ian and Callie to enjoy Miami while enjoying each other. Among the activities the pair did was spend an afternoon on a boat naked and fucking. Callie was reluctant at first when Ian started removing her suit, as there were other boats in the area, but Ian quickly changed her mind when he started kissing her while running his fingertips up and down her vaginal lips inside her bikini bottoms. She soon started kissing him back harder while her pussy started lubricating wildly. Her skimpy bikini soon was on the deck of the boat, and a few minutes later Callie was leaning back on seat cushions with her legs wrapped around Ian's torso while he plunged his hard dick in and out of her.
Two other boats passed by while the pair was making love, sounding their boat horns as they did so in acknowledgement of what the pair was doing. Callie blushed purple and giggled when she opened her eyes to see Ian waving back while he continued to make love to her.
"I hope we don't run into those people at the restaurant tonight. I might die from embarrassment," she said.
Callie found out in two subsequent trips that Ian enjoyed sex in somewhat risky locations. He took her in the dressing room of a high-end boutique in Boston, noting he had done that to his late wife as well several years back. The saleslady winked at Callie when she rang up the purchase, which Callie wore that night to dinner but wound up leaving with Ian when the trip was over.
She found Ian's raunchy playfulness endearing, as her feelings for him continued to grow. Although she didn't want to admit it to herself, her mission of compassion had ended a while back.
"You're not considering dumping Kenny, are you?" Joanie asked directly while the group of four women were eating lunch a couple of months later. "It's pretty obvious the boss is back, but you two seem to have developed... something."
Callie really hadn't given voice to the fact that her relationship with Ian was anything more than compassionate. She felt that if she didn't talk about it, she wasn't... cheating. Yet even if she did, she still didn't feel like what she was doing had any impact on her marriage.
"Of course I'm not considering leaving Kenny," she said earnestly as the other three women listened intently. "But Ian is... well..."
Callie never referred to her time with Ian as an affair, either to the other women nor to herself. She continually called it a relationship. She considered an affair to be nothing more than tawdry sex, while what she had with Ian was more, although short of the love she had for her husband.
After several months with Ian, Callie denied him nothing. She didn't hesitate when he asked for anal the first time, even though she had only given her ass to her husband twice before in their quarter-century of marriage. She loved Ian's highly-charged enthusiasm, and knew she would give it to him again when he asked.
"Damn, that's tight, woman!" he grunted as he fed her his dick inch by inch.
Callie was glad Ian was smart enough to liberally apply Astroglide to his dick. Her winces gradually changed to tight smiles, then broad smiles the longer the two fucked.
How long the relationship would have continued unabated is anybody's guess, but circumstances took control a little more than a year after things started when the director heading up the Charlotte, NC, office of Deloitte & Touche suffered a heart attack, and the powers that be decided that Kenny Richardson deserved the promotion to that role.
Kenny was pleased with the promotion, although the short notice created a small problem for Callie and him. Callie could work from her firm's Charlotte office, but would have to stay behind for another month until the Richardsons' lives could be wrapped up in Phoenix. Deloitte would buy the Richardsons' house immediately, but getting utilities switched over, storing furniture and all the usual stuff would take time.
Callie didn't really want to relocate, but she knew Kenny's promotion was a major career move with major salary and life consequences for the two of them. She had no choice but to acquiesce, especially since she could also work from Charlotte.
With Kenny in Charlotte, Callie was free to make sure her last month with Ian was something special, and she did as she practically moved in with him. By the time Callie left for Charlotte, there was very little sexually left undone between her and Ian. She walked a little gingerly as she boarded the jet. She hoped her husband would be so thrilled to see her he wouldn't notice if her pussy felt a little less snug than usual for a few days.
It didn't take Callie long to figure out she could visit Ian once a year by telling her trusting husband she was going out to Phoenix to stay with her best friend, Joanie, for a week. "Clueless Kenny," as Callie began to think of him, readily agreed.
Phoenix... 2022
Joanie and her husband, Stan, picked up Callie and Kenny at the airport. Kenny noticed that Joanie raised her eyebrows at his wife before the two hugged. He didn't see his wife's return expression.
Joanie turned to Kenny and gave him what felt like to the man to be an insincere hug. Kenny and Stan exchanged handshakes.
"Been a long time, bro. How you doing?" Stan asked.
Kenny gave a noncommittal answer. He had met Callie's close friends and their husbands several times before he and Callie moved, and had always felt like the odd man out any time the couples got together.
"What a great guy you are," Joanie said, "coming all this way just to support your wife. You met Ian... what, a few times... at the Christmas parties and maybe the barbecues?"
"That's what you do for your spouse, isn't it?" Kenny said, picking up on Joanie's negative vibes.
Joanie and Stan took the couple to a restaurant where the other two members of Callie's close-knit friends and their husbands joined them. Both Chandra and Elvira expressed surprise to see Callie's husband. Kenny actually looked down his body to make sure his fly was closed or that he hadn't spilled something on his clothes earlier in the day.
Conversation flowed fairly easily among the four couples as they ate and drank, although Kenny noted that every now and then he caught silent looks among the women. After they finished eating, Joanie and Stan took Callie and Kenny to their hotel, and Joanie and Stan told the pair they would pick them up the next day to take them to the viewing.



"You'll probably remember some of the old gang tomorrow at the funeral home, but it's been a long time. I'd understand if you didn't want to go tomorrow and just wanted to do something on your own, maybe rent some clubs and play a round of golf with some of your old friends," Callie said.
"Nah. Like I said, I came here for you," Kenny said, sighing in exasperation.
Ian Ross was a big man in Phoenix for a lot of years and had a lot of business contacts and friends. There was a long line of people waiting at the viewing at the funeral home. Kenny guessed that the three people in front of the casket—a man, woman and child, were probably Ian's daughter with her husband and son. He had never met Ian's daughter and doubted his wife knew her very well either. She had never talked about her at all in the years she had worked at Phoenix General Insurance.
It was more than a little surprising to Kenny when Ian's daughter lit up and rushed into Callie's arms when she spotted the woman as Callie's group walked up to the family. The two women sobbed into each other's hair as they held each other in a firm grip.
"I didn't think you'd come," the woman cried into Callie's ear before Kenny heard his wife softly whisper, "Shhhh. Not now."
The mid-40s woman pulled back from Callie with raised eyebrows, then dropped her eyes quickly and coughed before looking back up.
"Jackie, this is my husband, Kenny. He came along to keep me company on the trip and to pay his respects to your dad. They had met a few times in the years I worked in Phoenix.
"Th-thank you for coming," the woman said hesitantly before sticking her hand out and introducing her husband and son.
Kenny shook her hand gently, being very aware not to squeeze as hard as he would normally. He expressed his condolences and shook hands with the man and the boy as Callie and Jackie talked quietly for a few minutes. Jackie invited the pair along with the other three couples to her father's home after the funeral service for some sandwiches and salads.
"I didn't realize you two were that close in the past, but evidently you know her well by the way she greeted you," Kenny said to his wife when they got back in the car with Joanie and Stan.
"We met a few times through the years. That's all it was. She was a good kid. About 10 years older than our two," Callie said, quickly turning her face to the window to effectively end the conversation.
About 25 people were over at Ian Ross' house after the funeral service and burial for sandwiches and refreshments. Callie and her three cohorts were in the kitchen setting out the food. Kenny was leaning against the opening quietly drinking a Crown Royal when he heard Elvira ask if there was a relish tray they could use for the pickles and olives.
"Second cabinet to the right of the sink," Callie answered while she laid out two types of bread for sandwiches.
Kenny did his best not to choke on his Canadian whisky as he turned and quietly walked out of the room, unseen by the women. He might have been clueless, but he most certainly was not stupid. There was only one reason his wife would know where the relish tray was kept.
Suddenly sick to his stomach, Kenny practically staggered into the home's backyard. That's where Stan found him 20 minutes later.
"You okay, bud? You don't look so good," Stan said before he took a swig of the beer he was holding.
"Yeah, I'm good," Kenny said quietly. "By the way, I want to thank you for all those times you let Callie stay with you when she came up to visit."
"Huh?" Stan said before he realized that he'd been set up. "Uh, no problem. She's never been any trouble."
"She's good that way," Kenny said with a crooked smile. "Suddenly, I need another drink."
At one point during the afternoon, Jackie took Callie by the elbow and led her into her late father's study. Once alone, the younger woman crushed the older with a hug.
"It's so good to see you, Callie. I'm so glad you came," Jackie chirped. "Dad would be so pleased you got here. I just wasn't expecting to see your husband with you. He still doesn't know, right?"
"No, he doesn't know," Callie replied. "I did everything but tell him to stay home, but he insisted he needed to come with me. Men... you have to love them because you can't kill them."
Both women laughed heartily.
"I know your husband would never understand, but you really made a difference for Dad after Mom passed. He was lost. And then you guys were so good together for so many years," Jackie said.
"I know you had to go with Kenny, but Dad really missed you. He never had a steady woman after you left. He used to live for the weeks you would come home."
"Those were always great weeks," Callie said wistfully.
Nobody noticed Kenny was quiet on the ride back to the hotel, and then again the next morning when Joanie and Stan took Kenny and Callie to breakfast before their flight back to Charlotte. In fact, Callie really didn't notice anything was different for her husband until the plane was halfway home.
"You've been kind of quiet. Everything okay?" she asked.
"Not even close, but I'm sure you don't want to do this somewhere over Oklahoma, do you?"
Charlotte... 2022
Callie colored deeply and turned her face away from her husband as her brain started scrambling for answers. She quickly realized those would have to wait until the drive home.
The two were back in their car before Callie attempted to figure out what exactly her husband knew.
"I don't know what Stan told you, but it's not true," Callie said.
"Stan didn't tell me anything. You did," Kenny said.
"Me? What are you talking about?" the woman said, showing real confusion and more than a hint of anger.
"You and your friends were in the Ross kitchen prepping food when somebody asked where the relish tray was... and you didn't even hesitate. Hardly a wild guess, babe," Kenny growled. "I may be clueless, but I'm not stupid. So later on, when I thanked Stan for putting up with you on your visits, he didn't know what I was talking about... although he did a pretty good job bluffing for you.
"So the question is... how long the affair went on before we moved and it turned into a one-week free pass for you for the past 10 years."
Kenny was busy watching the road while driving so he missed the sour look on his wife's face. She was a smart woman, though, and quickly joined the fight, so to speak.
"It wasn't an affair, Kenny. I would call it a relationship. It was compassionate, babe. Ian was still in a really bad place three months after his wife passed, and I felt I needed to do something to bring him back to the real world. Yes, I developed some feelings for him, he was a really great guy, but it wasn't love like we have. As much as anything it was me showing him that he had still had something to offer... and I gave him cuddling, closeness and support," Callie said.
"What? Back the bus up!" Kenny yelled. "You didn't have an affair because you were compassionately fucking him? Was I born fucking yesterday? You feel sorry for the guy: buy him a Goddamn escort or a golden retriever. By my figuring, you fucked him for over a year, and then went back and gave him a week of booster fucks every year after we moved. By any other math than yours, that adds up to you being a damned slut."
"No, I didn't love him like I love you!" she wailed.
"You fucked him for over a year. The only reason you stopped was because we moved," he said. "How is that not cheating? Then you lied to me and spent a week in his bed just like a married couple every year after that. You know where everything in his house is.
"I'm assuming that Joanie, Chandra and Elvira all know about it... as well as their husbands... and probably Ian's daughter and her family, judging by how she greeted you when we got there. I thought that was a bit over the top for someone who just used to be a fringe friend.
"Compassionate? You weren't very compassionate to me—your husband—while you were fucking him, were you?"
"No. No. It wasn't like that," she argued. "He was so needy. He needed someone. He needed me. And I was there for him.
"I'm proud that I helped him out."
Even in the darkness of the car, Kenny could feel the smugness oozing from his wife. He knew... just knew... that she believed she was far smarter than her husband because she was able to keep the affair secret for so long.
Kenny only had to keep his secret for a week. Callie was served with divorce papers on the second Monday, the process server catching her when she got home from work that evening.
"Thank you for not serving me at work, Kenny, but we aren't getting divorced over something that happened 10 years ago," Callie harrumphed.
"Oh, so you don't think those week-long fuckfests for the last 10 years count as cheating?" Kenny snarked.
"He's dead, Kenny," Callie said. "You didn't know anything until a couple of days ago. It's not like I took anything away from you if you didn't even know about it."
Kenny sighed. He had had a week to think about this, and had figured out in his mind the approach Callie would use.
"Let me save you some time here, Cal. It was just sex. It didn't mean anything to you. I need to let it go because it's all about my bruised and battered ego. That about cover it?" he said.
Callie dropped her eyes to the floor. She didn't expect Kenny to be so flippant, at least vocally. She could tell by his eyes that he wasn't nearly as casual as he seemed.
"I'm sorry for hurting you. I never intended for you to know," Callie said. "He was dead inside. Depressed... maybe even a little suicidal. It was all about snapping him out of his intense funk after his wife died. We went out for some lunches, some dinners. The closer we got, the more he came out of his shell. The sex... was a natural extension of our friendship, our closeness for each other. It was compassionate sex. Nothing more."
"A whole year of compassionate sex? Sounds like an affair to me. Sneaking off to have sex for a week once each year? Sounds like an affair to me," Kenny said.
"It was a mistake!" she wailed.
"No, a one-time dalliance might have been a mistake. What you had was an affair. A full-blown affair," he shot back. "If it wasn't an affair, why else would you have kept going back to him?"
Callie's mouth opened and closed twice with no sound coming out. She cleared her throat.
"Ian was a wonderful man. I believe I helped him. I enjoyed my time with him. It wasn't just about the sex," she related.
"Wonderful men don't sleep with other men's wives, even when they are depressed. He knew you were married. He could have turned you down," Kenny said.
"How could you even think what you were doing was acceptable? You were a married woman. What you gave him you took from me. The intimacy you gave him came from me. You promised me... only me... all of your intimacy when we got married.
"You lied to me and broke your vows to me, and yet, you don't seem to have any remorse for that. What did I do to earn that kind of disrespect?"
"It wasn't disrespect. I was helping him past a difficult situation," Callie argued.
"Yeah, right," Kenny spat. "You say potato. I say... slut."
Callie recoiled like she'd been slapped. Although she had never figured on getting caught, she certainly had never figured that Kenny would turn on her so completely. After all, the two had been married for 25 years. That love would surely count for something, she had thought, but apparently, she had thought wrong.
Callie quickly got her own attorney, who got a judge to rule that the couple should attend 12 mandatory marital counseling sessions. She was hoping that having a counselor would force Kenny to actually listen to her reasoning for helping Ian.
"Sometimes the cuddling and the companionship were every bit as important as the sex," Callie said early in the first session. "After Ian's wife died, he needed the warmth from someone... and I just didn't see anyone stepping up to help him..."
"So you just decided it had to be you... It had to be our marriage that would take the hit so Ian could be healed. You traded our marriage for Ian!" Kenny raged.
"No! No! It wasn't like that," Callie responded. "He was devastated. I was being a good friend."
"You're my wife. Comforting a friend by spreading your legs is a no-go for me. Should have been a no-go for you as well... as a good wife," he said.
"That wasn't my intention, but as our relationship evolved that became part of it. I developed feelings for him. Certainly not the same kind of feelings I have for you, but feelings... of a sort. I'm not a trollop. I couldn't have just slept with him if I didn't care for him," she said.
"So you say you're not a floozy... all evidence to the contrary," Kenny rasped.
"Did the others know? How did you get nominated to be his healer?" Kenny questioned at the second counseling session.
Callie dropped her eyes to the table. She picked at a cuticle.
"We all talked about it, without talking about it," she explained. "I was the closest to him, so it seemed to be my responsibility. The others were going to watch my back to make sure no one else knew what was going on. It was best for me, Ian and the company."
"Just that simple. Huh," Kenny said while shaking his head slowly. "Even if it wasn't the best for me. But then again, I didn't count, apparently. Was I even number four on that list?"
"I love you. I always have. I don't love you any less than the day I married you," Callie said. "This wasn't about you. It wasn't about you and me. It was about what Ian needed, and it was outside of our marriage."
"That's bullshit and you know it!" Kenny growled, rising from his chair at the table. "You stepped outside of our marriage unilaterally, so of course you're trying to use that bullshit reasoning. You put someone else ahead of our marriage. You didn't forsake all others, even though you made that vow to me."
"But we... I... I saved him," she said hesitantly.
"So what does that make all those times you had sex with him after you 'saved' him? What does that make all those trips back to Phoenix? Your 'relationship,' as you call it, was nothing more than an excuse for you to be a slut," he accused.
"I was not a slut!" Callie cried. "Why can't you see that? This wasn't about sex. That was just a small part of this whole thing."
"But this 'whole thing' was wrong... the sex and all the rest," Kenny said. "You cheated on me for over a year... over 10 years, actually. We're through here, Cal."
Kenny nodded at the counselor and left the room.
"Mrs. Richardson, regardless of your reasons, your actions were practically the definition of emotional and sexual cheating. And your husband has made it quite clear that he will never agree with your view. I'm afraid that I'm going to have to end these sessions," she said.
"How could you just throw me away so casually after 25 years?" Callie yelled at her husband when he got home from working at the end of the day. "Doesn't our history, our love for each other, mean anything to you?"
"I could have asked the same questions of you had I known you were cheating on me with that fucker," Kenny yelled back. "Did your 'love' for me mean so little to you that you could just cheat on me so easily?
"And don't give me that 'it's not cheating' shit. If you were intimate in any way with him, that's cheating... which makes you a whore."
The couple's two children were not happy with their parents. Both said they understood their father's point, but daughter Molly repeatedly tried to get her father to see her mother's side... until on a Facetime call when Kenny asked his son-in-law if he would accept his wife doing what Callie had done. Molly and Daniel really hadn't discussed Callie's infidelity, each assuming the other would support their feelings.
"Not on your life, Dad," his son-in-law declared. "My wife tries that shit with another man and her ass will be out of this house in a second."
"Daniel?" Molly asked with a shocked look on her face.
"What, Molly?" he responded. "We discussed infidelity before we got married... emotional and otherwise. She cheated, Moll. End of story. You do that shit...
"And every time you defend her actions to your father, I worry about us, Molly."
"No, Daniel. I would never... do that to you," Molly said.
"Yeah, and your father never figured your mother could ever do anything like that to him either," Daniel said.
The couple's son, Jerry, made no bones about the fact that he was upset with his mother. The first thing he did after Kenny told him about the divorce was to call his mother and rail at her for several long minutes.
"Damn, Mom. How could you have done something like that to Dad... and to us? You're breaking up the family," Jerry said.
"It's not what your dad said it is," Callie tried to argue. "It was not all about sex. I was helping someone."
"Helping someone or not, did you sleep with someone other than Dad?" Jerry asked.
Jerry noted to himself how loud silence over a phone got as it continued on for several seconds before he heard his mother disconnect the call.
Kenny and Callie continued to live in their house together, sleeping in separate bedrooms, while the divorce moved on slowly. Callie and her attorney questioned everything to slow progress. She was sure that her husband would eventually see things her way, or at least love her enough to see things her way, and they would continue on with life as a married couple. As time went on, though, she found Kenny communicating with her less, which she found unsettling.
"Remember how we always talked about travelling around the world and having adventures together as we grew older?" Callie asked one night while the two were in their family room watching TV. "Are you going to give that up for a lonely life in a small apartment, sitting by yourself, just because of something that happened 10 years ago, which had no effect on your life. If you hadn't found out due to my apparent carelessness, we wouldn't be divorcing and would still be planning our travelling.
"Why can't you get down off your high horse so we can choose our first option and grow old together?"
"Why couldn't you have thought about this before you had your affair? Why do I have to eat a bullet because you spread your legs?" Kenny asked.
A month later, Kenny got a phone call from Joanie. He was surprised, but he knew she was calling in an attempt to get him to rethink the divorce from her best friend.
"She loves you, Kenny. You know that," Joanie said. "Her... relationship with Ian was done to help him. He was so depressed."
"If he needed help that badly, why didn't you help him, or Chandra or Elvira? Why did Callie have to be the one?" he asked. "Hell, why didn't you get a grief counselor?"
The silence on the line told Kenny that Joanie was trying to think of an acceptable comeback. After a gap of about 10 seconds, she finally answered.
"Sh-she was... the closest to him... personally. We all knew that. She stepped up and did what had to be done," Joanie said.
It was Kenny's turn to get quiet as he thought.
"Tell me, Joanie, would you honestly trust Callie alone with Stan for a few days?" he asked quietly.
"Of course. She's my best friend. She would never go after Stan," she replied confidently.
"You and she keep telling me that she loves me, yet that didn't stop her from cheating on me, her husband. If she could cheat on me, why couldn't she cheat on you? Or the others?"
It was Joanie's turn again to be silent.
"Shit," she finally mumbled. "Thanks for listening."
Charlotte... 2023
Kenny was amazed that Callie never seemed to understand the depth of her transgression against him. Even though she begged her husband to drop the divorce, she continued to insist that what she did for Ian was a good thing and that it didn't impact her marriage to Kenny.



"If you'd never found out... we'd still be married... still be in the Garden of Eden," she noted at their final meeting before the divorce became final.
Phoenix... 2023
Callie transitioned back to the company's home office after the divorce was finalized. She was living alone in an apartment, not feeling like she needed to spend the money on a house.
She occasionally got together with her three old friends, but rarely was invited to spend time with any of them at their homes. She never again felt as connected to her friends as before she moved, before she got divorced.
She still never understood Kenny's refusal to see her relationship with Ian as anything less than cheating.
"I never took anything from him. What did it hurt?" she often asked her friends.
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Jordan Lieber was 7 years old the first time he told Shelby Dercot he loved her.
She had just hit a home run in a kickball game, and right after she crossed home plate he hugged her and told her he loved her. She told him she loved him back, then kissed him on the lips.
That was a huge mistake, considering there were about a half-dozen other 7-year-olds around them.
"Eww!" Ronnie Dreen screeched. "Shelby and Jordy sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g. First comes love, then comes marriage, then comes Shelby and Jordy pushing a baby carriage!"
The others quickly picked up on the old kids' singsong tease as Shelby and Jordan blushed profusely. As a typical 7-year-old, he was mortified, although a part of him was also thrilled. Her noted her lips were soft, and they tasted like Bazooka bubblegum. The two passed a private look between them and smiled at each other.
Jordy would say those words again to her several times over the years, although never again in the presence of their 7-year-old friends.
Shelby and Jordan lived down the block from each other and, as far as anyone could tell, had been friends forever. There were four others in their close-knit little group who had seemingly always been together, but he was closest to Shelby, and would have called her his best friend if anyone asked. She had long red hair, green eyes, a button nose and was kind of skinny, but if Jordan had to tell the truth, he was definitely smitten. She was a good kickball player and they both liked Bugs Bunny cartoons. As far as Jordan was concerned, Shelby was practically perfect.
Shelby was definitely a tomboy. The other girl in their group, Erin McKennan, was much more girly. Although she played kickball and dodgeball with the group, she preferred playing dolls with other girls. Sometimes she even badgered Shelby into playing dolls with her.
As it always does for all kids, puberty changed things for the group as the kids got into middle school. Only it took about a year longer for Shelby to hit puberty, which maybe explained a lot later. While most of her friends were developing chests and hips and starting to have strange feelings for boys, Shelby just stayed exactly as she was. Jordy was okay with that, but for the first time in her life, Shelby became withdrawn and quiet, the exact opposite of her normal demeanor. Jordan didn't have a clue as to what she was going through, but he tried to continue the friendship just as it always had been.
"Why are you hanging around with me, Jordy, when you could be drooling over Erin or some of the other girls?" she asked one day.
"Because I still love you, Shel," he answered. "I don't care if you don't have boobs. I still love you. I guess I always will."
She moved over to him and gave him a bone-crushing hug. He blushed.
Things changed drastically for Shelby in the next year. She got a visit from the boob fairy, who apparently tried to apologize for her late arrival by giving Shelby a double helping. By the time she was ready for high school, her boobs went straight past large to huge without passing go. Suddenly every boy in the school wanted to be her friend... at the least. Her spirits ballooned as much as her chest.
Although Shelby's late blooming proved good for her, it proved disastrous for Jordan. She suddenly forgot about "always there, good old him," and started dating almost every guy in the school who asked her out.
"Hey Jordy, long time no see. How come you don't come over any more?" Mrs. Dercot asked one day when he was walking past her house.
"Shelby doesn't have time for me anymore, Mrs. D. Every boy in the school is chasing her. I'm old news," he said quietly.
"Teenage girls are the worst, Jordy. She'll come back around. I promise," she said.
It took about a year before Mrs. Dercot was proven right. Jordan was mowing the front yard at his parents' house when Shelby surprised him by coming up behind him and tapping him on the shoulder. Jordan was startled, but when he saw who it was, he stopped mowing and turned the machine off.
"Hey, Shel. What's up?" Jordan asked.
"How come you don't come around any more?" Shelby said, looking directly into his eyes.
Jordan looked at the girl as if she was stupid. He gave an exaggerated shrug. She blinked her eyes and shuffled her feet.
"Okay, Jordy. I get it. I've been a self-centered bitch," she said quietly. "But I miss my best friend. I thought you loved me."
"I did... until you stopped loving me. I get it that I'm not one of the popular guys, an athlete, an upperclassmen. But you told me you loved me back, and then you've spent the last year going out with almost a different guy each week. I'm not blind and I'm not stupid. You didn't want me around, so I'm not around."
"That's not true. I want you around... all the time. I still love you. How about you take me out this weekend, and I can show you."
Jordan and Shelby became an exclusive couple that day, and remained that way throughout the rest of their high school years. There were many times, though, that Jordan felt like he was just an afterthought for his girlfriend, especially when she made the cheerleading squad in her junior year. Jordan showed up at every football and basketball game for the next two years to support Shelby, and also to keep the wolves at bay. He was particularly watchful of one Steve Garrett, the football team's star running back. Garrett was a 6-2, 215-pound beast with dark hair and blue eyes and was the fantasy of most of the girls in the school.
Garrett had eyes for Shelby, and wasn't shy about letting everyone know it, even Jordan. He would occasionally place an arm around the girl and give her a peck on the cheek, repeatedly ignoring Jordan's warnings.
"What are you going to do about it, stick-boy? Any time you want to fight, I'm ready," he'd say.
Far from a stick-boy at 6-1, 175, Jordan knew he was no match physically for Garrett, but there comes a point when someone has to stand up for themselves. The third time Garrett put his hands on Shelby, Jordan engaged, punching the larger boy in the throat and then the face before Garrett proceeded to beat Jordan half-senseless before school officials separated the pair.
"You don't have to be a macho asshole for me, Jordy," Shelby said to him as she escorted him to the school nurse's office.
"He can't be touching you. That's all there is to it," Jordy said through puffy lips.
Shelby and Jordan took each other's virginities on the night of her 18th birthday. Jordan's parents had gone to see a movie, and the teens took advantage of the empty house to do it on Jordan's bed. As the first time for both, it was clumsy and awkward... and sweet... and amazing, both thought.
Jordan had set an alarm on his phone for two hours, so the pair was redressed and watching TV in the family room when Jordan's parents returned.
The Liebers gave each other knowing smirks.
"Yeah, right," Dave Lieber whispered to his wife.
Jordy and Shelby figured out a way to have sex once or twice each week for the rest of the school year and throughout the summer. With summer drawing to a close, though, they both knew they had to have a hard discussion as Jordy was going to attend Penn State and Shelby was going to attend Michigan State.
"I love you, Jordy, but you know long distance relationships don't work. How about we agree that we'll be together whenever we're home, but we'll be single and date others when we're at school, get the most out of our college experiences," Shelby said.
Jordy was realistic enough to know that Shelby was being factual, but he still wasn't totally comfortable with that, remembering what she was like for the year they were apart.
"Are you going to have sex with other guys?" he asked in little more than a whisper.
"Well, some, if I like the guy, but you get to have sex with other girls, too," she answered.
Jordan looked away so Shelby wouldn't see the tears build in his eyes. Shelby knew he was hurting.
"But it will just be sex, not love, baby. I only love you. I mean, I won't be having sex with just anybody; it will have to be someone special, but not love like you and I have. Okay, baby?"
"Yeah," he whispered.
Shelby was at Michigan State for two days when she called Steve Garrett, who was also going to the school.
"What took you so long?" he said to her.
"You can't open your mouth to anyone about this," she informed him. "Jordy's my boyfriend when we're together. Different story when we're here."
The two were in Steve's bed the next night. Shelby was dripping wet in anticipation of having sex with only her second partner.
"God, you are so hot," he said to her while sucking on her nipples.
The pair had sex in four different positions. Steve's equipment was only a little bigger than Jordan's, but she was enjoying a new man and the sense that this wouldn't be approved of by Jordan, if he knew.
Steve also wasn't making love to her like Jordan did. He pounded his partner hard, and Shelby was enjoying the bigger man's physicality.
"Fuck me harder!" she yelled at one point while Steve was taking her doggy.
"Fuck yeah!" Steve responded.
Shelby was far from unaware that she was a pretty woman with huge tits who could have her pick of the men on the Michigan State campus. She enjoyed two more men that first week, as well as Steve twice more. Steve didn't know about the other two.
Shelby knew that women have a much easier time than men finding willing sex partners. Plus she knew that even though Jordan was a handsome guy, he was a nice guy who would not be spending most of his waking hours trying to score with other women. She doubted he would score more than once in his freshman year at Penn State. She, on the other hand...
Jordan and Shelby were in the back seat of Jordan's car the second night they were home on Christmas break.
"Oh, God, I missed you so much, Shel," he said as he entered the woman for the first time since the summer.
Jordan didn't last long despite the cramped, unromantic setting of the car. Shelby smiled to herself, guessing that this was the first pussy Jordy had gotten since the last time the two were together. She wouldn't ask him, however, because she was hoping not to remind him that she was free to do whomever she wanted as well, and she was far from celibate. She was doing Steve every week, and finding others along the way. Jordy didn't need to know that her "number" had grown to 11 in just one semester of college.
Jordan wasn't naïve, but he was smart enough to know not to ask a question that he didn't really want answered. He still loved Shelby and knew that he could and would tolerate her having occasional sex with other guys while she was away at college.
The night before the two went back to college after Christmas break, they had an emotional tryst. Jordan didn't want to leave Shelby. Without knowing, he knew. The next 3-1/2 years were going to be very difficult.
For her part, Shelby knew that she went a little crazy the first semester. She promised herself to be a little more selective for the rest of her first year. Technically, she was, limiting herself to just five different partners along with Steve through the end of the school year.
Jordan decided he wasn't going to lose any sleep over what or how many Shelby was doing at Michigan State. They had both agreed to play while they were away, and he intended to get his as well.
Annette McLaughlin was a fellow business major that was in several of Jordan's accounting classes. She had short dirty blonde hair, a nice figure and a ready wit. She seemed receptive to Jordan's advances. The pair started dating and wound up in bed on their fourth date.
Annette liked the handsome, quiet young man. She learned about Jordan's life at home. It didn't bother her that he had a hometown honey. Like his hometown girlfriend, she was just looking out for herself when she was with Jordan. What he did when he was away from school was his choice.
Jordy and Shelby went back to being a couple during the summer, and everything went back to the way it used to be... until Steve Garrett showed up at a party that Jordy and Shelby were at as well. Knowing how Jordy felt about Steve, Shelby made sure she stayed well away from him. A couple of hours later, though, a drunk Steve came up behind Shelby and wrapped his arms around her.
"Hey, baby, been a minute. What say you leave here with me and we can find someplace to get busy like we do at school."
Jordy was just coming back with a couple of beers and came up behind the two.
"Goddamn slut!" Jordy mumbled, dropping the beers where he stood and turning to leave.
"No, Jordy, wait!" Shelby yelled as she fought her way out of Steve's embrace.
Shelby grabbed at Jordy's arm as he tried to stalk off.
"So that's what the whole dating others speech was about, so you could fuck that piece of shit?" Jordy yelled. "You been bonking him the whole year?"
Shelby couldn't look Jordy in the eyes and didn't answer, giving him all the answer he needed. He ripped his arm from her grasp and walked alone to his car, mumbling under his breath.
Shelby showed up at Jordy's home at 9 AM the next day, which was a Saturday. Not being apprised of the situation by her son, Jordy's mother let Shelby in and told her to wake up Jordy. As she had been doing since she was a little girl, Shelby walked into Jordy's bedroom. This time, however, she locked the door behind her. Jordy's mother heard the door lock, and then went off into the kitchen.
Jordy woke to the feeling of small fingers wrapped around his hard dick in his briefs. He looked over to see Shelby smiling at him.
"How did you get in here?" he croaked.
"Mom let me in," she said quietly, using the name she called Jordy's mother.
"You know we need to talk, babe," she said, while continuing to slowly jack Jordy's hard member.
She looked at Jordy's face and knew instantly he couldn't talk. She had him exactly where she wanted him.
"I'm sorry for fucking him, Jordy. I know you two aren't exactly friends."
Jordy was close to coming, until Shelby squeezed the base of his cock. He moaned, then Shelby ran a fingernail around the head of his cock. She took his balls in her hand and pulled until Jordan groaned. She knew the groan conveyed both pain and pleasure. She had learned a lot from her many trysts over the past year, including when to be dominant and when to play submissive.
"This doesn't have to end us, Jordy. In fact, I won't let it end us. I love you, Jordy. The rest is just sex. I'll stop having sex with Steve. Never again, I promise."
Shelby had Jordy back to full hard as his hips started jerking up and down in rhythm with her strokes. She then squeezed hard again, and then again pulled hard on his ballsack before she went back to slow stroking. She owned him and she knew it. So did Jordy. He groaned again.
"I'll take this as you accepting my apology."
With that, Jordy shot off a bucketful of cum, growling as he did so. Two rooms over, his mother pretended not to hear.
Shelby had the window seat on the flight back to Lansing in August for her sophomore year. The two men sitting next to her were young executives, probably in their late 20s. They both appeared to be the cliché of "tall, dark and handsome." Shelby could feel her pussy tingle. She and Jordan had made love just last night, but she hadn't fucked anybody but her boyfriend since she left school in May. These two were handsome... and they weren't Jordan. She giggled audibly. She had never done two guys at the same time before.
Unlike a lot of his friends at Penn State, Jordan wasn't interested in girls simply as sex partners. He already had a girlfriend back home, so he wasn't going to sleep with just any girl. He wanted there to be some kind of relationship, even if he wasn't exactly looking for love. He added two to his number during his sophomore year.
Regardless of what she had agreed to with Jordan, Shelby felt she was free to enjoy all of life's sexual pleasures. One of them was her English lit professor, Dr. Gary Shepherd. Dr. Shepherd wore a wedding ring, but he had long dark brown hair, a scruffy beard and soulful brown eyes. It was those eyes that made her pussy moisten while he was lecturing in the classroom.
She waited two weeks before stopping in to the professor's office, wearing a tight white tank top braless under a short sleeve top that was completely unbuttoned. He enjoyed watching her breathe as they talked. He also enjoyed looking at her legs in her short jean shorts. She smiled to herself, noting how easy men are to manipulate.
That relationship lasted until the semester ended. Shelby didn't feel guilty about sleeping with a married man, but she felt the inconvenience of working around his situation wasn't worth the effort... considering she was already doing two other guys on a regular basis and had other men waiting in the wings. By the time her sophomore year was over, her "number" had doubled.
Jordan wasn't a stupid man, and his eyes worked perfectly. He knew Shelby attracted plenty of male attention when the two were apart, and since they agreed not to be exclusive when they were away at school, he figured she was having more sex than him. Since he thought the best of her, his estimate of her experience wasn't even close. Because of this, however, he wasn't overly concerned, and the two never really had a definitive discussion about their sex lives.
Jordan had six more partners over his last two years at Penn State. By contrast, Shelby had 19 more partners over the same time frame, including four during a gangbang she set up in the last month of classes because she wanted to do one before she went back to being exclusive with Jordan. When she graduated, Michigan State said good-bye to one of its biggest sluts.
Jordan graduated with honors from Penn State and had a job in the auditing department at a hospital in St. Louis lined up before graduation day. Shelby moved in with him and found a job in HR at a production facility in the city. The two were married about a year later. A son was born two years later, followed by a first daughter three years after that and a second one two years later.
Shelby quit work to become a stay-at-home mom until the youngest child started school, then she returned back part-time to her old place of employment. The family didn't really need the extra income, but Shelby didn't want to sit home doing nothing, she told her husband. He gave her his full support.
Despite her past in college, Shelby was a completely faithful wife until Raphael Sanchez began to work at the same company as her. The first time she laid eyes on the young Hispanic man, she felt her pussy gush. She realized it had been 13 years since she had sex with anyone other than Jordan.
Raphael, an assistant vice president, noticed Shelby the first time he laid eyes on her; truthfully only a blind person could not notice the beautiful, curvy woman.
He started stopping by her office occasionally to make small talk, then he invited her out to lunch. Shelby wasn't a novice at the game. She knew where this was heading. She hesitated at first because she didn't want to break her wedding vows, but then came to the realization in her mind that what Jordan didn't know wasn't going to hurt him, as it hadn't during their college years. She began to view this as separate from her life with Jordan.
Shelby was her usual cautious self when it came to her first extramarital affair. She and Raphael met on Wednesday afternoon at his apartment, and she made sure to always shower at his place before heading home to be mom and wife.
"Hubby can't keep this hot body satisfied? Got to get some Raphael to feel like a complete woman?" he started smack-talking the second time the two were in bed and Shelby was riding him hard cowgirl.



Shelby stopped immediately and gave the young man a look of disgust.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" she spat at him while straddling his hips.
Raphael tried bucking up into Shelby while she sat there. She kept him as immobile as possible, waiting for an answer.
"What?" he finally cried out. "I know what you married women want. Hubby can't be much of a man if you're out here with me getting strange."
"Oh, please. Hubby is every bit the man you are. I just like variety," she explained. "I don't need the juvenile shit from you. If you want to make this a regular thing, never mention my husband again, you moron."
"Yes, ma'am."
She gave him another withering look.
"And don't ever call me ma'am again, unless you want me to reach down and crush your nuts."
"Yes... Shelby."
Jordan may have been trusting, but his experience with Shelby in college taught him not to give her too much leash. He was incredibly pleased that she had apparently taken her marriage vows seriously, and even though he had occasionally verified, all he could determine was that she was completely faithful for the first 12 years of their marriage.
That was as far as it went, however. Three weeks into her affair with Raphael, Jordan had come up on Shelby from behind while she was cooking dinner and wrapped her in a playful hug one Wednesday afternoon. As she squealed in delight, Jordan noticed that her hair didn't have its usual smell of White Shoulders. Shelby had been putting a spritz of the perfume in her hair since the pair was in high school. Now that he thought about it, her hair smelled fresh-washed, even though she supposedly hadn't showered since before she went to work.
The private investigation firm that Jordan occasionally used for 12 years to verify his wife's faithfulness or lack thereof needed only one Wednesday to confirm Jordan's worst fears.
"Fuck!" he croaked over the phone to Rod Jackson, the firm's owner, when Jackson gave him the bad news that Thursday morning.
Jordan knew what divorce meant for his family. He didn't want to be a part-time father to his children. He also knew he still loved his wayward wife, although he wasn't sure if he could forgive her disrespect. It was one thing when she slept around on him before they were married; they agreed to not being exclusive, but since marriage? That was never an option open to discussion.
Jordan sat in his car and watched as first Raphael, and then Shelby five minutes later, entered the young man's apartment building. He wanted to interrupt the pair while they were fucking. Ten minutes later, he went to Raphael's door with a pizza box in his hand and started pounding.
Raphael was fucking Shelby doggy when the pounding started. They tried to ignore the noise, but realistically it was tough to do. He put on a robe and went to the door while Shelby waited under the covers in the bedroom.
Raphael was confused and angry when he saw a man holding a pizza box through the viewfinder, assuming the stupid 30-something delivery man had the wrong apartment.
"That's why you're slinging pizza, bud, you've got the wrong apartment," Raphael said as he opened the door while keeping the chain latched.
Jordan shouldered his way through the door, breaking the chain and shoving Raphael backwards. As Raphael regained his balance, Jordan swung his son's Little League bat at the man's midsection, eliciting an "ooph" as he connected with Raphael's stomach. When Raphael doubled over, Jordan kicked upwards with his right leg, connecting solidly with the young man's balls.
"Oorrgghhmm!" Raphael uttered as he hit the deck.
"Get up, you piece of shit, so I can beat on you some more!" Jordan screamed, spittle flying from his mouth. "She's a Goddamned married woman, you douchebag! You knew it, and you got what you deserved!"
Shelby heard the commotion and recognized her husband's voice, although she had never heard that tone out of him before. She immediately pulled the covers up to her neck and curled into a fetal position, facing the door with wide, wild eyes. She had no idea what took place at the door, but she wasn't about to venture out and find out.
Her eyes opened even wider when Jordan showed up in the doorway looking more like a rabid thug than her gentle, loving husband.
"Get your clothes on, bitch!" he barked, breathing heavily while he glared at her.
Shelby hesitated until Jordan took a step toward the bed. She didn't want him to see her red, still somewhat aroused pussy lips. She slid out of the bed sideways and started to get dressed while Jordan looked out to check on Raphael, who was still curled up in a ball and moaning.
Jordan stepped out of the doorway and let his wife pass. She gasped when she saw Raphael on the ground and ran to comfort him, apparently forgetting for the moment her enraged husband standing silently.
"Oh, Jordy, what have you done?" she rasped.
"Oh, Shelby, what have you done?" he mocked.
Her eyes got big again. She hadn't thought about Raphael's beat-down being her problem.
"Yeah. You're worried about him," Jordan sneered. "How about worrying about me? How about worrying about your family, slut? Get up. Go home. NOW!"
She did as ordered.
"You can call the cops on me if you want, but I will get out on bail and beat your ass again. Maybe you want to think twice before you go after another man's wife again, dickhead."
Jordan didn't bother to close the apartment door when he left. He went over to the young man's Audi in the parking lot, pulled out his knife and drove it into the sidewall of all four tires.
"Not patching these, you fuckhead," he muttered to no one.
Shelby was seated at the kitchen table when Jordan walked in, still carrying the bat and growling under his breath. He didn't wait for his wife to speak.
"You cheating bitch!" he shouted. "Tell me why I shouldn't give you what I gave your boyfriend."
Any other time Shelby would have been assured that Jordan wouldn't hit her, but after what she witnessed a few minutes earlier in Raphael's apartment, she wouldn't have put money on him not belting her, too. She hadn't seen her husband get violent for a long time.
Shelby stared at him open-mouthed.
"You could go to jail for attacking Raphie. You know that?" she said.
"Well, I guess then you wouldn't have to worry about me getting in the way with you and 'Raphie,'" he said, using air quotes when he called him by the nickname Shelby just used.
She grimaced and dropped her head.
"How long has this been going on, Shelby? Why? Am I not enough for you?"
"About three months," she whispered. "I-I. It's not you, Jordy. It just... happened. It was just sex, nothing for you to worry about. I love you. This meant nothing to me."
"Yeah... but it meant everything to me, Shel."
"We... we don't have to get a divorce, do we, Jordy?" she whispered again.
"That's up to you more than me. First off, you know this can't happen again, right? This isn't like what you did during college," Jordy said.
Shelby's head jerked up at that statement. Until that moment, she didn't believe Jordan had a clue about her sexual activities in college.
"You can thank the kids that you're still here," Jordan said. "I don't want to be a part-time father to my kids. If we didn't have kids, you'd be gone."
Shelby was relegated to the guest bedroom/office for the next two months. The children were told that Mommy and Daddy were arguing and that they were sleeping apart. The oldest, Matthew, knew the dispute was more than just an argument, as several of his classmates came from split homes.
About a month after the cheaters got caught, Jordan got a registered letter from an attorney representing Raphael, asking for reimbursement for his four tires. Jordan was more than unhappy with Raphael's chutzpah.
"Did I not let him live?" he said to Shelby, who said nothing and couldn't look Jordan in the face.
"How many times would you say you fucked the scumbag?" Jordan said.
Shelby blushed profusely. Prior to catching her in her affair, Jordan never spoke brusquely to his wife. Now that occurred more often than not when the children weren't around.
"About 10 times," she answered quietly.
Jordan was glaring at her when she finally looked him in the face.
"Three months, Shel," he said.
"Maybe 20 times," she said, even quieter than before.
"That sounds more like you," he remarked.
"So $1,000 divided by 20 is 50 bucks a fuck. For a high-class slut like you, 50 bucks is cheap... cheap. I'm going to tell his fucking lawyer he can take me to small claims court if he wants his money, but then he should expect me to make a counter-claim in open court, which might just make its way to your company's HR department."
Shelby's face showed panic. Jordan was pretty sure Shelby's company didn't have a policy against employees being intimate with each other, but he knew it certainly wasn't a professional look.
Several weeks later, as the pair was sitting alone in their family room watching TV, Shelby asked Jordan about why he felt the need to beat Raphael so badly.
"Guy Rules," he answered, noticing his wife's quizzical look. "Every guy knows that if you chase a married woman, her husband has the right to beat the shit out of you, if he can. It's payback for violating the unwritten rule of fucking married women.
"It also sends the message to other friends or co-workers of the cheating bastard that they shouldn't even consider chasing the bitch, too."
A year later, things in the Lieber household were as back to normal as they were ever going to get. Shelby knew her husband loved her, but he was never going to forget, which meant he was never going to completely forgive her. She could feel his eyes on her at times and she knew what he was thinking. There was always going to be a wall up between them.
Although she could never admit it to anyone, Shelby had enjoyed her affair with Raphael. She enjoyed Raphael's flirting with her, the pursuit, the sex with a new and different partner. She enjoyed sex, and from what her many partners before marriage had indicated, she was good at it. She enjoyed providing pleasure to her partners. Even though she enjoyed sex with Jordan, it was always with the same partner. She had enjoyed her various partners before marriage. Now she was feeling... held back.
She had thought about it often since Jordan had caught her. Jordan was either lucky to have caught her or he had been having her watched... and the latter would have been prohibitively expensive. She never considered a third alternative.
Shelby never even considered flirting in her office after her affair with Raphael. Jordy's message was received loud and clear, and the men in her office gave her a wide berth after that. She often felt like her husband was keeping her on a leash, and she grew resentful.
Dr. Robert Carmody was a very impressive man, from virtually every standpoint that a woman uses to measure. He was 6-4 and well-built, handsome in a masculine way and was a successful orthopedic surgeon. At 42, he was in his prime and knew it. When he looked seriously at a woman, he didn't care if she had a ring on the third finger of her left hand or not. If he wanted her, he made his move, completely believing that it was just a matter of time until that woman was his. His personal history showed his thought processes to be correct.
The expensive dark blue suit impressed Shelby when the doctor and a colleague swept past her table while she and her best friend from the office were eating lunch downtown one early afternoon. When the two men got to their table just a few feet away, Shelby wasn't exactly tactful as she looked him over. His well-coiffed dark brown hair was sprinkled with gray, and his blue eyes shone brightly as he talked to his lunch partner.
"Ooh, I'll take one of those," Shelby commented to her friend.
Marguerite Wilson looked in the direction where Shelby's eyes were headed. She had to admit her friend had good taste.
Dr. Carmody was a player. He noticed Shelby watching him. He also noticed the ring on her finger; not that it mattered. He left his table and walked over to the table at which Shelby and Marguerite sat. When the women got up to leave after finishing their meals, Carmody had Shelby's number in his phone.
"You do remember that you're married, right?" Marguerite asked.
"Yeah, but I'm not orthodox, you know?" Shelby said.
"Aah, girl, do you really want to play with fire?" Marguerite continued.
"That kind of heat may be worth a little singe," Shelby said.
A month later, Dr. Carmody was pounding Shelby doggy in a hotel a block from Miller-Pulaski Hospital over their lunch hour. This was the second time the two had hooked up, and both were enjoying the hell out of each other. Shelby shrieked in a noisy, wet orgasm, which took Carmody over the top as well.
"Goddamn, woman, you are one fine piece of ass!" Carmody enthused.
Shelby never had the temerity to ask Jordan how he found out about her affair with Raphael, being smart enough not to be that obvious. She knew she had to be very careful this time around.
Because Jordan only had investigators following Shelby occasionally, it took a month before they picked up on her trysts with Carmody. It had been 10 years since her last affair, but Jordan wasn't giving her bonus points for going a decade since her last cheat, particularly since the couple's youngest child, the only one left at home, was now 17.
At first thought, Jordan knew he couldn't get away with physically assaulting Carmody the way he had done with Raphael 10 years earlier. He would expect the good doctor to have a very pricey attorney. On second thought, however, Jordan knew that a nice payout to the doctor would just reduce the amount he would have to pay his cheating bitch of a wife in a no-fault settlement.
Jordan was standing off to the side of the lobby in the hotel when his wife and Dr. Carmody arrived at the desk to check in to their room. Neither saw Jordan coming up from behind. He took the same Little League bat he used on Raphael, placed it between the doctor's legs and brought it up hard. The doctor gave a pained squeal and collapsed as Shelby turned to see Jordan standing there smiling.
"Oh, my God, Jordy!" Shelby shrieked.
"Shut up, you stupid bitch, unless you want me to take another shot," Jordan yelled.
"Hi, doc. I'm this stupid bitch's husband, at least for a while longer. I think you owe me an apology," Jordan said without a trace of emotion in his voice.
The doctor laid on the floor moaning.
"Oh shit," whispered the shocked desk clerk. "You're her husband. I-I-I didn't know."
"Not your problem. My problem, at least for a while longer," Jordan said.
"If that fuckhead wants to press charges, she'll be able to give the police my location."
Shelby showed up at the Lieber home about two hours after Jordan got there. If he expected her to be contrite, he was wrong.
"You really are a piece of work. You know that?" she yelled at him when she walked in the door. "That little stunt tore both of his testicles. They were still operating on him when I left."
"I'm sorry for ruining your afternoon," he said while he carried a couple of suitcases out to his car.
"He's probably going to sue you for damages, and maybe even have you charged with assault," she said smugly.
"I thought about that, but then I realized that half of that money is yours. I'm good with that. And if I get charged with assault, he can expect the hospital's board of directors to receive a very unflattering video file," Jordan said.
"You would do that... to me?" she asked.
"After what you did to me? Absolutely," he said. "You got your mulligan 10 years ago. Two of the kids are out of the house now and Ariel has only a year left at home. I warned you 10 years ago, but you just couldn't keep your legs closed."
Jordan moving out was the worst thing that could have happened to Shelby. While she was smart enough to know she would never get full forgiveness from her husband, her chances of getting a sniff at any level of absolution went down badly if she couldn't be in the same house, not to mention the same bed. Having a lush body was no advantage if she couldn't flaunt it in front of her husband, rub up against him, touch him.
The Lieber children were shocked when Jordan told them he was divorcing their mother. They went from shocked to appalled when he told them the reason.
"You just had to, didn't you?" Shelby yelled when he answered his phone three days later. "This is your way of getting revenge on me; telling the kids I'm a slut?"
"No revenge, just stating the truth so they know this isn't on me. And, for the record, I used the term 'cheating whore.' At least one of the kids tried to soften it up for you," Jordan said.
"Jordy, you know I still love you. Always have. Always will. This was just a little bump in the road. It was just sex. You know I like sex. This was just some strange," Shelby said.
"We've had this discussion before, Shel. You got plenty of strange before we married. There should be no strange after we married... and yet somehow, you seem to think you can when you want," Jordan said.
"I warned you the last time. Now that the kids are virtually out of the house, you are history.
"You keep telling me you love me. Then you keep showing me you don't love me enough... enough to keep your vows. I'm sorry, babe. I won't live like this."
Shelby was served two weeks later. Although Jordan knew Shelby was going to fight the divorce, he didn't expect what came next: two weeks later Shelby called to tell Jordan she was pregnant. He could tell by the tone in her voice that she wasn't trying to slow the divorce.
"How the fuck could you let this happen, Shel? You didn't go off birth control for this prick, did you?" Jordan asked.
"Even you can't think I'd be that stupid. According to my doctor, the antibiotic I was taking a few weeks ago for that sinus infection cancelled out my birth control. So now you need to drop this divorce," she remarked.
"Good one, Shelby, but if I'm a betting man, a DNA test is going to reveal that the baby belongs to your handsome surgeon. We should be able to test within a few weeks," Jordan said.
"That won't be happening as long as this baby is inside me," Shelby said. "You want DNA, it can be done after the baby—our baby—is born."
"You want to play it that way, fine, but I will get an injunction forcing you to keep me off the birth certificate until we have DNA confirmation."
Even though he was pretty sure he wasn't the father, Jordan was not taking any untoward chances and made sure he attended childbirth classes with Shelby the same way he did for the couple's first three children. Shelby made sure to touch her husband as much as possible when they were together for the classes. Regardless of how often he said he wasn't going to change his mind on the divorce, Shelby knew that when push came to shove, she still owned him, at least in her own mind.
Because there were still seven months to go before the baby was born, Jordan moved back into his house. Despite Shelby's best efforts, he spent the entire time before the baby was born sleeping in his son's old room.
"Oh, come on, Jordy. It's been four months. Grow up and move back into our bed where you belong. You know how horny I get when I'm pregnant," Shelby said one Sunday several months after Jordan returned home.
Jordan looked at his wife in total disbelief.
"You slept with another man and are probably carrying his child right now, yet you think I'm going to have sex with you again? Even you can't be this delusional, babe," Jordan said.
"You forgave me once for straying, and now that I'm carrying our next child, I know you won't walk out on me," she said smugly.



"You're taking an awful lot for granted, babe. Have you spoken to Dr. Dickhead about the possibility of the baby being his?"
"We talked briefly. He knows I'm pregnant. I told him I would contact him back if the baby isn't yours... although I know it is. A woman can tell these things," she said.
Jordan was in the delivery room with Shelby, so he got to see the birth first-hand of Shelby's child by Dr. Carmody. The child looked like the doctor; the DNA test confirmation was almost overkill. He made sure to inform the appropriate people that his name was not to be put on the baby's birth certificate. A tired Shelby held her tongue although she glared hard at her husband. The vibe in the delivery room went from exhilarated to somber in seconds.
The confirmation came back two days after Shelby got home from the hospital. Both were at the kitchen table when Jordan opened the envelope.
"Like that really matters, Jordy," Shelby said as she breastfed the baby at the table. "I love you. You love me. That's all that matters."
"Once upon a time, maybe, Shel. Now I see you for the selfish bitch you are. Nothing else matters to you except what Shelby wants. I may have some love for you left somewhere in my heart, but it's not enough," Jordan said.
When the reality of her situation hit her in the face, Shelby tried to fight the divorce, but even a sympathetic judge wasn't stupid enough to rule in favor of marriage counseling.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Cutler, but your client is a two-time cheater who recently gave birth to a child that's not her husband's," the judge said to Shelby's attorney.
While both Jordan and Shelby came out of the divorce okay financially, Shelby's life changed way more than she anticipated. Living by herself with a newborn in her late 40s wasn't how Shelby saw things playing out. Men still viewed her as a sexy MILF and certainly an easy target, but nobody wanted to consider her as marriage material, not with her reputation and the millstone of a baby to raise.
Jordan's life also changed way more than he anticipated, mostly because he had never considered being a handsome single guy in his late 40s. After sitting at home until his youngest went off to college six months after the divorce was official, Jordan eventual wandered out into the real world... and found the world eagerly waiting for him.
"You're not just going to sit at home for the rest of your life and wallow in self-pity, are you, Dad?" his younger daughter, Ariel, asked him before she left for her freshman year of college.
"That was kind of my game plan, truth be told," Jordan told her.
"Dad, promise me one thing: don't be pathetic!" she said.
"Oh, God, Jordy, that was fantastic!" breathed Jessica Valentine, a big-boobed 30-something who was lying stretched out naked on her back in Jordan's bed after experiencing a series of explosive orgasms at the end of his tongue.
Jordan climbed up the bed and lay down next to the purring woman, who turned to him and started kissing his pussy-drenched face.
"Ooh, I taste wonderful on your face," she cooed.
Jessica was the first woman Jordan had slept with since the divorce went through a year ago. Although he promised his children he would date, he wasn't the type to sleep with women just for the sex, even though many of the women indicated they would willingly do that.
He and Jessica were enjoying their fourth date together on this night.
Several weeks later, the name "Railean Thompson" showed up on Jordan's phone display. The name seemed familiar to Jordan, but he couldn't quite put his finger on why he sensed he should know it. Curiosity got the better of him, so he answered on the third ring.
"Hello, you've got Jordan," he answered.
"Uh... Jordan, this is Railean Thompson," a sultry voice said. "I'm not sure you remember me..."
"Oh. OH," Jordan said as the audio triggered his memory of Shelby's immediate boss.
Railean Thompson was about three years older than Jordan. She was a statuesque blonde with a mop of loose curls, bright blue eyes and curves from top to bottom. If he recalled correctly, she had been divorced about 10 years ago.
"How can I help you, Railean?" Jordan said hesitantly.
"This is a little awkward, Jordy, so bear with me," she said. "I-I know you've been divorced a while. I was kind of hoping... maybe... we could do lunch one day soon... if it wouldn't be too weird."
"Wow," Jordan replied. "I didn't see that coming."
There was silence on the other end of the line.
"Shit. I said that out loud, didn't I?" Jordan mumbled.
"Yeah. You did," she whispered back. "That's okay. I take no offense.
"Your... ex-wife always spoke very highly of you, even though she ran around on you some, and I always enjoyed the time we spent together at our company get-togethers. There's an old saying that says you don't waste good... and from what I can see, you're good."
Railean could sense the hesitation on Jordan's part.
"I'm not doing this to rub anything in your ex-wife's face, Jordy. I promise. In fact, I would like to keep this as discreet as possible for just that reason. But I don't want to miss my chance at a man like you. I think we could be great together," she explained.
Railean turned out to be prescient. The pair started with lunch, then did dinner. On their third date, they wound up back at Jordan's apartment. Clothes were lost quickly, and within minutes Jordan had his face buried in Railean's very wet pussy.
"Ahhh! Ohhh! Rrrwwwrrr!" were the last noises Jordan heard before Railean wrapped her legs tightly around his head... and then jumped... sort of, before going into full spasm.
Jordan took a second to get his first good breath in the last half-minute before running his tongue up and down over the woman's opening, causing her body to re-engage quickly. He then scooted up an inch and clamped his lips on the woman's clitoris, humming heavily as he did. Railean felt the sensation from her pussy to her lower stomach before colored lights and pin pricks of feelings exploded in her brain.
"Blaagghh!" she screamed.
Jordan waited for her orgasm to end, then got up on his knees, lifted the woman by her ass and started tonguing her clit seriously. She continued to blather unintelligibly as Jordan continued to lift her body until just her shoulders and head were on the sheets, before having another full-body climax, upside-down as it were.
Jordan hung on tight until the writhing was done, then lowered her gently to the bed as she lay there panting.
"What was that? What just happened?" Railean whispered as she looked into Jordan's eyes.
"Just relax. I've got this," he whispered back before planting a passionate kiss on the woman's lips.
He leaned down and pulled a rock-hard nipple into his mouth before lining up his dick with the woman's entrance. He easily slid in halfway, resituated, then slid in the rest of the way as Railean gasped softly. The pair started slowly and gradually built up to a nice, gentle pace. Jordan noticed Railean pushed back at him with about the same force he was using.
Jordan kissed her soft lips forcefully.
"Are we okay?" he asked. "Harder? Faster? You tell me."
"Right there is really good," she rasped.
Railean started grunting softly a few minutes later. Jordan increased his motion and the grunting got more intense until the woman had another intense climax. Jordan grinned as the woman came down, before he resumed his motions for several more minutes until he was overcome with his own orgasm, growling softly as he filled the woman.
The pair dated for about nine months before Shelby found out her ex was dating her boss. While she was angry with Jordan, she was livid with her boss, believing in her mind that Railean had betrayed their friendship. She was also upset because she knew Railean had been in attendance when Shelby had talked about her sex life at college... her rather extensive sex life. Shelby knew Jordan had figured out some of her past, but Railean could put numbers to her history... something she wasn't comfortable with Jordan finding out.
What Shelby didn't know was that Railean and Jordan didn't waste any of their time discussing his slut of an ex-wife. They had each discussed their past as far as they felt comfortable, and one of the things they had talked about briefly was that they agreed to not talk about his ex.
"Let's move forward; never back. She was part of my past; I hope you will be part of my future," Jordan had said when they had their first serious discussion.
"How could you, Rai? He's my ex-husband!" Shelby said as she walked into Railean's office the morning after she found out about the pair.
"And good morning to you, too, Shel," Railean said calmly. "You just said it yourself... he's your ex-husband... has been for almost two years now.
"You always said he was a great guy... so I asked him out almost a year ago. He's handsome, fit, a gentleman and... really great in... sexy, yeah sexy."
"I... you..." a very red-faced Shelby stammered before turning around and walking out of Railean's office.
The latter smiled as the former left.
"Five, four, three, two, one," Railean counted down in her head.
Jordan grimaced when his ex-wife's name showed up on his phone almost about the same time Railean had finished counting down. Jordan and his ex hadn't spoken more than a handful of times since the divorce became official.
"What?" he said with an annoyed tone. "I'm trying to work here."
"This is how you get revenge? Dating my boss? Are you going to date all of my co-workers?" she asked in rapid fire without even a hint of pleasantries.
"Wait a minute," he responded harshly. "You fuck around on me while we're married and get knocked up like a cheap slut, but then get pissy because I've been dating your boss for close to a year?"
"I fell pregnant by accident. That wasn't planned..."
"Fell pregnant? Really? You're going with that these days," he interrupted with a chuckle. "How is the little accident doing, by the way? Hopefully for her, your daughter looks more like you than Dr. Dickhead."
Jordan heard Shelby growl in anger through the phone. He knew from his children that Dr. Dickhead dropped Shelby as soon as he found out the child was his, and he'd have to provide child support for the next 18 years, along with college expenses.
"So you've been dating Railean for a while, then?" she said timidly.
"Yes, exclusively," he answered. "Someone gets the concept of exclusive, by the way.
"It has nothing to do with revenge. Now unless you have any other questions that you really don't deserve answers to, I have to go back to work."
Jordan and Railean were married a year later in a small ceremony. His children adored the woman and she was Grandma to Jordan's Grandpa for all the grandchildren.
Shelby's life came full circle. No man in any age range was willing to consider her serious marriage material since she was a 50-something with a small child in the mix, but men of all ages certainly had no problem using her for one-night stands. Her number continued to grow, much to the consternation of her embarrassed grown children.
"Can't you speak to her, Dad? Every time we see her, it's obvious she's sleeping with another of these yutzes. Nobody's going to want to visit the Slut of the Golden Age Rest Home in a few years," his older daughter, Kate, said.
"She didn't listen to me when we were married. What makes you think she'll listen to me now?" Jordan asked.
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"I'd do Mrs. Walsh in a heartbeat."
"Oh yeah, she looks good in those jean shorts."
"How about Mrs. P? She looks pretty good even if she's pregnant almost all the time."
"Her old man is a sluggard, but he's smart enough to know he married a good-looking piece of ass."
"Mrs. Jackson?"
"That churchy bitch? I want to stick my dick in her mouth until she drools, then come down her throat. You can fuck her, but I'd bet she'd complain the whole fucking time. She wouldn't be able to bitch with my dick in her mouth."
The preceding was a random conversation between two 18-year-old boys that could have taken place in any city or town in the United States. You get the picture.
******
"Hey Jerkface, could you help my mother and me build a small greenhouse on Saturday? Payment would be a home-cooked dinner, a 12-pack of pop and a day with me and my mom," Diane Holley, a University of Houston sophomore said to her friend, Josh Beachy.
The pair was sitting in the dining commons eating lunch on a Wednesday afternoon in late March. Diane was a towny, but paid a fee to be able to eat at the school three days a week, rather than taking a 30-minute drive back to her house in between morning and afternoon classes. Josh, a fellow soph, lived in a dorm, but he and Diane had become friends as they had several classes together.
Josh was good with both a home-cooked meal and the pop. He also didn't mind spending time with Diane, who in addition to being a friend was also a good-looking woman with a tendency to underdress. On this particular day, Diane was sitting across from him wearing a tight dark blue T-shirt that didn't completely undersell her small boobs and erect nipples underneath and low-rise jeans that showed off her taut abdominals.
Josh knew that he would never be more than good friends with Diane. He was good with that. It was never a bad thing to have good-looking friends, he thought. Just as easy to have pretty friends as ugly friends.
"Yeah, I'm in," Josh answered. "Like I told you, my dad and I built one of these. We can get it done in a few hours."
Josh was dumbfounded when the door opened at Diane's house early Saturday afternoon. His friend never told him she had a sister who looked like a doppelganger plus 10 years.
"I-I'm Josh," he stammered. "I'm here to help Diane and your mom build a greenhouse."
The woman's pretty face broke into a very becoming smile. He noticed she had the same dark brown hair and big brown doe eyes that Diane did. She was also wearing a T-shirt and jeans, both tight enough that he could see her body was very similar to Diane's.
"I am the mom," she said brightly, watching as Josh's mouth at first dropped open before morphing into a smile of his own. "I'm Lori."
"Hey Jerkface, stop perving on my mom and let's get to work," Diane said as she walked up behind her mother.
Josh blushed a deep red. Busted.
Led by Josh, the trio had the greenhouse together in several hours. Lori had to take several breaks to check on the lasagna that was cooking in the oven.
Josh totally enjoyed the lasagna and salad. He also enjoyed the conversation at the table.
"Are you going to the Pike's party next Saturday?" Diane asked Josh about the upcoming Pi Kappa Alpha fraternity party that was a big event on campus every spring.
"Wasn't planning on it," he replied. "I try to stay away from the frat guys. Most are a bunch of losers."
"Hey, Greg's a frat guy," Diane said about her occasional boyfriend. "You like Greg, don't you?"
"I said most, not all, are losers, remember?" he answered. "Besides, I don't have a date."
"I can fix that one for you. Mom can be your date. She can wear something of mine, look hot," Diane said.
"If you're going to do that, then yeah, I'll be there," Josh blurted out.
Both women's heads snapped to face Josh, who blushed profusely.
"You really are a perv," Diane laughed.
"No, no. I mean if she's going to dress like you, she's going to need somebody to keep the gropers at bay," Josh quickly responded.
"Actually, he's probably not wrong," Diane said.
"And you want me to go... dressed like you? Without a bodyguard?" Lori asked.
"Can I reserve you?" she asked Josh, who tried hard not to resemble a bobblehead as he nodded in agreement.
"No problem," he said with a huge grin.
"And I'm assuming you're taking Greg?" Lori asked.
"Oh yeah," Diane said.
Josh had agreed to meet the women and Greg at the Pike House the next Saturday. His eyes got huge as the trio approached him.
"Not a word, Josh!" Lori admonished him when they got to him. "I can't believe I agreed to this!"
Josh let his eyes do the talking for him. She was wearing one of Diane's jean miniskirts that started on her hips and ended at mid-thigh. The white cotton crop top finished just below her ribcage, leaving several inches of skin on display above the skirt. From the look of the top, she was braless, as well.
Josh's eyes about fell out of his head. Diane and Greg both laughed while Lori reddened from her head to her toes showing out of her three-inch heeled sandals.
"You'd better stay right next to me all night long, young man!" Lori hissed.
"Yes, ma'am," Josh croaked out.
"First off, close your mouth, perv-boy," Diane giggled. "Second, it's Lori, not ma'am, not Mrs. Holley. Got it?"
"Whooo," Josh whispered, nodding his head.
Reflexively, Josh stuck out his hand to Lori. She took it, then the two went into the party.
"God, I feel like I'm naked and everybody's looking at me," she whispered to Josh.
"Well, you're not quite naked, but everybody is sort of looking," he whispered back. "You look really hot."
Lori blushed again from head to toe.
"You know that's really adorable when you do that," he whispered again.
Diane and Greg went off in one direction. Lori stuck to Josh like... she was his girlfriend, keeping her hand in his or holding onto his arm the whole time. He noticed she was especially careful when she sat down in her short skirt, obviously trying not to show her panties to anyone in the room.
It wasn't long before a young man asked Lori to dance, looking her up and down as he did so. She flushed once again and shook her head, small, nervous shakes. The man stayed in front of Lori and stretched out his hand.
"That's a no in case you missed it," Josh told the young man, who frowned.
"You her son?" the student sneered.
"No, I'm her boyfriend, and you're about to lose some teeth," Josh growled.
The other student looked sharply at Josh. He was at least two inches taller and 30 pounds heavier than Josh's 6-2, 180 pounds. There was something in the smaller man's eyes that didn't make him comfortable. He walked away.
"That was quick. Now you're my boyfriend?" she teased, smiling brightly.
"Absolutely. I made an executive decision," Josh answered seriously.
He stuck his hand out and she again put hers into it. He guided her over to the bar, and over to a quiet corner after he got Cokes for both.
The two spent the next three hours telling each other about their lives. Josh learned that Diane's mother was married for 10 years before her then-husband cheated on her. She had been divorced for the last 10 years.
"I know it's rude to ask a woman her age, but..."
"I'm 40. It's okay. You should know how old your girlfriend is," she giggled.
The two left the party soon after and headed over to a Starbucks near campus. Lori was fidgety as they walked in and tried to pull her skirt a bit lower, although it didn't budge from her hips.
"I'm more than a little uncomfortable dressed like this in public," she admitted. "I'm too old to be walking around like some 20-year-old hottie."
"But you're not too old to be walking around like some 40-year-old hottie. I think you look sexy as hell," Josh rasped.
"You're not embarrassed to be seen in public with me dressed like this?" she asked, her eyes wide.
"Truthfully, I love the way you're dressed. I'd take you anywhere dressed like that."
She blushed yet again, then stood fidgeting as Josh ordered coffees for both.
"Diane is right. You are a perv," she joked.
"Maybe, but it doesn't change the fact that you are a sexy woman."
Both blushed at that statement and sipped their coffee.
They talked for a while longer before Josh drove Lori home. He walked her to the door, where she gave him a soft kiss on his cheek.
"I had a great time. You're a nice guy for a perv," she said.
Diane and Josh had a class together Monday morning at 9, but she got in just before the class started and wound up sitting on the other side of the room from him. The two never got a chance to talk until she walked in to the dining commons at lunch, carrying a tray loaded with food. Josh always wondered how a girl that thin could eat that much and yet keep her figure.
"Hey, perv, have a good time with my MOM Saturday night at the Pike house? How about after?" she said in a jovial manner as she sat down.
Once upon a time, Josh never used to blush. Since Saturday night it had become a regular occurrence. He did it again and tried to answer her question and/or defend himself, but nothing came out of his mouth. Seeing the blank look on his face told her everything she needed to know. She wasn't going to let him off the hook.
"I know, she did look hot Saturday night," Diane confirmed to both of them. "Greg and I both thought you were going to lose your shit when you first saw her.
"You really liked that look, didn't you, perv-boy?"
Josh dropped his head, embarrassed that she had seen through him so easily.
"Jesus, Josh, she's my MOM for God sake. You wanted to BANG her Saturday night. I could tell."
She giggled adorably. It was the very same giggle that her mother had, Josh noted. He looked up to find her staring at him, not unkindly.
"For what it's worth, Josh, she said you were a perfect gentleman and upheld her honor once. She also said she had a nice time.
"She also said that you really liked her outfit."
"Yeah," Josh gasped.
"And yet somehow, dumbass, you didn't get her phone number."
Josh's mouth opened in surprise, then closed. His eyes glazed over.
"You didn't do that because you were being a gentleman. You froze. You choked," she chided her friend.
"Aarrgghh!" he huffed, then looked back at the woman. "Wait a minute. She's your mom. Of course you've got her number."
Diane gave him a look he couldn't decipher.
"You don't think I'd actually give you her phone number SO YOU COULD CALL MY MOM TO ASK HER FOR A DATE?"
"Uh... maybe... uh... yeah, actually," Josh finally choked out. "I mean, not a date DATE, you know. Just maybe we could get some coffee... or something."
"Dude, you're 19 years old. She's 40. She's probably the same age as your MOTHER. Don't you think you're punching a little above your weight class here. Not to mention that she's my MOTHER," Diane exploded.
Josh was at a total loss for an answer. He took several bites of his lunch to formulate a response.
"I just want to talk to her some more," he said weakly. "We really hit it off the other night... And yeah, she is a good-looking babe."
"Not winning points by calling my mom a babe, Jerkface," she reiterated. "But she really is, when she turns it loose a bit. She almost didn't leave the house after she got dressed in my stuff Saturday night. She probably wouldn't have if she was going someplace where people would know her."
She started to laugh before choking on a bite of fish.
"Serves you right, bitch," Josh said as she quickly took a sip of his pop.
A serious look came across the girl's face.
"She needs to go out with you again. Seriously. She has hardly dated since Dad screwed her over, and Saturday night was the best time she's had out with a guy since the divorce. You got something to write on? Here's her number."
Lori was surprised when Josh called Wednesday and asked her out on a date for Saturday night. The young man was timid, and while Lori had found him to be good company last week, she came to the realization that a 19-year-old boy, a friend of her daughter's, was asking her out on a real date.
"Umm... are you sure about this, Josh?" she asked, probably as timidly as Josh asked her. "A date... an actual date?"
"Yes, Lori, I'm sure. I had a good time with you last Saturday, and I think you had a good time with me. We'll get something to eat, maybe go out dancing. We can talk some more," he said.
"Dancing, with me? Wouldn't that be like dancing with your own mother? Wouldn't that be kind of weird for you?" she asked.
"You definitely don't look like anyone's mom that I know," Josh said. "Please. It will be fun."
Lori could hear the pleading tone in his voice.
"Okay, since you were my guardian last week, I guess I owe you. I'd love to go out with you this week."
Josh tried not to let his disappointment show when Lori answered the door Saturday night in a skirt about two inches above her knees and a "nice" blouse. Lori smiled to herself, figuring that this would be the last time Josh would want a date.
The two had a nice dinner at Olive Garden before they went out dancing. They spent a lot of time talking again, and Lori had to admit to herself that she enjoyed the young man's company. He again walked her to the door at the end of the evening, but this time she just said good night and turned to go in the door.
"W-wait a minute," Josh said, not quite timidly. "First you give me the bland clothing look, now I don't even get a kiss?"
Lori looked surprised. She didn't figure the young man had that kind of nerve. She smiled and moved toward Josh, prepared to give him a kiss on his cheek, but when she leaned in he turned his head and planted his best kiss on the woman, quickly snaking his tongue inside her mouth.
"Mmm," she moaned into his mouth, half in shock and half in pleasure.
"The boy can kiss," she thought to herself.
"The woman can kiss," Josh thought to himself.
Monday at lunch Josh was anxious to find out from Diane what her mother thought about the date. He was pleased when Diane told him Lori said she enjoyed herself.
"You do know she was trying to let you down easy, dressing like your mom. She didn't want to hurt your feelings, but she figured if she dressed like herself, you wouldn't want to go out with her anymore," Diane said. "Also, she was really uncomfortable dressed like me."
"Yeah, but she looked really hot," Josh said.
"You can't be perving on my mom, Josh," she giggled. "Seriously."
"Not even a little bit, Di? Please?" he pleaded.
"Okay, but just a little," she answered.
Josh waited two weeks before calling for another date. He was feeling more confident this time around. Lori was very surprised to get the call.
"I know you were trying to cool me down with your mom outfit last time. Didn't work. So how about this time you let Diane pick out the outfit?"
Josh heard the soft gasp on the other end of the line. He pictured Lori doing that full-body blush that he found adorable.
"Okay," she whispered, "But we can't go to anyplace I normally go, not dressed like that."
"Dressed like what?" he asked, not innocently.
"Like... like a young woman dressing to impress," she breathed out.
"Well, color me impressed," Josh said, sure the woman was blushing on the other end of the line.
The next time Josh saw Diane, he told her that Lori had agreed to let her pick out the outfit for the pair's next date. Diane raised her eyebrows and smiled brightly.
"Full slut?" she asked.
"I would probably like that, but I'm pretty sure your mom wouldn't be happy, and that wouldn't be good for me. Plus, I don't want to have to beat somebody's ass because she looks too good," he said. "I'm thinking miniature golf and barbecue."
Lori answered the door in a pair of short, tight jean shorts and a red T-shirt crop top on date night. Josh couldn't stop himself as he looked the woman up and down. As he expected, she automatically did the full-body blush thing.
"No too much, is it?" she asked shyly. "Diane seems to think you are some kind of a perv."
Josh dropped his eyes and blushed in return.
"Well... she does know me pretty well... and yeah... I think you look pretty good with less clothing..."
"I'm an old lady, Josh. Y-you can't be serious," she said.
"You are hardly an old lady, Lori. I think you are one hell of a sexy woman," he asserted.
"Thank you, I think," she giggled nervously.
Once she got over her anxiety about her outfit, or lack thereof as she referred to it, Lori again enjoyed the evening with the young man. As they were finishing their meal, two college students--a man and a woman--stopped at their table to say hello to Josh. He noticed Lori fidgeting in her chair as she tried to adjust her shorts while he made introductions. He nonchalantly took her hand and gave his head a tiny shake.
"She was looking at me like..." Lori started to say softly before Josh interrupted.
"Like she was checking out the competition, babe," Josh said. "You women are very competitive. I'm pretty sure you passed inspection. She was worried that her boyfriend was eyeing you too much."
Lori invited Josh into the house for a cup of coffee when the young man drove her home. Within minutes the two were kissing intensely on the sofa. Lori responded eagerly when Josh's tongue sought hers in her mouth. She felt her body responding to the young man's touch, something that she had not experienced very often since she split from her husband.
Things might have gone farther but the pair heard a car pull into the driveway and knew it was Diane and Greg. They separated and Lori quickly pulled her shorts out of her crotch and down her butt before her daughter and Greg entered the house.
"Hey, you two, good night out?" Diane asked with a smirk on her face.
Lori blushed deeply and mumbled an affirmative as Diane walked over to Josh, took the middle finger of her left hand and wiped a splotch of lipstick from the side of his mouth.
"I'd say that's a yes, wouldn't you, Greg?" Diane said.
"Umm... there's fresh coffee in the pot," Lori volunteered.
"We're not invading your space, are we, Mom. We can leave," Diane said. "You don't have a problem, do you, Jerkface?"
"No, we're good," Josh answered with a crooked smile on his face.
Lori and Josh continued to date after coming to a compromise about her wardrobe. She would dress like her daughter most of the time the two were together, but would dress like the banker she was when the two did something in what Josh referred to as "Lori's world." For the latter, Josh would wear dress slacks and open-necked dress shirts, so they would appear as more of a couple and less as a "cougar chasing a younger man," Lori explained.
"I still like the half-dressed look much better," Josh said with a cheeky smile.
"Yeah, I know, but I can't do that in front of my friends and co-workers. I'd die of embarrassment. Hell, I practically die of nerves any time we go out. I know I've accidentally flashed half the world in those shorts and skimpy tops you so like," she said with a smile.
"Diane keeps telling me not to worry about it. It happens to every woman from time to time. I should only worry if no one looks when that happens."
While Josh really liked Lori, he had to admit he was somewhat confused about how to proceed with the woman because of her age. The pair had engaged in some heavy make-out sessions, but Josh was careful to watch where he placed his hands, and was unsure how far he could go. Lori realized the young man was holding back out of respect.
"Josh, baby, if this is going to work you have to be yourself," Lori said one time when she felt him holding back when they were kissing. "Pretend for a second you were doing this with my daughter..."



"Mmm... okay," Josh mumbled into Lori's mouth as they started to kiss ardently.
They were sitting on Lori's living room sofa on a Friday night at the time. Josh knew Diane and Greg weren't due back anytime soon. He reached around with both hands and tightly grasped both of Lori's half-covered ass cheeks in her tight shorts.
"Ooh," she moaned. "That's better. What else you got?"
Encouraged by Lori, Josh had the woman naked in minutes. He found her slit both hot and slick when he ran his fingers along its length. She jumped before moaning again.
Josh slipped his index finger inside her while he kept his lips glued to hers. A few seconds later he slipped in a second finger, then a third, and started to rub his digits on the rough patch inside her vagina. He felt her squirm, then arch her back before her pussy clamped his fingers inside as she fell off the edge of the earth.
Josh was unable to move his fingers for several long seconds as she continued to orgasm hard. After about a minute, she finally released his hand, and Josh went back to using his fingers, getting two more climaxes out of her before she purred to him that he needed to put himself inside of her.
"Easy, Josh. Go easy with me. It's been a while," she cooed.
An hour later, Lori was cuddled atop Josh on the sofa as they enjoyed their first afterglow as a couple.
"Mmm... that was wonderful. You were wonderful," she purred.
"Oh yeah. You are... hot, baby," he said.
"Not too bad for an old lady?" she asked shyly.
"Not too bad for a lady of any age," he affirmed. "What are you doing for the next 40 or 50 years?"
Lori giggled, both out of pride and embarrassment. She was very pleased that she was able to more than keep up with a teenager, and was also embarrassed that she had just had sex... hell, in fact made love to... a teenager.
"Let's not get too carried away here, young pup. Let's take our time and see where this goes," she cautioned.
"Believe it or not, I understand what you're saying," the young man replied.
"Did you have more than one condom in your wallet?" Lori asked.
"Umm... I guess if you're going to stay in town this summer, maybe I need to see my gynecologist and go back on the pill. This will be kind of embarrassing. It's been a long time since I've needed them," Lori said.
Josh stayed the summer, having gotten an intern position in the local hospital's IT department.
Josh took a week off in July to go back home and visit his parents. He invited Lori to go with him.
"Gosh, no, I couldn't do that," she said, looking extremely uncomfortable. "Your mother wouldn't tolerate me for a minute. She'd consider me a batshit crazy cougar trying to steal her precious baby from her."
Josh guffawed heartily and started to laugh convulsively, seemingly unable to stop. Lori looked as if she was going to cry.
"I'm serious, Josh. I can't meet her. She'll hate me. You don't understand!" she said.
"She would hate me no matter what my age is, because I'm stealing her baby. But she's probably close to my age, and that would seem wrong to her."
"Okay, I sort of get that, but I don't care. You need to come home with me... unless you're ashamed to be seen with me," he said.
He could see the blush start at her forehead and moved its way down. He still found that adorable.
"But I will need to buy some new clothes," she said. "I definitely can't wear what you'd like me to wear, but I also can't wear my 'old-lady' stuff because if I dress like your mom, it will just remind her that I'm her age."
"I'll give you that one," he admitted.
Josh's parents were pleased when he said he was bringing his girlfriend home, but both were stunned when Lori got out of the car a week later.
"Umm... you didn't tell us she was a little older," Josh's mother said quietly when he hugged her.
"Little bit," he said grinning as he pulled away. "She's two years younger than you."
Josh's mother blushed as she looked at Lori, which caused Lori to blush even more.
"Damn, Dad, it's a whole blushfest!" Josh said. "Okay, you two, lighten up. Lori, my parents, Don and Julie. Mom and Dad, my girlfriend, Lori."
"You're terrible. You didn't tell them," Lori said in an annoyed tone.
"Well, I wouldn't have told them how old you are if you were 20, why should I tell them just because you're 40," he said.
"Okay, I'll give you that one, wise-ass," she said with a smile.
"He learned that wise-ass shit from his father," Julie said.
Josh was a good judge of character, and Lori and Julie actually bonded well in their week. It did take Julie a bit of time to get used to her son kissing and hugging a woman practically her age.
"I'm assuming you two are... intimate," Julie said to Lori one afternoon while the men were out for a few minutes. "You are being careful, aren't you?"
Lori blushed crimson. Julie sighed.
"I would be saying this to you if you were 20, so I'm not going to duck it now," Julie said.
"Well, I guess I appreciate you being open about the age thing."
"Only open a little bit. If you don't mind me asking, why are you chasing a teenager, for God sakes?" Julie asked.
"I don't mind you asking... except I'm not chasing him. He chased me," Lori said. "I tried to discourage him; went out dressed like the banker I am the second date, but he didn't quit. He's a heck of a good kid... a good man. You raised a good son. And that doesn't even count that he's really handsome.
"He and my daughter are practically best friends. That's how I met him. She's the same age as him. I would have been real happy to have him date her, but she's had a longtime boyfriend, and I think Josh is just in her friend zone.
"I would imagine he'll get tired of this old lady one day soon and chase some nubile young thing. I know my days are numbered. I'm not going to give him children."
"If you don't mind me saying so, you look pretty hot for an old lady," Julie said. "And you've got a brain and a personality. I can see why my son is dating you. He is a good man, so enjoy him while you can. I won't stand in the way, but try to take it easy on him when it ends. He can be really sensitive."
Josh showed no signs that he was ever inclined to break up with Lori, and for her part, she didn't give much thought to breaking up with the young man either. She admitted to herself that Josh was by far the best man she had ever been with.
It was probably inevitable that Lori would eventually get caught out in what Josh called her "hot clothes" by somebody with whom Lori worked. She just hadn't expected it to be by her boss's wife while shopping one Saturday in a store geared toward 20-somethings. She had just stepped out of a dressing room wearing a lace-front crop top braless with a pair of short jean shorts that barely covered her round ass to seek a waiting Josh's approval when she heard a low whistle off to the side.
"Wow. That's really hot. You totally own that," said a woman's voice as Lori's head snapped to the sound of the voice.
"Yeah, she's right," Josh agreed enthusiastically as he saw his girlfriend blushing profusely and seemingly frozen in place.
"You okay, baby?"
"Uhh... Josh, this is Vivian Shaffer, my boss's wife," Lori said hesitantly while she first tried to cover her chest with her hands, then unsuccessfully tried to pull her shorts down her legs.
"Ooh," Josh muttered.
"Relax, Lori," Vivian said. "I'm not here to 'bust you' to my husband for your taste in clothes. What you do out of the office shouldn't reflect upon what you do in the office, unless it brings discredit to the bank. And damn, woman, that outfit on you certainly doesn't bring discredit to the bank. You must spend a lot of time in the gym to get those abs, those legs.
"I was just here to buy a few things for my daughter for her birthday. I know exactly what I want now. Where did you find those things?"
Lori told Vivian where she found the outfit she was trying on. She also formally introduced Vivian to Josh, hesitantly calling him her boyfriend. Josh noticed the hesitation. He also noticed Vivian's eyebrows rise when Lori called him that.
"Would you two like to do some coffee after I make my purchases? I'll meet you next door at the Starbucks in 10 minutes, okay?"
"S-sure," Lori mumbled.
"What's going on, Lor? You looked like you were going to die of embarrassment one minute, then accepted a coffee date the next," Josh commented.
"Worst case, scenario, hon," she said. "I couldn't just say no to the boss's wife. It's one of those things. I've known Vivian and Charlie for about 12 years. They were both tremendously helpful to me during my divorce."
"If it would be easier for you, you don't have to tell people I'm your boyfriend," Josh said. "I appreciate the fact that you told your boss's wife, but you don't have to do that if it makes things easier."
Lori's big brown eyes lit up and a large smile creased her face.
"Easy is for wimps. You took me home to meet your parents, looked them in the eyes and told them I was your girlfriend. You're my boyfriend, whether it's 'convenient' or not. Aren't you?" she asked.
"Absolutely. Now let's meet Vivian for coffee."
The coffee visit went surprisingly well, both Josh and Lori thought. Vivian seemed genuinely interested in how the two came to be a couple and only talked down to Josh once or twice, they both noted later.
"Wonder what Charlie will say on Monday morning?" Lori mused.
Lori was pleasantly surprised when the only thing her boss said Monday morning was that his wife enjoyed meeting Lori's "young man."
"She seemed very happy that you have found someone steady after all this time," Charlie said. "I look forward to meeting him at one of our events."
Charlie did meet Josh at one of the company's events--the Christmas party in December. As usual, the event was a dress-up affair, and Lori was surprised when Josh said he had a suit.
"Mom always insisted I have a suit. You know Mom," he said.
"Yes, I do," she laughed back at him.
Josh and Lori had a bet between them over who would get shown the most disrespect during the party. The one thing they didn't count on, though, were the forces that were Lori's boss and his wife. When Lori and Josh showed up at the venue, Charlie was the first person to greet the pair, and gave the young man a strong, friendly handshake before giving Lori a gentle kiss on the cheek. The gestures were not missed by anyone.
Lori had told Josh that she would have to do a certain amount of "business socializing" during the evening, but would try to keep her time away from him to a minimum.
"I get that this isn't your type of crowd," she said.
"I'll be okay... unless we start talking about science fiction and stuff like that. I'll be good with economics and finance, but I can't talk about zombies and Star Wars to save my life," he asserted, leaning forward and giving his woman a soft, loving kiss on her lips.
Josh took the same internship the next summer so he could stay in town, and he and Lori again took a week visiting his parents. Lori and Julie by this point were good friends.
"I'm not sure if that's a good thing or a bad thing," his father said to him at one point when the two were alone. I know I wouldn't have felt comfortable if your mother and Grandma were about the same age and buddy-buddy."
Maybe it was because of her closeness to Josh's mother, but Lori started to worry about Josh's future early in his senior year. She knew the hospital he had interned at the previous two summers had offered him a job, but she knew that bigger jobs were out there for a man of his talent.
"Have you sent out apps to Oracle, Microsoft, any of the other big tech companies?" Lori asked one night while she was eating dinner at her home with Josh and Diane.
"Well... no. I got a nice offer from the hospital. I figured I'd take that, and then maybe I could convince you that we should get married," Josh replied.
The silence in the room was almost overwhelming. Lori's eyes filled with tears while Diane sat stock still with her mouth hanging open.
"Wait. I'm not calling you dad," Diane finally said, breaking the silence.
Lori started to sob quietly, her shoulders shuddering.
"Not exactly the response I hoped for," Josh said. "I was kind of looking for happy screaming, maybe some kissing..."
"Oh, baby. Baby. Baby. My greatest dream. My worst nightmare," Lori said, wiping her eyes with her napkin.
"Huh?" Diane and Josh rejoined almost simultaneously.
"Baby, you're the best man that I've ever met," Lori said. "I dreamed of this day... but at the same time I've also dreaded this day. I can't marry you. I can't be the boat anchor to your future."
"Not a boat anchor, baby. You're everything to me. This last two-plus years have been great, haven't they? We fit together so well..."
"How many serious girlfriends have you had, Josh?" Lori interrupted. "Just me, right?"
"Well... yeah," he answered.
"Exactly," she said. "How do you know there's not somebody out there who's a better fit. Someone who can give you kids... give your parents grandkids."
"Is that what this is about? You're worried about giving my parents grandkids?" Josh said.
"That's part of it, sure. You'll make a great father to a passel of kids someday. But you also need to have the flexibility to come and go and get a great career going. You're going places, Josh. You don't need a 40-something woman slowing you down," Lori said.
"Now you need to apply at all the big places everywhere. But until you leave, you're mine, and don't you forget it."
Lori jumped out of her chair, pushed Josh's chair back away from the table and straddled his lap before smothering him in kisses. He returned her intensity.
"Oh, God. I'd say get a room, but you guys already know where that is, don't you?" Diane said as she got up from the table, put her dishes in the sink and left the house.
A couple of days later Diane joined Josh in the dining commons.
"Were you serious about marrying Mom?" Diane asked. "You do remember she's 42 and you're 21."
"The age thing doesn't freak me at all," Josh said. "I know she's your mom, but she's hot as hell, smart, funny and everything I want in a woman. I know she's trying to look out for me, but I've still got time to work on changing her mind.
"I think you'd look adorable in a flower-girl's dress."
"You know you're a jerk, right," she answered. "I've never said a word about you having sex with my mom, and you're giving me shit. Where's the love for me, Jerkface?"
Josh didn't win this argument with Lori and eventually took a job with GoDaddy at its corporate headquarters in Tempe, AZ.
The two spent their last night together making love several times. As usual, Lori again marveled at the enthusiasm and stamina of her younger lover. Despite the fact that she had long since become accustomed to both, on this night even she was surprised as Josh outdid himself, and the pair barely slept before Josh had to leave.
"I love you, baby, more than anything, and I know this hurts, but it's the best thing for you in the long run. I promise," Lori cried into his neck as the pair embraced, then kissed, for the final time before Josh got into his packed car.
Lori sobbed as she watched Josh's car drive away from her house. Diane was waiting for her inside, and hugged her mother hard for several long seconds. When the two broke their embrace, Lori picked up her phone and made a call.
"I know it was the right thing to do for him, but I know I just gave away the best man I've ever met," Lori said.
"I'm sorry, sweetie," Julie replied. "I can't thank you enough for that amazing sacrifice."
Josh was every bit as good as others thought he was professionally, and his first year with GoDaddy passed with much internal fanfare. He was a popular co-worker, and his social life was full... for the most part. He didn't date at all for the first six months he lived in Tempe, and only dated a few times over the next six months.
He kept his calls to Lori to a minimum, as much for his own sanity as for hers. He also called Diane several times, always making sure to steer clear of talking about her mother, beyond asking about her health and welfare.
"Hey, Jerkface, I've got some vacation time I want to use up. Could I come out and stay with you for a week?" Diane asked about 18 months after Josh moved.
"Just you, or you got a flavor of the month that's coming along, too?" Josh queried.
"Hey-y-y, that's a little harsh. Don't you think?" Diane asked.
"Not really. How many guys have you gone out with since we've known each other?" he asked.
"Okay, you made your point," Diane said, "but it would just be me. I'm currently unattached."
"You are always welcome. I've even got a second bedroom so you don't have to sleep on the sofa," he said.
Josh took off the week Diane visited and the two saw many of the sites in Tempe and hit many of the hot bars and restaurants. Diane enjoyed her time in the city and her time with Josh.
The two were curled up leaning against each other watching a chick flick that Diane had chosen one night after the pair had gotten back from a restaurant and a dance club.
"How come you never asked me out when we were at Houston?" Diane asked, looking seriously at Josh from the space of six inches. "We always got along great; I'm not a troll; I'm fun, aren't I? How come?"
Josh pulled away from the woman and sat up, a look of confusion on his face.
"Really, D? You were always with someone... and never gave me any indication that I'd ever get out of the friend zone. Even your mom noticed that you never gave me a serious chance," Josh said.
She colored, and not for the first time Josh noticed exactly how much she looked like Lori.
"What if I wanted to move you out of the friend zone, Josh? I've had a great week here. We've had a great week here. Mom always says you are the best man she's ever known. Maybe I need to find out if she's right," Diane said.
"That wouldn't weird you out; going out with me after I've been with your mom?" Josh asked.
"Well, maybe a little, but I don't think we need to talk about that. You don't talk about it with other women, do you? So why would we need to talk about it?" Diane said.
"If I get a job out here, could I stay with you for a bit while I look for a place?"
"Why can't you stay here until we figure this out? Ask your mom, I'm not a half-bad guy," Josh said.
"Either way, though, ask your mom. I want to know that she's good with this first. I won't do this if she's not good with this."
"Who do you think suggested I come to see you?" Diane said. "I was complaining about not being able to find a good guy... and Mom said she knew where one was hanging out."
"She did, did she?" Josh asked, looking at her sideways.
Diane got a job being the public relations director for a small group of museums in the Tempe area, and moved in with Josh a month later.
She had changed from her work clothes into casual clothes after her first day on the job when Josh spotted it for the first time: Diane had gotten her belly button pierced, and had a small cross hanging down about an inch. It was easy to see in the middle of her taut stomach in between the bottom of her short crop top and the top of her short shorts.
"Damn, woman, that's sexy as hell!" Josh enthused. "How come I've never seen that before?"
"I got it just before I left home. Actually, Mom bought it for me, although she said it was a gift for you. She said it was the one thing she never did for you although she knew how much you like the look," Diane said with a huge smile.
"A gift for me. I'll have to call and thank her," Josh said before he walked over Diane, got down on his knees and started licking and tonguing around her belly button.



"Oh... ooh... aaahhh," Diane mumbled as she placed her hands on Josh's head. She felt a tingling move from her belly button down to her pussy, and when his tongue slid underneath the waistband of her shorts, she shrieked loudly, trembled like she was receiving an electric shock and started wetting herself in orgasm.
Still holding Josh's head, Diane slowly sank to the floor and Josh quickly removed her shorts and thong. He laid her down on the living room carpet and ate her to a half-dozen screaming orgasms before she finally got him to stop.
"Up. Move up here. Do me now, please," she rasped.
Josh crawled up her body, placing her ankles over his shoulders and gently but firmly inserted his dick into her steamy, gooey pussy.
"Oh... yeah. Oh yeah. Oh yeah," she muttered as he pumped her strongly, starting slowly at first and then gaining speed.
Diane had wrapped her legs around Josh's waist and was humping back up at him. Several minutes later she again climaxed noisily, taking a growling Josh with her.
"Holy shit, Josh. What are we going to do on our second day?" she whispered.
Josh grinned broadly as he lay next to her.
"I'm sorry. I got carried away. I really like the piercing," he said quietly.
"I noticed. I'm going to have to thank Mom, too," she said.
They didn't get off the carpeting for another hour, coupling a second time before getting re-dressed. This coupling was less spontaneous but more intense... more loving, they both felt.
"I kind of thought we were going to ease into things," Diane said. "Wow."
Diane slept in Josh's bed that night and every night after that. She gradually moved her stuff into the main bedroom.
Josh proposed eight months later, but Diane didn't accept.
"I have to know for sure, Josh. Who are you proposing to, me or Mom? I know you really loved her, but I want you to realize I'm not her, even though we are an awful lot alike," Diane said.
"I loved Lori. I'm not going to say I didn't. But that's over. I hope she and I can remain good friends, though, because I really want her to be my mother-in-law. Not many guys are truly able to say they love their mother-in-law. It's different now, though. I love her as a friend, but I love you... as so much more. And if you can see past our past... well, I look forward to a long future with you... and a passel of kids."
"One more question then," Diane said. "Exactly how many is in a passel?"



        Not What She Expected

        Cuckolded husband doesn't accept fate.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/not-what-she-expected-1

Title: Not What She Expected

Author: Hooked1957

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Cuckolded husband doesn't accept fate.

Tags: 




Blake Masters wondered if anything could be worse than waking up on a strange sofa in a strange apartment with his head pounding and his stomach roiling.
Through his bloodshot eyes, he observed his wife of five years and a neighbor coming down the hallway of the neighbor's apartment... she, dressed in the same clothes as last night but with her hair messed and her makeup gone, he, in a pair of boxer briefs that showed he was endowed way beyond average. They were both smiling brightly.
Yes, he thought to himself, there is something that could be worse.
Elaine Masters' smile turned to a frown when she saw her husband looking at her slack-jawed. She was hoping he would still be sleeping when she and Daryl Stevens were done having sex for the third time since last night. She knew she was going to tell her husband about her activities, but she would have much preferred to do it in private after they returned to their own apartment; not in Daryl's apartment with him standing there smirking.
"What the fuck, Lainey?" he yelled. "How could you do that to me?"
The exertion proved too much for Blake. He doubled over and spewed the contents of his stomach on the carpet in front of the sofa. Both Lainey and Daryl recoiled in disgust.
"Fuck, man, that's uncool," Daryl wailed.
"Like what you two did wasn't?" Blake croaked.
Daryl at least had the good grace to look contrite for a split second.
"Come on, slut. He can clean this mess up while we clean up your mess," Blake said, staggering toward the apartment door.
Lainey's first reaction was to help Daryl clean up the mess her husband had made, but hearing Blake call her a slut rocked her back on her heels, so to speak. Because her husband of five years had never talked to her this way before, she figured discretion was the better part of valor and started toward the door behind him.
"Lainey..." Daryl began, but stopped when the woman raised her hand to give him a visual stop sign.
Lainey waited silently while Blake struggled with the key in the lock of the apartment directly across the hall from Daryl's. When he finally got the door open, he staggered inside with Lainey following.
Crashing down on his own sofa, Blake worked his body into a position where he was half-sitting, half-laying. His eyes looked sunken and haunted.
"What could you possibly say that I would want to hear, Lainey?" Blake rasped. "You got what you wanted, even though you kept telling me you didn't want it.
"Was it everything you hoped for?"
Lainey had gone over several options in her head in the few seconds from Daryl's apartment to the one she shared with her husband. She couldn't see any option working except the surprise element of the truth.
"It was... absolutely the best night of sex I've ever had in my life," she said calmly, showing no sign of fear or anxiety. "You saw the size of the weapon in his shorts; you've seen him in a Speedo. He knows how to use that thing... twice last night and again this morning.
"While you slept passed out like a drunken monkey. I hope you're proud of yourself."
Blake blushed at the accusation. He had never passed out from drinking before. Thinking back on the evening, he recollected only having four mixed drinks at the party before waking up on Daryl's sofa that morning.
"What did that fucker give me last night? I only had four drinks..." Blake started to respond.
"Yeah, right," his wife replied, although she had to admit to herself that she had never seen her husband as out of it as he appeared to be last night.
"Regardless... you're saying it's okay to cheat on me if I get drunk?"
"When you embarrass yourself and me..." Lainey said, purposely not finishing her statement.
Blake staggered into the kitchen, grabbed a handful of aspirin and a bottle of water. He then staggered into the shower.
As the fog cleared from Blake's brain, he thought back over the last few months. He knew it was a matter of time before his wife betrayed him. She all but told him she would the first time she laid eyes on Daryl.
With their careers starting to flourish, Blake and Lainey had moved into the higher-end apartment complex seven months ago. Several neighbors went out of their way to welcome the pair, including their neighbor across the hall. Daryl was outgoing and friendly, a handsome man who appeared to spend a lot of time in the gym. Blake noticed that the neighbor appeared to spend more time paying attention to his wife than to him, something that was not uncommon since Lainey was a beautiful blonde with big boobs and a fantastic body.
Blake was a good-looking man, but he knew his wife was at the least a high nine on a 10-point scale. Men hit on her on a regular basis, even in front of him sometimes, but until Daryl Hauff came along, his wife seemed immune to their charms. He watched as Lainey tried to play it cool with Daryl, but failed miserably. He caught her constantly sneaking looks at the man and flushing, but what really gave her away in Blake's mind was her denial of the attraction. When Blake pointed out in a casual conversation with her that Daryl was a handsome man, she blushed deeply, took a deep breath and then uttered, "Hmm. I suppose so."
Never before had his wife ducked a statement. Open communication was a hallmark of their relationship. No subject was off the table, even if they disagreed. Neither was afraid of a well-thought-out argument. Lainey's refusal to engage spoke volumes.
Things only got a little worse the first time the pair encountered Daryl at the complex pool in the summer. The man appeared to be packing a large snake in his board shorts, and Blake saw that his wife definitely noticed.
Blake was not going to sit idly by and watch as his wife was slowly seduced by his neighbor. Several times in the next few weeks he subtly let it be known to both parties that he would not brook interference in his marriage by Daryl.
"Have I ever given you any indication that I would cheat on you, babe?" Lainey said to him after he had again reminded her that he would not tolerate her breaking their vows. "Don't turn into a paranoid idiot."
Blake watched his wife carefully over the next several weeks. He wasn't happy when she told him about Daryl's party coming up in two weeks, but felt he really couldn't justify staying away. There would be several other neighbors attending, as well as people from Daryl's workplace.
Blake and Lainey walked across the hall about five minutes after the party started. They mingled with several neighbors and met several of Daryl's co-workers. After getting their second margaritas of the evening, they split apart to mingle on their own, something they often did at parties. Only this time, Blake made sure to keep his wife in view most of the time. He found it odd that she seemed to be avoiding their host.
Blake didn't hesitate to accept his third margarita directly from Daryl. He never noticed that he was starting to feel buzzed after accepting the drink. He remembered having yet another margarita sometime later, but didn't remember much else until he woke up on Daryl's sofa.
Daryl made sure that Lainey noticed her inebriated husband staggering around his apartment and slurring his speech while talking to other people at the party.
"You never told me he was such a lightweight," he chuckled as Lainey looked at her husband and frowned.
When the party finally broke up, Lainey and Daryl picked up the worst of the mess and put a blanket over the prone Blake.
"It's karma, Lainey. He deserves what he gets, and you deserve to get some of this," Daryl said as he took the woman's hand and ran it down to his crotch.
She took another look back at her husband, then followed Daryl to his bedroom, her pussy moistening as she walked. She had been waiting for this day for almost six months.
Lainey wasn't disappointed when she got Daryl's rock-hard dick out of his pants. It had to be almost double her husband's six inches, and looked to be twice as thick as well. She wrapped both of her small hands around it, one on top of the other, and found several inches still poking out the top. She leaned in and licked the head like one licks a lollipop. Daryl smiled brightly and began undressing the woman.
His smile got even bigger as more clothes came off. She was every bit the goddess he imagined.
The pair started in missionary, their tongues dueling as they kissed. They switched to doggy after several minutes, and Lainey had her first orgasm when Daryl finally was able to get his entire length inside her vagina.
"Oh, so good, so big. Fuck me harder, Daryl," she moaned.
Daryl came several minutes after Lainey did, holding himself deeply inside the woman with his big, strong hands. He noticed that she never asked him to use a condom, and he certainly wasn't offering.
The pair snuggled for about 20 minutes before Lainey noticed Daryl's cock was starting to show life again. She slid down his solid body and popped the semi-hard unit into her mouth.
Once she had him completely hard, Lainey climbed on top and started grinding her clitoris against the base of Daryl's cock. It didn't take long for her to climax a second time before she changed her motion to bouncing up and down on the man's large appendage. Daryl could hear the squishing noises her pussy was making as she rode his cock to yet another orgasm. She went from low moans to noisy groans before she started shrieking. She took the man over the top when she had a fourth climax.
Daryl was asleep five minutes later. Lainey got out of bed, went down the hall and checked to make sure her husband was sleeping soundly. She looked at the prone form of her husband, smirked broadly and went back to Daryl's room, sliding into bed up against the big man's back.
The sun was streaming into the bedroom when Lainey felt fingers running up and down her pussy lips. She bucked her hips into those fingers as she awoke, wrapping her arms around her lover and giving him a passionate good-morning kiss.
"Mmm... good morning, lover," she whispered. "Sleep well?"
"Oh yeah. Now how about we celebrate the morning before we wake up your loser husband," he said.
Lainey frowned. Despite what she was doing at the moment, she still loved her husband and didn't feel comfortable with Daryl's spoken humiliation.
"The least you could do is remember whose wife I am and try to show him a little respect," she said.
"Yeah, okay," he responded back quietly.
It was several minutes before they heard Blake stirring in the living room.
******
Lainey was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee when Blake walked in. He poured himself a cup of coffee and went to his usual seat at the table. He sniffed the air a couple of times, smelling the leftover aroma of his wife's arousal and Daryl's cum.
"You need to shower," he said blankly.
"After we talk," she answered.
"Just don't tell me 'it didn't mean anything. It was just sex,'" Blake growled.
"Fair enough, because it wasn't just sex. I won't lie to you, it was the best sex of my life," she announced.
"So you've already said, so I guess I'll believe you," he said.
"So you know I'm going to want to do that again," she said. "I would think that if you truly love me, you would want to give me that experience again."
"Is that what he told you to ask for, or is that your own original thought? Either way, I won't share you with him. I've had you for five years, so I guess it's his turn for the next five years..."
"Wait. What?" she responded, looking confused. "You're going to give me to him? I'm not some possession that you can just give away..."
"But you're also not some possession that I own," he interrupted. "Apparently, I won't be able to stop you from fucking him again in the future, so why even try? You can go to him and be his... girlfriend, fuck buddy, whatever. No sharing. You can be his completely."
She scrunched her nose, her tell that she was trying to think through a problem.
"What if I don't want to be his? I'm already yours," she said.
"Were mine, babe. I knew this day was coming."
"How could you know that? I didn't even know that," she asserted.
"Apparently, I know you better than you know yourself. Did you ever consider that?" Blake said.
Up until a few months ago, Blake thought he had married the perfect woman: beautiful, swimsuit model's body, brains and personality. She could be a bit of a smartass, which he found an endearing quality, and was independent enough that she didn't feel she needed to always be on the arm of a boyfriend.
Blake and his roommate were at a party on campus at their Midwestern university in their junior years when Lainey and two friends made an entrance. Blake noticed that all three women were beautiful, but since he had a thing for redheads, he focused in on Lainey, who was a sophomore. Apparently, so did a lot of other guys at the party, because it took almost two hours for Blake to finally get the opportunity to introduce himself... or plead his case, he noted to himself.
"Under normal circumstances, I'd offer to get you a drink, but my mama didn't raise no fools. I waited two hours to get a chance to talk to you. If I leave you alone for a minute, I'll never get the chance to talk to you again tonight," Blake said.
Lainey giggled, and Blake was hooked. She seemed happy to be in his company, as well.
The two lived together for their last two years of school. Blake was a pharmacy major, a five-year course schedule, so the two graduated the same year. They were married a year after that.
Neither was a virgin when they met, but they also weren't exactly players. They learned from each other as life went on, and both seemed happy with what the other brought to the table... until Lainey wasn't, Blake noticed.
When Lainey got out of the shower, Blake was nowhere to be found. She walked across the hallway and knocked on Daryl's door. He was surprised to see the woman at his door.
"Wow. Did he let you come back?" Daryl questioned.
"He apparently doesn't care. Told me you could have me. Left when I got into the shower," Lainey said in a clipped tone.
"Huh? Any man who would give you up is a fucking moron. Come on in. Lunch?"
Thinking with his small brain, Daryl spent much of the afternoon trying to convince the woman to move in with him. He would throw away his current girlfriend in a heartbeat if he could have Lainey, he thought to himself.
Spurred on by Daryl, Lainey spent much of the afternoon raging against her husband.
"It's my body, and I'll give it to anybody I want, so fuck him!" she yelled at one point while she paced around Daryl's apartment.
"He's letting me go! Hah! I'll go with whom I want! He can stay home and play with his little dick for all I care!"
Daryl smirked at Lainey's last statement. While Lainey had told him Blake's dick was average size, that was small compared to his own. He knew his conditioning of Lainey's thinking was working.
What wasn't working at that moment, however, was Daryl's attempt to get Lainey back into his bed. She was pacing, stomping and howling against her husband. Sex was the last thing on her mind at that moment.
Blake spent the afternoon with several friends at a sports bar eating wings and drinking beer. He called ahead to his favorite pizza restaurant for a carryout pizza and returned to the apartment about 6:30. He assumed Lainey was across the hall having sex with Daryl when he didn't see her in their apartment.
Lainey heard the door to her apartment slam closed and was out the door of Daryl's apartment in a shot.
"You piece of shit coward!" she screamed at him as she burst into her own apartment. "Where the fuck were you?"
"This is my body, and I can do whatever I want with it!" he yelled back. "I've been eating wings and drinking beer with it. Now I'm about to eat pizza with it!"
"What the f...?" Lainey asked, completely flabbergasted.
"Pizza? I got a large. Not enough to include fuckhead Daryl, though," Blake said quietly.
He looked his wife over from head to toe, noting that her makeup was on straight and her hair was still in place, so to speak.
"Did I interrupt your plans? I thought Mr. Bigdick would be knee-deep inside you at this point, pardon the pun," Blake said.
"Not funny," Lainey huffed, pulling two plates out of the cabinet.
The pair sat down to eat in silence. Five minutes in, Lainey asked the question she was afraid for which to get the answer.
"So where do we go from here, Blake?"
"I'm going to stay here until our lease is up in five months. I'm assuming you're going across the hall," Blake answered.
"I don't want to go across the hall. I don't want a divorce. The sex was great, but you're my man, my husband," she said.
"But I don't share. I won't share. You made that choice for both of us last night. You've got buyer's remorse?" Blake queried.
"I made a poor decision last night," Lainey said. "But everybody makes a mistake. Surely you can forgive one mistake."
"A poor decision no doubt. But not a mistake. A mistake would be doing it once. But doing the same thing twice last night and once more this morning... come on. Don't insult my intelligence. You two set the stage... I'm pretty sure I got drugged... then you followed your game plan" Blake said.
"You wanted him. He wanted you. You both got what you wanted. The only one out anything here is me... but I'll get over it someday. It's too late to be worrying about me now."
Lainey sat quietly crying.
"I don't want to go, Blake. I want to stay here," she sobbed.
"Pack a bag babe. Go back to lover boy."
Daryl was all smiles when he answered the door later that evening. Lainey grimaced as she walked in with a bag in her hand. It was obvious she had been crying heavily. Daryl took one look at her face and knew there wouldn't be a repeat of last night on this night.
Not only did the two not have sex, but Daryl couldn't even persuade Lainey to share his bed that night. She slept on Daryl's sofa, wearing a T-shirt and a ratty pair of sweatpants.
Lainey was still sleeping when there was a loud knocking on Daryl's door. She glanced at a clock on the wall and shivered when she saw it was just 6:24. Who would be knocking on someone's door this early on a Sunday morning, she wondered as she staggered to answer the knock.
"Elaine Masters?" asked a young woman who looked to be barely out of high school.
It took Lainey a split-second to realize the young woman was addressing her. The only place she was ever called by her full first name was at her job or at her parents' home. She nodded mutely at the girl when recognition came to her brain.
"You have been served!" the young woman exclaimed in a tone much too cheery for the hour, Lainey thought.
"Who gets served on Sunday morning?" Lainey mumbled.
"You do," the young woman replied before turning on her heel and leaving.
Lainey walked over to the sofa, retrieved her keys and stomped back across the hall and into her apartment.
"Get up, you piece of shit!" she screamed as she marched into the bedroom where Blake lay sleeping.
"How the hell did you get a divorce petition done in just one day?" she yelled to her husband.
"Remember I said I might know you better than you know yourself? Well, I'd had those papers done for about a month, knowing it was only a matter of time. I called over to the attorney's office yesterday; paid a little OT to get it delivered today," he answered.
Lainey's bluster died with Blake's explanation. Had she really been that obvious, she wondered?
Dividing the couple's assets down the middle was fairly easy, especially since they didn't own a house and didn't have children to worry about. As Blake figured, Lainey moved across the hall while he kept the apartment until the lease was up.



It took about two weeks for Lainey to accept the situation in her mind, and until that happened, Daryl couldn't get the woman back into his bed. When she did go back to his bed, it still wasn't as good as it was on the first night, Daryl noted.
A couple of weeks after Blake filed, he got a phone call from his mother-in-law. He had always gotten along well with his in-laws, so he had no idea what to expect.
"You pulled the trigger awfully quick, Blake. What are we missing?" his mother-in-law asked.
"What has she told you happened, Mom?" he asked in return.
"She said she made a mistake on one day, and you filed the next. Really, that quickly?" she responded. "What's this mistake that she's trying not to tell me about?"
"What she's trying not to tell you is that she cheated on me... three times over a night and the next morning. She and the guy across the hall had been getting too friendly, I felt, and I warned her that one slip was one too many. I don't think she thought I'd jump this quickly, but she broke my heart... and my trust," Blake explained.
"I'm sorry, Blake. I knew you'd tell me the truth," his mother-in-law said.
Blake picked up more hours at the pharmacy in an attempt to keep busy. Away from work, he spent more time at the gym, but less time with friends. Several friends tried to step up for him once they found out about the pending divorce, but the once-affable Blake was fast becoming a hermit.
Although Daryl had no fear of Blake from a physical standpoint, he still kept his distance from Lainey's husband, fearing that if Blake got irrational, he might have to defend himself and hurt the smaller man. That certainly wouldn't help his case with Lainey, who still seemed to be holding back with him since the divorce filing.
Blake rarely talked to either Lainey or Daryl when they saw each other in the hallway or out in the parking lot. His wife was shocked at how quickly he gave up on her.
"I thought he loved me enough to fight to keep me. I'm not exactly chopped liver, you know," she said to her mother in a phone call.
"No, you're not chopped liver, but with your attitude you're not exactly filet mignon either," her mother answered.
Lainey gasped.
"Whose side are you on, Mom?"
"You may be my daughter, but if I'm taking sides, I'm taking Blake's. He did nothing to deserve your disrespect. I thought Dad and I raised you better than that," her mother said.
With everything happening, Lainey didn't remember that she and Blake had been trying to have a baby when she started having sex with Daryl. She hadn't taken a birth control pill in more than three months. She never gave it a second thought when she woke up nauseous three mornings in a row.
"You're on birth control, right?" Daryl asked.
"Oh. My. God," Lainey whispered.
Lainey's attorney tried to get the divorced delayed until after the child was born, but Blake's attorney was smart enough to point out that the pregnancy occurred after Daryl started sleeping with the woman, meaning the child definitely wasn't Blake's.
Daryl was lying on his back in the dark, listening to the sound of his first child suckling on Lainey's left breast. Although he wasn't thrilled with the thought of being a father when Lainey announced she was pregnant 18 months before, the actuality of the baby was much better than he anticipated. He quickly fell in love with the infant.
Unfortunately for Daryl, his feelings for the baby easily outstripped his feelings for the woman. Although he lusted after her, he certainly didn't love her. The sex ranged from good to great, but outside of that, the two were friends at best. Why did her ex-husband have to be such a fucking Boy Scout? Daryl would have preferred Lainey to stay married to Blake and just make occasional forays across the hall, but Blake didn't like that idea and had her served divorce papers before that weekend was over.
Lainey's thoughts at that moment weren't that much different from those of Daryl. She, too, thought the sex with Daryl was good to great, but she also would have preferred to have stayed with Blake. She loved Blake, and she would have loved to have given Blake a child. Instead...
Karma would have had Blake thinking about Lainey or Daryl at that exact moment, plotting revenge of some sort. He was too busy for that sort of thing at the moment, though, being in the middle of a threesome with two young women.
Maybe the best revenge is living a good life.
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It shouldn't have been that easy, but it was. Almost too easy, in fact. Had she known it was going to be that easy, maybe she would have done it much earlier in life. She wondered why she had waited this long to try it.
Alex stretched languidly in her lover's bed. She turned onto her right side, pushed herself up and walked into the ensuite. She turned on the shower, adjusted the temperature and climbed in. She quickly scrubbed herself, being very careful around her slightly-sore, freshly-fucked pussy. She was about to turn off the water when Trey stepped in, so she let the water run as the two exchanged places.
The pair was ready to go 15 minutes later. The man leaned in, but the woman backed off slightly so his kiss would be soft on her freshly-done lipstick.
"Easy lover, let's stick to the plan so we can do this for a long time," she cautioned him.
"I'm sorry. You're right," he responded. "It's just that your lips are so damned kissable."
The woman smiled brightly. At least for the first month, this part of her life was going exactly as she planned. She expected nothing less; in fact, she expected this to go on for a lot longer.
Some would have called what Alex and Trey were doing on Wednesday afternoons an affair. She thought the term "affair" was much too crude. Alex loved Trey, and considered their Wednesday encounters much more than a tawdry affair.
Alexis Temple wasn't looking for love when it found her... for a second time. She had been married—happily married—for 12 years, to Chris Temple, when she met Trey Latham at an executive board meeting at Parkfield Hospital four months previous. Alexis was the Parkfield HR director, and Trey was the new marketing representative for Riley Gordon, the hospital's public relations firm.
Trey was wearing a pinstriped charcoal gray suit that had obviously been tailored for his 6-4, 225-pound athletic physique. His close-cropped brown hair was wavy and thick, and his large brown eyes flashed when he talked. She noticed a tingling between her legs when the man looked at her.
The pair interacted several times in the next few months before Alex realized that her feelings for Trey were more than superficial. An affair wouldn't be right: this would be a relationship for which she wouldn't apologize, nor feel guilty for having.
******
Chris Temple walked out to the mailbox on a Saturday afternoon and grabbed the handful of letters and miscellaneous posts that were dropped off that day. In the handful were two envelopes from the state of Indiana that included license plate stickers and printed registrations for 2023. Chris opened the envelope addressed to him, placed the new sticker on his license plate and dropped his registration into the glove box in his car. He then opened the envelope addressed to his wife, placed the new sticker on her license plate and attempted to drop her registration in her glove box... except that the glove box was locked.
"Who the fuck locks their glove box?" Chris thought angrily to himself as he walked back into the house, grabbed his wife's car keys off the key rack, opened the glove box and dropped the new registration in. He closed the compartment and was about to walk off when he was struck by that stray thought.
Chris re-opened the box and looked inside. He found the car manual, the last three registrations and a cell phone, only one of which surprised him at that point.
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck," he muttered to himself.
Chris knew his wife was upstairs in the shower. As had been her pattern for the last six months, she had gotten home about 20 minutes earlier from her Saturday morning exercise class and, as usual, had gone straight into the shower. He took his time, turning on the phone and waiting for it to boot completely before looking through her call history. As she hadn't expected anyone to ever find the phone, she hadn't bothered to clear her history.
There was a short list of calls but a long list of texts, all to and from someone named Trey Latham. Even before he looked through the texts, Chris knew his 13-year marriage was over. Reading the texts did nothing to change his mind.
Chris turned off the phone, put it back in the box and relocked it. He replaced his wife's keys on the rack, listening for a second as he heard the shower still running upstairs. He blankly went out to mow the yard and think.
The texts told Chris that his wife had been having an affair with Trey Latham for almost a year. Her late Wednesday nights at the office had started about then, he remembered. Apparently, she had been taking a long lunch hour and then adding it to the end of the day so she could get her time in.
About six months ago, the two had added Saturday mornings to their play days, according to their texts. That jibed with the beginning of his wife starting exercise classes at a local gym, Chris remembered. Tears came to his eyes. He slammed both hands on the handle of the mower.
Alex smiled as she heard the sound of the mower from the master bedroom on the second floor. She knew Chris loved to mow the yard, both because of the exercise he got and because he truly loved the look of a well-cared-for yard. As she got dressed to enjoy the rest of her Saturday, she truly knew she was indeed a lucky woman to love an adoring husband and a hot, younger lover.
It had been almost a year since Alex broadened her love life to include Trey, and things were working out as well as she had planned. With careful planning and good organization, her life had never been fuller: a loving husband, two great children, a great job and a 29-year-old second husband to fill in both the emotional and physical gaps she felt she had in her marriage. Yes, there were times when she almost felt overwhelmed, but for the most part she knew she was living her life to the fullest. Taking on a lover... a second love, in fact... completed what she wanted in life. She wasn't taking the easy way out; she was living her life right to the brim, she felt.
On this day, living her life to the brim meant the possibility of having sex with two different men on the same day, a hugely lustful occurrence that always resulted in mind-blowing orgasms when she was able to get her husband to make love to her at night after her lover had made love to her earlier in the day.
Alex had always showered and cleaned carefully after she and Trey had sex, so she had no problem if Chris initiated sex with her on those nights. In fact, after she was sure her husband couldn't tell that she had had sex earlier in the day, she started to initiate things on her own to enjoy the extra arousal of her own naughtiness.
Alex's relationship with Trey was truly one of love, not just lust. The younger man was warm and smart and his interests were different from those of her husband, giving her a more rounded life, she believed. Trey knew from the beginning that she was married and loved her husband, but that she had more than enough love to include Trey in her heart as well. As for the sex, Trey was 13 years younger than her husband and was more forceful in both personality and physicality, having six-pack abs and about 30 more pounds of defined muscle on his body. The sex with each was mostly different, as well, as she and Chris usually made slow, passionate love, while she and Trey usually fucked harder and were physically more intense.
Alex didn't get sex with two men on that Saturday, as Chris begged off due to fatigue that night. She had to admit to herself that he looked a little off when he came into the house after mowing. In reality, Chris was pleased with himself that he didn't throw up when she tried to start something. As he lay facing away from Alex, he wondered to himself how many times his wife had given him sloppy seconds.
Chris was vice president of finance at a medium-sized tool and die manufacturer. He got in every morning at 7, threw a K-cup into the Keurig coffee machine and dug into his e-mail inbox. The plant officially started for the day at 8. At 8:15, he stopped into the office of production manager Bob Casey, a friend who had been divorced from his wife of 15 years about five years ago.
"Got a few minutes for something personal, Bob?" he asked, and when Bob nodded, Chris walked in and closed the door behind him.
"This can't be good," Bob declared.
Five minutes later, Bob had the whole story from Chris and was on the phone to his divorce attorney, who was an old college friend. Bob's friend squeezed Chris in that afternoon.
Alex was shocked when she was served divorce papers the next Wednesday afternoon at the hospital as she got back from her Wednesday afternoon tryst with Trey. She never had a clue her husband was unhappy with their marriage. She completely missed the irony of the timing of her being served. As her mind scrambled to put things together, she never even considered the possibility that Chris had learned about her relationship with Trey.
As soon as she was calm enough, Alex called her husband.
"Why? Why?" she asked through her tears. "What did I do wrong?"
"Seriously? You have to ask? You've been having an affair for about a year, yet you can't figure out why I'm divorcing you!"
For the second time in just a few minutes, Alex was stunned. She continued to sob, but had no words for Chris. He ended the call.
As Chris expected, Alex was waiting at the house when he got home, instead of working late as usual.
"Isn't Mr. McCoy going to be upset with you for not making up your hours for that long lunch?" Chris asked as he walked into the house from the garage.
"I love you, sweetie. You know that. I'm sorry for not telling you about Trey, but I felt it was better for everyone concerned..." Alex said.
"Everyone?" Chris interrupted. "You and lover-boy. That's not everyone. What about me? Aren't I part of everyone?"
"Yeah, you are," she said quietly. "I guess I need to explain."
"Ya think?" Chris huffed.
"We... I... didn't tell you about Trey because I knew you wouldn't understand... and you'd ruin everything, just like you're doing now," she started.
"I'm ruining everything? Excuse the fuck out of me. What exactly am I ruining?" Chris growled.
"I didn't go looking for this relationship, Chris. It just happened... And I'm glad it did. Trey's a wonderful man. You'd like him if you would get to know him. This is so much more than an affair. It's so much more than sex, than lust.
"I love him, the same way I love you, Chris. I could no more give him up than I could you."
"But we're married. You can't love two men at the same time," Chris argued.
"Yes, I can. Being married doesn't mean you can automatically shut off your emotions, shut off love. You are my first love. He is my second. I have the capacity to love more than one man at a time. It's not a one or the other thing," Alex said.
"Trey understands I already have a full life. He has been willing to take the little bit of time I have for him. You and the family get the lion's share of my time... the way it should be.
"I haven't taken anything from you and the kids. I have added something for me, outside of you and the kids."
"Trey isn't your husband. He's an interloper. He should be grateful for any time he gets from you. But I'm your husband... and you have two children. All of that time should be given to us," Chris said.
"I love my life the way it is right now. I don't want to change anything. I want you all," Alex said. "I don't want a divorce."
"Yeah, well, I didn't want my wife to be sleeping with another man. Apparently, we don't always get everything we want," Chris said.
"Remember when we got married, babe? Remember the words 'love, honor and cherish?' How is fucking another man loving, honoring or cherishing me?"
"You make it sound so... dirty, disgusting," Alex said. "It isn't anything like that."
"From your standpoint, maybe. From my standpoint, definitely," Chris said.
"Aarrgghh!" she growled.
The argument ended when the couple's two children came downstairs to greet their father. Both parents knew their children heard the heated discussion. The children, Josh, 13, and Kayla, 10, looked very uncomfortable.
"We're sorry you had to hear that," Chris said. "We'll try to act more like adults in the future. But, yes, we're getting divorced. We both still love you, and you guys had nothing to do with our breaking up."
"I agree with everything your father just said, except that there will be no divorce," Alex said. "He won't be selfish enough to ruin your lives because he's having a snit."
"He won't be ruining your life because he's not the one who cheated," Chris said.
"Mom! You cheated on Daddy? How could you?" wailed Kayla.
Alex grimaced at the outburst. She glared first at her daughter, then at her husband.
"Watch your mouth, Kay... I'm still your mother," Alex rasped.
"Only because I can't divorce you, too!" the child yelled back before running upstairs to her room.
"Well, that was pleasant," Chris said to no one in particular. "I guess we need to have a family meeting while we eat. Josh, get your sister so we can talk."
While Alex sat and glowered at the other three members of her family, they had a frank discussion of her infidelity and the coming divorce. He told the children that he was filing for joint custody, instead of letting Alex have primary custody.
"You can't take my children from me, Chris!" she yelled.
"Not planning to, but you're not getting primary custody either. You don't get to cheat and make me a weekend dad," he barked.
"So who is this guy you're cheating on Dad with?" Josh asked his mother.
"That is hardly appropriate, young man..." Alex started to say.
"I consider it very appropriate," Chris interjected. "The kids are old enough to hear the truth, regardless of what you want."
Chris spent a few minutes telling his kids everything he had learned about Trey Latham in the last week. Alex was surprised at how much her husband knew about her lover. He was beginning to make a habit of surprising her, and he wasn't shy about telling his children what he had learned. Alex spent most of that part of the discussion looking down at her plate.
"Not going to be a divorce, kids. I just need to make your father see things right," Alex said as she gathered her empty plate and glass and went into the kitchen.
Both children looked at Chris, who shrugged. They both knew their father well enough to know that he wasn't the type of man who would put up with a cheating wife.
The kids headed up to their rooms immediately after finishing dinner, but not before Josh said, "We're here if you need us, Dad. We'll talk, but we don't want to be in the way of any stray bullets, if you know what I mean."
"Thanks, guys. I appreciate that," Chris responded.
The family usually adjourned to the family room to watch a movie or several television shows after dinner, unless the kids were busy doing homework. Alex was sitting in the formal living room, ostensibly reading a book, when Chris went into the family room to watch "Jeopardy." He smiled to himself as he sat down, knowing that Alex hadn't read a book in several months.
Alex held back tears as she sat in the living room thinking, occasionally turning a page of her book to make it sound and look like she was reading. Six hours ago, she thought she had a perfect life. Now she knew she was holding on to her marriage by her fingernails... and her perfect life was circling the drain unless she could make her husband understand what she wanted... needed.
Chris had made her relationship with Trey seem... tawdry, almost low-life, when in fact it was anything but that, Alex knew. Her husband was a good man, maybe even a great one, but he was not without faults... weaknesses, if you will. The addition of Trey into her life filled those holes, and their sex was a manifestation of their love, not the fulfillment of lust... well, mostly, she had to admit. She kept her relationship with Trey from Chris because she knew her husband would never allow it, but now that he knew, it made that relationship look... wrong.
Alex believed she had thought of all the details to keeping her relationship with Trey a secret. She made sure she did all the little things, including making sure she kept their sex life virtually the same as before Trey came on the scene, neither increasing nor decreasing the number of, and intensity, of their lovemaking. She wracked her brain hard trying to figure out how her clueless husband suddenly figured things out.
Up until a few hours earlier, Alex considered herself the smarter spouse, in part because she was able to hide her relationship with Trey for almost a year. She had to admit that the first time Chris enjoyed her body hours after Trey did, had not only excited her beyond anything she had ever felt before, but also made her feel... quite superior.
Trey seemed quite pleased with the status of his relationship with Alex. Although she was 13 years his senior, she had the body of a much younger woman, a beautiful face to match and was both smart and personable. He was surprised at how quickly he was able to persuade the seemingly happily-married woman into his bed. She made it clear that she was interested in more than just mattress gymnastics, although she wasn't looking to replace her husband. That was more than fine with Trey, who enjoyed the freedom of being a bachelor.
The only request Trey had made concerning the relationship was to add a second day to their weekly trysts. Alex had initially turned down Trey's request, but after a month she enthusiastically agreed, and thus began Alex's Saturday morning exercise class.
Trey tried to pretend he was sympathetic to Alex's situation when the two met for lunch at the out of the way restaurant they sometimes met at to actually eat. She had called the young man to make the appointment soon after she got in to her office.
"Well honestly, Alex, if you get divorced, that would give us more time together. That's not necessarily a bad thing for me," Trey said around a bite of sandwich. "But I know you don't want a divorce. Do we have to end?"
"I'm hoping not. I'm hoping I can make him see things my way," Alex said. "He's always been a reasonable man, and I know he still loves me, so if I can appeal to his sense of fairness..."
"I wouldn't give up any part of you if I had a choice," Trey jumped in. "Why would your husband?"
"Because he loves me, and I just need to make him understand that keeping things status quo makes me happy... and won't affect our love for each other," she said.
"But until I can convince him, I guess we need to cool it for a while. It won't help my cause to look like I'm rubbing his face in it."
Chris wasn't surprised when Alex didn't go to her "exercise class" Saturday morning. He knew that she was smart enough to back off, at least visually, from her relationship with Trey. Still, he just had to poke the bear, as much as anything to gauge her reaction.
"At this point, you may as well go to your lover, babe. I've already filed, and I'm not about to change my mind," Chris said as he and Alex were sitting in the family room and their children were outside being children.
"Just because you filed doesn't mean you can't change your mind, sweetie," she said.
"Do you love me, Chris? Do you love the children? More or less than me?" she asked rapid-fire.
Alex caught him off-guard. She could see the wheels turning in his head as he tried to search for the right answer.
"I love you all equally, but different. You know that. What's your point?" Chris queried.
"That people can love many people at many levels... different and the same at the same time," she said. "I love you and the kids and... Trey... all equally and yet all different. I couldn't give up loving any of you.



"I love you, Chris, and I need you. You're my husband, and as the father of my children you get to have me most of the time. But I also love Trey... differently and yet the same as you... but since he is not part of our family, he has to settle for the minority of my time. Although he would like more, he has accepted that role. If you loved me as much as you always say you do, you would graciously accept your dominant role and be happy... for both yourself and me."
"But you're conveniently ignoring the obvious, Al," Chris noted. "Trey is not part of this family, so he doesn't get to be in the same level of love as the kids and me... and he shouldn't be getting a minority role in this family structure."
"Family is what we say it is," Alex said. "I want to include him in ours.
"I'm a good wife and mother. Surely you can give me this little bit if you love me as much as you say you do."
"Surely I can't. I won't let you go outside of our family so you can have a lover. And, for you information, I don't love you nearly as much as I did two weeks ago. Unfortunately, you just can't stop loving someone overnight, but your blatant disrespect for me for the last year has cut deep into my love stockpile," Chris said.
"I-I haven't disrespected you. I love you as much as I always have," Alex declared.
"Then you never loved me as much as I loved you, or you couldn't have taken a lover," Chris said.
"He's more than a lover. He's like a second husband," she said.
"Yeah. Yeah. A junior husband. Got it," Chris muttered.
Chris slept on the family room sofa every night, despite his wife's constant entreaties to him to go back to their bedroom.
"We can't talk if we're not in the same bedroom at night," she commented.
Alex's eyes got big when Chris' attorney started talking about the sale of the house and assets split at their first meeting with attorneys.
"You can't be serious. I don't want a divorce," Alex remarked.
"Well, it's coming, so get used to it. We need to sell the house so we can both afford something that's not a closet," Chris said.
"All right! All right! You win!" Alex practically shouted. "I'll give him up. I promise."
"Like I would actually trust a promise from you. You didn't have any problem breaking our vows. I don't see why I should trust a promise from you. You'd figure out a way I wouldn't catch you this time and be sneaking around behind my back," Chris said.
"This isn't about winning, you stupid woman. I lost. Our kids lost."
Alex dropped her head in shame.
"What about if I let you have your own play toy? Would that make us even?" she asked.
"You just don't get it, Al. I only want... wanted, I guess... was you and me."
Chris felt bad when his in-laws called a week later wanting to know why their daughter and he were divorcing. He figured since they were her parents, she would have told them. He had always gotten along great with Alex's parents, calling them Mom and Dad the same as he did his parents.
"I'm sorry guys," he said sadly. "I never called because I thought Alex would have told you. You know what they say when you assume."
His father-in-law gasped when Chris told the two of them about their daughter cheating on him with Trey Latham.
"Are you sure, Son? That doesn't sound like my little girl," George Taylor said in a choked voice.
"Well, it's not really cheating, George. Sh-she loves them both. She doesn't want a divorce..." Velma Taylor said.
Two mouths were wide open in shock miles apart.
"What the hell is going on here, Velma?" George barked. "What do you know about this?"
"He's a nice guy, George. You'd like him. She's not cheating. She loves both of them," Velma said.
"What the hell are you talking about Vel? Make it quick and make it good, or there's going to be a second divorce in the works," George said.
Chris's mother-in-law apparently knew all about Alex's cheating, although she kept on insisting it wasn't cheating because her daughter loved both men.
"It's not cheating. It's polyamorism," Velma said confidently.
"Well, if it's polyamorism, then how come I'm not getting any on the side? And how come I seem to be the only one who wasn't told about these plans? Well, me and Dad, apparently," Chris said.
"She's been cheating on Chris and you just kept your mouth shut? I should pop you one, Vel," George said. "I'm sorry, Son."
"He's a nice guy, George. You'll see that when you meet him," Velma said.
"Meet him? I don't want to meet my daughter's paramour. He wouldn't be having sex with a married woman if he was that nice of a guy," George said.
"Thank you for understanding, Dad," Chris said.
Trey kept his personal celebration muted over Alex's divorce becoming final to look like he was concerned, but in reality, he wanted to jump and scream. After a year of seeking more time with his personal MILF, he was about to get his wish every other week as Alex and Chris would each get their children for a week at a time.
Alex begged off seeing Trey the first week she was alone when Chris had the children, but after a weepy week she practically invited herself to spend the week with Trey the next time Chris had the children.
Trey went all out on dinner and dessert that first Monday Alex spent the night, the first time she had ever done so while they were together. Trey ordered out from his favorite Italian restaurant and had everything ready to go when Alex walked in after work that night.
"Wow. Candles and everything. Very smooth, Trey. A girl could get used to being treated this way," Alex said.
Trey had Alex's favorite music, classical, on the stereo throughout the meal. She gave the young man a wide smile, noting to herself that her now ex-husband only liked classic rock. She gave him a bigger smile when he lifted her to her feet and danced slow and close to several selections after they finished the meal.
The two cleaned up and retired to Trey's bedroom, where they spent the remainder of the night having sex, first gentle lovemaking and then more enthusiastic... fucking. Alex had several orgasms and was convinced the evening's bedroom gymnastics were among the best she'd ever experienced. Maybe... the divorce wouldn't be so bad after all, she thought to herself.
Trey was thrilled when he woke up spooned around Alex in the morning. He pushed his morning wood harder up against the woman's round ass, starting a gentle rocking motion. After a few minutes, he felt the woman's hand grab his hard-on and squeeze several times before she slid herself up a few inches and lined up Trey's member with her opening. He found the soft moan she gave as he entered to be extremely erotic.
Twenty minutes and one position change later, the two were lying face to face panting from their exertion.
"Oh shit, I'm going to be late if I don't get moving," Alex said.
"Well, let's save time by showering together," Trey suggested, waggling his eyebrows.
"That definitely won't save time," Alex responded. "You stay here until I'm done. I promise to be quick."
Friday night was the first time the pair had ever been out together at a restaurant in public. Alex wore a sexy, short red dress that she had bought just for this occasion.
"Goddamn, woman. You are gorgeous," Trey uttered.
Alex felt the moisture between her legs several times over the course of the evening. She knew she looked hot, and she and Trey were an attractive couple. Several times throughout the evening she saw men ogling her.
Alex was physically tired when she left Trey's home late Sunday afternoon to pick up the children at Chris's home. She and Trey were up late having sex Friday night, had sex four times on Saturday and then twice more on Sunday. Having a 29-year-old for a full-time partner was way more than Alex was used to physically.
A month later Alex again dragged herself back to her car to pick up her kids. As had become the norm, she was well-sated sexually, but as she drove home, she felt there was something missing. It seemed the more time she spent with Trey, the more the relationship was evolving sexually and devolving emotionally.
She rubbed her right wrist as she drove, a reminder of the scrape she had gotten when Trey handcuffed her to the headboard, a new experience for her. Her orgasms while handcuffed were thunderous, she had to admit to herself, but at the same time she felt somewhat devalued; realizing that Trey had forced her to submit. She expressed reluctance when Trey brought out the cuffs, but he quickly ran roughshod over her reluctance. Afterwards, she lay apart from the young man, noting to herself that Chris had never made her feel like anything but an equal partner in bed. She gave Trey a pass mentally, assuming that it was probably just a difference in the generations between her ex-husband and her lover.
Even though her children had learned about Trey, Alex only spoke to him a couple of times a week on the weeks she had the kids, always doing so during work hours. She had not yet introduced her second love to her children.
Trey didn't answer his phone or return messages on Wednesday when Alex called. When he didn't call by Thursday at noon, she got worried and called him on his business line. The receptionist at Riley Gordon wasn't overly forthcoming about where Trey was until Alex finally admitted she was Trey's girlfriend and hadn't been able to reach him.
"He's been in the hospital since Tuesday night," the young woman on the other end of the phone said. "Apparently, he got into a fight of some sort outside of his favorite sports bar and got hurt pretty badly. That's probably why you weren't able to reach him."
The receptionist gave Alex the pertinent information and she was headed to the hospital within minutes. Fifteen minutes later she was looking at Trey's battered face.
"Why didn't you call me? I had to find out two days later from your receptionist," Alex said.
Alex couldn't decipher the look in Trey's eyes due to his injuries. His nose was broken, he had two black eyes and she found out he also had two broken ribs and bruised testicles.
"Because your ex-husband did this to me. I know it," Trey mumbled. "The gutless bastard didn't do it himself, but he paid someone to do it. He'll pay for this when the police catch up to those two thugs."
"No. No. That can't be right, Trey. Chris is too nice of a guy to do this. He's the kind of guy who divorced me as soon as possible, but he'd never hurt someone. I guess that's kind of why I felt I could have two husbands," Alex said.
"Yeah, and how did that work out for you?" Trey growled. "I'm telling you, he's a wuss, not the nice guy you think he is. He's going to wind up in jail. I'm not taking it easy on him just because he's the father of your kids."
"I'm sure he didn't do this, but still, Trey, you should have called me. I shouldn't have to find out two days after something happens."
Considering how cold and calculating Chris was when he filed for divorce, Alex really couldn't be sure that her ex-husband didn't have a hand in Trey's injuries. If that was the case, then she would have to admit that she was, in part, responsible for the beating.
"What the hell, Chris? Does your ego feel better now?" Alex yelled at her ex when he answered the phone later that day.
"Huh? What the fuck are you yelling about?" Chris said quietly in response, wondering about what his ex-wife was babbling.
"Nice try, Chris. Trey's really pissed and really hurting, and when the cops catch you, you're going to jail. I'm not going to be able to calm him down," she said.
"Whatever," Chris responded and ended the call, still having no idea what Alex was yelling about.
Alex had to admit to herself that Chris did seem mystified about what she was saying. She wondered when he got to be so good at acting innocent... how ironic.
The police showed up at Chris's home about 20 minutes after he got off the phone with Alex.
"Got a fresh pot of coffee on. I was expecting you guys since my ex called a few minutes ago. From what she said, I'm assuming that something happened to her beloved second husband... and I'm suspect number one," Chris said.
Chris poured coffee for both of the officers and patiently answered questions for about 15 minutes. When they left, the officers agreed that it didn't seem like the jilted ex-husband was a viable suspect.
A month later the police had ruled out Chris as a suspect in Trey's beatdown. A few weeks after that, Chris and his father-in-law were sitting quietly in a bar on the outskirts of town, enjoying a couple of shots of Angel's Envy rye.
"Thanks, Dad. I owe you big-time," Chris said quietly. "Damn police were absolutely positive I had something to do with beating that stupid bastard."
"Yeah, you were such an obvious target that they just couldn't see past you. But you don't owe me anything. I owe you for what my stupid daughter did to you. You were a good husband and you're a great father to my grandkids," George Taylor said. "Tell you what. You can buy the drinks from now on. I could get used to this high-dollar stuff."
The two touched glasses and sipped the smooth amber liquid.
Alex had about as much celibacy as she was going to take two months after Trey was attacked. She had met another younger man she had developed some feelings for, and although it wasn't love, she wanted... no, NEEDED... physically intimacy. From having two husbands providing intimacy just a few months ago to no intimacy for two months, Alex was desperate. She thought about discussing the problem with Trey, but their relationship wasn't quite as tight as it had been before the attack, and since he was good with being the second man in a polyamorous relationship when she was married to Chris, he should be okay with being the first man in this relationship.
For her own sanity, she figured she would ask forgiveness later if needed rather than seek permission first.
Delmon LaFleur was almost as big as Trey at 6-3, 215 sculpted pounds, and he might even have been a little better looking, although in a little less rugged-looking way. He was brought up in the New Orleans area and had a mix of Cajun and old-fashioned southern accent. He was 25 and more polite but less brash than Trey.
He was a junior executive at an area firm, and from the minute Alex had met him in line at a near-by Starbucks a few months ago, she wondered if he could be the one to replace her ex-husband in a new polyamorous trio. She figured it was time to find out.
Delmon was firmly ensconced in Trey's old role as Alex's "second husband" by the time Trey was physically able to perform again. Alex was meeting her second guy twice a week on the weeks that she had her children; they were old enough to take care of themselves for the few hours she was gone on Wednesday evenings and Saturday mornings, as she had done back when she was married. Just as significantly, Trey didn't need to know about Delmon any more than Chris knew about Trey... at least until he somehow found out, Alex noted.
The lives of Chris and Alex only intersected when the parents traded the children back and forth as part of the custody arrangement and for some school events. Chris was cordial to Alex when they came into contact, while Alex continually tried to win over her ex-husband.
It was the kids who clued Chris in to the fact that his ex-wife was back to her polyamorous ways about six months after that became fact. Josh and Kayla mentioned in passing how they often did their Saturday chores early while their mother was at the gym so they could have the rest of their day with their friends and away from her.
"Hey, she's still your mother, regardless of what she did to me. Be respectful and helpful," Chris said.
"It wasn't just what she did to you, Dad. She broke up our family," Josh stated flatly.
Chris had to admit his son was correct in his assessment, but what made him raise his eyebrows in thought was the information that his ex was again telling the kids she was going to the gym on Saturday mornings. Chris had never told his children when their mother was cheating on him, and being kids, they never asked for specifics.
Chris filed that information away until the next week when Alex had the children. He borrowed a friend's car and was parked down the block from Alex's house with two Dunkin doughnuts and a cup of coffee. She was already wet thinking about her morning with Delmon and had no idea she was being followed.
Chris smiled to himself as Alex parked her car on the street outside of a house that had been divided up into two apartments. He made note of the address as he finished his second Bavarian cream doughnut and looked up just in time to see a large young man bare-chested and wearing just gym shorts greet his ex with a soft kiss on the lips at the door.
"She definitely likes them big and young," Chris said out loud while he watched.
Chris picked up his phone, tapped a few times and found out the young man's name. A few more taps and he had a lot more information. He chuckled in glee.
"Thank you, Google," he said.
Trey Latham didn't recognize the number of the caller showing up on his phone. He thought about letting the call go to message, but then decided to pick up.
"Trey Latham. How can I help you?" he answered confidently.
"You can't help me, dickhead, but I can help you," Chris said without identifying himself.
"What the fuck do you want, motherfucker? Isn't it a little late to be apologizing to me?" Trey growled into the phone.
"I have no reason to apologize to you," Chris said. "But for selfish reasons, I'll do you a favor you don't deserve. Do you know where your loving girlfriend is right now?"
"I take it you do," Trey smarted back. "Isn't she with your damn kids?"
"Well, she's with a kid, but not one of mine. She's definitely got a type. He's a big bastard, probably the same size as you, but he's a little younger. God, if she keeps up this pattern, she'll be dating sperm in a few years," Chris chuckled.
"Let's say I believe you. Who is this fucker?" Trey queried.
"According to Google, he's Delmon LaFleur. Lives at 1234 William Street. The rest you'll have to figure out on your own. I'm out of coffee," Chris said.
Alex had barely gotten into Trey's home Monday after work before Trey was on her, only this time it was figuratively, not literally.
"What the fuck, Alex?" Trey shouted. "How long has this been going on? I've told you before that I would never share you..."
"A little hypocritical of you, don't you think?" the woman sneered back. "It was okay for you to move in on my marriage with my husband, but now that you're my number one, you don't want someone moving in on you.
"We've been together for several months now. It started when you were on the shelf. I have feelings for him, like I have for you."
"If your husband, someone who was actually married to you, left you over this, what makes you think I'll stick with you over this kind of disrespect?" Trey said.
"You're a great piece of ass, Alex, but no pussy is worth this amount of bullshit. I won't have any trouble replacing you..."
"But you love me. You said you did," the woman shrieked.
"Apparently not enough," he responded.
Two weeks later, Trey was in a urinal at his office when his knees buckled from a burning pain coming from his dick.
"Son of a bitch! Nothing says I love you more than an STD!" Trey growled to himself as he zipped up.
Staggering back to his office, he called his doctor and told him he had a personal emergency. His doctor took pity on him and told him to come in immediately for treatment.
After getting a shot and a prescription, his doctor's nurse came back with a pad and a pen and told him she needed the names and phone numbers of any sex partners Trey had in the last two months. He gave the nurse just one name: Alexis Temple.



"You wouldn't happen to know if she's had anyone else beside you in that same time frame, would you?" the nurse asked quietly.
Trey blushed crimson before finally replying.
"Yeah, she's got a second boyfriend, Delmon LaFleur. And she might be doing her ex-husband Chris, too. I don't know about that. I just got the feeling..."
Alex's stomach twisted when she got the phone call from the county health facility the next day.
"Damn. That idiot was fooling around with someone else... against the rules and obviously without a condom. Trey's going to be really pissed," she thought to herself.
Alex was embarrassed when she had to give the nurse on the other end of the line the names of both of her lovers, as required by the state.
"Are you sure there haven't been any others?" the nurse asked again, perhaps a little too smugly for Alex's taste.
"I'm not a..." Alex started to respond, then realized what it had to seem like to the nurse, who was just doing her job. "No, nobody else."
Trey was on the phone the next day to Chris Temple, ostensibly to return the favor Chris did for him several weeks earlier.
"Hey, bud, just figure you should know... in case you need to get checked by a doctor, too, but I've tested positive for gonorrhea. Alex is my only woman, so I know it's from her. Y-you're not dipping your wick in her from time to time, are you?" Trey said.
"Absolutely not!" Chris said with more than a little disdain in his voice. "Doesn't surprise me, though."
******
After being single for eight years, Chris was pretty sure he was never getting married again. He was good with it and wasn't actively looking for a partner.
He had stopped at the vending machine for a Gatorade after his usual Friday night workout at his local YMCA. The woman in front of him at the machine apparently didn't realize he was waiting, because she was just standing there as if she had all day. He finally cleared his throat, which caused the woman to jump in surprise and turn toward him.
From a very quick scan up and down, Chris could see she was Asian, with long black hair tied in a loose pony tail. She was wearing what he considered a "cute" workout outfit, with a tight maroon crop top and matching yoga pants. He was of the opinion that very few women looked good in yoga pants, but this woman was one of the few.
"Umm... Umm," he mumbled pathetically.
The woman smiled brightly at him, her large brown eyes mirroring the smile on her lips.
"Wow. That's a great opening line, slick. You obviously bought that best-seller, 'Picking Up Chicks for Dummies,'" the woman snarked at him.
Chris recoiled and held up both hands in surrender. The last thing he expected was to be verbally accosted by some 40-year-old soccer mom.
"Kidding. I'm kidding," she said in apology, realizing that Chris actually wasn't trying to pick her up. "It always seems to happen here at the machine."
About this time Chris's brain caught up to reality. He enjoyed bantering with a good-looking woman as much as the next man.
"Gotcha!" he said. "The stupid guy act always works with smart women. You guys just can't resist rubbing your brains in a guy's face," he said.
She gave him a sly smile.
"Yeah. Okay. Let's say I believe that," she laughed. "I'm Jade. And you are..."
"Chris Temple. And I'd really appreciate it if you could make your choice, because I really need a Gatorade," he said with a bright smile.
A year later, the two were married in a small ceremony. Chris was every bit as taken with her sharp wit and quick mouth as he was with her tight body. He had found out she was 51; not 40 as he first assumed, and her story was that she was divorced from a cheating husband about 10 years earlier. She completely got Chris's one-man, one-woman attitude.
"I don't share my man... ever. Got that?" Jade said when the two exchanged stories. "And I won't ever do that two loves thing to you. You're my one love, my only love, and that had better work both ways."
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"Hey, mister, a little help, please?" the young girl called over to me as I sat on a bench in a park near my house on a sunny Saturday morning.
I looked up to see a Frisbee sitting about a foot away from my spot and two young girls about 15 yards away. Without even giving it a thought, I grabbed the disc, sprang to my feet and flipped a laser back to the girl who called to me.
"Wow. That's pretty good for an old guy," the youngster snapped back at me.
"Old guy?" I queried, wincing.
I knew she was a young girl, but I was only 44. Did I really look that old?
The child realized she had upset me, and trying to be nice, attempted to put some salve on my wound.
"Well, not too old for somebody's grandfather," she said with a smile as the other girl nodded and smiled at me as well.
"Somebody's grandfather? Throw me the Frisbee back. I'll show you scamps old," I said with vigor, my body straightening and responding to what I perceived as a challenge.
The youth threw the Frisbee back to me, and I snatched it out of the air behind my back with my right hand, then quickly snapped a sidearm throw off my thumb over to the other child.
"Wow. That was really cool. Can you do that again?" the first child commented.
I motioned for the second child to throw the disc back to me. She did, and this time I moved back a step and grabbed the throw through my legs. I straightened up and threw what I called a "hovercraft" back to the first child, the Frisbee starting out heading down before heading back up and floating over to her. Both children looked at me like I had just landed on earth from another planet.
"Not bad for an old guy, huh? You two want to learn how to really play Frisbee?" I asked.
They both nodded and ran up to me. In the span of a minute, I went from being an old guy to the Pied Piper.
I got down on one knee and spent about two minutes explaining and demonstrating the grips on several throws, and how to make the disc curve in both directions. I then had them move off about 10 yards and we did some throwing for about 10 minutes. I grabbed a few catches between my legs and behind my back, and even popped the disc high in the air one time before snatching it neatly one-handed as it came down.
"Can you teach us that, too?" asked the first girl, a skinny, long-haired blonde with freckles across her nose.
"I can, but first I think you've got to learn to make the regular catches most of the time. You guys are dropping as many as you're catching," I said.
We worked on the catching thing for several minutes. As I did when I coached Little League baseball many years ago: I focused on the girls concentrating on seeing the Frisbee all the way into their hands. Suddenly, catching became much easier, and everything got more fun.
We played for about 20 more minutes before the girls ran out of patience and wanted to get on the swings. I remembered it was a 7-year-old thing, and it didn't hurt my feelings.
"Thanks, mister. We're going to go swing now," the second girl said. "Do you come here a lot? Will you be here next week?"
I honestly had no clue what I was going to be doing next week, but since I never really had plans to do anything anymore, I told them I would come back the next week and teach them the "fancy catches." They thanked me for my time and ran off to the swings.
I smiled to myself as I walked back to my apartment. I always enjoyed coaching kids, and quite honestly, it had been a long time since I had made any new friends, of any age.
The next Saturday morning I was again sitting on the bench when the two youngsters, who told me their names were Angel and Jackie, came back to play some more Frisbee. Instead of the old-fashioned, baggy gray sweats I was wearing last week, I was dressed in athletic shorts and a T-shirt, honestly hoping to look a little younger to the pair.
We worked on catching some more, and when I was pretty satisfied with what I saw, we started working on some of the fancier catches. They both found out that fancier meant tougher, although I still heard a lot of laughing and giggling. We played for about 45 minutes before they said their good-byes and ran off to the swings, but not before asking me if I was coming back the next Saturday.
I wasn't expecting the girls to be accompanied by an adult the next Saturday, but probably should have been expecting it sooner or later. If my young daughter had been meeting "some old guy" in the park for the past several weeks, I, too, would have shown up to meet this man.
I guessed the woman to be early 30s as she headed straight for me. I also guessed her to be the blonde girl's mother as she also had blonde hair, done up in a high ponytail that fell to her shoulders. She, too, was on the thin side, maybe weighing in at a buck-10 and standing 5-4, maybe 5-5. I tried not to be too obvious as I gave her the once-over as she approached.
"I'm Maddie... Madison Weber. I'm Angel's mom," she said as she extended her hand to me. "I just wanted to meet 'the Frisbee guy' the girls have been talking about for a couple of weeks."
"Rob Drake, Frisbee guy, at your service," I said glibly as I took the proffered hand and looked directly into a pair of bright blue eyes. "I'm actually comforted by the fact that an adult has come around to check up on things... being a parent of two children myself."
I saw her take a skeptical look at my left hand, looking for a wedding ring but not seeing one.
"Are your kids somewhere in the park?" she asked, trying to be clever, I suppose.
"My kids are 19 and 17, now," I answered. "One's in college and the other is a high school senior. The younger one lives with her mother."
She clucked her tongue. I could tell she felt a bit better about her youngster being in my presence.
"Well, I'll leave you to your fun then. Nice to meet you, Frisbee guy," she said as she turned to walk off.
"What, you're not staying to play? I can teach anyone to play Frisbee," I said hopefully.
I'm not blind. I noticed that she, too, wasn't wearing a wedding ring.
Okay, I'll admit it wasn't the line of the century. I really hadn't been doing too much practicing in the two years since my divorce. She gave me a crooked grin that practically screamed "lame," but then she stopped and turned around.
"I'm pretty sure you can't teach me. I don't have an athletic bone in my body," she said.
Her daughter jumped in at that point to agree with Maddie.
"Nobody's going to confuse Mom with Mike Trout," Angel said giggling.
The two girls stayed in close while I gave Maddie some Frisbee basics. We then split apart and played catch for about five minutes. Well, three of us played catch; one of us was pathetic. When that pathetic one split a fingernail, she was done for the day.
"Damn, I just got my nails done Thursday," Maddie whined.
"Oh please, Mom. The park is a no-whining zone," Angel said in a child's sing-song.
"Little wisenheimer," the woman said. "You guys keep going. I'm going home to fix this nail."
She gave me a small nod and turned to leave. I choked. I said nothing... absolutely nothing.
The girls and I played Frisbee for about 45 minutes. I am good at multitasking. I was able to play Frisbee and kick myself for not doing better with an apparently single woman.
As I walked back home, I continued kicking myself for not having game. Of course, I told myself, I wouldn't need game if my wife of 19 years hadn't cheated on me three years ago, causing me to get a divorce. Since then, I'd been on exactly... zero dates.
******
I never thought I'd ever go on a date again when I married Traci Wilkins after dating her for two years, starting when we were seniors at Michigan State. We had a perfect marriage, I thought, with two perfect daughters. Traci was a beautiful woman when we met, and three years ago at 41 was still beautiful, at least according to me. She had mid-back length auburn hair, green eyes and... well, to be truthful, almost watermelon-sized boobs that still stood high and proud on her chest, even after nursing two children years before.
There were many times through the next 21 years when I wondered how I got lucky enough to land this goddess. I was a business major in school and she was a journalism major, so we might never have met if it wasn't for a marketing class that was a requirement for both of us. There were 15 of us in the class, and it wasn't an exaggeration to say that all seven guys just about lost their shit when she walked into the room on the first day.
You could see the woman knew she was beautiful, but she seemed to be able to get along with everyone in the class, which was a good feat considering that young women are among the most vicious people on the face of the earth, especially with each other. We hit it off enough that I asked her out on a date after a month, and she accepted.
We were exclusive soon after that and were married a year after we graduated.
No one has a perfect marriage, but I thought ours was pretty damn close, which is why I never gave a second thought when Traci said she and her co-worker and friend, Carol, had front-row tickets for the hottest young singer on the planet for the last night of the marketing seminar they had to attend for their company a month from then.
I had known that Traci and Carol were attending the seminar for several weeks, but the news about the concert was new information. And since I wasn't born the day before yesterday, I knew that tickets to a show that hot had to have been purchased on the very first day they went on sale, which according to the Internet was a month before she told me about her trip.
While I was curious, my daughters were just about through the roof with jealousy. Nelson Rollo was a 25-year-old former rapper and model who had moved full-blown into popular music and was raking in cash by the handfuls as the "next Mark Wahlberg." He had six-pack abs and big biceps, which everyone knew because he rarely wore a shirt whenever he performed.
"Aw, Mom, why couldn't you get four tickets and take Hailey and me along?" Becca whined.
"Because it's a work trip, dear, and I wasn't going to bring you and your sister along so you could spend three days sitting in the hotel room before the concert. It's on that Friday night, and Carol and I will be on the plane home first thing Saturday morning," my wife told her.
"Since when are you such a big fan of this rap kid?" I asked my wife.
"Ohhh... I've been kind of following him for a while now," she said, not looking me in the eyes.
Ah, to be a trusting fool. I never gave it a second thought. After all, she had never given me a moment's doubt.
As was our usual, she called home both Wednesday and Thursday nights about 9 PM and we talked about how her day had gone at the seminar. As we were finishing up on Thursday night, I told her to "be careful" Friday night at the concert. She knew that was "Robspeak" for "keep the flirting to a minimum" since I wasn't there to watch over her.
"Oh, please, Rob, there's going to be thousands of young women at the concert. Nobody's going to give Carol or me a second glance," Traci said.
"Carol's not my worry, but you, on the other hand... are," I said. "Anybody with a working pair of eyeballs is going to give you a second glance... and probably a third."
"Come on, Rob. You know I'd never step out on you," she declared.
"I know, but it's always going to make me uneasy when I'm not with you," I said.
******
Who the fuck calls someone on a Saturday morning at 6:15? An ex-friend, that's who, was my initial thought when I heard my cellphone ringing on the end table next to my bed. My kids were asleep in their beds, and I knew it wasn't Traci because it wasn't the happy ringtone I had set up for her calls. Whoever it was, was about to have his or her ears ripped off if there wasn't a real good reason they were calling.
"Is Molly all right? Who died?" I asked my best friend in the whole world, Carl Franklin, when I saw his name on my screen as I picked up the call.
I heard a quick gulp before he started to speak rapidly and loudly at me.
"Molly's fine. Nobody died. Are you sitting down?" he asked.
"Actually I'm laying down. What's up?" I asked, confusion gaining the upper hand in my brain.
"Get your laptop up first, then turn on your TV. Do it right now!" Carl instructed me in rapid fire.
"Oh shit, Carl, I don't need to see any stinking cat memes at 6-fucking-15 on a Saturday morning!" I yelled.
"Shut up and listen to me," he said, his voice suddenly as serious as a heart attack.
"I know you're not very familiar with xHamster, so listen up," he said. "Go to that site and scroll down some. It won't take very long for you to find it..."
"What the fuck? What the hell am I looking at?" I screamed into my phone when I found... IT.
I stared at it. I mean I STARED AT IT. My stomach lurched. I closed my mouth and covered it with my hand, but soon I couldn't hold it back... barf coming out through my fingers and out my nose. I started to choke.
"Rob! Rob! Robbie! Are you okay. You still there, bud?" he yelled.
I had run into the master bathroom and grabbed a hand towel to clean myself as I hit speakerphone. I then headed back into my bedroom and grabbed the computer again.
"Oh my fucking God," I mumbled quietly.
"Exactly," Carl answered quietly.
Unbelievably, on the screen in front of me, was a photo of my wife... MY WIFE... in apparent mid-orgasm riding that fucking kid singer sometime after the concert last night.
Words failed me. Rational thought failed me. I wished my heart would fail me as well so I wouldn't have to endure what would be coming next.
Carl was saying something to me as I scrolled through four photos of my wife having sex with another man. It seems the kid singer was married, Mrs. Kid Singer walked in on him and my wife going at it in a hotel room after the concert and snapped several photos. In a rage, she had someone post them on a site that allows explicit photos.
I guess the term is viral. The site, which normally focuses on videos, had posted four photos, and in less than eight hours they had each garnered more than a million views. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. FUCK!
"Hey, you there?" I finally heard Carl say.
"Yeah," I said.
"So that's really her with him?" Carl asked.
"Yeah. She and her friend Carol were at his concert last night after a marketing seminar," I said. "I knew she was going to the concert. I just didn't know about..."
"This is all over social media," Carl said. "Not quite the photos you see here, because social media can't post them, but Facebook has a photo of Nelson Rollo and the photo of your wife's face in mid... well, you get it; announcing the scandal."
"This is going to be... hell, this already is... a nightmare," I responded, "and I imagine it's only going to get worse as the day gets going. How did you find out about it?"
"I was catching up on my Facebook stuff when I saw the post about the scandal... and I thought I recognized Traci in that portrait shot. I couldn't believe it, so I linked over to the site and... there she was," he said. "I'm sorry man."
"Yeah, me, too," I said.
******
Maddie showed up again at the park the next Saturday, ostensibly just to watch Angel, Jackie and I play Frisbee. She brought a travel mug of coffee with her and sat on a bench drinking it while watching the three of us, until the girls ran off to play on the swings. I walked over to the bench and sat down. I guess to save me from myself, Maddie started the conversation.
"You must live pretty close if you walk over here all the time," she said.
"Yeah, I live about a half-mile over to the west," I said, pointing in the direction of my apartment.
"We live about a half-mile over to the east," she said, pointing in the opposite direction. "We're almost neighbors. Yet I wouldn't have probably ever met you if it weren't for the girls playing Frisbee. Did you ever wonder about the randomness of life?"
"I used to wonder about a lot of things," I replied. "Now I don't wonder about anything anymore. Haven't since..."
"I get it. You just feel numb. That will eventually go away, you know. I was numb for about a year and a half," she said.
"You ex cheated on you?" I asked, somewhat shocked.
"Not that I know of," Maddie said. "I was numb after he died in a car-truck accident. He was an alcoholic. He was drunk and kind of drove his car under the wheels of a semi."
"I'm sorry. How long ago was that?" I queried.
"Five years ago. Angel was two, just a baby," she said. "So she really never knew her father, although now that I look back on it that might have been a good thing."
I raised my eyebrows in consternation. She dropped her eyes from mine, looking uncomfortable. She looked like she was deep in thought for a few seconds before making her mind up on something. She exhaled.
"You know when you're young and you party almost every weekend. That's what Avery... that's my late husband... that's what we did in college. And that's what he continued to do after college, even though we really couldn't afford to do that if we were going to save up for a house and someday have kids. I tried to get him to stop, but he just couldn't give up the drinking. I guess they call it binge drinking. As far as I knew, he didn't drink much during the week.
"When I got pregnant, I stopped drinking completely, and I stopped going to most of the parties because I didn't need to be around all the smoking and the weed... and other stuff. He went by himself, even though I wasn't happy about that.
"After Angel was born, well, I couldn't go then. Somebody had to stay home and watch the baby. You know, there wasn't a lot of money for a babysitter. That didn't stop Avery from going out, though. He stayed home until Angel was about three months, then started partying again.
"From what our friends said, I don't think he was sleeping around on me, but he was still hitting the drinking hard and occasionally smoking weed. Then one night, he didn't come home, but the police showed up around 2 AM. That was five years ago."
She sniffled, and I saw the tears in the corners of her eyes, but I could tell she was trying to keep them from falling.
"I'm sorry. You're the first person outside of family and friends I've told that story to. It's not something I'm proud of, but it's who we are—Angel and I."
"She seems like a great kid. So does the other one—Jackie. Not as outgoing, but they both seem nice," I said.
"Jackie's a neighbor kid. She lives a couple of doors down from us. Nice parents. Her father, Mike, occasionally helps me out with small fix-it jobs," Maddie said.
"You know, you're not near as old as Angel made you out to be," the woman continued. "The way she described you, I thought for sure you had to be 55 or 60. Maybe a Senior Citizen. You're what... 45 at most?"
"Almost on the money!" I said. "But I guess to a 7-year-old, anyone older than her mother would be... old... old-d-d-d, with three or four Ds."
We both chuckled at that. I looked into her periwinkle blue eyes. It was now or never.
"Uhh... umm... uhh... ah shit," I mumbled, totally pissed off at myself.
I saw the look of... pity in her eyes. Fuck me!
"Yes. I'll go out with you," she said with a grin on her face.
"Uhh... you will? How did you know..." I stuttered.
"Women's intuition," she said with a bright smile.
I laughed liked the weight of the world was off my shoulders.
"I... I couldn't even ask you last time," I said.
She gave a hearty laugh. It was... almost lyrical.
"You couldn't even ask this time, but at least you gave me a hint," she said.
"Yeah," I admitted sheepishly.



"So... when and where?" she asked confidently. "Surely that's the part of this conversation you had down pat."
"How about next Saturday night? There's a neat little French restaurant on the south side of the city. Kind of upscale," I said.
"What's your address? I'll pick you up at 6, unless of course you just want to meet me here in the park. Unsavory character that I am."
She returned my grin and gave me her address.
After Angel, Jackie and I threw the Frisbee around for our usual 45 minutes the next Saturday morning, the girls approached me before they ran off to the swings.
"So, you and my mom, huh?" Angel asked. "She hasn't had too many dates since my dad died. You'd better be real nice to her, you know."
"I promise, Angel. I'll be super-nice, okay?" I said, trying to hold in my laugh.
"None of that kissy stuff," Jackie volunteered, causing both girls to cackle. "My parents do that all the time. Eww."
"I don't think you guys have to worry about that," I said, hoping inside that maybe I was wrong.
I suppose I should have just rolled up in the driveway and honked my horn, like my daughters' boyfriends tried to do when they dated, but I knew better than that, so I actually got out of my car and went up to Maddie's door. I wasn't surprised when Angel answered.
"Wow. You look really different than you looked this morning," Angel gushed.
We talked for a few minutes before Maddie came into the room wearing a dark blue dress that showed just a touch of cleavage and came down to mid-thigh. She had on a bit of makeup and lipstick. She cleaned up good.
I barely had the car out of her driveway when Maddie spoke.
"So, I hear from my daughter that you don't like to kiss girls," she said. "Is there something I should know about you?"
I almost choked to death while I drove. It took me a bit to regain my composure.
"That's not exactly what I said. But I was warned by the girls that I shouldn't try 'any of that kissy stuff' with you. Jackie's parents apparently do it all the time, and it's 'eww,'" I said.
She gave me that lyrical, hearty laugh.
"I can't wait to tell that to Marty and Grace. They'll fall out of a tree laughing," she said.
"So you're telling me you're not opposed to 'that kissy stuff?'"
"Not at all," I said.
Walking in to the restaurant for the first time in almost three years was like being in a time machine. After holding the door for Maddie, I followed her in, then stopped abruptly. Maddie heard me stop, and turned around.
"We don't have to do this, Rob," she said quietly.
I shook my head to clear my thoughts.
"No, I'm good, Maddie. It's time for me to let go of the past... all of it," I said.
Henri, the maitre d', greeted me like an old friend, and had enough class to ask me to introduce him to my date when we got seated. I spotted a couple of people I hadn't seen in a while, and both of them nodded at me politely. I saw that Maddie noticed I wasn't exactly a stranger here.
Maddie started to look a little uncomfortable right after we were served our wine and salads. I knew it was coming, but I wasn't looking forward to explaining it to her.
"Is my dress unzipped or something, Rob? Everybody keeps glancing over here," she whispered to me as she leaned forward.
"You really don't know. Do you?" I asked.
******
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! The girls were going to be awake within the next hour, and there was no way I was going to be able to shield them from the onslaught that was coming. Then, there was the fact that I had to pick up Traci from the airport at noon, and not kill her.
As I sat in the kitchen drinking the coffee I had made, I seriously wondered if I could get away with killing her if I lived in Texas. Texas juries always seemed to be more common sense than juries in any other state. I took another look at the photos on my computer. Fuck, they were still there.
I heard stirring from upstairs, followed by a blood-curling shriek that was probably heard two states over. That was followed by screams from both girls and footsteps charging down the stairs.
"OH MY GOD, DAD, DID YOU SEE..." Hailey was screaming as she entered the kitchen, coming to a skidding stop as she looked at my face. Becca was hot on her heels, and actually ran into her when Hailey stopped short.
They both looked at my face and burst into tears, each taking a shoulder to cry on. I had to admit I joined them.
"What are we going to do, Dad?" Becca finally asked.
I gave them my most sincere look, despite my heart breaking into a million pieces.
"Well, the first thing you two are going to do is continue to love her," I said quietly. "You know she loves you, and you both know you love her, despite the stupid thing she's done. She's going to need that love more than ever, because I don't think I'm going to be able to stay married to her."
Both girls gasped.
"We understand, Dad. Really we do," Hailey said, "but can't you give her another chance? Doesn't everybody deserve one mistake?"
"Under better circumstances I'd probably agree with you, Hales, but this is really bad. She broke our wedding vows... and she broke my heart. I'll never again be able to trust her," I rasped.
"Those photos are disgusting, Dad. I never would have thought that Mom would ever slut around on you," Hailey said.
"Do you know he's a lot closer to our age than he is to Mom's," Becca chimed in.
"That's perfect," I said quietly, not having thought of that up until then.
"Do you want us to come to the airport with you when you pick her up? Would that help?" Becca asked.
"No. Thanks for asking, Bec. I'll get her by myself, and I promise I won't hurt her... at least not physically," I said.
"You do realize we're going to get absolutely killed in school for the next several weeks," Hailey remarked.
"Yeah, I suppose you're right," I replied. "I don't have a good answer for you on that one. Maybe since the photos are on an X-rated site, not too many of your friends will see them."
"But the whole thing with Nelson and his wife and Mom is on top on Facebook and Insta and everywhere," Becca said.
Traci looked stunned when she spotted me standing in the airport waiting for her, but she immediately dropped her eyes so she wasn't looking at me directly. She walked right up to me like she was going to move in for a greeting kiss, but seeing the look on my face made her pull up short.
"I'm so, so sorry Rob," she whispered to me.
"Sorry for cheating, sorry for hurting me or sorry for getting caught looking like the world's biggest whore?" I asked in the same whisper.
Her eyes shot up quickly, then went down again. She never did answer my question, but handed me her bag and we turned to leave. I noticed that several people in the crowd were looking harshly at Traci, and several had their phones up and were taking photos. Fuck. It begins.
"I don't know what to say to you," she finally said five minutes into the drive. "I know what you saw looks pretty bad..."
"Pretty bad?" I asked, making air quotes with my fingers. "It starts with epically bad and gets worse from there, babe. Were you planning on something like this happening when you got those tickets? You show up in the front row in a jean vest unbuttoned halfway down. You had more cleavage showing than most women even have tits!
"My God, Traci, he's a fucking kid, just a bit older than our daughters. Those photos are going to be on the Internet for your grandkids to see someday. How can you even begin to explain this to our daughters... or your parents?"
"Oh my God! I hadn't even thought about my parents! I'll never be able to look at my dad again," she cried.
"You don't even want to know how many views those pictures already have," I growled.
"How are we going to get past this, Traci? I don't see a way forward."
"No, don't say that, Rob," she said. "It was one mistake... out of all the time we've been together. Doesn't all our time together count for something?"
"You're right, babe, it was only one mistake... but it was one helluva mistake that the whole world knows about. You might as well get the word 'slut' tattooed on your forehead in bright red letters.
"If only his damn wife hadn't showed up in the middle of your second fuck. Probably me and the rest of the world wouldn't have been any the wiser, and you would have had the greatest memory of your lifetime. Hell, you probably still had the greatest memory of your lifetime, didn't you?"
I could tell from my peripheral vision that she was deep crimson. Fuck. I was right. I could hear myself breathing like a freight train.
"He's really good-looking and got a fantastic body, sort of like a young Mark Wahlberg. And he's a kid. He's got stamina," Traci admitted softly.
"And with you bouncing those melons in front of his face, shit, it was a no-brainer that he was going to ask you backstage. Did Carol get to go, too?" I asked.
"Yeah, she came with me and met the whole group, too," she said, "before Nelson and I went off to another room."
"Carol hook up with somebody, too?"
"Yeah. She told me she did the drummer a couple of times. They were off in another room when Nelson's wife burst in on us screaming and cursing," Traci related.
"You can't blame her, babe. You were riding her husband like he was a stallion..."
It was quiet again for several minutes. Apparently she wasn't going to answer my most anticipated question without being asked directly.
"Why, Traci? Am I not doing it for you anymore? At least tell me why you felt you had to cheat on me," I said.
"I... uh... I did it because I could, Rob," she said. "He's gorgeous. And I just knew that I could have him. Me. His wife is beautiful, but I knew I could make him want me. Can you imagine what power that gave me. Me. A 42-year-old nobody."
"But you're hardly a nobody, especially to me. You were everything to me. You didn't need to attract a star to prove it to me. I've always known you were something. What am I, chopped liver?" I said.
******
Maddie sat in shocked silence as I finished my tale of woe.
"Oh, please. Really?" she practically whispered.
"Yes, really," I replied. "I can't believe you haven't heard this before. I thought everybody in the whole city knew about this: local woman sleeps with star singer and breaks up his marriage to star actress. Tell me I've met the only other person in town who doesn't Facebook... or whatever it is this week."
"I'm a single mother of a young child. Who's got time for social media? I could care less about stupid politicians and self-entitled actors. When I get free time, I watch sports or read historical non-fiction," Maddie said.
"So that's why you're feeling like people are sneaking looks over here... because they are. They are looking at me with a combination of pity and scorn... and looking to see who would be stupid enough to be with a wimp like me," I said quietly.
"Sounds to me like you are paying for the sins of your ex-wife," she said. "What do your daughters think about the whole thing?"
"At first they were horrified over what my wife did, but gradually she was able to convince them she was entitled to her moment... her hall pass... and that I was just being a small-minded, egotistical bastard. I think she kept telling them that I was to blame for breaking up the family so much that they started to believe it. My relationship with my girls is strained, to say the least," I said.
"She cheated, but I'm the one they're mad at. I have to admit I don't completely understand the female mind. Hell, I'm not sure I understand the female mind at all."
"You seem to understand Angel and Jackie just fine, Frisbee guy," Maddie laughed.
We had a nice dinner. In truth, it was probably the best date I've had since the divorce. Especially since it was the only one.
******
Traci's company actually tried to fire her after her photos hit the Internet, citing conduct detrimental to the firm's image. She was ripping mad when I got home from work later that day.
"I called Leon Stang on the way home from the office. He's pretty sure I'll have my job back before end of day tomorrow, or those bastards will have one hell of a wrongful termination lawsuit on their hands," she told me when she explained that she was escorted out of her office by security.
"They didn't fire our COO when he had an affair. Why should they fire me?" she raged.
"Because his actual sex photos didn't end up on the Internet for the whole world to see," I answered blankly before turning to go upstairs to change.
"No, they fired me because I'm a woman," she yelled up at me. "What happened to supporting your wife?"
"What happened to not cheating on your husband?" I inquired down the stairway.
Apparently the board of Traci's company was afraid of her argument, because her attorney had her rehired by lunchtime the next day. She was strutting around the kitchen when I got home from work, the girls sitting enthralled at the kitchen table listening to her tale of victory.
"I made a mistake. Everybody gets one mistake. You just can't let people kick you when you're down, girls," she crowed.
I never said a word, just shook my head in disbelief and walked upstairs to change my clothes.
I had been sleeping in the guest room since Traci got home. We had gone a full week without talking about it. I think she was trying to wear me down, figuring that if I wasn't screaming about it, I'd eventually give in and it would hopefully just disappear. I was hoping that she was going to be incredibly remorseful and maybe, just maybe, give me a reason not to divorce her. If anything, she seemed to be comfortable with her debauchery.
Her comfort ended that night. After dinner I gave the girls some money and told them to enjoy themselves at a movie while their mother and I tried to work out our problems. They both looked at me with complete understanding and got the hell out of Dodge.
A few minutes later I walked in to the family room where Traci was watching something on the screen and turned the TV off.
"You want to talk about it, right?" she huffed.
"Wait. You cheat on me, humiliate me in front of the whole fucking country and ruin some prick's marriage, but you think you've got a right to be angry?" I yelled.
"I made a mistake. I said I was sorry. I can't unfuck the guy. What do you want from me: ashes and sackcloth?" she hurled back. "I'm not going to spend the rest of my life apologizing and hiding. I've got a life to live. If somebody's got a problem with that, they don't need to be friends with me.
"I took my shot at a once in a lifetime opportunity. I had a great night of sex. If his wife hadn't walked in, you and the rest of the world would be none the wiser. I'm not going to date him, or become his next wife. It was an amazing one-shot deal. Let it go," she wailed.
"What about the fact that my wife of 19 years just disrespected me and our marriage vows completely... in front of everybody. Obviously, you don't respect me..."
"Oh, please," she interjected. "Your fragile ego is just bruised because your hot wife went out and fucked some 25-year-old Adonis and now everyone's talking about it. You and half the straight male population have probably beaten off looking at my photos. Just get over it."
I know my mouth was hanging open in shock when she finished her speech. Here I was expecting a little remorse, when instead I got the old "fragile ego" shotgun blast to the face.
I had her served a week later. That went about as well as our talk.
"There's not going to be any divorce, Rob. Your feelings are just hurt. You know you love me. I still love you. You don't want to be sitting in a tiny apartment somewhere all alone for the rest of your life, do you?" she yelled after she was served at our house.
Somewhere along the line, the girls went from being outraged over their mother's behavior to accepting it and maybe even being somewhat proud about what she did. I overheard Hailey on her phone telling one of her friends that she wished it could have been her with Nelson instead of her mother. My father gene was being crushed.
The problem was that Traci had it half-right. I did still love her, but the disrespect she showed me and the lack of trust I now had was eroding that more each day. My fragile ego died the day those photos showed up on the Internet. I got beaten on every day in numerous ways thanks to those photos. You learn whom your real friends are when the chips are down.
Traci couldn't—or wouldn't—understand things from my standpoint.
"Just because you got fucked, doesn't mean I have to," I said to close out one of our many arguments prior to the divorce being finalized.
Not completely surprising to me, the girls chose to stay with their mother, so Traci got the house until Becca went to college, then it was to be sold and the profit split evenly. The rest of the financials were easy. We both made good money, so it was just a 50-50 split. Traci's attorney tried to negotiate better terms for her, but we live in a no-fault state... and there was the little matter of her very public adultery.
I did wind up in a tiny apartment, but it was completely my own doing. I didn't need larger because I didn't have the girls, didn't have many friends anymore and had very little social life.
******
"Would you have dated me if you had known my story before we went out the first time?" I asked Maddie a few weeks before our wedding five years ago.
She squinted and wrinkled up her nose, her tells that she was thinking how to phrase her answer. We have agreed to always tell each other the truth, even if the answer isn't always pleasant. Unlike me, however, Maddie sometimes goes through a lot of mental gymnastics trying to make the truth at least palatable.
"Probably not," she admitted. "I almost got sick to my stomach when you told me your story and then I went online and confirmed it. It just seemed to be so... seedy."
I chuckled sardonically. She tried so hard to be nice. How many people use the word, "seedy," I wondered to myself.
"I don't think I would have had the strength to date you knowing that everyone was watching you like a hawk, expecting... I don't know exactly, but I do remember you were being watched. I guess maybe everybody was waiting for you to go nuts or something. I think maybe that's what I would have been expecting," she said.
I got lucky with Maddie. After I told her about my situation, I know she went online to confirm it. Fortunately, she trusted what she had seen from me enough to continue to date me, despite all the negative publicity connected to me by my wayward wife.
Of course I did have a little help in the form of her 7-year-old daughter, whom I became Frisbee friends with several weeks before I met Maddie. I taught Angel and her friend, Jackie, had to throw and catch a Frisbee in several different ways at a local park, and Maddie, being a good mother, had to come meet "the Frisbee guy" the two girls were talking about.
Apparently, I filled a void in Angel's life, and I know she definitely filled one in mine. She was part daughter, party puppy. If I was doing a small project at Maddie's house, she was my mini-assistant. If I played a small joke on Maddie, she was my co-conspirator. She was right by my side when I went to the fridge for a snack, and she learned to eat and love such delicacies as leftover cold peas with barbecue sauce.
I actually asked Angel if she wanted me for a dad before I proposed to her mother.
"Like you would be my real dad, and not just be here occasionally?" she asked.
"Your real dad, which means that if you don't listen to me I would be the one to be spanking your butt," I said, looking very serious.
"You would do that to me?" she asked, suddenly not looking so confident.



"If I did it to my other daughters, why wouldn't I do it to you if you were my daughter? I wouldn't want to cheat you," I said.
"Well... I guess if you did it to your other daughters... Then I guess I should listen, right?"
"That's my girl," I smiled. "Now that this is done, let's see what your mom says."
I adopted Angel soon after Maddie and I got married. Then we added one more to the family when Mark Phillip Drake was born a little over two years after we married.
******
I guess I can't blame my older two daughters for trying to get their parents back together, but I tried as gently as I could to tell them it wasn't going to happen. Their mother disrespected me in the worst way, and I could never trust her again.
"She hasn't dated anyone since you got divorced, Dad. I'm pretty sure she's been asked. Even if the guys haven't seen those photos," Becca said, blushing hard. "She's just waiting on you to come back."
The girls and I were never as close after the divorce. They would stop over occasionally, but rarely did they stay for meals. Holidays were another source of sadness. In fact, the first Christmas after the divorce Traci bought me a gift. The girls brought it out to me when we did our Christmas in the afternoon.
"I can't accept this, girls. We're not together. I didn't buy her anything," I said.
"I'm pretty sure she'd still want you to have it, Dad," Hailey said.
"Okay, tell her thanks," I said as I set it down on the counter near my kitchen table.
I never did open the gift, dropping it off at a Goodwill a few days later.
******
The girls were disappointed when they found out I had a serious girlfriend three years later, but Maddie and Angel won them both over when we all met at a restaurant. Angel seemed a little possessive of me at first, but by the end of the meal she and my girls had a mutual admiration society going. The girls both noted to me later that they could see how attached Angel was to me.
"That girl thinks you hung the moon, Dad," Hailey said.
Both girls were at my wedding to Maddie, and they were thrilled when I adopted Angel.
I walked Hailey down the aisle a year later and couldn't have been prouder. Angel was the flower girl and Becca was the maid of honor. Best of all, I really liked my new son-in-law, Evan Lewis.
I sat between my ex and current wife during the ceremony. My ex was almost eerily quiet, I felt, which actually worked well for me.
Maddie and I were on the dance floor quite a lot, and I danced with both Hailey and Becca several times throughout the evening. I know Traci danced with several men, but I really was too busy to worry about her. About halfway through the evening, however, the bride eased her way over to me and asked me, as a favor, to have one dance with my ex. I have to admit I whined as Hailey stood between Maddie and me.
"Aw, geez, Hales, do I have to?"
Maddie smacked me on the arm and Hailey nodded, so I got up and went over to Traci and asked her to dance. Twenty years melted away from her face as she rose, took my hand and accompanied me out to the dance floor.
"I thought you were going to ignore me the whole night," she said as we glided around the floor on a slow song. "We are the parents of the bride, you know. We should be celebrating tonight together."
She glanced up at my unsmiling face.
"Okay. Okay. You don't have to say it. I know it's my fault we're not celebrating together," she said.
"Was I that bad that you had to do what you did?" I asked quietly.
"No, I was just a delusional bitch. I saw the opportunity and I took it. There was no way you were ever going to know. No way. Then his wife shows up and suddenly I'm the biggest tramp on the planet.
"Still, I thought maybe you'd give me a one-off since you loved me so much. I guess I overplayed that hand."
"Just by a bit," I said.
"But it looks like it worked out for you. She's lovely... and so young," Traci said.
"Not as much of a gap as the kid you were with. For God's sake, Traci, that stupid bastard was closer to our daughters in age than to you."
She blushed hard.
"Do you know my parents are still a little weird with me about that? And I'm not sure I didn't scar Hailey for life, sleeping with her crush. Do you know she didn't introduce Evan to me until they were going out for about six months... and she even warned me that if I made a move on him she'd kill me," Traci said.
"Do you know how embarrassing that was?
"Or the fact that I still have young men approach me when I'm out and about and ask if I'll go to bed with them? They're not even subtle. I've been approached while standing on line at McDonald's. 'You're her, aren't you? How about we get it on? Please?'"
She stammered as she said that last line. I could see tears filling her eyes. I had nothing for her, even though I hurt for her at that point. I took her back to the table at which we were sitting. Maddie saw the tears, and gave me a nasty look. Traci caught it and jumped in quickly.
"Not his fault, Maddie. My fault, totally. I got to reminiscing. It was stupid then. It's still stupid today. Don't make my mistake, ever. He's a good man. He deserves a good woman... today, tomorrow and way into the future," she said.
"That sounds like sage advice," Maddie said.
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Gray Penner was 120 pages into his newest Clive Cussler novel when he heard his wife's car finally pull into their garage. He touched his Fitbit to see the time was 8:17 PM.
He grimaced. This was the third time this week his wife had come in late from work. Up until four months ago, she had never come home late in the seven years they were married.
Gray wasn't born yesterday, nor the day before. He didn't think anything the first few times Kelly had called to let him know she'd be late. Then he noted one evening when she got home later her lipstick was slightly smudged, something almost unheard of as Kelly was almost OCD about her appearance. He was pretty sure he noticed another man's aftershave as she leaned in to kiss him hello, so that night in bed he purposely nuzzled up to her neck as he spooned her from behind. He didn't know a lot about fragrances, but he knew there was quite a bit of difference between the White Shoulders he bought her and whatever the hell he was smelling.
Fuck.
Gray almost gasped when his auburn-haired wife walked in the door. At 30, he felt that she was every bit as beautiful as the first time he had seen her in college, and his near-gasp was his usual reaction every time he saw her after being apart for several hours or more.
Kelly smiled to herself when she saw her husband's usual reaction when she walked in. She knew his reaction was truly a sincere compliment, plus she had to admit to herself that she found it arousing that her husband found her alluring so soon after she had been attached to another man's lips.
"Hey, sweetie," she said as she strutted over to him, gave him a quick kiss on his lips and turned to head upstairs, her unseen smirk both confident and condescending. "Just need to get comfy. Be down in a minute."
Gray hadn't said a word while his wife breezed in and headed upstairs, not that she seemed to notice. He noticed, however, the now-usual scent of aftershave. Not for the first time, he furrowed his brow as she climbed the stairs, dreading the upcoming confrontation that had to happen soon if he was to keep his marriage alive.
At this point in time, Gray was pretty sure his wife hadn't totally crossed the line with the "Prince of Paco Rabanne," as he thought of her would-be seducer, but he believed she had been moving closer.
For seven years, Gray had feared that his beautiful wife would one day realize she had married beneath herself in terms of aesthetics, and seek to remedy that situation. Gray didn't see himself as an ugly man, but what he felt were average looks were no way in the same league with his spectacularly beautiful wife.
The snake walking into the Garden of Eden was named Johann Wegman. Kelly was an assistant vice president at an international telecommunications firm. Johann was a well-built 40-year-old blond vice president who transferred in from the firm's headquarters in The Netherlands about six months ago. Gray heard way more than he wanted to about the Dutch transfer for the first two weeks before Kelly went completely radio-silent about him. Gray had his suspicions.
"Hey, that new Dutch guy still in your office?" Gray asked one evening during dinner when Kelly was talking about her day.
"Yeah. Why do you ask?" she answered somewhat confused.
"For a few weeks, he was the only one you talked about. Now it's like he's disappeared completely," Gray said.
"Uhh... well he works in another department. We don't see each other much," she said, her face coloring more than a little.
"Huh," Gray mumbled, shoveling in a bite of food as he noted that his wife had just lied to his face.
The late nights started soon thereafter.
Kelly found herself attracted physically to the 6-4, 225-pound Dutchman from the first moment she was introduced to him. As much as he was a physical specimen, he projected an air of extreme confidence almost bordering on arrogance. He spoke three languages and had deep blue eyes that Kelly felt seemed to look into her soul every time he looked at her. If she was honest with herself, she had to admit that she felt her pussy moisten the first time Johann smiled at her.
In truth, Kelly and Johann didn't work in different departments and actually interacted quite a bit in their jobs. The two were going to lunch by themselves within a couple of weeks of Johann coming on board.
Kelly loved her husband and never gave a thought to what was becoming a burgeoning relationship with Johann. For his part, Johann was very aware of the fact that his relationship with Kelly was growing because he was gently pushing it that way. Johann knew the woman was married, but figured she would let him know if he was pushing too far. Extra-marital affairs were not anathema in his country.
Two weeks later, the pair was working on a project that wouldn't quite be done by the end of the day. Johann suggested they could pick up the project again first thing in the morning or just put in a little extra time that evening at the office. Her smile told him everything he needed to know.
She quickly called Gray at his office to tell him she would be a couple hours late. He noted to himself that it was the first time she would be late in the many years she had worked for her company, but since he occasionally had to work late, he had no complaints and told her he would fix dinner on this night. She gushed over how considerate he was.
The two left the office at 7, even though they had finished their work by about 5:30. They were both aware of the time.
Working—or rather staying—late started to become a regular thing for the pair, who spent much of their extra time talking at first. That evolved into touching, cuddling and kissing. Kelly was completely aware that she was balanced atop the edge of a slippery slope, but she was enjoying having her husband and a... boyfriend? In fact, she was so caught up in her own feelings that she was either unaware or uncaring that her husband had noticed.
Coming out of college, Gray had gotten a good position with a good salary at a small local telecommunications firm. Kelly, having the same degree as Gray, had started out in a lesser position, but with an international firm.
The two had a plan to remain childless until they were 30. They also soon decided that Kelly would be the first to go back to school online to get her master's in business so she could advance in her company. Once she got her master's, it would be Gray's turn so he could advance in his job.
Kelly got her master's in four years and soon got a promotion that boosted her salary and position in her company above her husband's money and place in his. He was very proud of his wife and pleased that their plan for their careers was working.
Caught up in her own financial and personal success, Kelly lost track of the couple's plan. When it came time for Gray's turn at getting a master's, she argued that they should instead use that money to buy a house in which they could raise a family. Gray wasn't happy with his dreams being subjugated, but he had to admit that buying a house for their future family was a good idea. He could always go back to school in a couple of years, she reminded him.
Kelly always seem to come up with something big the couple needed to spend its money on instead of Gray's MBA. He didn't want to appear selfish, so he always acquiesced to his wife's wishes.
Kelly's ego very much enjoyed her being the major breadwinner and having the bigger job among the pair. She began to see herself as the "more equal" among two equal partners.
Kelly had butterflies in her stomach as she descended the stairs. She loved her husband, but she needed Johann: needed to feel him inside of her, needed to spend the night with him, needed to snuggle with him after the two of them had sex. She just couldn't cheat with him, though; she had to tell her husband first so it wouldn't be cheating. She knew he loved her every bit as much as she loved him, and he would give her this one weekend... this hall pass. He had never denied her anything.
"Dinner's in the microwave. You just need to zap it for about a minute," Gray said flatly when Kelly appeared downstairs.
"Thanks, babe. I'll get it in a bit. Can we talk?" she asked.
Gray raised his eyes from his book. Dirk Pitt was going to have to wait. Gray could tell Kelly had something important she wanted to say to him. Did it have something to do with what he wanted to talk to her about soon?
"I-I-I want a hall pass this weekend, Gray," Kelly said hesitantly but clearly.
Gray sat frozen in his spot on the sofa. His brain went into overdrive. He hoped he didn't look as stunned as he felt. He felt like his insides wanted to come up to the outside of his body.
"Pardon me?" he asked, knowing that he had, indeed, heard his wife correctly.
"I need to spend an entire weekend with Johann Wegman," she answered. "We have... feelings... that need to be addressed... once. Just once. I love you, Gray, not him, and I will come back to you after this weekend and spend the rest of my life showing you just how much I love you."
Gray felt even sicker to his stomach, knowing that just by asking, Kelly had ended their marriage. Still, he figured this tragedy had to be played out.
"What if you decide after this weekend that once isn't enough?" he queried. "What if you decide you need him more than one weekend? What if you decide you need him more than me?"
"That won't happen. I promise," she said quickly.
"Really? How can you promise that? You promised me... you vowed... that you would forsake all others for me 12 years ago, and you're going to break that promise easily."
She colored again and started looking everywhere except directly at him.
"I need this, Gray, and I know you love me enough to give this to me," she whispered.
"To be exact, Kelly, you don't need this, but you certainly want it, and you're hoping that I'll be stupid enough to give it to you. Not going to happen," he reiterated.
"But I don't own you, so if you really want to do it you can. Just remember that for every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction."
"Thank you, Gray. I'm glad you understand," Kelly said.
"No, babe, don't try to pretend you don't comprehend me completely. I just told you to do what you feel you must do, and then I'll do what I must do," he said.
"Whatever," she said.
Kelly was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee when Gray walked in the door the next night. He spotted a small bag sitting near the door when he walked in. She was definitely dressed for a night out, he thought, as he noted she was wearing one of her sexiest dresses, a mid-thigh cornflower blue number that showed a pretty good amount of her ample cleavage.
"Seems that you're pretty sure of yourself," Gray said as he put down his keys and wallet.
She smiled coquettishly.
"I'm pretty sure of my loving husband," she said softly.
He raised an eyebrow.
"Now give me a kiss good-bye and have a great weekend. No sulking," she said.
Gray wanted to grab her by her arms and shake her until her head fell off. Instead he gave her his saddest smile and shook his head.
"God, I loved you so much, babe," he whispered before turning and walking upstairs.
Although she realized that he didn't kiss her good-bye, Kelly never picked up on Gray using the past tense of love as she left the house. Her mind was already several miles down the road, where Johann awaited her arrival. She felt like a 16-year-old virgin about to attend her first prom.
Kelly and Johann had been planning their weekend for the past two weeks. After three months of escalating kisses and groping, the pair had decided it was time to see where their relationship would lead. Johann had no problem with the fact that Kelly was married; she had told him the two were working on some things in their marriage.
She met Johann in the lobby of the hotel and the two registered in as Mr. and Mrs. Johann Wegman. They went up to their room and dropped off their luggage. Before leaving the room, Johann had Kelly give him a twirl. He responded with a low whistle, then pulled her in for a deep passionate kiss. His tongue sought and quickly found hers in her mouth. She moaned deeply. Lord, this man could kiss, she thought.
Their reservation at the upscale steakhouse was for 7 PM, so they had to untangle and get on the way.
The meal was scrumptious. They enjoyed a nice bottle of wine with the food, but only one because both wanted to be at their best. They each had a gelato for dessert. They talked in hushed tones throughout the meal, enjoying each other's company. They touched gently. To anyone watching they would have looked like a married couple very much in love.
The remnants of a medium-sized pepperoni pizza and four empty beer bottles were on the snack table near Gray's La-Z-Boy. Although Gray was a fairly accomplished cook, he most certainly wasn't up to the task of cooking on this night. After some thought, he decided that pizza and beer was the perfect meal on the night his wife would be giving her body to another man.
Once he was done eating, Gray went upstairs to the master bedroom with several large trash bags. He spent the next 30 minutes throwing all of Kelly's clothes haphazardly into the bags, then walked them downstairs and placed them by the front door. He took a little more care with her jewelry and toiletries while placing them in a box and also putting them by the door.
Satisfied to a degree and angry beyond description, Gray went back downstairs, put a DVD into the player and settled in to watch his favorite all-time movie, the Mel Brooks classic, "Young Frankenstein."
Kelly and Johann had barely gotten back into their room when he crushed his lips to hers. She wrapped her arms around his neck and the two stood there kissing passionately for about a minute. While they were kissing, Kelly reached down and rubbed her hand on Johann's dick, something she had done several times in the preceding weeks.
From what she had observed through his suit pants at the office, Kelly thought Johann's cock would be a little bigger and thicker than her husband's, especially when she factored in Johann's size advantage. He had six inches and 40 pounds over her husband.
Johann was very attentive to Kelly's body as he slowly removed her clothes, kissing her neck, shoulders and breasts as they were exposed.
Once she was completely naked, Kelly reached for Johann's belt with trembling hands. She could feel her moisture starting to drip down her legs.
No longer completely rational of thought, Kelly noted that Johann's semi-hard cock didn't seem to be much bigger than his dick when flaccid. She had heard her friends use the terms "grower" and "show-er" before, but she had never much given that credence. She found out the reality of that in the coming minutes as Johann's cock hardened fully but still didn't really add much length or girth. In actuality, she noted that it wasn't much bigger than her husband's, and for a brief moment she was disappointed.
Her intimate thoughts were interrupted when Johann leaned forward and his hardness was pressed up against her lips. She opened her mouth reflexively and Johann was too quickly inside, causing her to gag and pull back in discomfort. She put her hands on the man's hips to slow him and she felt him relax a bit.
"We've got two days, no need to rush," she whispered before leaning forward and taking the man's phallus back into her mouth.
Having a new and different man naked with her for the first time in more than a decade had Kelly dripping wet in anticipation. She wanted this man inside her vagina.
"In me. I need you in me now," she rasped.
Johann obliged, and found the woman to be as wet for him as any he had in recent memory. He slid inside in missionary in one slick go, Kelly moaning loudly as he did so.
Movement was a little awkward at first until Kelly realized that she had to let her new lover set the pace. The pair re-adjusted slightly several times over the next couple of minutes until Johann found just the right angle and started to take command with long, fast strokes.
Kelly got in rhythm soon after, but five minutes later Johann was emptying his balls inside the woman, way earlier than she had hoped for considering she hadn't yet enjoyed an orgasm.
Johann was very complimentary of his partner as the two lay entwined, but he made no move to try to get his partner over the top. She was disappointed, but realized that they still had plenty of time.
Kelly tried to get her partner interested again after a 20 minute break, knowing that it sometimes took her husband that long to re-engage. She was disappointed once again as Johann's member didn't take the hint.
"Uh... give me a few more minutes, then if you use your mouth we can do round number two," he said.
"Could you... you know?" Kelly asked hesitantly.
Johann looked at her as if she had asked him to eat a turd. She rarely had to ask her husband for oral sex. Gray enjoyed eating pussy and Kelly knew he was very, very good at doing it.
"Umm. Yeah, could you grab a quick shower first?" Johann asked.
Kelly slowly got out of bed and went into the shower.
Johann was sleeping when Kelly came back to the room. She thought about just climbing into bed and going to sleep, but she was still too charged up. She cleared her throat loudly, waking Johann. She climbed over him, her large breasts dangling in his face.
He woke slowly, but couldn't pass up the opportunity to suck on Kelly's hard nipples. He felt them harden even more. She lay down in the bed next to him and spread her legs. She noticed he grimaced, but got his face down to her pussy and started to lick.
Kelly had promised herself that she wouldn't compare Johann to Gray this weekend, assuming her husband wouldn't stack up well, in part because Johann was both new and different, not to mention illicit. Still, she had to admit that Johann had nothing on her husband as a pussy licker. After several mediocre minutes, Kelly finally came, the effort being way more than she ever remembered.
After she came, Johann slid up Kelly's body, lined up his hard cock and pushed in. He started slamming hard into Kelly, not seeming to care that she was anything more than a pussy to be used, she noted. Fortunately for her, he came after just 10 minutes, roaring as he did so.
"Really?" Kelly thought to herself.
The next day, Saturday, the pair was scheduled to enjoy a day of activity before another high-end dinner and then carnal activities. Kelly was hoping that the previous evening was just a one-off.
Gray spent the entire day on Saturday by himself, not even turning on his television until the sun went down. No matter how he looked at his dilemma, he couldn't see any way that he could stay married to his wife. He knew he still loved her—that didn't magically disappear in a day—but he couldn't brook the disrespect she had recently shown him, nor would he ever trust her again, waiting for her to claim a hall pass whenever she wanted to fuck some other guy.
A rerun of "Leave It To Beaver" was playing on the screen in front of him, but it could have been porn for all Gray knew and cared. He took another swig of beer and stared straight ahead, his brain returning to happier times with Kelly.
To be truthful, Gray was never quite sure how the two wound up together. As business majors in the same year at Arizona State University, the two had several classes together, but Gray never suspected that the stunning young woman even knew who he was. She always seemed to have a small posse of admirers around her, but early in their junior year she pulled up the seat next to him in an honors accounting class. She seemed to go out of her way to flirt with him during class, and to his shock she asked him out for coffee when the class ended. Of course, the young man said yes.



The pair was just about inseparable for the rest of their college years and married about six months after graduation. Up until a few months ago, Gray was sure the couple was in it for the long haul. Recent events, however, had shown him cracks in the marriage, and then Kelly had done the unthinkable.
Kelly was lying in bed next to a sleeping Johann wondering how much sucking up she was going to have to do to get her husband to forgive her "weekend out of time." She heard the words her husband had said to her when she asked... told... him about the hall pass, but she knew Gray loved her too much to let a weekend destroy their marriage. Still, she also never thought she would even have time to be worrying about her husband while she was with Johann.
She felt cum leaking out of her pussy while she laid on her back with Johann's arm thrown over her stomach. The pair had... coupled... twice that Saturday night after enjoying a nice day of activity in the city. The day out with Johann was marvelous, he had a great manner and a great presence, but back in the room for the second night his presence again seemed to leave him. He was again selfish and wooden, even though the woman was again giving him the benefit of the doubt in her head.
She wouldn't even label what the two had done as fucking. Yes, Johann tried to be physical, but it was more sawing in and out than anything else, and he didn't seem mindful of his partner at all, she felt. Her one orgasm had occurred during the first session when he was using his hand on her clit before he impaled her missionary.
"I pissed off Gray for this?" she thought to herself. "God, I am an absolute dumbass."
After a shower fuck and a nice brunch out, Johann was all smiles as he and "Mrs. Wegman" checked out of the hotel. Kelly was gracious and smiled the entire time. The two enjoyed a passionate kiss in the parking lot—Kelly thought it was just about the most passionate part of the weekend—before each got in their cars for the drive home.
Kelly used her hour drive home to clear her head and reinforce her position in what she was sure would be an ongoing debate with her husband over her hall pass. She was convinced Gray would eventually give in despite his initial anger and threats; after all, she almost always got her way with him. If worse came to worse, she thought, she would order some sexy lingerie and fuck me heels, maybe a leather bustier. She couldn't help but smile to herself as she thought how easy it is to sidetrack a man.
Kelly pulled her car into the garage and shut off the engine. She double-checked her makeup in the rearview mirror, grabbed her bag out of the back seat, took a deep breath and marched head held high into her house.
"Hey, I'm home!" she called out as she entered into the kitchen from the garage.
She waited a couple of seconds for Gray to greet her, as would have been normal, but she was disappointed. She heard the big screen on in the family room and walked in, looking annoyed at what she considered her husband's childish behavior.
Gray was seated in his La-Z-Boy, watching a baseball game. He looked away from the screen for a second and nodded in his wife's general direction without so much as a grunt. Needless to say, she was not pleased.
"That's how you're going to play this? Fine," she huffed and walked out of the room.
"What the f...? What the hell are all these bags by the front door?" she yelled.
When Gray didn't answer, Kelly walked over and opened a bag. He heard her gasp, then heard more bags being opened.
"Goddamn. This isn't funny, Gray. What the hell do you think you're doing?" she cried.
"Making it easier for you to move out when I serve you divorce papers," he responded, surprising her by coming up silently almost right behind her.
"No divorce. Not going to be a divorce, you yutz," she said. "We talked about this. It was one weekend. One weekend. We've been married 12 years. You can give me one weekend."
"First off, we didn't talk. You talked, I listened. You told me you were taking a hall pass. Once it was my turn to talk, I told you I wasn't going to accept that. Not my problem that you didn't take me seriously. We're married. That means NO HALL PASSES. EVER," Gray asserted.
"You would seriously divorce me for a weekend out of all the time we've been together... and all the time we would be together in the future?" she asked, panic in her voice now.
"We won't be together in the future since you did this. I told you this. What part of I will do what I have to do did you not understand?" Gray growled.
Tears started to leak from Kelly's eyes. For perhaps the first time in their marriage, Gray didn't move to his wife to comfort her.
"You cheated on me with another man. Just because you told me first, still doesn't mean it's not cheating... especially after I told you not to do it," Gray said.
"You didn't tell me not to do it. You told me I could make my own choices," she said, trying to twist the argument in her direction.
"And face the consequences of your actions. You seem to be able to recall only what you want to recall," Gray said.
Kelly literally stomped around for several seconds, looking at her stuff in the bags. She was breathing heavily.
"Well... I'm not moving out. This is my house, too," she said.
"Fine, but since your stuff is already bagged, you can move your shit into the guest room. I'm staying in the master," Gray said.
"Fine," she grumbled, and started hefting bags back up the stairs. "You going to help?"
"I already did my part," he answered. "I packed the bags."
Gray went back into the family room and resumed watching the baseball game. He could hear his wife stomping around upstairs and muttering.
When she finally came downstairs, Kelly flopped onto the family room sofa and went through the Sunday newspaper that Gray had placed on the end table near where she usually sat. She noisily started to read the paper, making sure it crackled every time she turned a page or shifted in her spot.
"Aren't you going to at least ask me how my weekend went?" she huffed.
"Why would I want to know that? I assumed you fucked him several times and sucked his dick and swallowed his cum. Isn't that what sluts do when they cheat on their husbands?" Gray asked.
"Well... we also went out and did things and ate at several neat restaurants," she whined.
"Nice. I'm thrilled for you," Gray said. "Maybe one of your friends will be interested. Your husband... for the moment... is not."
Gray noticed his wife didn't seem nearly as thrilled as he would have expected, especially after she made such a big deal about going. The fact that she wanted to talk about the experiences outside of the sex told him that Johann might have been more of a dud than a stud. Not his problem, Gray thought to himself.
Gray spent time on Monday splitting bank accounts and doing the financial maneuvering necessitated by a pending divorce. He wasn't able to get an appointment with his choice of a family law attorney for another week, so he knew he'd have to exist with Kelly in the same house for a while.
Kelly spent her day ducking Johann. She was very aware that they were on opposite sides of the spectrum as to the success of the weekend. She knew that their relationship had changed forever, and not for the better. As much as anything, she desperately needed her husband to understand and come back to her so she could use Gray to put off future advances from Johann. Life had suddenly gotten very complicated for Kelly.
She debated between having another sit-down with Gray or just letting life carry on as if nothing happened, hoping her husband would eventually cool down. She opted for the second choice as the path of least resistance, not looking forward to being called a slut again by her husband. After some time spent looking at the situation from all angles, Kelly had to admit to herself that slut seemed much more accurate than loving wife. She shook her head sadly, wondering if she would have seen things differently if her weekend had been a ringing success instead of a dismal failure.
Gray never said a word to Kelly when he got home from work, nor when the two sat down to eat. He muttered a quick thanks when he finished and picked up his plate.
"I'm sorry, Gray. I'm really sorry," Kelly whined as Gray started to move into the family room. "After all these years, I guess I thought you loved me enough to give me a weekend."
"Loved you enough? I would have thought after all these years that you loved me enough not to ask for permission to be a slut," Gray said. "How selfish and delusional can you be?"
Things got worse for Kelly the next day at work. Five minutes after she got into her office, one of her best friends at her firm walked into her office and closed the door, a not too usual occurrence in the office.
"Please tell me you didn't spend the weekend fucking 'the Dutch Thor.'" Emma LaSalle asked in a half-whisper, even with the door closed.
Kelly's eyes opened wide.
"He's been bragging? No. No. No," she rasped, her face twisting in shame and anger.
"I'm assuming if it didn't come from you, it came from him," Emma said, "but I didn't hear it from him. I heard a couple of the girls whispering about it in the break room while getting my coffee. If there's already whispering at 8 in the morning, it will be all over the office by noon. No way to hide it now."
Kelly put her head in her hands. Emma watched as tears fell on her desk.
"Yeah, you've become the slut that every woman loves to hate... and every guy now wants to get a piece of. So how good was it?" she inquired, raising her eyebrows.
"That's the biggest problem. It wasn't. I pissed off my husband big-time for... what?" she questioned. "Johann's big and handsome and charming and... an absolute dud in the sack. He's hardly any bigger than Gray and he's not half the man in bed, but he thinks he's God's gift to women."
Emma's shocked look morphed into concern.
"So how much cum are you going to have to swallow to get back in your husband's good graces?" Emma asked with no hint of a smile on her face.
"I only wish it would be that easy," Kelly answered. "Gray keeps talking divorce. Seven years together and he's going nuclear. Just like that. No 'I'll think about it.' No counseling. Nothing.
"I thought he'd be pissed, but he's off-the-hook mad. I've never seen him so unreasonable. It's not like I didn't give him a heads up."
"Yeah, but if he didn't approve of it, the heads up meant nothing. You're a smart woman. You really can't deny not knowing it could end up this way," Emma said.
It was coincidental that Gray said almost the exact same thing to Kelly two weeks later when she called in tears after she had been served divorce papers at her office.
"You told me I could have sex with him. You told me I could," she bawled through the phone.
"No, I told you that it was your choice, but there would be consequences. I never gave you carte blanche to fuck that blond bastard. You made it all about what you wanted. Apparently it didn't matter what I wanted," Gray asserted.
Gray received a phone call from his in-laws a couple of weeks later, pleading for him to talk to their daughter and consider reconciling. Gray liked his in-laws and had always gotten along well with them. He tried to let them down gently.
"She said she made a mistake and you won't talk to her. Won't let her explain," his father-in-law accused gruffly. "You're a better man than that, Gray."
"She made a mistake. Is that really what she called it?" Gray said with more than a touch of irony in his voice.
"Well... she really never told us what that mistake was, but after seven years don't you think you owe her some courtesy?" Ken Clayton said.
"She didn't tell you the whole story, Ken. I don't call giving herself a hall pass to fuck a co-worker for a weekend a mistake. I warned her there would be consequences," Gray said.
"Oh... no. No. She couldn't have been that stupid..." Ken cried.
Gray didn't feel he needed to respond to what he was sure was more of a rhetorical comment.
"I'm... I'm truly sorry," Ken said. "I don't know what else I can say. I won't be bothering you again."
Gray groaned when he saw it was Kelly calling him the day after he spoke to her father. More bitching coming, he thought.
"I'm sorry for my dad calling, Gray. I guess you found out that I wasn't exactly forthcoming with my parents. I... that's not the sort of thing you admit if you don't have to. I never thought he'd call... and I never thought you'd rat me out," she said softly.
"I didn't rat you out. I told the truth," he said without emotion.
"Yeah," she sighed.
Kelly and her attorney tried to delay the divorce, but considering Gray filed on irreconcilable differences and there were no children, it went through in nine months. Kelly couldn't believe that Gray wouldn't give her a second chance after her mistake, as she called it repeatedly.
"The mistake was way more than just having sex with another man, Kelly," he explained one evening when she tried to change his mind. "You had an emotional affair way before you cheated with him. You disregarded my feelings. You disrespected me in the worst way. When did you stop loving me?"
Kelly sniffled back tears. Once upon a time, Gray used to try to comfort her when she cried. Now he accused her of trying to cry her way back inside his heart.
"I know you still love me, Gray. Why can't we try to reconcile?"
"I do still love you. That's why this hurts so much," Gray answered. "But it's apparent to me that you don't love me nearly as much as I love you. I would have never considered cheating on you... ever.
"But I could never trust that you wouldn't do this again, the next time another man catches your fancy..."
"There won't be another man. I promise," she interjected quickly.
"There shouldn't have been a first man," Gray grumbled. "You promised that when you made vows to me."
"Uhh... Oh yeah," she whispered.
Johann asked Kelly out several times during the time the divorce was pending, as did several other co-workers of Kelly's. Being outed as a slut made the woman the talk of the office, and got her called in to human resources several weeks after the incident.
"We don't have a policy against employee dating, but we've always asked our employees to show a little discretion. When half the males on our staff are talking about you spending a weekend... playing house with Johann Wegman, and half the females are speculating who's next on your list, it's not a good situation. If the buzz doesn't let up, you might be asked to move to another office. They tell me Maine is very pretty this time of year," the human resources director said.
Johann was back in Kelly's face a day later again asking the woman for a date. After being warned by the HR director, she was in no mood for Johann.
"Come on, baby, your hubby's divorcing you. We don't even have to leave the city for the weekend," Johann said.
"Can't you take a hint?" she snarled at the man. "I blew up my marriage for some mediocre sex that I just had to have. Mediocre sex. I was such an idiot. Now go away," Kelly shrieked.
Two weeks later, Kelly accepted a job relocation to North Carolina. By the time she left to go, everybody in the company knew Johann was not the stud he thought he was. A month later, Johann transferred back to the Amsterdam office.
He was a handsome, fit man, who drifted through the aisles of the grocery store each Saturday morning like a man in a daze, she noted from several feet away. He never seemed to notice her, which was the norm in her life. Margaret Scanlon, called Peggy by her close friends, was a fifth grade teacher in a local elementary school. She was average looking, with an average body, she thought, meaning she had nothing to attract a good-looking, obviously single man. She was 29, and in a few weeks would turn the big 3-0, without any prospects for leaving the single life any time soon.
Peggy wondered how an attractive man like him could still be single. He appeared to be in his mid-30s. He didn't give off the vibe of a player. He seemed... lost, maybe broken.
Gray Penner didn't wear a wedding ring on his left hand, but Peggy determined he was single long before looking at his hand. The articles in his cart told her everything she needed to know about his marital status: Pop-Tarts, frozen pizza, macaroni and cheese, beer and meat for the grill. Nothing screamed single, maybe even divorced, like those items.
Peggy was described by many as mousey. She had short, wavy, light brown hair, large brown eyes and fair, almost pale skin. She was 5-5 with average-size boobs, decent legs and what she considered her best feature: a muscle-butt round ass. Personality-wise, she would have described herself as a wallflower. In college, her friends considered her the perfect wing-woman, due to her friendliness, loyalty and her average looks.
She first noticed the man in passing several months before. For some reason she still couldn't fathom, she kept noticing him, and started paying closer attention about two months previously. Although it was completely out of character for her, she was actually considering introducing herself to him. If only...
"I know this might seem a little forward, but I'm Peggy Scanlon. Would you like to get a cup of coffee with me?" Peggy asked a couple of weeks later when she came upon the man.
Gray backed up and took a good look at the woman who just accosted him verbally. Okay, she wasn't stunning like Kelly, not many were, but there was something in her look that made him say yes. Something in her eyes that made him want to know more about this mystery woman. It was the first time in two years that he had considered a woman in more than just a friendly way.
"Yeah. I think that would be great," Gray brightly responded.
Peggy Scanlon was an open book; in fact, an easy reader. She hadn't dated much in her 29 years, and never seriously. She seemed intelligent and well-read, and he listened attentively as she explained her past.
When she finished her soliloquy, she sat quietly and waited for him to spill about his past. She watched his eyes carefully and determined that he was single because he was divorced. His eyes revealed the pain that only someone who had been hurt deeply could know.
She watched as he thought. She could see he was trying to figure out exactly how much of himself to reveal. He revealed virtually his entire story as she sat in rapt attention.
Both sat quietly when he finished. He sighed heavily, looking to the woman as if the weight of the world was lifted from his shoulders.
"I'm sorry for hitting you with that," he said as he looked up. "You're the first person I've told the whole story to."
"I've been told I have that effect upon people. I'm also pretty good with little kids and dogs," the woman said.
Gray chuckled. He felt very comfortable with this stranger, almost like when he was with Kelly, before...
Before the pair went their separate ways, Gray had a date for the following Friday night.
The two had sex for the first time on their third date. Peggy was trying to hold out longer, but she proved to be the weaker partner. There was something incredibly sexy about Gray's quiet, understated demeanor she couldn't resist, even though he never made an overt sexual maneuver.
After a nice meal at a Hungarian restaurant, Gray took Peggy back to his apartment for coffee and an after-dinner liqueur. The two started out sitting close in a love seat in the living room before Peggy leaned in to Gray and joined her lips to his.
Ten minutes later, the pair was naked in Gray's bedroom. He had his face buried in her gushing pussy as she yelled unintelligibly before erupting in the biggest orgasm of her life. The sensations caused her body to flail for more than a minute.



"Aiiiiyyyeeehhhaaa!" Peggy screamed at full voice before she finally stopped moving.
Gray, who had kept up his oral attack during the orgasm, lifted his face to look at the woman's gasping face. When her body finally stopped spasming, he dropped his face back down and re-engaged with her wet pussy.
"Nnnngggghhhhaaahhh!" Peggy cried out a minute later as she climaxed for a second time.
Two more orgasms followed quickly after before Gray moved up and made gentle love to the women for the next hour. He noted to himself that this was the first time since his divorce that he had made love to anyone; the other times he had had sex it was pure and simple fucking. He made sure to kiss the woman throughout the lovemaking.
"You... that... you..." she mumbled as she lay entwined with him after they had finished.
"Shhh. It's all right. Plenty of time to talk later. What are you doing for the next few decades?" he noted.
Peggy gave him an exhausted smile. He crushed his lips to hers.
The woman who had been a bridesmaid four times finally got to be the center of attention a year later. The two later had a pair of children, a boy two years after the marriage and a girl another two years later.
Unlike her predecessor, Peggy never forgot her vows.
While Gray would never know it, Kelly never forgot that lesson again. Several years after moving to North Carolina, she remarried, remaining faithful to her second husband for 15 years until she caught him cheating. She admitted to herself that she finally understood the pain Gray endured, and wasted no time in divorcing her second spouse.
Kelly had always taken good care of herself and still went to the gym on a regular basis. She was still an attractive woman as she approached 50.
Single, alone and approaching 50: she never saw that coming, not even in her wildest dreams. Her second husband was a decade older than she was, had no children and didn't want any with Kelly. Now it was too late, although she knew that there were plenty of 30-something men that would gladly put a baby inside of her, although none wanted to stick around and be more than just a sperm donor.
She laughed aloud to herself; more of a bark really. Gray had wanted two children. She had wanted three. So by now, the couple's three children would all be in their teens. She and Gray would be attending various school and social events: sports, band, PTA. Graduations, both high school and college, wouldn't be far away, followed by weddings and grandchildren. All of that gone... for MEDIOCRE SEX. What an entitled dumbass she was. She shook her head sadly, for probably the thousandth time. If she was limber enough to kick her own ass...
A few months later halfway across the country, Gray and Peggy Penner along with their 15-year-old son, Reggie, were sitting in the gymnasium of their local high school watching their 18-year-old daughter, Phyllis, accept her diploma. Peggy squeezed her husband's arm and the two exchanged looks with their eyes filled with happy tears. Gray leaned in and gave his wife a quick peck on her lips, causing their son to wince in teenage embarrassment.
"Aw, c'mon, you two. Not here, not now," he whined.
His parents smiled at him, then at each other. They both wiggled their eyebrows.
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Another big thank you to blackrandl1958 for the invitation to participate in this event, as well as her editing.
It was my turn to pick the restaurant for our Friday afternoon strategy session, so I chose my favorite Hungarian place because I was in the mood for their Rakott Krumpli.
For the uninitiated, or those who don't speak Hungarian, Rakott Krumpli is potato casserole with bacon, eggs and sausages. Magyar's has the best I've ever tasted, and I've tasted a few.
The six of us from the "imagination team" at Isaacs-Forsman Marketing settled in at our table and ordered drinks from the waitress to start. Bob Isaacs, the son of our managing director and the head of our team, pulled out his ubiquitous file and legal pad, cleared his throat and got to it.
Every Friday afternoon, our team spent between two and three hours reviewing where our projects were going and what was coming up on the horizon. It was done in a casual, informal way, and since we did it on Friday, it enabled us to hit the ground running first thing Monday morning.
It also made for a pretty tight, cohesive unit. We had been doing this for almost three years now, since Bob took over the unit, and our success rate had gone through the roof. Bob might have gotten the job because of his last name, but his success endeared him to our team because of the increased wages we all had earned.
We had been at it for about 45 minutes when I just happened to glance over to the far corner of the restaurant, a popular spot for couples wanting a little more privacy. Marcy and I had requested that table before. We can leave it at that.
Needless to say, I was more than a little flummoxed when I recognized the profile of the woman at the table, even though her face was attached to the face of a man I didn't recognize, who was not her husband. Laura Wycliffe was my wife's best friend, and a co-worker for the past 22 years.
Holy fuck! Holy fuck! Holy fuck! Until that minute, I had always thought Laura stood right next to the Mother Superior at our local Catholic church.
It took all my powers of focus to tear my eyes away from the couple and go back to concentrating on my meeting. I had to think Laura hadn't seen me yet, because if she had, I don't think she would have stayed in the restaurant, let alone be kissing... well, whoever it was.
I know my face turned red immediately, and I started to perspire. I peeked over a few more times, catching them kissing again one time and him rubbing her arm another time. I waited 10 minutes before making a plausible excuse for leaving early, and Bob—bless his heart—let me go early.
I drove home on auto-pilot. Fuck, how the hell was I going to tell my wife that her best friend—St. Laura—was kissing some unidentified man at a restaurant and might be having an affair?
I got home a little after 3 and knew I had about two hours before my wife got home from her job as an assistant vice president at Wells Fargo Bank. I changed into jeans and a T-shirt and poured myself a shot of Casamigos tequila. I took a sip and chuckled, thinking about the brand's incredibly stupid advertising campaign for its product. It's an occupational hazard. I see a product and start thinking about marketing plans. Anyway, much of their television commercial centers around the fact that George Clooney is a co-owner of Casamigos.
I get that the fucker is a handsome man's man, but I see the ad geared more toward women than men, and women don't historically drink tequila as much as men. Even with George hawking the product, I don't think that many more women are going to buy it. Just my opinion. Time will tell if I'm right, although I usually am. George should have used Isaacs-Forsman. Just sayin'.
I had just poured my fourth shot and was staring into space when I heard my wife enter the house from the garage. I didn't jump up and greet her like usual, so she looked concerned when she walked into our family room.
"Oh shit!" she rasped. "Are you going to tell me we need to talk?"
Marcy sunk down into the sofa across from my La-Z-Boy, looking like someone punched her in the stomach.
"We... we do need to talk, but not for the reason you think," I asserted.
Her head, which had slumped forward, came up and her eyes flashed optimism.
"We're good... as far as I know. This conversation isn't about us," I said.
She blew out a long breath of air. She raised her eyebrows, then shrugged.
"So whom are we talking about, then?" she asked.
"Laura. Laura Wycliffe," I responded. "Unbelievable, huh?"
I watched as my wife just about fell off the sofa. I had to assume she had no idea. Her look of surprise quickly turned to one of anger.
"Start talking, bub. This had better be good, or you won't be getting any for the next week."
I told her about what I had seen earlier in the day at the restaurant, including my thoughts that playing kissy-face didn't necessarily mean she was sleeping with the unknown man. Of course, it might have been a good indicator, however.
"Oh... no, no, no," she growled. "Laura would never... would she?"
"She's your best friend. You know her a lot better than I do," I said.
I sipped my tequila. Marcy just sat and watched me for a bit. Her eyes were unreadable.
"So what are we going to do?" I asked. "I assume you'll want to handle this, whatever we decide."
"Yeah. Yeah. I'll handle it, whatever we decide," she said.
It was my turn to raise my eyebrows.
"So I take it by that look that you're not going to tell Tim?" I asked.
"Why would I do that? You're not sure what you saw. How would we even broach this? I'd hate to throw a hand grenade into their marriage if we're not sure what we're looking at."
"We've got to do... something. We might not know how far this has gone, but what I saw certainly doesn't pass the husband test," I argued.
"You know darned well that if I told you Tim was kissing on some woman, you'd be over there right now helping Laura nail him to a cross."
"I am a lot closer to her than him. You know that," she said.
"Still, it doesn't make what she did right. You've at least got to talk to her. Hear her explanation," I said.
"But I just can't accuse her of something," Marcy said. "I'll have to be more diplomatic than you'd be."
"I'll be interested to hear her explanation for checking out someone else's tonsils," I said.
Marcy didn't say anything to me about Laura either Monday or Tuesday, so on Wednesday night after our daughter, Rose, went to bed, I asked my wife if she had spoken to Laura yet. She stammered around a bit and then changed the topic, essentially ending the conversation. I let it go for that night, but practically ambushed my wife the next night, insisting we talk.
"Look, if you don't want to be the bad guy, I'll bring it up to Tim. After all, I'm the one who saw Laura," I started.
"No. No. No. Don't do that. I'll talk with her tomorrow," Marcy said.
I'd been together with my wife a long time, and I could tell when she didn't want to do something. I started to have a very bad feeling about this whole situation.
"I want an answer, babe. If you're too afraid to push it, I'll just talk to Tim. If she's cheating on him and he finds out, and finds out I knew something and didn't tell him, he's going to be pissed as hell, and he'd be right. I know we're not as close as you and Laura, but he's been my friend a lot of years... and friends don't sandbag other friends. If my wife was cheating and I found out a friend knew it and didn't tell me, there would probably be hell to pay and a friendship would be ended. You just don't do shit like that to a friend," I explained.
Marcy looked pale while I gave my little diatribe. She promised to speak to Laura the next day and report back.
I didn't know it then, but the next day proved to be the beginning of the end for my marriage. Back then, though, I learned for the first time I had a problem.
Marcy wasn't exactly forthcoming when she got home the next day. In fact, I was pretty sure she was hoping I wouldn't bring it up. Finally, after Rose left to spend Friday night with some friends, I bounced her about it. She pretended to have let it somehow slip her mind.
"Laura explained what happened... it's not quite what you thought, Norm, but she admitted to crossing the line with some guy named Kenneth Attenborough. She promised me she wouldn't do that again... She says she just lost her head..."
I might have bought that answer, if Marcy could have looked me in the eye while she was talking to me. She looked at my waist. She looked over my shoulder. She looked everywhere but at my eyes. In 22 years of marriage, she had never avoided my gaze before, even when she wrecked my precious brand new 2015 Mustang Shelby GT500.
I was pretty sure the two had talked, but I was also pretty sure the Kenneth Attenborough thing was nothing but bullshit... and Marcy knew it as well. She was covering for her friend... and lying to my face. We had been together for more than half my life, and this was the first time she had ever lied to me that I knew. I was devastated beyond words.
I spent the next several days wondering about why my wife would lie to me. I didn't like any of the answers.
A couple of days later, Bob Isaacs invited me to a one-on-one in his office. That's a euphemism for getting called on the carpet for screwing up. It doesn't happen very often to anyone on our team, but when it did, Bob was good enough to hold the discussion in private, never chewing anyone out in public.
"What's going on Norm?" he asked after some quick chit-chat. "Your head hasn't been in the game for several days."
I told Bob about Marcy lying to me recently about her friend possibly having an affair, and how I wasn't sure what I was going to do about it. He looked at me sincerely and asked me if I would like to hire a private investigator to check up on Marcy's friend.
"It's all about peace of mind, Norm. You can brood about this or attack it head on, get an answer and move on," he said. "I've got a guy who's not too expensive and can get you answers pretty quickly. What's your game plan on this? Are you going to tell your friend if it turns out his wife is cheating on him? Because if you are, remember there's the old saying about killing the messenger. What if he gets pissed at you even if his wife is cheating?"
"There is that possibility. But what kind of a friend would I be if I didn't say something to him if she is cheating on him?" I asked.
"You are either the best kind of friend or the world's biggest idiot, Norm," he responded.
The next afternoon I spent an hour with Roy Hoover, the PI Bob suggested to me.
Two weeks later, I had evidence that Laura Wycliffe was definitely cheating on her husband. It was time for me to put up or shut up. What I wasn't going to do, however, was tell my wife, who apparently was covering for her best friend, much to my chagrin.
I probably knew Laura a little better than Tim because Laura had worked with my wife for two decades, so I heard a lot of Laura stories through the years. Basically, I knew Tim through his wife, the way he knew me. He was a nice enough guy, a little bit of a stuffed shirt, probably because he was an engineer.
We got along pretty well. We were both big sports fans and the four of us had what I considered an easy friendship. We held a lot of the same beliefs, one of the key ones being marital fidelity... at least I thought we all agreed on fidelity. Roy Hoover proved me wrong on that one. The jury was still out on what my wife believed.
I called Tim and asked him to meet me for lunch the next Tuesday. I would have made it Monday, but Mondays already suck, and I wasn't going to dump another suckfest on him. There was no way this wasn't going to suck.
I asked the waitress for a table in the back so we could have some privacy. I ordered a double Tanqueray on the rocks for me and dark craft beer for Tim. He was into craft beers, and this place had 16 on tap.
He grinned nervously when he walked over to the table.
"Beer already waiting on me? That bad, huh?" he asked. "You or me?"
"You," I sighed.
We ordered food first, and as soon as the server left, I got to it.
"I know this is harsh, Tim, but your wife is... is cheating on you," I said. "I'm telling you because you're my friend, and I'd expect a good friend to tell me if my wife was cheating on me, rather than letting me walk around with the word 'cuck' written on my forehead."
Tim grimaced. I saw a tear slide down his cheek before he turned away.
"Fuck," he whispered. "I didn't have a clue. How did you find out? Did Marcy tell you something?"
It was my turn to grimace.
"I-I don't know how to tell you this, but I'm pretty sure Marcy has been covering for her," I said, not able to look him in the eye. "I saw something a few weeks ago that made me suspicious, and when I told Marcy, she soft-soaped it at first, then told me she would speak with Laura. She came back and told me Laura said she got carried away a little bit with some guy, but she didn't cheat. Marcy had never lied to me before, but I could tell she wasn't telling me the truth, so I did a little checking on my own. I don't hang friends out to dry."
We let the waitress put down our food. My stomach was jumping; his had to be doing flips at this point.
"How long? Who? I'll kill the bastard! I'll cut his fucking nuts off!" he rasped.
"I don't know how long, but the who is Kenneth Attenborough. I saw the two of them sucking each other's face off in Magyar's three weeks ago. I didn't know who he was, but the PI I hired was worth every penny. Here's the file he gave me, and here's a stick with photos and a video," I answered, sliding a large envelope across the table to him.
He opened the envelope carefully, making sure not expose anything sensitive to any of the other customers. I watched his face as anger, disgust and sadness washed across it.
"Shiiiiit!"
"So you hired a PI to spy on my wife? Why would you do that? I mean... thanks... I think... but that couldn't have been cheap..."
"I was pretty sure she was cheating on you, but I couldn't tell you without being sure. You're a friend. It's what you do for a friend," I said.
He dropped his head and got an unreadable expression on his face.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" he hissed. "I-I'm sorry, Norm. I guess I'm not nearly as good a friend as you are."
I'm not too proud to admit I came unglued.
"Goddamn! Fuck! You're shitting me!" I yelled as I jumped out of my chair.
"Shhhhh! Be cool, Norm. Sit down!" he said, trying to hush me.
I looked around and noticed everyone was now staring at me. I raised my hands in a gesture of apology, and most people went back to their own conversations. I sat back down.
"Talk!" I rasped, trying to keep my volume down.
"From what you've just told me, apparently our wives have been covering for each other. That fidelity thing that we all thought we agreed upon, apparently was only working for you and me," he said.
"I found out about Marcy six months ago. She'd been porking some pretty boy she met in a bar about a year ago, Laura told me when I discovered what Marcy was doing. Laura begged me not to say anything to you... and like a schmuck I agreed. I'm sorry, Norm."
"So you're telling me my lovely wife has been fucking some other guy for the last year and a half? Did you catch a name? Is it still going on?" I asked rapid-fire.
"Yeah, about a year and a half, and my understanding is, it's still going on. I'll occasionally catch a snippet of a conversation on the phone... Laura doesn't feel the need to be as discreet around me as she once was, since I know.
"She told me his name is Bill Gosterland. I think he's a junior exec at a tech firm near where the girls work. He and some of his co-workers showed up several times at the bar the girls go to for after-work drinks sometimes."
I was trying my best not to yell or hyperventilate. How had this day gone so wrong for me?
"So I guess we're both fucked... figuratively, of course," Tim said.
I waved the waitress over and ordered another round of drinks. I called into my office and told Bob Isaacs that I had a major personal problem and I would be out the rest of the day. Tim called in to his office and also took the rest of the day off. I then called over to Roy Hoover and told him I had some more work for him, but this time Tim was footing the bill.
"Fair enough, man," Tim said.
Two weeks later I had my own packet of information to verify what Tim had told me. I spent those two weeks wondering where I had failed in my marriage that Marcy felt she needed another man after two decades.
Knowing Marcy was cheating on me hurt, but seeing the photos was like stabbing me in the heart. The photos that hurt the most weren't the ones with her lover's dick in her mouth or pussy; it was the ones where she was looking at him as if he was dipped in honey. There was much more to this relationship than "just sex."
Speaking of sex, we had none during the two weeks I waited for my evidence, even though Marcy tried initiating several times. I begged off with several reasons, although in reality, every time I pictured my wife with her paramour it was like taking a shot to the nuts; nothing was going to get me hard at that point.
I hadn't been sitting idle waiting for my evidence to show up. I met with my attorney and had done the usual financial stuff. I was ready, and had Marcy served right after I got my envelope of evidence.
We live in a no-fault state, so I didn't list adultery as the reason. Apparently, that confused my cheating wife.
"Why, baby? Why?" she asked in a sob when I answered my phone about five minutes after she was served.
"Do you really have to ask? Two can play the acting game, Marcy," I said quietly. "You've been fucking that pretty kid for over a year. Did you think you were going to get away with it forever?"
She was quiet for several long seconds. Then I heard her sigh.
"I was going to tell you soon. I just wasn't ready yet..."
"What the fuck, Marcy? How long did you need before you told me," I interrupted. "A year and a half!"
"You're right. I should have told you sooner," she said.
"I wasn't looking for it to happen, Norm. It just did. We've... got a connection. I'm in love with him. He's my soul mate."
"Oh, well, there it is. He's your soul mate," I ridiculed. "I remember when we had a connection. I remember when you were in love with me. I remember when I was your soul mate. Fuck, woman."
"I'm sorry, Norm. I should have been more upfront with you," she said, ending the call.
"Well, that went well," I thought to myself.
Marcy had a large pizza from my favorite carry-out place on the table when I walked in the door. She was pouring herself a glass of wine and I got myself a beer.
"Wish we could have done this before we got to this point," I said.
She blushed guiltily.
"None of this is on you, Norm. It's all me," she said. "I honestly was in love with you... for a long time."
"So he just replaced me in your heart? Was that before or after he slid his dick inside your pussy the first time?"
"Aw, Norm. Did you have to go there? I was hoping we could do this like adults," she whined.
"I'll try to be an adult, Marcy, but sometimes it's going to be tough for me, the way it was tough for you to keep your legs closed," I snarked.
Her mouth dropped open in shock and tears started forming in her eyes. I watched her take a big gulp of air.
"I suppose I deserved that," she said.
"Yeah, you did," I rasped.
Seven months later, Marcy and I were divorce statistics. We sold the house and my half was more than enough for a healthy down payment on a three-bedroom condo 15 minutes from my office. From what I was told by my daughter, Marcy moved in with her soul mate.



Our daughter, Rose, was going to start her senior year of college. She really wasn't happy with either of us over the divorce, but she did her best to understand.
"She should have divorced you before she started to sleep with Bill, but if she didn't love you anymore and loved him, the divorce makes sense to me. Everybody should be with the person they love, Dad. Hopefully you will find that person someday," Rose said.
"I thought I did when I married your mother," I grumped back. "I never expected to get replaced. I don't recall our vows having a replacement clause in them."
I saw her roll her eyes, but she wisely kept her opinion to herself. I kept my opinion to myself about what would happen if the same thing that happened to me would happen to Rose in the future.
I didn't even try to date for the first six months after my divorce was final. Unlike some guys I knew, I didn't live my life to please my cock. I always thought there was more to life than sex.
I didn't advertise my divorce, but I didn't shy away from talking about it when people found out. Gradually, though, I noticed more single women seemed to be crossing my path. I suppose I could have gone out with a different woman each week if I had wanted. It was ironic. In my 20s, seeking out dates was hard work. In my 40s, women were seeking me out.
I asked a divorced friend about that after about a month.
"You're a good guy, Norm. You're good-looking, fit and have a good job. That makes you a hot commodity. Single women our age out-number guys pretty good, and a lot of 40s guys are busy chasing 25-year-olds, narrowing the field even more," he said.
"I never looked at it that way, Al."
Over the next six months, I went out at least once every weekend. I'll admit I tried the occasional 25-year-old, but I also tried the occasional 55-year-old.
The last 25-year-old I dated just about put me in the hospital as she tried to drain all my bodily fluids out the end of my dick. We fucked enthusiastically three times that night, and my 46-year-old body was barely able to function the next morning.
"I hear they have pills to help you old guys with that problem," the young lady in question giggled.
My adventures with the 55-year-old women were easier on my body... and my ego. The older women were less physical but more appreciative. That's not to say that they just lay there, however, and I came away from my encounters with those women with some healthy back scratches and a deep bite mark on my left shoulder.
My second Christmas as a divorced man was quickly approaching when Bob Isaacs walked into my office, closed the door and plopped down in the chair across the desk from me. He looked very uncomfortable.
"What's up, boss man?" I asked.
"Uh-umm, Norm, are you taking a date to our company Christmas party next week?" Bob asked uneasily. "I mean, I know you date a lot these days... and you're always welcome to bring anyone you want..."
I watched sweat break out on Bob's forehead. I had no idea where this conversation was going.
"I wasn't planning on taking anyone again this year," I answered warily. "Why?"
He blew out a stream of air from his lips. He looked so bad I was starting to wonder if he was about to tell me he had a serious illness or something.
"You know my wife is kind of a force of nature... and a busybody who thinks she knows what's right for everybody, right? Well... she really, really, really thinks you should take her old college roommate, Lainey. Lainey's been divorced for a few years now from a cheating bastard, and Marilyn thinks you two would be perfect for each other.
"I know I've got no right to expect you to say yes to me, but if you don't, Marilyn's going to make my life miserable."
"So what's wrong with this Lainey? She got two noses on her face or something?" I asked half-joking.
"No, nothing like that. No deformities. She's got a great personality..."
"There it is," I interjected. "The old great personality. That's code for troll, you know."
"No, really, I swear she's not a troll, but she really does have a great personality. Please, Norm. Please," he whined.
I chuckled. He winced. I knew his wife was a beautiful woman. I wondered if she was that kind of beautiful woman.
"All right. I'm in. But Marilyn's going to owe me big-time," I announced.
"Deal!" he rejoined, suddenly looking a lot healthier than he did a few minutes ago.
"So now that I'm officially on record as a sucker, describe Miss Personality to me, at least," I said.
He spent the next two minutes telling me my mystery date was 5-8, about 130 pounds and had long blonde hair down to the middle of her back. She was a former NCAA Division I scholarship volleyball player and still looked fit, even after having a child. She was an actuary with an insurance company, meaning she was smart and detail-oriented. Hmm. Interesting combination.
"With everything she's got going for her, then, why is Marilyn trying to set me up with her?" I asked.
"You know my wife. She can't help herself. She thinks you two would be perfect together."
The Isaacs-Forsman Christmas party was always a lavish event, featuring live music, hors d'oeuvres, prime rib, a speech by our CEO, Phillip Isaacs—Bob's father—and several awards. It was a formal affair, the men wearing their best suits and the women wearing gowns or fancy dresses. Phillip Isaacs' wife, Phoebe, oversaw the event from top to bottom, making sure everything was first class.
I picked up my date at Bob Isaacs' home, feeling somewhat like a 14-year-old out on his first date. Marilyn answered the door when I rang the bell, inviting me inside after kissing me on the cheek. I smiled self-consciously when Bob came up to greet me.
"Nice to meet you, Mr. Isaacs. Yes, I'll make sure to have her home at a reasonable hour," I snarked, knowing Bob would pick up on how I was feeling.
He grinned back at me. I expected a comeback.
"Don't make me have to get in my car and come find you two, young man," he responded as we both smirked.
My date picked that moment to make her entrance... and believe me, it was an entrance. She strode into the front room in a curve-hugging, turquoise, floor-length gown featuring a slit high up her very toned left leg. Her hair was pulled up into a high ponytail that fell halfway down her frame, and her eye makeup highlighted a pair of beautiful azure eyes. Did I mention her thick, kissable lips?
I tried to speak, but no sound came out of my mouth.
"Well-said, Norm," Marilyn purred, my face turning crimson.
Heads turned when Lainey and I walked into the party room together, and I knew it wasn't because I was wearing a new Armani suit. Phillip and Phoebe Isaacs greeted us soon after we walked in.
"Lainey, dear, so good to see you again. Are you spending some time with the kids? Did you bring your son with you?" Phoebe asked. "You don't mind if I steal your date for a bit, do you Norm?"
I smiled as Phillip warmly shook my hand. I had worked for him for 18 years, and the relationship I had with him was more than that of just employer-employee; I viewed him as sort of a second father. My own father had died two years after I went to work at Isaacs-Forsman, and he became the guy I went to when I needed fatherly advice.
He and Phoebe had checked in with me regularly when he found out about my problems with Marcy. They were aware that I didn't date for quite a while after my divorce, and while I certainly didn't tell them, I knew they were informed about my recent dating habits.
"We've known Lainey almost as long as we've known Marilyn," Phillip said to me. "It's nice to see her with a good guy... assuming you're going to be a good guy, son."
I didn't miss the fact that he called me son, and what that conveyed.
"Yes, sir. I'm not sure if there will be any kind of relationship after tonight... Marilyn set this night up... but I certainly will be respectful. Trust me," I said.
"I do," Phillip said. "I'm glad we understand each other."
Lainey and I spent almost the entire night together, discussing our lives up until that night. She was a good dancer, and I especially enjoyed the slow dances when she melted into my body. A couple of times during the evening she was approached by other men asking if she wanted to dance, and she always deferred to me first. I really didn't want her to dance with anybody else, but since we really didn't have a relationship, I didn't feel like I had the right to stop her from dancing with others. She seemed to sense my mood, though, and turned down all who asked her.
I had a very nice night and ended it with a passionate kiss at the Isaacs' door. I had her put her number in my phone on the ride home.
I was still parked in the Isaacs' driveway when I hit her number.
"So what are you doing tomorrow?" I asked.
I had to hand it to Marilyn; she was absolutely correct. Lainey was perfect for me... and we hadn't even had sex for our first five dates. That came on date number six, and was amazing for both of us... if making her pass out during an orgasm is any indication.
I had no idea how long it had been since Lainey last had sex with anyone, but she was completely responsive to me when we started to kiss on the sofa in my apartment after a night of dinner and dancing. I was never going to be mistaken for Fred Astaire or Gene Kelly, but my ex-wife liked to dance, so I learned well enough to hold my own. Who knew that skill would come in so handy in my life? Certainly not me, but on this particular night Lainey seemed more than a little revved up when we left the club and went to my apartment.
We were soon making out like teenagers on my sofa and she didn't hesitate when I let my hands start to wander. Her naked tits were soon in my hands, not quite a handful but still a nice amount with very erect nipples. At 40, she was still practically a perfect Norse goddess with her platinum blonde hair and flawless alabaster skin. I took her by the hand and led her to my bedroom, where I finished removing her clothes and discovered a gorgeous muscular ass and legs all the way to the plumbing.
She was soon laying back on my bed with my face buried between those long legs, her gushing wetness slathering me. I tapped her legs and helped her move them over my shoulders, getting my tongue in ju-u-ust a little deeper into her depths. I heard the moaning turn into squeaks, then shrieks, but if she was forming words I couldn't tell. I felt the orgasm building from deep within her and intensified my efforts, swiping her distended clit with my tongue before sliding it as deep as I could get it inside her.
I heard the scream just as she bucked her hips up really hard, slamming her pelvis into my lips and nose and knocking my head back. I grabbed her hips in self-defense, shook my head quickly to clear it, then dove back in while she finished her climax... except that she suddenly fell still and silent. I had never had a woman pass out during sex, so I quickly looked up to make sure I hadn't killed her. Satisfied I hadn't, I waited almost a half-minute before I felt her start to regain consciousness, then I dove back in. She was quaking again almost immediately, although this time she didn't pass out. I did that twice more in quick succession before I gave her a minute to recoup while I slowly regained my wits and crawled up her body before sinking my diamond-hard cock within her mushy core.
She gave a bone-stiffening moan when I sank in all the way. I started pumping slowly and forcefully and picked up speed as she got in rhythm. Her strong legs and butt meant she could buck back as good as I gave, and I got a final orgasm from her before she took me to heaven after about 20 minutes. I came really hard, nudging her cervix several times as I lost control.
As we cuddled together afterward, she looked at me with a puzzled expression on her face.
"What the hell happened back there?" she asked. "Everything was AMAZING, then I think I shorted out or something. I wasn't here, then I was back. WEIRD AND AMAZING."
I smiled broadly, incredibly broadly to be accurate. I was mentally high-fiving myself.
"I've never been able to do that to a woman before. Came close with my ex, but you are my first. You are incredible!" I enthused.
"Can you do that again sometime... not tonight, though, I don't think I could take anymore," she responded quickly. "Can I be the second, third and fourth as well?"
"Your wish will be my command," I said before leaning forward and planting my best kiss on her.
Two weeks later I met Lainey's 13-year-old son, Shawn, who called Bob and Marilyn uncle and aunt, and who was very impressed with my ability to play tabletop hockey, foosball and Frisbee. I got the feeling his father didn't spend a lot of quality time with him when he had visitation. The first day he was tentative around me. By the end of the second day, he was trailing me around like a puppy.
"So along with all of your other... good qualities... you didn't tell me you had a Pied Piper thing going on with kids, too," she said.
"I love kids. I would have had four, but my ex didn't want any more after the first one," I said. "We had agreed on having two, but she reneged on that deal, reminding me often it was she who was sacrificing her body.
"Still, she was a good mother to our daughter. I can't fault her as a mother. Hell, I couldn't fault her as a wife until just about the end."
"From what you and Bob and Marilyn have said, she seemed to be a good woman at one time. What happened?" Lainey asked.
"I'm still not totally sure. From the little bit she had said, it started out innocently, but somehow, she fell in love with him while she fell out of love with me. She told me he was her 'soul mate.'"
"Her loss is my gain. Come on now, enough about her," Lainey said.
Six months later, she accepted my engagement ring. She switched jobs so she could work in my city, and we began to look for a house in which to live.
I asked Lainey to marry me on a Saturday. The next Monday at work, Bob swaggered into my office with a big shit-eating grin.
"Okay. Okay. Marilyn was right," I said to Bob, who just sat in the chair across from me looking smug. "Okay, I bow down to her 'rightness.'
"What's this going to cost me? You've got that look on your face."
"Not a damn thing. Just be a good stepdad to my favorite 'nephew,'" Bob said.
"Got it," I responded.
A week later Bob and I were having a drink at a quiet pub after work. Bob and I had gotten to be pretty good friends since I started dating Lainey. I looked up and saw Tim Wycliffe sitting at a table with a pretty young woman of about 25. The last time I saw Tim, about a year ago, he and Laura were trying to make it work. Apparently, it didn't take.
"Hey stranger, how's tricks?" I asked as I walked up to his table.
I saw him flinch when he spotted me. I got it. My going to him was the beginning of the end of both of our marriages.
"Hello, Norm. How are you doing?" he asked.
"Not bad. Don't mean to interrupt. Just wanted to say hello," I said.
"You're not interrupting. By the way, this is Anna McGill, a friend," he said, his blank face telling me the 20-something was nothing more than a date. "Anna, this is my friend, Norm, the man who ruined my life."
Anna looked shocked. Tim saw her face and realized he should explain, at least the Reader's Digest version.
"It was his PI who caught my ex-wife cheating... and then I told him about his own wife cheating... and the rest is history. He divorced his cheating bitch. I tried to reconcile with mine; you see where that got me," Tim explained.
He turned to me and gave me a crooked smile.
"I don't know if she went back to sleeping with her boyfriend, but I found out that they were back in touch about a year after this whole thing started. Can you believe that?" he asked.
He asked how my life had been going, and I told him about getting engaged to Lainey.
"The way you left things, I thought you might never again get married. She must be a special lady to overcome the scars Marcy left," he said.
"She's a very special lady. You're right," I said.
"I am sorry things didn't work out for you, Tim. Honestly."
"Well, if you're going to get married again, I guess that shuts the door on your ex, then," Tim said.
I gave him a quizzical look. I thought I shut the door on Marcy when we divorced.
"You haven't heard? Seriously?" he asked.
"Heard what?" I asked.
"Marcy's boy-toy left her. Hasn't your daughter told you? Seems that the soul mate thing wasn't reciprocal. She wanted a ring. He wanted to date around for a while. She thought it was love. He thought it was just sex... very good sex, with a very willing slut."
"Wonder why Rose hasn't told me, although I really don't care anymore," I said.
"When I heard, I honestly thought she'd give you a call, try to get you to take her back. I'd bet Rose told her about your engagement, so she didn't even try."
All things considered, I'd have to say I'm one of the luckiest people alive. How many people can say they had a great marriage for about 22 years, then found a second true love. Lainey and I connected perhaps even deeper than Marcy and I did, both in bed and out.
Then there was Shawn. He quickly became much more than my stepson... he became my son in every sense of the word except for his last name. He remained fairly close to his father after his parents' divorce, and I tried to never interfere with that, but we, too, established a very close relationship, even if he rooted for the Chicago Cubs and I rooted for the New York Yankees. We compromised by rooting for each other's teams when they weren't facing each other, since they were in different leagues.
When Lainey and I bought our house, it had four bedrooms. The master at one end of the second floor had an en suite bathroom, and the bedroom at the other end came with a smaller bathroom with a shower. While that would have made a great guest room, it wasn't even a consideration that it wouldn't be Shawn's room. If we had any second thoughts about giving him the room, he dispelled them when he pointed out that the separation would help muffle the noise coming from our room. Lainey blushed deep crimson when he said it, but Shawn tried, unsuccessfully as it turned out, to at least take some of the embarrassment out of his statement.
"Come on, Mom, I'm 14 years old. You don't think I know what you guys will be doing in your room?" he said.
"This is your fault," Lainey asserted. "He's been hanging around with you way too much."
Rose fell in love with Lainey immediately when they were introduced, before I asked Lainey to marry me. I know she was a little jealous of how close Shawn and I had become.
"Finally got the son you've always wanted," she said to me, a little bit of tension in her tone.
"It's great fun to finally have a son, Rosie, but you'll always be my little girl. Your place in my heart will never be taken. Shawn's just carved out his own niche," I told her.
We hugged fiercely.
"I'm so glad you found somebody, Dad. I was so afraid you were going to be alone for the rest of your life," she whispered.
Even though I never asked, Rose kept me updated about her mother's life. From what my daughter said, Marcy dated a platoon of losers, most at least a decade younger than her, some in the range of men that my daughter might date. Rose joked with Lainey and me that she was afraid to bring men she was dating around her mother for fear that Marcy might make a play for them.
Rose got married two years after I married Lainey. He was a big guy who spent a couple of years playing minor league baseball. When he left baseball behind, he used his degree in business to get a job in finance. Like with Shawn, we bonded over baseball, even if he was a fan of the Atlanta Braves. Put the three of us in a room together, though, and it could get pretty heated, pretty quickly, and Lainey and Rose would often go out shopping while the three guys would watch a game.



Rose warned me that Marcy was going to attend the wedding with her fiancé, a 40-ish banker named Larry McIntyre.
"He's kind of a smarmy dick, Dad, but I guess she loves him. I know you'll behave yourself, even if he goes a little overboard," she said.
"As long as he only goes a little overboard," I replied.
Rose had this guy nailed. He was a smarmy bastard, but he kept within boundaries. I could tell that Marcy was a little nervous that he would push me a bit as she never left the two of us alone, always lurking somewhere close when we talked.
As the father of the bride, I paid for the wedding, and I made sure that Rose got everything she wanted. Through the years, I had done quite well for myself at Isaacs-Forsman Associates. Yes, the name had changed a bit, because several years ago I became a 10 percent partner. Phillip Isaacs and Jack Forsman had wanted to add my name to the firm's name, but I thought Isaacs-Forsman had such a great brand name I really didn't want to tinker with it too much. My ego didn't need the validation.
Since I was paying, I made sure I got myself a little treat, and toward the end of the evening I brought out the bottle of Pappy Van Winkle Special Reserve 12-year-old bourbon for my table, which by this point included both Phil and Bob Isaacs, Jack Forsman, my new son-in-law, and Larry McIntyre. I gave the toast.
Larry whispered something to my ex-wife while we were sipping our bourbon, and for the first time all evening, he seemed impressed. A little while later, Marcy cornered me alone to thank me for putting on a wonderful event, and also for including Larry in on the Pappy.
"You must be doing very well for yourself, Norm. This whole evening had to set you back a bundle," Marcy said.
"I've been doing well for quite a while, even while we were married. You just weren't paying too much attention because you were distracted by your 'soul mate.'
"By the way, I can't say I'm sorry that didn't work out too well for you. Maybe Larry will turn out to be a better man."
Marcy at least got to the altar with Larry, although the two were divorced less than three years later. Last I heard from Rose, she was pretty much alone, occasionally dating a Senior Citizen and playing Bingo at her church weekly.
My marriage to Lainey only got better the longer we went. Rose and my son-in-law gave us two grandchildren. Shawn, meanwhile, joined Isaacs-Forsman Associates after he graduated from college. He got married two years later, and he and his wife gave us three more grandchildren.
Lainey and I talked about being empty-nesters to death, finally coming up with a plan to buy an RV and tour the country in between being home, working and spoiling our grandchildren.
It's been years since I've seen Tim Wycliffe. I hope things turned out well for him.
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Thank you to blackrandl1958 for her editing skill.
Nothing new here. Several writers have done stories about the fallout from a character's actions. This is my attempt.
"I don't speak your crazy coffee language. Just give me the two biggest cups of regular coffee that you serve," I said to the young barista at the Starbucks that was in my neighborhood.
The kid looked to be about 20. Hell, they all looked to be about 20. Shit, I could barely remember when I was 20.
It didn't take him very long to pour me two cups of coffee after I paid him in cash. He had to make change, and stumbled doing that. He grimaced as he was counting the money. I knew he was upset with me for not paying by credit card, like everybody else does. Sue me, I'm old. I own it.
I took my two cups of coffee and my 57-year-old ass to an empty table in the back of the café. I waited about two minutes before she walked in, looked around for me and headed over to my table. I've got to admit I was pissed at how good she looked. She was the same age as me, but looked 10 years younger. She had obviously been hitting the gym and was down about 10 pounds. The golden blonde hair still came from her hairdresser.
I didn't do the polite thing and stand as she approached. Fuck it. She was lucky that I finally agreed to meet her five years after our divorce.
"Couldn't you have picked some place that knows how to brew a good cup of coffee?" I asked with more than a little tone of disgust in my voice. "Jesus, Traci, these kids couldn't make a good cup of regular coffee if Juan Valdez was here teaching them."
She gave me a nervous grin as she sat down in the chair across from me.
"I don't want to fight, Ben. I just want to finally... get some closure. I screwed up so badly. I sort of knew it then; I definitely know it now. I took you for granted. I mistook kindness for weakness. I let 'we' become 'me' because I was a selfish bitch," Traci said.
"I sit in my apartment at night by myself watching something on TV. I couldn't even tell you what. I'm by myself. Got nobody to talk to. I miss our conversations, especially the inane ones. I miss the little things, the touches, the smiles. I always thought we'd be together to the end. Even when I was doing what I did, I still thought we'd be together to the end.
"I never considered that I'd get caught. I was taken in by a skilled seducer...
"No, that's not right. He was a skilled seducer, but I wasn't taken in. I went willingly, because I was stupid... and selfish."
She said all this while studying her cup of coffee. She never once looked up at me.
I was staring silently at her while she lifted her cup to her lips. How many times in our 27 years of marriage did I kiss those lips? How many times did she slide those lips over my cock? I suddenly realized she was staring back at me.
"You asked to meet. It's your story to tell," I said.
"I've asked to meet you many times since you filed for divorce. Why now?" she queried.
"Because it took me all this time to get to the point where I could talk without feeling like I want to strangle you," I said. "I loved you completely, probably still love you somewhat. You betrayed that love... for what, some cheap sex? You betrayed my trust. What did I do to deserve that?" I answered.
"Not a thing," she answered softly. "It was all on me."
I'd like to pretend I was over it by this point and didn't need answers. I'd like to pretend that, but it was far from true. They say the opposite of love isn't hate; it's indifference. I wasn't over the hate yet on the way to indifferent.
"Okay, then, tell me how this happened. Tell me why it happened," I said.
"The why is easy," she started. "I had just turned 50, feeling a little old, a little unwanted. You know, when I walked into a room, men's heads didn't turn as much as they used to.
"I know. I know. You always told me and showed me that I was beautiful to you, but sometimes we women want to be validated by... other people.
"I guess Edward could see that I was needy. We had been co-workers for years, and occasionally talked, but all of a sudden, he became my best buddy. We were talking almost every day, and the conversations had started getting deeper, more personal. He was a good-looking guy, and several of the single women in the place had been out on dates with him and rated him highly. I knew he was a player, but I figured I was in control of this situation. Apparently, I was wrong."
"So just like that you threw us away?" I asked, feeling my stomach start to roil.
"Well, it didn't happen quite that quickly," she answered. "We did a few lunches, a dinner or two when I told you I was working late, lots of coffee breaks. I knew where he was leading me, and I went there."
"How long, Traci?" I rasped.
"About a year, I guess," she replied. "When he finally got me into bed, it was exciting. He was new, different and it was so wrong. I guess that was why I got over my guilt pretty quickly. Plus, if you didn't know, how was it hurting you? I never gave you any less. I never did anything with him that I didn't do with you.
"I know it sounds trite, Ben, but it really was just sex. It was fun, but there was no love. Never would have been."
"So you're telling me that 'fun' trumped our marriage vows. Perfect," I sighed.
"It would have run its course and you wouldn't have been any the wiser if it wasn't for the block busybody. We'd still be married and we'd both be much happier. Why couldn't we have just gone back to that point?" she said.
The only reason I caught her was because my retired neighbor, Ralph Gordon, called me one day to report that my wife and a man had gone into my home in the middle of the day, and he didn't think it looked right. I jumped in my car and walked in on Traci and Edward fucking in my marital bed 20 minutes later.
I interrupted the pair by clubbing him on the back of his head with the side of my fist, causing both a concussion as their heads collided. I screamed at the cowering duo for another five minutes before I walked out the door.
"Because we were done the minute I knew you were cheating. An 'I'm sorry' doesn't quite wipe out the damage done," I said.
"I made a mistake, a big mistake. I know you've made mistakes. Did you have to go nuclear? We could have gotten past it," Traci said.
"Not hardly," I rasped. "We were married for 27 years. Whatever gave you the impression that I would give you a free pass for a year-long affair?"
"Okay, so that was five years ago. You're alone. I'm alone. The kids are pissed at both of us. Why can't we try again? We had 27 good years together," she said.
"To be accurate, we had 26 good years together. That last year certainly wasn't good from my standpoint," I commented.
"You knew what you were doing was wrong, whether or not I found out about it," I added.
"By the way, what happened with lover-boy after I left?"
She sipped her coffee for a second. She saw me watching her intently, but she still couldn't stop herself from flinching.
"He moved on to someone younger and prettier a few months later. I told you, it was just sex, not love," she answered.
"Just some recreational fucking with someone else's wife," I said succinctly as she looked up at the ceiling fan. "Did I deserve that kind of disrespect from you?"
"No, you didn't," she whispered.
I got up and got us each a second cup of over-brewed, bitter coffee. Somehow, the coffee seemed to fit the conversation.
Traci and I had been cordial the few times we were together at family events in the last five years, but I had never been alone with her and talked. Lord knows she tried to get me to talk to her, but I weaseled my way out of any potentially dangerous situations, for both her and me. I still wasn't sure I wouldn't wring her neck if we were alone, or just break down into an embarrassing puddle of tears. Sometimes that varied by the minute.
Surprisingly, the one place I didn't miss Traci was in the bedroom. Considering I never looked at another woman in that way for my entire 27-year marriage, I had no clue about the "nocturnal habits of the 50+ American male." I assumed it would be slim pickings for someone like me... just an average-looking, averaged-size guy who made average money and wasn't hung like a donkey. Nobody was more surprised than me when single women started coming out of the woodwork... and many of them weren't shy about what they wanted from me.
I had never realized that single women over 50 outnumber single men by a considerable margin... and that many single men over 50 seem to gravitate toward younger women, leaving single women over 50 with a dwindling supply of men. Add in the "decency" factor, and the odds are stacked heavily in favor of 50+ men who are not afraid to meet and talk to strange women. That's never been a problem for me, so I had as much female companionship as I wanted. Who knew?
I also had my choice as to what kind of female companionship I wanted: short or long-term. Not every woman out there was looking for her next husband. Some, just like some men, were only interested in the variety pack. Me, I dated both types. I didn't specifically look for the next Mrs. Ben Arniston, but I wouldn't turn her down if she magically appeared in front of me.
The only thing that was off the table was a Traci Arniston redux. Been there, done that, had my heart ripped out of my chest and got the T-shirt.
"So why are you alone, Traci?" I asked. "You still look great. Finding a man shouldn't be a problem for you. You're obviously not shy about meeting men..."
She gasped, and for the first time I felt bad about insulting her.
"That's not what I meant, and you know it," I commented.
She huffed, but then admitted I was right.
"Maybe I don't want to meet another man. Maybe I've come to the conclusion that I met the right man, gave him away and now want him back," she said.
"I know I did you wrong... horribly wrong, but I also know you are a good man who believes in forgiveness. I know you do. I know you as well as anybody."
It took all of my self-restraint not to raise my voice in the café.
"You're not a stupid woman, Traci. Did you never consider what would happen if you were caught?" I snarled through my teeth.
"No, I never considered getting caught," Traci said. "We never should have done it at our home. That was the only time we did it there. Edward had been busting my chops for weeks to... do it in our bed. Your bed. I knew what he wanted. I just finally got weak and gave in to him.
"I guess in reality Ralph was being a good friend to you ratting me out. I know a lot of people wouldn't want to get involved.
"In the cold light of day, 'I'm sorry' doesn't even come close to cutting it. God, I was so arrogant, in so many ways.
"But all that said, Ben, I want you back. I need you back. Please, Ben. I'll beg if I have to."
I just shook my head as Traci scrutinized my face looking for an answer.
"Please, Traci, don't embarrass both of us. How about putting my feelings ahead of your own at this point, exactly what you should have been doing five years ago. Actions have consequences. You forgot that," I said.
Traci sniffed as tears threatened to drop from her eyes.
"You're right... again," she said. "I won't bother you again."
There was a time when that forlorn look would have induced me to get up and crush her with a heartfelt hug. I did feel a pang of pain, for both of us, as I watched her rise and leave the building. I sat there watching her go and then looked blankly at the door until a well-dressed fifty-ish woman walked over to my table and placed a salted caramel latte in front of me.
"I know you hate our coffee, so I want you to leave on a tasty note," the woman said with a bright smile on her face.
"You didn't tell her, did you?"
"I didn't want to crush her soul. There was a time I wanted to, but someone... has convinced me I'm a better man than that. I still have my doubts," I said.
The woman sat down on my lap and gave me a gentle kiss. I absentmindedly looked at the engagement ring on her left hand. Sandy Caruso and I would be married in two months.
"I don't. And unlike the last Mrs. Ben Arniston, that good man will always come first in my life," she said. "I know what it's like to lose a good man. I watched one wither away in a hospital from cancer 10 years ago. I'm always going to put my man first," she said, giving me another kiss.
I noticed several of the café staff members grinning as they watched their boss and me kiss. The staff had never met me before because, as I said, I don't drink Starbucks coffee, even if I was in love with the franchise owner.
I never gave karma much thought until I met Sandy on a bike ride about two years before. I hadn't ridden a bicycle since I was a kid, but once I got divorced, I had a lot of spare time on my hands. I was a regular at a gym, but I wasn't much into cardio. I had brought up the possibility of Traci and I getting bicycles and starting to ride, but she had no interest.
Once I was on my own, I decided to get a nice road bike and hit the roads. I mostly rode alone, but every now and then I did an organized ride. I wasn't so good at finding the John Henry signs, though, and was off-course on this one ride when this woman rode up alongside me and asked if I was on the ride. She giggled musically when I said I was.
"Then you need to turn your ass around and head back with me, because you missed a right turn about a half-mile ago," the woman said.
I did as she instructed and when I first turned around, she was just up ahead of me. I watched a more than decent ass in Spandex bike shorts pedaling strong.
"Hey, genius, stop watching my ass and get up here so we can talk like adults while we ride," she demanded.
We rode together for the next 36 miles and we told each other our life stories. I told her about my cheating wife and she told me about her late husband, who died from cancer. We both talked about our adult children--we each had two--and our grandchildren--she had three but I only had one so far.
The ride was 52 miles. The longest I had gone previously was 35 miles, but having a riding partner who was both pretty and interesting made the miles fly by.
We had a date the next night, even though my leg muscles were incredibly sore. We were exclusive two weeks later, and slept together on our fourth date. My days as an older playboy were over.
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Just a whimsical flash story done LW style.
As it was every year, "the night" was again long, cold, grueling and... yes, amazing. He was tired, as was his team.
He checked his watch. Damn, he was about two hours earlier than usual. The weather was good, and for most of the journey he had a tailwind.
As he circled for landing, he spotted another sleigh in his spot in the driveway.
Although he didn't recognize whose vehicle it was, he knew what that meant.
"Fucking whore!" he muttered under his breath.
After watering and bedding down the team, he quietly entered the house. An album of Christmas carols by Nat King Cole was on the turntable.
"God, that guy could croon," the big man thought to himself as he silently ascended the stairs toward the hushed sounds coming out of the master bedroom.
"Are you close? We've only got a little more than an hour 'til he gets back," he heard his wife, Carole, say to her lover.
"A... few... more... minutes," the lover responded. "God, I love fucking your ass!"
The big man froze in his tracks. His wife had never let him have her ass - never.
"Son of a bitch!" he muttered again.
The bedroom door was slightly ajar. Just as the big man was about to burst in, he heard his wife's lover growl, "Aaahhh! Oh fucking yeah! Aarrgghh!"
The big man shoved the door in just in time to see his wife's lover finish in her ass. He let out his own roar as he rushed into the room.
"You fucking bitch!" he screamed as he ran to the bed, coming up to the pair from behind.
The big man dove into the lover feet first, his big black boots flying into the other man's back.
"Ooowww!" shrieked the lover, a much smaller man, as contact was made.
The husband had made contact with the lover just as the lover was pulled back outside the woman's ass. The resulting collision forced the smaller man's erection directly into her left glute muscle, causing the erection to bend almost in two. The searing pain was so intense the smaller man passed out, first falling against the woman before rolling off and falling unconscious onto the floor.
Having a hard erection speared against her violently was only a little less painful for the woman, who screamed out her own pain as she turned to face the attacker. If the intense pain wasn't enough, the sight of her husband's maniacal face certainly made her fear for her life.
"As much as you deserve it, you know I'd never hit you, you stupid bitch! But you need to pack a bag and get the fuck out of here. And take little broke dick over there with you, when he wakes up. Of course, he might not be of any use to you after tonight. I won't apologize for that, Carole."
The big man looked at the unconscious man on the floor. He recognized the small man as Chaim Rothberg, his head elf up until a few minutes ago.
Carole shifted uncomfortably on the bed, grimacing as she did so. Despite the grimace, Santa Claus had to admit his wife was still a beautiful woman, with robust tits, big hips, slender waist, alabaster skin and light blue eyes. Her white hair had been held up by clips earlier, but with most of those clips now lying on the bed, half of her hair was now disheveled and hanging down alongside her beautiful Nordic face.
"It-it was only sex, Santa. It didn't mean anything. I don't want to leave," she pleaded.
"Wa-wa-wa, Carole. That's all bullshit and you know it.
"Why, Carole, and for how long? Didn't our vows mean anything to you?"
She flinched and squirmed.
"It was just something and someone different. There was no love. You always get so busy right before Christmas, working long hours. It was easy. We've been getting together for the last several months," she said.
"Well now you've made it even easier. I give you to him!"
The big man walked over to the unconscious one. He planted the heel of his boot over the prone man's genitals and stomped. He heard the sound of crushed testicles. The unconscious man never moved.
Despite her best efforts, Carole was unable to convince Santa not to file for divorce. She hired an arrogant American attorney to represent her and he tried to get a 50-50 property split, claiming four of the eight reindeer that pull Santa's sleigh. The lawyer was very surprised to learn that Santa's reindeer were actually considered independent contractors and not his possessions, and were thus not subject to the divorce settlement. Additionally, what Carole believed to be his toy factory and his abode at the North Pole were actually the possessions of an entity named Jolly Old Elf Inc. Santa himself was listed as an employee of the company, with an annual salary of just $1 per year.
With no alimony, Carole had to find the first real job she needed in many years, but there were few employers who wanted the headache of hiring the now infamous Mrs. Claus. Press coverage of the divorce was wall-to-wall. Also, in reality, she had no marketable job skills. Eventually she was hired to work at a fast-food drive-through.
Rothberg was incensed when the North Pole police refused to charge Santa Claus with assault for the fracas at the Claus' home, citing the infidelity and "sudden heat." He would never have intercourse with a woman again.
For better or worse, America is the land of opportunity, and a year after the Clauses were divorced, Rothberg had an opportunity for his former lover in the United States. Carole would go on tour with a group of midget wrestlers in an act called "Mrs. Claus and Her Eight Tiny Dears." The act hit strip joints throughout the U.S. and featured Carole wearing a bikini wrestling several midgets in a pool of Jell-O. Needless to say, the audience for this type of act was small but very enthusiastic. It was not uncommon for Mrs. Claus to be stripped out of her bikini during the events, and she still had a body that made it worthwhile for the audience.
Travelling with a crew of eight midgets also meant that it was worthwhile for Carole, as she didn't have to seek outside male companionship. She wasn't above joking that since they were small, she was able to "take two."
Santa Claus didn't lack for sexual partners either, once it was known he was on the market. Women of all ages practically threw themselves at him anywhere he went, and the consensus among his dates was that Santa always delivered the presents.
He was often seen in the presence of singers Megan Thee Stallion and Lady Gaga. He was always merry.
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I should have seen it coming. Life was too perfect, especially at that moment.
It was a Friday night on a beautiful summer day. My Corona was icy cold as it slid down my throat. The Cubs were beating up on the Cardinals on the bigscreen, 7-2, in the fifth inning. My trusty German Shepherd, Rice, was laying to the side of my La-Z-Boy, curled up and mostly sleeping, only waking and opening his eyes a bit when I would let out a whoop of celebration over the success the Cubs were having.
With the exception of the TV and my occasional shouts of joy, the house was quiet. My wife of 21 years, Traci, was over at a neighbor's house, and my 18-year-old son and 17-year-old daughter were both spending the night over at friends' houses. It was just the dog and me, the Cubbies and a case of Corona in the fridge. Oh, yeah, and limes. I didn't often bother with the limes, but I picked up a couple earlier in the day when I found out I would be alone for the evening. Treating myself good.
I heard the front screen door open and close and assumed it was my wife coming in from visiting with her longtime friend, Lisa. I heard her moving in the front of the house, but I didn't hear her call out in greeting like she usually would have done. I thought that a little odd, but just then Cubs manager David Ross took out his starting pitcher in the fourth inning with the Cubs having a big lead, causing me to explode in anger and once again waking the dog.
It had to be at least five minutes before Traci finally made her way to the family room. She looked reflective, nervous maybe. She didn't come over to my chair and lean in for a kiss, as usual, but instead sat down on the edge of the sofa to the left of my chair. I watched her with one eye while I kept track of the game with the other.
"Can we talk for a minute, Bob?" she asked in a voice I was barely able to hear above the television.
By now she had my complete attention.
"Of course, Blondie," I answered.
I noticed she had a light sheen of sweat on her brow and seemed to be breathing erratically. I wondered if someone we knew was sick or had died.
"Can you shut the TV, Bob?" she asked as she clenched and unclenched her fists.
Shutting the TV in the middle of a Cub game? She knew what she was asking. This had to be something big: death, not illness. I got a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach. I grabbed the remote and shut off the noise box.
"What's up, baby? You don't look so good. Did somebody die or something?"
"God, no. Nobody died," she answered quickly. "It's just that this is very important to me, and I need to make sure you are completely listening to me."
I nodded without saying anything. I had a traffic jam of bad thoughts running through my brain.
We sat staring at each other for at least a half-minute. Her eyes showed fear and something else... maybe anger.
"You know I love you completely... and I would never cheat on you, never go behind your back with another man, right?"
This was not exactly the question I expected. Suddenly, the dinner I ate earlier in the evening and the two beers I had during the game felt like they wanted to make a re-appearance, right there on the family room floor. I nodded again mutely.
"I'm 45 years old, Bob. I've only slept with one man beside you in my entire life," she started. "I'm still a good-looking woman; my friends even say I'm a hot MILF. I-I-I want to sleep with another man, just once, so I can feel the thrill of a new man, a different man, one more time before you and I grow old together."
What the absolute fuck?
I sat stock still for... I don't know how long. It sounded like a speeding train was passing right by my ears.
"No. NO. ABSOLUTELY NO!" I yelled in response as I jumped out of my chair. "Not happening while I'm drawing breath!"
She watched me with wide eyes as I paced back and forth. This had to be a bad dream. I must have fallen asleep in my chair and be in the midst of a nightmare.
"It has nothing to do with you and me, Bob. This is all about me... my needs as a woman... above and beyond you and our family," she said, her voice seeming to get stronger and more assured as she spoke.
"I think I've been a pretty good wife and mother for all these years. I've always... always put the family first. This one time I need to do something for me. I need to do this to feel like a sexy woman... a sexy woman in control of her life."
"You don't feel like a sexy woman with me?" I asked, realizing I sounded like a whiny loser. "I tell you I love you all the time. I think I show you that you are a sexy woman all the time. I still lust after you, and I'm pretty sure I'm not too subtle about that."
"You do, and I love that, but this is about... something different. My ego still needs to be validated... by men other than you, Bob. It's nice to be noticed by other men. It's wonderful to think that another man would want me in that way. Doesn't it make you feel good when you see a woman looking at you or flirting with you?
"I'm no different than anybody else. I like to be looked at... lusted after. And after all this time, I want... no, more than that... I would like the experience of going out on a date, wined and dined as it were... then taken and lusted after by a different man... for just one night. Not love, just lust. One night. Then I would come home to you and be yours... be a plain wife and mother for the rest of my life."
"You're anything but a plain wife and mother to me, Blondie," I rejoined. "You're my everything. I can't let you go to another man. I won't let you go to another man."
"You keep telling me you love me. Why don't you show me how much you love me by giving this to me. I know it's a big ask... the biggest. And it would be the ultimate gift to me for you to let me have it," she stated.
"No, it would be the ultimate stupidity for me to let you have that. If you really loved me, you wouldn't have even asked," I said.
"Have I not been a pretty good husband to you and a good father to our kids? Should that not entitle me to a free pass as well?"
"But you had so many more women than I had men before we married. I'm just trying to even the score a bit," she said.
"Actually, we never discussed numbers before we were married. All we really discussed is how we both believed in fidelity after marriage. And, for your information, I've only slept with four women in my life, including you, not exactly a big list," I said.
"Oh, I always thought... you had so much more experience than me," she said. "You know so much more than me."
"I read a lot on the subject. I want to please you as much as possible."
"So it's still a hard no for you, then?" she asked.
"Not only a hard no, but I'll be seeing an attorney first thing Monday morning to start on a divorce," I said as shock registered on her face.
"But... but... but..." she stammered.
"I realize how hard this must have been for you to ask for the pass, so that tells me that you're really serious about this, which tells me that you're not going to let this go easily," I said. "That means that you will eventually go behind my back to get it done. I don't trust you not to, anymore... Unless you've already done it, and this was just a smokescreen to get permission after the fact."
"No, I swear to you that I haven't slept with anybody so far. I said I wouldn't cheat on you, and I meant that," she whined.
"But you would figure that now that I know you want to, that doing it now wouldn't be cheating," I said, looking directly at her.
Her inability to hold my gaze told me everything I needed to know.
"You would break up our family even though I haven't done anything yet?" she asked in a rasp.
"If you finally got up the nerve to ask, you've been planning this for a long time... and that tells me you've already got a target picked out. He's probably been in on the planning of this as well. Lunches? Dinners? You've already cheated on me, at least emotionally.
"By the way, who is he?" I asked.
"I didn't have anyone in particular picked out," she said, staring at a spot on the wall over my shoulder.
The silence lasted for about 15 seconds as I drilled a hole in her with my eyes. She turned bright red when she looked at me and realized I was staring at her, disbelief all over my face.
"You don't need to know, Bob," she said quietly.
"You're right. I don't need to know. But I want to know the name of the man who is breaking up what I thought was a great marriage. You can tell me, or I can call every one of your close friends, as well as your boss and all of your co-workers, and ask them," I said.
Her mouth dropped open in shock.
"Y-y-you wouldn't..." she started to say.
"Wouldn't I? What have I got to lose? My life is in the gutter, my marriage is gone. What's a little embarrassment to me?"
"What about my embarrassment?" she shrilled.
I shrugged and did my best to hide my smile.
"Name?" I asked harshly.
"Dan. Dan Wilson," she said quietly. "Please, Bob, don't hurt him."
"I guarantee nothing."
I grabbed the remote and turned the game back on. She harrumphed, sniffled back some tears, got off the sofa and went upstairs to our bedroom.
My eyes watched the rest of the Cubs game, but nothing registered in my brain. I couldn't even tell you what came on the screen after the game, but I know I sat in front of the TV for at least two more hours. While I think I did a pretty good job of hiding most of my feelings from my wife, in reality I was devastated. I had absolutely no clue my wife was planning on sleeping with another man.
In retrospect, I suppose I should have seen signs of her dissatisfaction with me, or her life or whatever. In the last three months, Traci had become somewhat distant with not only me, but also our children. In fact, my daughter, Sherri, was the first to notice, asking me if Traci and I had had an argument of some sort.
Intimacy between us had also fallen off, I had noticed. Sex two or three times a week had fallen off to once every other week, and not because I wasn't trying. I wondered if she wasn't going through some early changes.
Then there were the phone calls being taken out of the room, something that had almost never happened until recently, in addition to the almost-constant late-evening texting. When I inquired about that, she claimed it was Lisa, who was having problems with her husband, Jerry. That was more than interesting, because Jerry and Lisa lived just three doors down from us, and I had no clue they were having any problems.
I spent the remainder of the weekend thinking hard about my options. I told Traci that I was going to file for divorce as quickly as possible, but first I had to examine every aspect of that, my marriage and my family.
I certainly could understand how another man could lust after my Traci. She was beautiful when I met her when we were both 21, and at 45 she was only 10 pounds heavier, despite having two children. Her nice-sized boobs were matched by a tight ass, and her face made her look more like 35.
I always wondered how I wound up with Traci. She was clearly above my pay grade. It's not like I'm a troll or anything, being decent-looking, 5-11, 175, but guys who look like me don't often wind up with the prom queen, which she was just three years before as a high school senior.
We were both in the same astronomy class at Purdue University in our junior years. I was taking it just for fun, while Traci needed the course to fulfill her science requirement. I'm kind of a geek that way, and Traci figured out pretty quickly that I would happily help her pass the class, science not being her forte.
It was getting toward the end of the first semester and we were in my dorm room studying when Traci leaned in to me and kissed me hard on the lips. I kissed her back just as hard.
"God damn, for most of the semester I thought you were gay," Traci said to me when we broke the kiss. "No matter what outfit I wore, you never seemed interested."
"I was interested, girl, but I wouldn't have guessed it was reciprocal. I was just trying my hardest not to drool in front of you," I said.
We were exclusive right off the bat. I wasn't very experienced sexually, but I guessed she was even less so because she never complained and seemed quite pleased with everything I tried in bed, courtesy of my voracious reading on the subject. While every other guy my age was watching porn, I was reading about the acts everyone was watching.
It came in handy right from the start with Traci. The second time we had sex, I made her pass out by using my tongue on her pussy. At first I was concerned, never having made any of my three previous partners lose consciousness, but I figured she was okay since she was still breathing. When she opened her eyes two minutes later, all she could mumble was, "I love you, Bob."
We married two years after graduating. Our son came along three years later, followed by our daughter. We lived a pretty good life financially, as I was an IT guy and she was a banker when she returned to the workforce when our youngest went to school.
Our son was now getting ready to attend Ohio State as a freshman in a couple of months and our daughter was going to be a high school senior. In two short years, we were going to be empty-nesters. We had been discussing plans for our future, including travel, for the last several months.
I had loved this woman for almost 23 years. On the one hand, throwing that away for her asking for permission to cheat seemed overly harsh, but on the other hand I had already noted that her getting to the point of asking to cheat was a major problem. I wasn't born yesterday. I knew if she was that desperate to ask to be allowed to cheat, she would be desperate enough to go behind my back, especially since she already told me about it and didn't look at it as cheating, even though I did.
Of course, there was also the matter of her and Dan Wilson already having an emotional affair and planning this night of physical cheating together. Could I ever forgive that?
I called a divorce attorney first thing Monday morning and had an appointment for that Thursday afternoon.
Meanwhile, on the home front, Traci tried her best to persuade me not to file for divorce.
"We didn't do anything, Bob. We won't do anything," Traci cried.
"Because you don't want a divorce or because you know it's wrong?" I asked.
She wouldn't look at me or answer.
"You still are hoping I'll change my mind and let you, aren't you?"
That got me a hopeful look, which sadly sealed both of our fates.
I had Traci served one week after I met with my attorney. We lived in a no-fault state and made similar money, so the finances were easy. The kids were almost out of the house, so accommodations would be sorted as we went, with the non-custodial parent responsible for child support for one year. We would sell the house and split the proceeds. Boom. Done deal. Twenty-one years... over.
Not quite so fast.
Traci got a pretty sharp attorney who convinced the judge to order four counseling sessions, more if she felt it was necessary. The counselor, a mid-30s woman, had the same opinion that my kids and Traci had: since my wife didn't actually commit adultery, why did I feel divorce was my only recourse?
I told the counselor the same thing I told Traci and my kids: that I considered her request to have sex outside of our marriage to be tantamount to breaking our vows. Because of that, I no longer trusted her as a marriage partner. I might still love her to some extent, but I couldn't stay married to a woman I couldn't trust.
"But I will never try something like that again, Bob. I don't need anybody but you. Please," she pleaded over and over again for most of two sessions.
"You're never going to change your mind, are you, Mr. Rasmussen? I can see it in your eyes," the counselor said toward the end of the second session. "I'm going to end this farce and tell the judge to let the divorce proceed unhindered.
"My personal opinion doesn't count, but I'm still going to give it to you. I think you're making a monumental mistake here. Your wife hasn't cheated on you... at least physically... so it seems like you would welcome marriage counseling to keep your long-term marriage. Your wife seems willing to make whatever concessions you want to keep your marriage... and your family."
I know I grimaced and sighed. I loved Traci to death. I didn't make this decision by flipping a coin.
"There's the difference between the way you and I look at things, Dr. Baker. You called it a concession. I don't think her promising to be faithful is a concession. I think it's called keeping the wedding vows she made to me 21 years ago, and that she had schemed with another man to break," I explained.
My in-laws practically went apoplectic when Traci told them about the divorce. My mother-in-law called me the next day and shrieked invectives for a good 15 minutes, taking just one breath in that whole diatribe. She started to scream right after I said hello.
My father-in-law, who was always the more rational one, took the phone from her while she was still screaming.
"She didn't even cheat on you and you're divorcing her... after 21 years? Are you fucking nuts, Bob?" he yelled.
I gave him my version of the events that transpired and I could hear him making small strangling noises as I went along. Every now and then he would quietly utter, "Really?" and then I would continue on. At the end of the conversation, he seemed much smaller of spirit. He finally said, "I'm sorry, Bob," and quietly hung up.
I moved into a near-by two-bedroom apartment the next week. My daughter had decided to stay with my wife in the house for the next year until she went to college, but I figured the second room would come in handy if either kid wanted to stay over for a bit. They both were upset with me, even though they seemed to understand why I was divorcing their mother.
I had a friendly phone conversation with my neighbor, Jerry, a few days after I moved into my own place. I informed him that his wife, Lisa, had a hand in my wife's plans with Dan Wilson, and that Traci claimed he and Lisa were having marital problems. I told him I didn't think he was involved in the break-up of my marriage, but his wife was somehow involved, and considering how close she and Traci were, was Lisa also lining up a young stud to fuck?
"Oh fuck," Jerry rasped over the line. "So you're telling me I might have a problem, too? Does your attorney give out group rates?"
The social media phenomenon has both an upside and a downside. For me, an upside was getting all sorts of information about one Dan Wilson without even needing to hire a private investigator. Saved me a boatload of money.
Wilson was a co-worker of Lisa's, and had transferred in to the local office from Cleveland about six months before my marriage imploded. He had a very pretty fiancée who was still seeking a position in our city, so he was driving home almost every weekend to see her. Apparently he was trying to set up something with my wife for when he was in the city, so he would have a warm, welcoming pussy in both places. I wondered if Traci even knew about the kid's fiancée. Water under the bridge now... except for the phone call I placed to Wilson's fiancée.
I heard soon afterward from some sources that Dan's wedding was called off, and his fiancée said he was welcome to have his "old lady" full time. Did I mention that his fiancée was the daughter of a very rich man?
Two weeks before the divorce was final was my 22nd anniversary with Traci. I had to admit I hurt inside for what I had lost, but the longer I sat in front of my Swanson TV dinner, the more I knew in my head I was doing the right thing for me. I would have spent the rest of my life looking for clues that she was cheating on me if I stayed married. I knew with every fiber of my being that sooner or later she would find a way to cheat on me... she hated to lose at anything and would see not getting her way as a loss that would need to be rectified. I sipped a shot of single malt and was in bed by 10 PM. Happy anniversary to me.



My phone rang about 1 AM and I noticed it was my soon-to-be ex-wife. I thought about letting it go to voice-mail, but since I was already awake, I answered the call.
"Ungh. Ungh. Ungh. Ah. Ah. Ah. Ooh fuck yeah!" she wailed, obviously in the throes of orgasm. I had heard the sounds often enough to know she wasn't acting.
There was more unintelligible squealing before Traci exhorted her partner, presumably Wilson, to fuck her harder. I should have ended the call immediately, but I was frozen in place. I listened in for another two minutes, long enough to hear Traci's paramour growl out his own release. I then hung up before they started cooing to each other post-fuck, wishing I was on a landline so she could hear me slam the phone down.
If I had even the slightest doubt that I was doing the right thing, that sealed our fate.
On the advice of my attorney, I had made it a habit to record all conversations with my wife. As I sat there with my blood pressure about to ring the bell, I hit the number for my in-laws, and when my father-in-law acknowledged his presence, I hit playback on my phone recorder app. I let the whole three minutes play for him, then ended the call. I was pretty sure there would be no repeats of that little one-act play in the future.
Unlike my wife, I didn't avail myself of the charms of others until the divorce became official, and even then I didn't take a woman to bed for more than a year. I'll admit that I struggled in my social life. It had been 24 years since I last dated, and since I never planned to date again, I hadn't been keeping up on the dating scene. Silly me. That proved to be a disastrous strategy, because the dating world certainly passed me by like a freight train on speed.
I knew some of my reluctance to date was in my head. I was afraid of being blindsided again. I loved Traci, and I never saw what happened coming my way... not even a hint.
The one thing that was easy to see that had changed since I last dated was the attitude of the women. When I was dating, it was all one-sided. The man picked out the target. The man asked said target for a date. If said target said yes, the man chose the activity and paid for everything. Nowadays, women seemed to be the hunters almost half the time, or at least had thoughts on how the date should go. Sometimes they even paid for things. There were times I felt like a dinosaur trying to chase a cheetah.
The dating scene showed me that Traci's sudden selfishness was not unicorn behavior. Along with feeling more empowered, today's dating women were definitely more self-centered. Many of them wanted theirs, even at the exclusion of their partners. If it was good for them, then it would be good for them and their significant others. Been there, done that... all fairly recently.
I'm not going to complain about the physical aspects of sex with a 20-something woman. Okay, the first few times the women about killed me. I was pretty sure I pulled a fuck muscle. Once I got used to the physicality, however, the enjoyment level was off the charts. I'm not saying Traci wasn't good in bed, but at 45 she didn't have the energy and flexibility of a 20-something. Of course I didn't have the regenerative powers of a 20-something man, either, but my powers with my tongue and fingers held me in good stead while my partner and I waited for my dick to revive.
It wasn't all about younger women, though. I dated—and fucked—women from about 25 to 55. I guess you could call me an equal opportunity fucker. Still, I always looked first for women about my age, in my comfort zone, so to speak.
It had been a rough week, and after finishing a meeting with a new client on the far side of the city, I stopped in at the bar of an upscale hotel/restaurant still wearing my suit. I sat down on a tall stool at the bar and ordered a shot of Glenmorangie single malt. It was about 7 when I walked in, and about an hour later, a group of women from a bachelorette party took up residence at a group of tables marked reserved. There must have been about 15 of them, and they were all being pretty raucous. I decided to hang around a bit and watch the fun, so I ordered a meal to be served at the bar.
The bride-to-be, of course, was the star of the show, and I noticed that she was a pretty girl of about 25, with waist-length light brown hair and big brown eyes. I'll admit that I'm a long-hair freak, so I was kind of taken by her and focused on her for several minutes before I started paying attention to the others in the party. It was then that I spotted her. She was about 40, I guessed, and by her age I figured she was the chaperone for the evening, the older mother hen brought along to watch out for the innocent—and not so innocent—younger chicks.
The first thing I noticed was that she seemed to be a little fidgety in her mid-thigh-length black skirt, which seemed to be riding up a little higher on her legs as she sat in her chair. Several times in the first few minutes she tried unsuccessfully to pull the skirt down. I smiled to myself. She did have nice legs.
She also seemed to have a sizeable chest not quite hidden under the tight lavender silk blouse she was wearing. The blouse was kind of a V-neck, with the opening coming down to the middle of her large breasts and showing that her alabaster skin wasn't often exposed to sun. When she wasn't worried about the length of her skirt, she was gazing down at her boobs, I'm guessing to make sure that not too much creamy skin was showing.
Her whole outfit was probably a little young for her comfort, and I guessed that it was put together for her by one of the younger women in the group. I gave some mental kudos to whoever picked it out and persuaded her to wear it.
The women definitely seemed to be enjoying themselves, laughing, drinking and eating, and when a three-piece combo started to play, several women got up and started to dance with each other.
The women dancing together seemed to embolden the other men in the bar, who started to approach the women on the floor and those at the table, except for their chaperone.
I waited about 10 minutes, and when no one made a move for the chaperone, I decided the coast was clear and made my way over to her. She had dark brown shoulder-length hair and bright green eyes, reminding me of Jacqueline Bisset in her heyday. Just as important, she wasn't wearing a wedding ring.
She blushed a gorgeous shade of pink when I asked her to dance. She hesitated at first, but then said yes, and several of the younger women seated near-by gave her a ration of grief as she got up, pulled her skirt down and took my hand.
The first two dances were fast, and I had to give my ex-wife a silent thank you for insisting I learn how to dance. The next dance was a slow one, and I was a little surprised when she melted her lush body into mine. Her hair smelled of White Shoulders, and I grinned to myself because that perfume is not exactly popular with younger women. We actually talked a little bit as we glided about the dance floor. I found out her name was Kathleen Franks, she was an aunt of the bride and the group chaperone.
She thanked me for the dances and started to leave the floor after the slow dance, but I held onto her hand and invited her to join me at the bar. She started to protest that she needed to watch "her girls," but I pointed out to her that she could see them just fine from my spot at the bar.
We watched the younger women and talked. I found out she was actually 48 years old and was divorced after being married for 15 years. She told me her husband, a man of means, had traded her in for a trophy wife who was 27 to his 48 when he married her three years ago.
She also told me that her outfit was chosen for her by her niece, the bride, and that she felt it was a little too young for her as she normally dressed more conservatively. I opined that her outfit seemed perfect for her, and I completely sucked up when I told her I absolutely loved her sexy heels. I had learned years ago that women really seemed to like having their shoes complimented.
"You don't think I look out of place dressed like this?" she asked innocently.
"Not in the least. Pardon me for saying so, but you look good enough to eat."
If I liked the pink blush before, I loved the dark red blush she now exhibited.
We talked for about 15 minutes. She noted that I didn't wear a wedding ring and wanted to know that story. She expressed surprise when I said that my ex-wife had never actually cheated on me physically.
"I'm really old-fashioned," I explained. "She cheated on me emotionally and had plans to do it physically. I couldn't trust her anymore. You don't tell someone you love them... but want to have sex with someone else."
"I get that," she answered. "Everybody has to have a line in the sand."
She went back to the bridal party table a few minutes later, but was more than receptive when I again asked her to dance about 30 minutes later. This time when we finished she took my hand and led me back to the table with the other women, which now also had several other men.
The evening was a success from my standpoint, even with the younger women being a little on the rowdy side. I was greatly surprised when Kathy invited me to be her plus-one at the wedding in two weeks.
"I was going to go by myself, but I know I'd have a better time with you. I know we've just met, but you've already met many of the girls who are going to be there, too," she said. "Besides, you'd be doing me a great favor because I wouldn't be there alone looking really pathetic."
"I definitely wouldn't want you to look pathetic. I would be more than pleased to accompany you to the wedding," I said. "Tell me what color you are wearing and I'll pick the suit I have that best goes along with that."
She leaned in to me and gave me a quick peck on the lips.
"Ooh-la-la," came the chorus from down the table.
I smiled brightly while Kathy blushed again. I could get used to that.
I sat with Kathy when we weren't dancing. During one of those times we were at the table, I kept my eyes on the bachelorette party girls, some of whom were obviously going overboard with their alcohol consumption. I'm the father of a teenage girl, so it wasn't out of character for me to be in "dad mode" with the young women around. When I saw a young man take one of the girls' hands and start to lead her toward the restrooms, I excused myself from the table and quickly and quietly made my way to them, getting to them just before the guy was about to push the girl inside the men's room.
The youngster looked at me with disdain, obviously not being intimidated by an older guy in a shirt and tie. I'll admit, at 5-11, 175, I'll never scare anybody on sight, but I'd like to think I'm still in good physical condition, and I had been in my fair share of scrapes as a kid. Sometimes you have to be willing to take some abuse to do the right thing, which in this case meant protecting some young girl from being this kid's sex toy. I would hope somebody would step in and protect my little girl if the situation called for it.
"Let go of my arm and get away from me, old man," he growled at me. "She's old enough to play if she wants."
I let go of his arm but used my other hand to palm his head and slam it hard into the wall to the side of the door. I shoved him hard enough to break the drywall, bloody his face and stun him. He suddenly didn't seem quite so cocky anymore and let go of the girl. He also didn't seem to want anymore of this disagreement.
The club had gotten quiet as people picked up on what had just gone down. Just as I started to guide Alicia back to the bachelorette party, Kathy and the rest of the group came up to us, grabbed the woman and led her back to the table. I was left standing face-to-face with the restaurant manager and another employee. I thought I was in trouble until the manager stuck out his hand and thanked me for helping the young woman.
"The police have been called. This yutz is going to jail. They'll probably want your information and your side of the story, but I don't think you have anything to worry about. By the way, your drinks for the rest of the night are on the house. Thank you again," he said.
"Wow. That was some crazy shit," said Wanda, the bride-to-be, when I got back to the table. "Thank you for paying attention... to more than just Aunt Kathy."
"How did you see that?" Kathy asked me. "I'm supposed to be the chaperone, and I didn't have a clue what was going on. I feel pretty bad about that."
"Not your fault. It's easy to lose track of 14 girls in a bar if you're not a professional security person... or a dad. Dads, at least most of us, have what I call Dadvision."
I talked and kibitzed with the women at the table until they decided to leave and go somewhere else for the remainder of their evening. I gave Kathy a soft kiss on the lips as we said good night, feeling pretty good about myself and having her digits in my phone.
"Get a room," one of the girls said to raucous laughter from the group.
I licked my lips softly and tasted Kathy's lipstick as I watched the women leave the restaurant. I took my drink back to the spot at the bar I had earlier occupied.
"That seemed to work out pretty good for you," the bartender chuckled as I sat back down.
"Who knew?" I laughingly replied. "A bachelorette party? Give me one for the road so I can celebrate my good fortune before I go."
My new best friend, Sean the bartender, earned himself a double sawbuck as a tip for the night.
Kathy's dress for the wedding was light blue, so I wore my dark blue pinstripe suit, which I consider to be my "own the room" suit. I thought we made a handsome couple, as did several of her relatives at the wedding.
Several people came up to me at the wedding and thanked me for looking out for Alicia. Apparently the bride had spent the previous two weeks telling everybody who would listen that I was some kind of a hero.
"Heroic and handsome, what a great combination," said Kathy's sister, Donna Fulham, the mother of the bride, as she glided up to us to introduce herself to me before the wedding. "Thank you for helping the girls a couple of weeks ago, and for making my sister look like she has gotten better taste in men."
I also met Kathy's 24-year-old daughter, Marissa, and her fiancé, Ben.
"Well at least one of my parents doesn't troll for dates at an elementary school," Marissa said upon meeting me. "Dad's absolutely going to hate you if you stick around long enough to get introduced to him."
By the time the reception was over, I knew Kathy and I would go the distance. I introduced her to my kids a month later. My son took to her quickly; my daughter was a bit standoffish. She was still somewhat pissed at me for divorcing her mother "even though Mom didn't even cheat on you." My son got it, though. He had a serious girlfriend, and we had the full discussion on fidelity and what it meant to each of us one night.
Epilogue:
My wife, Kathy, and I retired several years ago. We celebrated our 25th anniversary with an Alaskan cruise. With the help of a daily Cialis and Astroglide, we make love every morning before we shower and get on with our lives. At our age, it's more about "connecting" than it is about sex.
All three of our children are married and doing well. We have a total of six grandchildren.
I've only talked to my ex-wife maybe a couple dozen times since our divorce; counting our kids' weddings and Christmas holidays. She's been married and divorced a second time. My kids tell me she blames me for her life being what it is.
"I never actually cheated on him," she still tells them.
Some people just don't get it.



        Candle in The Window

        Once the connection is broken...

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/candle-in-the-window-1

Title: Candle in The Window

Author: Hooked1957

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Once the connection is broken...

Tags: 




Once again a thank you to blackrandl1958 for her editing prowess and the crew at Specialized Iterations for their pre-reads and thoughts to make this a better story.
Clayton Williams spotted his wife as she entered the airport from the gangway leading from the jet. She looked tired... and unsettled as she scanned for her husband.
They spotted each other from across the room. Her eyes clouded over; was that a quick flash of guilt before she started to smile at him? The smile seemed gratuitous, forced and didn't go all the way to her eyes. Definitely not her best smile, that much was obvious, Clay thought.
She kept walking toward him as he started to move toward her. Any other time he had met her at the airport, the two had come together with an almost magnetic pull, he thought. Now she came toward him with a hesitant gait, almost like she would have preferred to be anywhere else in the world.
He felt a wave of nausea sweep over him. It would not be the last time he had that feeling.
He gave his wife a quick once-over visually as they reached each other, then realized he was basically staring. They both leaned in to each other for a soft kiss on the lips, again an anomaly. Until just then, their usual greeting after several days apart was always a deep, passionate kiss, with dueling tongues. He stepped back, looked quizzically at the woman who had been his soul mate for the last 10 years. Her small flinch might not have been picked up by anyone else, but Clay was not just anyone. He knew this woman better than he knew anyone else in the entire world.
Siobahn Williams avoided looking directly into her husband's eyes. She knew he would pick up on her disquiet, and was trying with every fiber of her being to regain her inner calm.
"I'm sorry. Busy few days. I'm absolutely flatlined," she rasped. "Let's get my bag and get home."
He nodded. Maybe she was coming down with something, he thought to himself. He had to admit she looked... knackered, as his Australian friend Neal liked to say.
It was a half-hour car ride to the Williams' home. Clay tried to make some light conversation. After Siobhan grunted out a couple of nothing answers, he stopped talking.
A replay of Siobhan's last 24 hours was running on the bigscreen of her brain. It started with her meeting movie star Lance Lewis in a bar at the Seattle hotel where she was attending a banking convention.
The evening started with dinner and drinks followed by an awards program. That was followed by more drinks and dancing.
Siobhan dressed for the evening in what both she and her husband considered her sexiest dress: a skintight cornflower blue creation with a scoop neckline that nicely showed off her large breasts. The only other time she had worn the dress was for she and Clay's 10th anniversary celebration a year ago.
Clay had no idea that she had packed that dress for the trip.
Lance Lewis showed up at his favorite hotel bar purely by coincidence on that night. He had been out at a non-profit fund-raiser with a bodyguard and a friend, and was dressed in a black tuxedo.
Siobhan was seated at the bar enjoying her fourth white wine of the evening. She was not drunk but definitely was enjoying a happy buzz. Lance headed directly toward the pretty woman. He knew she would be his for the evening very shortly.
Siobhan recognized the 25-year-old actor immediately. Her body responded positively when he sat in the seat to her right and smiled. She sat up a little straighter and made sure the young man had a good look at her sizable chest. She started to breathe a little heavier as she felt her pussy start to lubricate.
The pair talked for a few minutes before Lance offered Siobhan his hand and led her to the mostly empty dance floor. The music was soft and slow. Lance pulled the woman right to his body. She acquiesced and melted into his frame as if she belonged there. They danced a second number before Lance placed a soft kiss on her lips. They walked off the dance floor hand in hand while Lance gave his friend and bodyguard a subtle nod.
Siobhan was very impressed when the valet drove up in a red Porsche Cayenne, with a light brown leather interior. She tried to be demure as she sat in the car while the young man pretended he wasn't looking up her dress.
Siobhan's pussy was tingling as Lance gave her a wink and proceeded to drive the car away from the hotel. A mile down the road, he took her left hand and moved it to his crotch. She rubbed her hand up and down his stiffening member before unzipping his tux pants, fishing his cock out and leaning down to take the 7-inch member in her hot, moist mouth.
She moaned in pleasure as she ran her mouth up and down his dick. She thought to herself that she hadn't given a man a blowjob in a car since she gave her husband head in his car early in their marriage. That thought was the first time she had thought of Clay all night.
Siobhan felt her pussy gush as she bobbed up and down on Lance's rock-hard member. She briefly thought of all the times she read about horny women blowing men while driving and how she barely understood it... until now. She continued to bob until she felt Lance's cock swell even more, then she felt the car start to slow as he took his foot off the gas pedal and... gushed a bucketful of cum into her mouth. She started to swallow as fast as she could, getting most before she pulled off with a cough. Although she never realized Lance had reached into his jacket pocket, he quickly handed her an embroidered handkerchief. She wiped her chin and dabbed at a couple of dribbles on Lance's pants.
She giggled as she sat up. Lance tucked his cock back in his pants and his foot re-engaged on the gas pedal. Siobhan grinned almost shyly as she sat there. She knew this was going to be a life-changing night.
Siobhan looked around at the tastefully decorated living room as Lance led her into the house. She had read enough about Lance to know that a professional had decorated the entire house; as a typical 25-year-old man, Lance couldn't have cared less about furnishings and home décor. He turned to her and gave her a passionate kiss, his right hand holding her back possessively while his left lightly touched down her body.
The kiss lasted a long time; Lance's tongue dominated hers in her mouth. She was breathing heavily when their mouths parted. He held her at arm's length and looked her up and down approvingly. She blushed, feeling like she was 17 once again.
"Ooh. You're beautiful. You know that?" he said, barely above a whisper.
She felt her pussy moisten more. She reached for his belt.
Siobhan felt like a little girl unwrapping a Christmas gift as she slowly removed Lance's clothing. She ran her hand lightly down Lance's bare chest, her fingertips checking out the young man's washboard abs. She gasped as she took in his 6-4, 220-pound body.
Lance pressed his naked body hard into hers as he kissed her again. She felt the power in his arms as he held her.
Breaking the kiss, he slowly unzipped her dress. He removed the top part from her shoulders and gave a leering gaze at her large breasts barely encased in her lacy push-up bra. She felt more exposed than she ever had in her 35 years. The young man noticed that her skin seemed to be glowing pink. Yeah, this woman was going to be a fine partner, he thought.
The woman certainly didn't disappoint the young man. He took her doggy the first time as she screamed into a pillow on his large sofa. After some cuddling and a quick nap, he took her reverse cowgirl, and like the first coupling, she was loud and enthusiastic, and came two more times.
Siobhan tensed up as she felt her lover start to cum inside her pussy during the first coupling. She hadn't given a thought to Lance using a condom until she felt him start to spasm in her pussy. Lance also hadn't thought about a condom, mostly because he never used one with married housewives from Des Moines, IA; Columbus, OH; or wherever the fuck she was from. He smiled to himself as he painted the walls of the woman's pussy.
Siobhan relaxed and enjoyed as Lance continued to come in her vagina. She knew she was on the pill, and she had to hope that a star the magnitude of Lance would be clean and disease-free.
The two cuddled, kissed and napped for a while after their first coupling. Lance then started suckling on Siobhan's big boobs. The woman started moaning and writhing. Lance pushed her head down to his growing erection, and Siobhan's mouth finished the hardening process. Round two was underway.
Lance watched with a satisfied smile on his face as Siobhan stretched languidly on the sofa. She didn't appear to be ready to leave, so he suggested they go upstairs to his bedroom for a good night's sleep. He smacked her adorable butt as they ascended the stairs. She giggled happily, and was asleep in Lance's arms in five minutes.
Siobhan's immediate feelings of disorientation upon awakening quickly left when she looked into Lance's sleeping face. She thought back to the night before and what she considered the best sex of her life. She reached for Lance's cock and had him rock-hard within a minute. He awoke groggy but ready for action, and Siobhan smiled at the fact that a 25-year-old had great powers of rejuvenation. She climbed on top and lined up his member with her opening before slowly impaling herself on him.
Lance pulled her mouth to his and kissed her deeply before letting her sit up and start to bounce. He enjoyed the fact that she was willing to lead. This time, the pair made passionate love, kissing and stroking each other throughout the encounter.
After several minutes, Siobhan directed the coupling to missionary, twisting and pulling Lance on top of her without the pair disconnecting. The pair continued to kiss and stroke until Lance sped up and started coming powerfully, grunting and groaning loudly as he did so. Siobhan smiled broadly. This was perfect, she thought.
The pair continued to kiss and whisper to each other until Lance finally went soft and slipped out of her pussy.
"I need to go back to my hotel and pack. My flight is at 12:35," she whispered to Lance.
"You sure you can't stay and play another day or two?" he asked sincerely. "You really are a special lady."
"And you really are a special man, but I'm a married woman... with two kids," she responded. "I had an amazing time."
Siobhan was telling Lance the truth. She had no other plans except to drink a bit and flirt until the heartthrob showed up in the bar. She didn't miss her pitch, so to speak, when she got her chance.
Despite loving her husband, Siobhan didn't feel the first ounce of guilt over her dalliance with Lance. It's not every day that a woman gets a chance to have sex with a man People magazine called the sexiest man alive. Assuming Lance wasn't ever going to say anything, nobody would ever know the tryst took place, because Siobhan certainly wasn't going to tell anyone... ever. What a shame, she admitted to herself, but it was a secret she would take to her grave.
Siobhan had plenty of time to replay the tryst on the plane ride home. She smiled to herself over her amazing good fortune. Then it was time for her to resume her real life with her family.
The couple's two children came running out of their grandparents' house like they were projectiles shot out of a cannon. They hadn't seen their mother in almost four days and launched themselves at her legs when they got close enough. She caught them almost in self-defense and smiled as she returned their greeting, but Clay noted again that her smile was on her lips only and never quite made it to her eyes.
Whatever the problem was it was more than just a Clay-Siobhan dilemma; this was a predicament that affected the whole family. This was a problem.
The couple's 7-year-old daughter, Kayla, was a small doppelganger of her mother; someday she would break hearts, Clay knew. Their second child, 5-year-old Nora, was a daddy's girl, always ready to be her father's wingman on any project around the house. At the moment, the pair was busy telling their mother about their week without her, and also about their grandparents' new kitten.
Siobhan's parents followed their grandchildren out of the house at a much slower pace. They greeted their daughter and son-in-law with hugs.
"The kids just finished eating supper. There's still more in the kitchen if you two want to eat," Siobhan's mother said.
Clay was about to answer positively; his mother-in-law was quite the cook, but Siobhan surprised him by turning down the offer.
"I'm dragging, Mom. I'd just like to find my pillow," Siobhan answered.
"You do look a little drawn, sweetie. Maybe you should just head home," her mother answered.
Neither Clay nor Siobhan travelled for work very often, but when either did, the reunion was always a celebration of what Clay called their "connection." On this night, however, there was no celebration of connection. There was no celebration of anything. After the children were put to bed, Siobhan gave Clay a chaste kiss on the cheek and headed to bed by herself, again claiming fatigue. She didn't notice her husband standing in the hallway trying to figure out who the stranger in his wife's clothes was.
It took a full week before Siobhan indicated she wanted to be intimate with Clay. He was confused and hurt, but he didn't push. When they finally did have sex, it was just that... sex. He tried to make love, but Siobhan was having none of that. It was definitely just sex... and she barely participated. Clay could have counted on one hand the number of times in their marriage that Siobhan barely showed up in bed.
When they were done, Siobhan rolled away from Clay and went to sleep. Clay had wrongly assumed that she would cuddle and talk with him after sex, as they both considered the emotional connection as valuable as the physical one. If her detachment during sex wasn't bad enough, this complete disconnection after was shocking to Clay. It was very obvious to him there was a problem with his wife and in his life.
Clay waited a few days, but when Siobhan was still off with him and the children, he figured it was time to communicate.
"You know, you've never mentioned the first thing about your trip last week," Clay said to her when the pair was sitting alone in their family room one evening. "You know you can always talk to me about anything, babe. Anything."
Siobhan looked at Clay with the saddest eyes he thought he'd ever seen. Then he caught a flash of anger before they became blank. She sighed loudly.
"It was a trip, pretty much the same as always. Happy?" she growled at him.
As the days went by, Clay at least felt comforted by the fact that Siobhan seemed to return to normal with the children. She was still acting standoffish with him, although her anger seemed to have mellowed into ennui.
The new routine the pair had fallen into included what Clay considered very unsatisfactory sex once a week, almost like sex had become a chore. Prior to the trip, the pair engaged in what Clay considered great sex three to four times each week.
Clay was surprised, then, when Siobhan actually seemed enthusiastic one night in bed about a month after the trip. Seeing his wife not only participating but very engaged, Clay gave the encounter everything he had. He started by kissing her mouth, then moved to her neck and wound up suckling and gently biting her large breasts. Her small happy noises immediately turned to loud groans when he ran the fingertips of his left hand gently over her clitoris before inserting two into her lubricious opening. The groans morphed into screams of pleasure before Siobhan grabbed Clay's pillow and started to bite it to muffle her noises.
Clay sucked on her breasts while he played with her pussy for the next 20 minutes. She had six intense orgasms. At one point Siobhan threw Clay's pillow off the bed, and Clay noted his wife had her eyes closed tightly, something he had never seen before. He didn't let that stop him, though, and after her sixth climax, Clay slid his body further down the bed and embedded his mouth on her wet, sloppy, delicious sex. Not a minute later, his wife exploded into a million pieces, figuratively, soaking his face. He growled in pleasure and dove back in like a man possessed.
Four orgasms later, Siobhan was lying on her back panting heavily, barely conscious, her eyes still squinted closed. Clay's head was on her left thigh, and he, too, was panting heavily. He was also smiling broadly, at least until he saw his wife's eyes closed. He wondered whom she was visualizing in her mind, something he had never considered before. In the last month, he had wondered about several things he had never considered before.
Although Clay had hoped the evening's activities signaled a return to "the old Siobhan," his hopes were dashed two nights later when she turned him down with an emphatic "no." She rolled away from him and pretended to go to sleep while Clay stared into the darkness.
Clay was an IT manager with a national defense contractor. He made excellent money in salary and occasionally received good performance bonuses. With Siobhan's blessing, he kept those in an account to which only he had access. Those funds were used for things like gifts for Siobhan and family vacations. Now they would also be used for a private investigator. Clay was devastated that things had gotten to this point; it was not something that had ever appeared on his radar.
Clay couldn't put his finger on it. Something had happened either on Siobhan's most recent business trip or right before it, but he couldn't pin down what that something was. She wasn't spending more time at her office, wasn't texting more, wasn't leaving the room to talk on her phone; but she was different somehow. She was still more detached with Clay; many of the little touches, looks and conversations the two had shared previously were now missing, that little something special they had was gone. At times they were more like roommates with occasional benefits. She still appeared to be a great mother; Clay was thankful for that, at least.
A month later, nothing had changed in the relationship, and the highly-recommended PI firm Clay hired had turned up no irregularities, no cheating. While Clay wanted to celebrate that fact, he was still agitated that something had changed his wife. Prior to the trip, Clay had considered his marriage perfect. Could he accept a marriage that was... 75 percent perfect? Considering he had young children, that was a no-brainer.
For her part, Siobhan considered her life to be in limbo. Her time with Lance was amazing... the sex was easily the best of her life. It was more than sex, however. Lance didn't have to work very hard to talk her into an evening of sex. The next morning, it was she who had initiated a very passionate session of lovemaking. She knew Lance could never be hers, but it was more than mere sex they shared. There was what Clay liked to call a connection.
It was that connection that was the problem. Siobhan wanted the young heartthrob, but she couldn't have him and her family. She loved Clay, but after her time with Lance, she was no longer in love with Clay. She also knew there was no way a Hollywood heartthrob would want a regular housewife with two children.
Almost as bad as not being able to have Lance, there was no one Siobhan could talk to about the problem. She could talk to Clay about anything... except this, of course. She and Clay had had the discussion about infidelity well before they got married, and both had agreed to "one and done." She also didn't feel like she could talk to anyone else. If no one else knew about the affair, no one else could clue in her husband.



Siobhan's dilemma didn't exist in a vacuum. Although she tried to act normal around her husband, her predicament caused her to be moody; sometimes she was angry with Clay simply because he wasn't Lance.
Then there was the sex. She considered the sex she had with Lance to be the best of her life, and again, Clay wasn't Lance. Even though she had enjoyed sex with her husband in the past, she no longer wanted anything but what she considered to be the best. She merely tolerated sex with her husband, except on those rare occasions when she would close her eyes tightly and pretend Clay was indeed Lance. She would come very intensely in those situations, not realizing that Clay was cognizant that she wasn't thinking of him.
Clay discontinued the PI surveillance of his wife after two months found nothing, but he did have her followed on the next four out of town trips, again with nothing found. Knowing, but not knowing, was killing him, but he wouldn't be the one to break up the family, especially without evidence. He repeatedly tried to get Siobhan to open up with him, and she repeatedly told him there was nothing to tell.
The relationship between Clay and Siobhan improved slightly through the years as time tamed her memories with Lance. She eventually remembered all that Clay brought to the table as her husband and the father of her children. They were never going to be what they once were, but had gotten back to a comfortable friendship, a loving companionship as it were.
Seven years had passed since the bank's conference was last held in Seattle. Clay knew his wife had to travel, but wasn't keen as to where the conference was this year. He had a PI follow Siobhan at the conferences for several years after "something" happened, but had stopped the surveillance when the investigators determined she was not doing anything untoward.
Like usual, Siobhan left on a Wednesday and was scheduled to return on a Saturday. Unlike usual, this year she packed her blue dress, which had been sitting in a garment bag in the back of her closet for the last seven years.
Clay kissed his wife gently on the lips as he left her off at the TSA checkpoint. She watched him walk off, and when he was out of sight she took her phone out of her purse, reached in to a small pocket in her purse and pulled out an old, folded piece of paper.
"Yeah, I know it's been a long time, but you told me to call if I was ever in your neck of the woods again. I'm going to be here until Saturday, and if you've got some time..."
Lance Lewis looked a little more mature in the face, but was still a fine example of prime male beef, Siobhan thought when he pulled up in front of the hotel at which she was staying Thursday night. She could tell he was impressed by her, as well, as she approached his sports car in her mid-thigh length jean mini skirt, matching jean halter top showing perhaps a bit too much of her ample cleavage and heeled sandals.
He greeted her with a familiar soft peck on her lips, then held her car door and openly looked up her skirt as she settled in to the low-slung vehicle. He knew she was watching him as he looked up her skirt, and he gave her a wink as he closed the door and moved to the driver's side of the vehicle. She felt her pussy moisten as he looked up her skirt, and she knew that was just the first time that evening that she would enjoy that feeling.
Lance had absolutely no memory of this woman, but if he gave her his number, he knew that he had considered her a special fuck at one time, and that was more than good enough for him. He brazenly looked her up and down as he drove. He figured her for early 40s, although she could easily pass for early 30s in the outfit she was wearing. With her dark hair and blue eyes, she almost could have been his current wife's older sister.
Although Lance knew he would fuck any beautiful woman, he definitely had a type, and the woman riding next to him fit that to a "T." He smiled to himself that he had obviously chosen wisely when he gave this woman his number, something he had only done about a dozen times through the years.
Siobhan enjoyed being visually devoured by this young hunk. Her pussy lubricated more as she remembered how amazing the sex had been the last time they were together. She also quickly thought of the fact that Lance had been married twice and divorced once since that last meeting. She knew his current wife, an up-and-coming Hollywood starlet, was filming a movie in Thailand, so there were no worries about her finding out about the tryst.
She laughed inside that she was more concerned about Lance's wife than she was about her own husband.
Siobhan definitely dressed for her lover. She had bought the outfit specifically for this trip. There was no way she ever would have dressed like that in front of her family and friends. She looked down her body, seeing the swell of her breasts jiggling in the skimpy top, and the tight, toned legs stretched out in front of her.
"Where again do you live, Sybil?" Lance said innocently, trying to make conversation.
"Siobhan, not Sybil," she said before answering his question.
The pair ate a nice, light meal on the outskirts of the city before heading to Lance's for the evening's activities. Siobhan's panties were soaking wet by the time she got to Lance's.
"Oh, my, somebody's ready for tonight," he said as he removed the soaked thong and tossed it.
The pair had what Siobhan considered amazing sex twice that evening before Lance drove her back to her hotel. The game plan was for her to attend the Friday session of the conference, then go back to Lance's until she had to go back to the airport Saturday afternoon.
Heads turned to look when Lance pulled his car to the front of the hotel. Both he and Siobhan were pleased that Seattle wasn't a paparazzi center like Los Angeles. Siobhan also felt a jolt of pride that she was with the Hollywood hunk.
She again watched him look up her skirt as he helped her out of the car. He again grinned unashamedly.
"G'night, Sybil. See you tomorrow," he said quietly.
"Siobhan," she said barely above a whisper.
Heads turned again when Siobhan stepped out of the hotel in her blue dress the next evening, but this time they were looking at her, not Lance. She knew she looked fantastic in the skintight dress.
She hadn't worn this dress since her last trip to Seattle. After her last trip, she considered it to be "Lance's dress." She had it dry-cleaned and stored it in the back of her closet. Clay had asked her to wear it several times over the last seven years, but she always denied that request with some sort of excuse.
"Wow, Sybil, you look amazing," Lance enthused as he helped her into his car, this time his new Lexus.
"Siobhan. Thank you very much, kind sir," she said.
This time Lance took her straight to his house, where he had a sumptuous meal catered in. The pair ate, drank and enjoyed each other's company for several hours before heading up to Lance's bed once again. Siobhan was every bit as ready to go as she was the night before.
As he had done the previous night, Lance took the woman hard twice. He once again marveled at her enthusiasm and physicality.
"Damn, you are a helluva fuck, Shana!" he cried out at one point.
Siobhan grimaced when he again mistook her name, but with her ankles over Lance's shoulders and him pounding her powerfully, she was a little too tied up to again correct him.
"Ungh. Ungh. Ungh. Ungh," was all she could squeak out.
The pair slept spooned together during the night. Siobhan woke up before the younger man, feeling a little stiff and sore in all the right places. She lifted her head up to his lips and planted a soft kiss on them. Halfway through the kiss, he started to return the intimacy. He smiled as they broke apart.
Just like seven years ago, Siobhan initiated a tender lovemaking session on that Saturday morning.
"Man, this guy is a god among mortals," Siobhan thought as she responded back to Lance's movements with her legs wrapped around his ass.
She squealed his name as she came for the second time that morning.
The pair showered together after finishing. Lance made them a small breakfast.
They made small talk as they ate, laughed and occasionally kissed.
"I'd love for you to come back again, Sha..." Lance got out before she interrupted.
"Siobhan," she said with a slightly annoyed tone. "Siobhan."
"Can I be totally honest with you, babe?" he asked, looking at her with his most sincere expression.
She nodded with a mouth full of food.
"It's been a while... Siobhan," he said, emphasizing her name. "I didn't really remember you. But if I gave you my number, I knew you were special to me. I've only given my number to about a dozen women.
"And I was right. You are a special woman."
Siobhan looked blankly at the younger man as her brain processed what he said. It's not every day you get called a slut and a moron by your lover, she thought.
Siobhan was quiet for the rest of the meal and the ride to the airport. Lance picked up the vocal slack for the two of them by telling the woman about the movie his wife was filming. Siobhan zoned out and really wasn't listening until she realized that Lance had taken her left hand and placed it on the growing bulge in his jeans. She knew what that meant and started rubbing the bulge, almost working on autopilot. About a minute later, he placed his hand behind her head and started to pull it to his crotch. She knew what that meant, too, but for the first time since she got to Seattle, she had no desire to please Lance. Still, she knew what the Hollywood hunk expected from his slut, and proceeded to deliver on what he expected. She planned to pull off before he came, however, but just as she felt him get a little harder, he pushed her head down harder, impaling her mouth on his cock, and filled her mouth to capacity. She swallowed it all, reluctantly.
He at least had the decency to kiss Siobhan on the lips, tasting some of his own saltiness, when they got to the airport.
"You are one hell of a woman... babe," he said.
She gave him a fake smile, not caring if he was smart enough to pick up on it.
The ride home from Seattle was completely different from the one Siobhan took seven years ago. Then she was coming off the most amazing sex of her lifetime. Now she was coming off perhaps the most humiliating experience of that same time period. Being called a great piece of ass was still being called just a piece of ass. How did she not see that? It's called thinking with your vagina, she admitted to herself.
Siobhan had always prided herself on being smart. For one of the few times in her life, she was now second-guessing herself. Was Lance really that amazing in bed seven years ago, or was she giving him credit for her being so aroused that she thought it was the best ever. What if she had ever been that aroused for her husband before any of their best pairings?
That thought about Clay was one of the few times Siobhan had thought of him since they said good-bye Wednesday morning. For one of the few times in the last seven years, Siobhan felt remorse for what she had done... both the past few days and seven years ago.
As usual, Clay was waiting for Siobhan at the airport. He noticed immediately she looked unsettled, almost like she had been crying. When she finally got to him, she crushed him in a hug, hanging on to him for a long time. Something had changed again, Clay sensed.
The two didn't have sex that night, nor the next. Siobhan walked around like she was in a daze. Only the kids were able to get a normal response out of her.
Monday night after the children were put down for the night, Siobhan settled in up against Clay on the sofa. As the pair sat there watching TV, she gradually started molding her body to his, something that hadn't happened in a seriously long time. By the time the evening was over, she was laying halfway over him, rubbing his erection tenderly through his jeans. Clay wasn't exactly sure what was happening, but he wasn't about to complain.
The pair adjourned to their bedroom, and much to Clay's astonishment, made love like they hadn't in seven years. Siobhan was completely engaged and seemed to relish everything. Clay was nonplussed, to say the least. He looked into her face several times during the excitement, and at no point were her eyes closed tight.
Clay woke wrapped around his wife, feeling as good as he had in years, and, at the same time, as confused as he had been in years.
As the next weeks unfolded, Clay noted it was as if a switch had been flipped in his wife and she was back to the woman she was prior to that something happening seven years ago... except there was no explanation, no apology. It felt to Clay like she was trying to ignore what had taken place for all those years. If anything, he felt his wife was trying to fuck her way back to the way it used to be, except she failed to notice that sometime in those last seven years the light had gone out of Clay's eyes... the candle in the window had been extinguished.
The two made love five more times in the next two weeks, but still no explanation was forthcoming from Siobhan. She could tell her husband enjoyed the increased and higher quality sex tremendously, but she could tell that they were no closer emotionally. Her fear that Clay's keen sense of morality was going to dash her plans was playing out.
The family had enjoyed a picnic in the park and an afternoon at the local zoo before enjoying chili dogs at an A&W. They then went to the latest installment of the dinosaur movies before calling it a day. Everybody was in a great mood.
After the kids went to bed, Siobhan uncorked a bottle of Clay's favorite red wine and the two sat drinking and watching TV for a while before taking the wine and the glasses into the bedroom. Clay was happily participating, but Siobhan kept watching his eyes, waiting for the light to come back on... the light she hadn't seen in several years. Clay was watching her watching him.
Siobhan took a final gulp of her wine, then took a first gulp of Clay's hard cock. She stayed attached by mouth for several minutes before pushing her husband onto his back and climbing up on him cowgirl, his favorite position because she knew her husband loved to watch her large breasts bounce wildly.
Siobhan came twice before Clay had a massive orgasm of his own. His wife climbed off him when his cock softened and slipped out of her pussy. She laid half on top of him, feeling pretty good with herself, until she looked into his eyes.
"Can't you just let it go, Clay?" she asked softly.
"No, babe, I can't. I will never be able to trust you again."
"Where do we go from here then?" she asked.
"Can you live with 75 percent of perfect?" he responded.
She grimaced, looking puzzled.
Two weeks after the couple's second child got married 13 years later, Clay and Siobhan were sitting in their family room drinking a glass of wine and reminiscing.
"It wasn't perhaps the way I wanted it to be, but we kept the family together," Clay said.
He got up from his chair and went upstairs to bed.
The doctors had no answers for Siobhan as to why Clay died in his sleep that night. He was gone an hour later when Siobhan went to join him in bed. The doctors said his heart just stopped from natural causes at 56 years old. An autopsy and a bunch of tests came back without answers.
"I know you died from a broken heart, hon," Siobhan said as she sat at the foot of the grave that had been dug a month before. "I'm sorry I could never tell you about my affair. You would have broken up the family immediately... and I knew that wasn't what you would have wanted.
"You were a good man and I was a coward. I'm sorry, Clay."
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"So what's the final decision then? Ask for permission or go behind his back and seek forgiveness if necessary?" Marianne Looper asked her best friend Traci McLish, while they drank cappuccinos at a Starbucks in Denver, Colorado.
Traci looked at her friend with a wry smile.
"Prudence says it would be better to tell him before I do it so it wouldn't be cheating, but intelligence says that he'll say no if I tell him beforehand, so going behind his back and never getting caught seems to be a much better solution," Traci said, her long platinum blonde hair catching a ray of sunlight coming in from the skylight above.
"Ah, Prudence can be such a fickle bitch. Just don't get caught then," Marianne said. "Although it seems that sooner or later, it happens to everyone. You know that, right?"
"Yeah, but I'm hoping that by the time that happens, I'll have enough time in that he'll see it's better to just let me continue," Traci said.
"Are you sure you want to risk this? Marcus is a great guy," Marianne said. "You two have been married a long time..."
"That's why I think he'd let me continue if he catches us," Traci said. "I don't think he'll want to give up everything we've worked this hard for. In another 10 or 15 years, we'd be able to ride off into a nice retirement sunset.
"It's not like he'd have to worry about me falling in love with any of these guys. I know it sounds cliché, but in this case, it really will be just sex."
"I believe you, sis, but men don't think like us. They can't separate love from sex when it comes to their spouses. You'd be walking a fine line here," Marianne commented.
"I know, but I have to do this," Traci said. "I need... need to feel some excitement back in my life."
Traci and Marianne had been discussing this for the last two months, since Traci told her friend that she felt her life had fallen into a rut from which she saw only one way out.
"I need to feel the excitement of a new relationship," Traci told her friend. "Remember how exciting it was in high school, college and then right after, when boys would scope you out, chase you and then woo you? How you spent all that time going back and forth with a boy, maybe several, learning things about them and them learning about you? I need that. I miss that.
"I love Marcus to death. He's a wonderful man; a great father, a good provider, a great husband. But we've been together so long... we finish each other's sentences; we both know what the other is thinking. To quote B.B. King, 'the thrill is gone.' I need the thrill back, Mare. I don't want to hurt Marc, but I need to do this for me. I need to figure out how I can do this and yet minimize Marc's pain. I'd prefer he not find out at all, but it might be best if he finds out from me first.
"I don't want a divorce. I just need a little excitement in my life... for a little while. Then I think I could go back and be the best wife I can be for Marc for the rest of our lives."
"I don't see Marc giving this to you, Traci, no matter how much he loves you," Marianne said.
"I don't either. I really need to think hard on this one, Marianne," Traci said.
******
He was standing at the bar with another student when Traci and three friends walked in to the small Mexican restaurant near campus. The four girls sat down at a table, Traci's spot facing the two young men at the bar.
"I've seen the round one around campus before, but not the tall guy with the curly mop of hair," Traci said to the others at the table. "Any of you know that one?"
"That's Marcus McLish," science nerd extraordinaire," said one of the others at the table. "Not much of a socialite. He's too busy being brilliant. Everyone says he's going to start out at six figures with one of the big chemical companies."
"Wow. All that and gorgeous blue eyes and it looks like a decent body, too. Ladies, I think I just found my husband. I'm going in," Traci said as she got up from the table and headed toward the young man.
While he wasn't a player by any means, Marcus knew his way around women, although he had never before had a woman of Traci's beauty choose him. She was wearing tight Levi's jeans and the obligatory Iowa State T-shirt. The young man tried to play it cool, but couldn't stop himself from blatantly looking the curvaceous woman up and down.
"Smooth. Real smooth. You might want to wipe that drool off your chin, science guy. I'm Traci Miller, by the way," she said, smiling when he couldn't get out a coherent answer.
The two were an item from then on, and were married a year after they graduated. Traci's outgoing, direct persona brought out the best in the quiet, reserved, uber-intelligent science nerd. Marc's entire focus away from work was being everything his wife wanted and/or needed. In her presence, he could hold a conversation on many subjects, even be glib and charming when that was needed. Or he could be forceful, when that was needed.
Twenty-seven years of marriage did nothing to reduce Marc's love for his wife and his life. He had worked very hard balancing his career and his family life, and thought he had done well. He was a vice president of research for a medical equipment firm, and he and Traci had raised two exceptional children, both of whom were now at good colleges. They had a nice home, took great vacations, had been smart with their money and were planning to retire at 60 to tour the world while they were in good health.
If asked, Marcus would have told anybody who would listen his marriage was just about perfect.
******
Traci thought that since Joshua Laird was the one that got her started on this path, he should be the first one to reap its benefits. The 35-year-old had twice asked Traci to go to lunch with him and was twice turned down, the woman pointing out that she was happily married, so when she asked him to dinner a few weeks later, he squinted his eyes at her for several seconds before giving her an affirmative answer.
"What's changed? Are you and your husband on the outs or something?" he asked.
Traci wasn't sure how much she wanted to reveal, so she opted for a minimal answer.
"Hubby and I are good. This is something I want... and it's outside of my marriage," Traci said. "And since you were the one who was bold enough to ask, fortune in this case favors the bold. All I will say is that I'm at the time of my life where I want a little excitement again. I'm a wife, a mother and a professional... but I'm also a woman with needs and feelings. I think that part of my life has been getting short shrift for some time, and I also miss some of the spontaneity of my younger days.
"Wine me. Dine me. Let's see where this leads... discreetly."
"Message received. Thank you for giving me dibs," Joshua said.
Two weeks later on a Thursday night, Traci and Joshua met for dinner at a high-end Jamaican restaurant on the outskirts of the city. She had told her husband a week earlier she had a dinner meeting with a client and would be home about 11. Since she occasionally had to do dinner meetings in her job at a national communications company, Marcus didn't think twice, especially since he trusted his wife completely. He didn't know she had packed a change of clothes in an overnight bag and had that in her car trunk when she left for work.
Joshua was surprised when Traci got out of her car in a short, tight blue dress that wasn't what she wore to work. He took a good look at the woman, and despite the fact that he knew she had worked at their company for 20 years, he still guessed her age at about 40.
"You look hot, Traci. Not what you were wearing earlier today," Joshua said.
"I thought you deserved better than 'business Traci,'" she said, making air quotes with her hands.
He held his hand out to the woman. She took it and the pair walked into the restaurant like the couple they were for that evening.
Traci's heart was beating double-time. This was exactly the reason she wanted to date another man. Seated at the table, she looked into Joshua's big brown eyes, noted the mocha color of his skin, guessed at the fit body under his business suit. She smiled brightly.
"Are you part Jamaican? Is that why you chose this place?" Traci asked her date.
"As a matter of fact, yes, I am," he answered. "Both of my British grandparents married Jamaican women, and both of my parents live in England. Both of my grandmothers were great cooks, and I have great memories of them cooking up some hellacious food. I come here at least once a month.
"Jamaican food also sits easy on the stomach. Some dancing is next on the agenda."
Traci felt her pussy lubricate the first time Joshua wrapped her tightly in his arms on a slow dance. Feeling the strength in his arms, Traci melted into her partner. It seemed to her that all five of her senses were on high alert.
The two danced for about 45 minutes before Joshua suggested they finish the evening at his apartment. At first blush, Traci thought the suggestion was almost too bold. Upon further reflection, though, she realized this was exactly what she wanted. She gave the younger man a beautiful smile and a nod of agreement.
As they had done at the restaurant and the club, they each took their own cars to Joshua's apartment. Once she stepped inside, Traci noticed that she was trembling in anticipation, and her pussy was soaking her bikini panties.
Forty-five minutes later, Traci was lying on the bed next to Joshua, breathing heavily and sweating from her first sex with anyone other than Marcus in more than 28 years. She had come hard twice, and was reminded that sex with a 35-year-old was just a little more vigorous than with a 50-year-old. Yeah, this was what she had in mind when she made the decision to step outside of her marriage.
"I need to go clean-up a bit and change back into my dailies," she told Joshua after a few minutes.
Traci noted while she changed her clothes and fixed up her hair and makeup that the guilt she expected to hit her was minimal. She smiled inwardly, knowing that this was a good sign. When she came out of the bathroom, Joshua, still naked, was waiting for her. They kissed passionately on the lips before she left, telling him that she would be pleased to do a repeat performance in the future.
Traci walked in the door at 11:15, quickly apologizing to Marcus for being a few minutes late due to traffic. She was sincere about being late, and her unsuspecting husband noted that sincerity as she quickly kissed him on the lips and breezed through into the bathroom.
"Wow. That was easier than I thought," Traci said to herself as she walked past. "All that worrying for nothing.
After five repeats with Joshua, Traci decided she needed to branch out to keep to her plan. Not that she stopped having sex with Joshua; she just added a second man and soon a third to the mix. Getting to know all three, both in and out of bed, was very exciting, completely satisfying her need for new and exciting.
Traci was feeling somewhat smug with the way her plan was working. She was usually getting together with her lovers twice a week. The sex was fantastic, and doing new things and having new people to discuss everything and anything was equally as good. If she were honest with herself, she would have said the sex had actually become secondary, in part because her lovers, while good, really weren't any better than her husband. She began to consider adding more people to her rotation to keep things fresh.
******
"Is that your wife?" Carl Smiley hesitantly asked Marcus as he moved in behind the older man to look at a schematic on his computer monitor.
Traci's photo and a photo of his two children always were on the left-hand side of his desk, just to the right of his monitor, which sat at the corner. Marcus heard the hesitation in the younger man's voice, and noticed he had taken a step back. He turned to look at the younger man and saw that he was ashen-faced. He pointed to the chair across from his desk and told the man to sit.
Carl had worked with Marcus for three years. Marcus liked the 27-year-old and felt he had a good future with the company. He also thought the young man was handsome and respectful, the kind of man he would like for his daughter to marry someday when she decided to take that step.
"Something's obviously wrong, Carl. You look like you've seen a ghost... Oh... you have seen a ghost, haven't you, Carl?" Marcus said, his face suddenly showing recognition.
Carl quickly dropped his eyes into his lap. Marcus got up, closed his office door and locked it. He sat back down in his chair and stared through the young man, the silence growing louder, as it were.
"I didn't know she was your wife. I swear I didn't," Carl whispered, keeping his eyes down. "I knew she was married. She said she and her husband had an arrangement. I swear I didn't know she was your wife."
Marcus' face went from concerned to angry to nauseous in the blink of an eye. His well-ordered brain felt like a bomb had gone off inside, with questions and thoughts coming from every angle.
"How many times didn't you know she was my wife?" Marcus finally asked after a silence of about 10 seconds.
"Three, no four," the younger man replied, quickly halving the actual number to try to lessen the impact.
Marcus felt tears come to his eyes. He had seen Carl quickly calculate something in his mind, and guessed that the younger man gave him a number that was lower than actual to try to ease Marcus' pain.
After another extended silence, Marcus finally croaked out, "How? Why?"
The younger man finally looked up at Marcus. He didn't need more words spoken to him to know what Marcus was asking.
"We met about four months ago in a bar that has a dance floor. She was with a black guy. They looked like a couple, especially when they danced. We danced once or twice, and talked. I asked if they were exclusive, and she said they weren't. She accepted a date with me for the next week, and we get together occasionally.
"By get together, you mean you... fuck. Right?" Marcus asked.
Carl dropped his eyes and nodded.
"She said she and... you, I guess... had an arrangement. She dated... yes, fucked... other guys, with your approval," he said.
"I swear to God I didn't know she was your wife. I swear to God."
"Yeah, but you did know she was someone's wife," Marcus remarked.
"Yeah, but she was already with somebody. At first I thought she was his wife, but when I looked at his hand I noticed he wasn't wearing a ring," Carl said.
The younger man looked directly at Marcus and made an obvious decision of some sort.
"Turns out she is dating... fucking... several men in addition to me and the black guy," Carl said softly. "You're telling me that not only didn't you give her permission, but you didn't know?"
"That would be an accurate assessment," Marcus said.
The two men looked at each other in silence.
"I'm sorry, Marcus. I'll stop seeing her," Carl said.
"I'd appreciate that. I'd also appreciate it if you wouldn't tell her about this conversation. I need to make some plans," Marcus said.
Carl got up, unlocked the door and left quietly. Marcus stayed seated, for all intents staring at his computer for the next hour until it was time to go home. He knew... that things between his wife and him had been off for the past year. Their free-ranging discussions had decreased, she had been working late more than ever before and even their usual sexual liaisons had dwindled from several times a week to maybe once a fortnight. His questions about her health and well-being had been repeatedly answered with one-word grunts.
As was usual on nights where neither worked late, Traci was in the kitchen preparing dinner when Marcus walked in the door. He set his keys on their usual hook, then instead of walking over to his wife for a quick kiss before changing his clothes, he plopped down into a chair at the kitchen table, his eyes glazed with tears.
Traci looked over at her husband and... knew that he knew. Tears immediately formed in her eyes as well, and she felt frozen to the spot upon which she stood.
"How long has this been going on, Traci? Why don't you love me anymore?" he mumbled, struggling mightily not to cry.
Traci lost her battle to hold back her tears.
"Not quite a year. But I do love you, baby. That's not what this is about," she said as tears ran down her cheeks.
Marcus raised both eyebrows at his wife but didn't speak. He rolled his right hand forward, indicating she should continue to speak.
"This is about me wanting more excitement and new adventures in my life... The sex... is secondary, really," Traci said.
Marcus grimaced.
"Remember before we got married, back to when you used to date. Remember how exciting and new everything seemed? You listened to your date, got to know her from her shoes up. Had new experiences together," she said.
"But we've been married 27 years, together for more than 28. We know every inch of each other—physically and mentally. Even when we do something new, it's still with the same person. I know how you're going to react, and you know how I will.
"I needed to feel new and alive. I needed new people to interact with intimately.
"I considered asking for your permission before I started, so I wouldn't be cheating since you would know, but that never seems to work out well for those I've heard who've tried that, so I figured I would just go ahead, and you and I could talk about it if it got to that point, like now.
"I know you love me, and once you think about this, I know you'll give it to me because you love me as much as I love you. I deserve this. I've been a good wife and mother..."
"I'm pretty sure I've been a good husband and father, but I would never assume that you should let me date other people because of that," Marcus interrupted.
Traci gritted her teeth at the interruption, then continued on as soon as Marcus finished his statement.
"This isn't about my love for you, baby, and it's certainly not about being in love with anybody else. I don't love any of them. It's just that you and I... got old, stale. I just needed... need the charge of new and exciting. At least for a while longer. Once I get my fill of new and exciting, I will again be yours... alone... forever. We can grow old and comfortable together then. We have plenty of time."
Traci looked at Marcus as if she was talking to a slow child. In turn, he looked at her as if she was some sort of monster.
"Marriage is a journey, Traci," Marcus said. "It starts out white hot with new feelings and experiences... and then eventually mellows into old and comfortable. Every step is an experience, the same way it is when you raise children.
"You trying to recreate new and exciting by sleeping with other men is just you trying to justify your cheating... and I won't put up with it."
"You won't put up with it?" she asked harshly, her anger flaring. "You don't own me. I can see who I want, when I want."
"No, I don't own you, but we made vows to each other, and you don't get to break them because you're bored. That's not how marriage works. If this is what you want, then you should have done the right thing and filed for divorce. Since you don't have the guts, I will file," Marcus yelled back.
"I don't want a divorce. I just want some time to sort things out," Traci rasped.
"No, you want to keep me around as a back-up plan. You're comfortable with me and want to go back to what we had once you've satisfied with your... vacation. Date some new guys, fuck a few, come back to boring old Marcus when you're done having your sabbatical, so to speak," Marcus said.
"We've been married for 27 years," Traci shrieked. "Don't I deserve a little consideration?"



"How many men have you cheated on me with, Traci? Didn't I deserve a little consideration?"
Traci huffed, but didn't answer the question. She pursed her lips and suddenly looked reflective.
"How did you find out?" she asked, much quieter in tone and seemingly calmer than she was previously.
"Answer my question first, babe. How many men?" Marcus asked. "If it's too hard to remember them all, give me the closest dozen."
"Fuck you, Marcus. That's uncalled for," she growled.
"Is it really, Traci?" Marcus said. "I know of at least five, and considering I didn't find out until recently, I'd bet there's a lot more than that. Give me some time and I'm sure I'll get a better idea."
Marcus was a very good card player because of his outstanding poker face. In reality, he only knew about two men that Traci had slept with, but Carl had said he thought there were several others, so he thought it was worth the bluff to name a definite number.
Traci staggered slightly before sitting down opposite Marcus. For the first time she looked somewhat guilty, his 28 years of experience telling him that his bluff was probably way low. Fuck. She sat sobbing quietly. He knew she was done talking for the night. The quiet sobbing was her way of getting out of admitting defeat.
Marcus sat at the table with the crying Traci for another few minutes before heading upstairs to change his clothes. He figured he'd order in a pizza for himself. He had a 12-pack of Miller High Life sitting in the refrigerator. His soon-to-be ex-wife could get her own dinner.
******
Once she stopped crying, Traci sat at the table deep in thought. Not that it really mattered, but she realized Marcus never told her how he found out about her cheating. She wouldn't push him on that, either, because she knew he could push her on her number of liaisons. Although she flared angry when he suggested it could be more than a dozen, she knew his estimate was scarily on the mark. In the nine months she had been having her "adventures," she had slept with nine men several times and also had three one-night stands.
Traci had truly hoped her husband would never find out about her dates. She truly loved Marcus and had hoped that the two could revive their marriage after she ended her adventure. She always knew there was a potential she could be caught, but she believed Marcus loved her enough to give her this. She would be eternally grateful for him allowing this and show him every day in the future by being the best wife she could be for him.
Traci wasn't surprised but was hurt when Marcus headed for their son's old bedroom when it was bedtime for the pair.
"We've never slept apart in all our years of marriage. Why start now? It's not like we haven't been sleeping together the whole time I've been dating," Traci said.
Marcus suddenly looked sick. He rushed to the bathroom and regurgitated his Pepperoni Lovers pizza. Traci wet a rag and left it on the counter for him, and then went off alone to bed.
Marcus staggered into his son's bedroom and fell on the bed. He slept fitfully.
The next morning the pair was mostly silent as they got ready for work. Just before Marcus was about to head out to his car, Traci reminded him that she would be getting home about 90 minutes late because she had to work late. The words were barely out of her mouth when she realized she made a mistake.
"Oh shit. How many times did you use that excuse on me to cheat? Is that what this is?" Marcus queried.
In truth, that's exactly what it was. Traci had a lunch date with a man for sex that she had made last week. She hadn't given the date much consideration until she issued her reminder to her husband, because up until yesterday, there wasn't anything to consider.
"Uhh... yeah. I'm going to meet someone. I'm sorry. I made this date last week, and I told you about... working late the day before yesterday," she said.
"Yes, I used work as an excuse a lot, sometimes just working late, sometimes meeting clients, but it wasn't always a lie... sometimes I really did have to work.
"I suppose I should just cancel my appointment. I didn't think..."
"You're not going to stop dating other men for a while, are you?" Marcus asked.
"No, I don't plan to. I was planning to continue for a while longer..."
"Well, then, you might as well fuck this guy, too," Marcus stated blankly, causing Traci to wince.
He walked into the garage, got into his car and drove to work.
"Fuck, that didn't exactly go according to plan," she thought to herself.
******
Marcus was amazed he didn't get into an accident on the way to his office. He didn't remember driving, but suddenly, he was in the parking lot.
Once at his desk, he couldn't focus on his job; his mind wondering exactly how many times his wife had sex with other men in the past nine months-plus. She told him the sex was secondary, but to his mind she was lying, the same as she often did when she said she was working late. Once trust is gone...
He waited until 9:15 before calling a friend who was a family law attorney. He got an appointment for 5, figuring that since his wife wouldn't be home, he might as well be productive.
He was sitting at the kitchen table eating takeout Italian when Traci got home and walked into the kitchen. The two locked eyes briefly before Traci went upstairs. Marcus noted that her hair and makeup looked as it always did. She had apparently straightened up before returning to work after her "appointment."
She came down in casual clothes. Marcus was very aware that she hadn't showered.
"How many times did you give me sloppy seconds?" Marcus asked his wife in a whisper.
******
Her husband's newfound knowledge of her dating... she couldn't think of them as affairs... changed so many things, she realized, as he looked at her with loathing in his eyes. She cringed before answering.
"I should slap the shit out of you, you disrespectful bastard! I would never do that to you," Traci said.
Marcus smirked at Traci's anger. He was trying to hurt her and succeeded.
"Like I thought you would never cheat on me either," he responded calmly. "You've shown me that I don't know you as well as I thought I did."
She sighed loudly, then rolled her eyes.
"Go ahead, play the martyr," she said.
"All right, I will," he said. "You calling me disrespectful is the ultimate 'pot calling the kettle black.' You lying and cheating on me for months is incredibly disrespectful. Even you would have to admit that."
"I'm not disrespecting you. I've already told you. I am enjoying new experiences and relationships," she said.
"You say potato. I say disrespectful, considering you broke our wedding vows," Marcus spat at the woman.
Traci was completely surprised when she was served divorce papers the next week at home on a Wednesday night. The surprise turned into anger as she opened the ubiquitous manila envelope on her way from the front door.
"I thought you were going to give me the benefit of the doubt on this one, Marc. You're going to throw 27 years away because I want to have some new experiences and you are just happy to grow old," Traci bitched.
"What in God's name ever gave you the idea that I would let you sample other men for a year and still stay married to me? Do you see a lobotomy scar across my forehead?" Marcus said calmly.
"Why can't you get it through your head that this is about experiencing new things, new people. The sex happens, but it's not that important," she said.
"Yet virtually all of your dates seem to end in sex, don't they?" Marcus said.
"How do you know that?" she asked, shocked.
"I didn't officially until just this moment. But I know guys. Remember, I am one. If it's on the menu, a guy is going to order it. We are predictable," he said.
Traci grimaced and walked off.
Now that the cat was out of the bag and she was no longer having to hide her dates, Traci felt empowered to stay out later, coming home after midnight on her next two outings. She was both surprised and somewhat annoyed that Marcus was sitting up waiting for her to get home, the way he waited on the children when they were out on dates.
"Have you ever gone line dancing before? Boy, that was a lot of fun last night," Traci said to Marcus as the two ate their usual quick breakfast before they left for work.
Marcus' eyebrows raised. He was more than a little surprised with this development.
"So now you're going to give me a synopsis of your dates? Perfect. Was the sex good, too?" he asked sarcastically.
She smirked at his question.
"Yes. It usually is," she answered flippantly, giving him a smug look.
"But there's the rub, babe. There's always sex," Marcus remarked. "You can deny it all you want, but it's about the sex as much as anything. And that makes you nothing less than a slut. Which is why we're getting divorced."
"Not going to be a divorce, Marcus."
"So you've said, Traci."
******
Marcus waited a week and called both kids to tell them of the divorce. He was surprised when his oldest, Layla, seemed to know all about everything that was happening, and was apparently taking her mother's side in the proceedings.
"Can't you see that she still loves you, and that she'll come back to you eventually?" Layla said.
"Eventually is too late," Marcus said. "I'm not the kind of guy who would share his wife. Her... fucking around on me for almost a year with multiple men tells me she doesn't love me near as much as she thinks she does."
"But you had 27 good years, and she still loves you. I know that, Dad," Layla said. "She just wants to experience new people and things for a while. You don't. You're happy with the status quo. Don't let her desire to have new experiences be the end of you two."
"But she's cheating on me, Layla. I can't just ignore that. We made vows. Till death do us part," Marcus said.
"Doesn't 27 years of being a good wife and mother earn her some bonus points, Dad? What would you gain by divorcing her? A dingy apartment by yourself for the rest of your life. By staying with her you would earn a lifetime of her ongoing devotion to you, doing whatever she could do to please you."
"But doesn't she owe me the same level of devotion that I have given to her?" Marcus asked. "I have kept my vows, even though it would have been just as easy for me to break them as her.
"You can't seriously be supporting what she's done? Does Nate know that you're supporting this lunacy? Maybe I need to find out how he feels about this."
"You won't do that to me, Dad. That would be going above and beyond," Layla said.
"Watch me, baby. I think he needs to know exactly what is going on and your take on it, because this is going to come back to haunt him in the future," Marcus said.
"Daddy, no!" Layla cried. "I would never do that to Nate."
"Then why are you so keen on your mother doing it to me?" Marcus asked. "If you think this is acceptable behavior, then sooner or later you are going to do it to your husband.
"Do you think this is acceptable behavior?"
Layla hesitated. Marcus took that as a sign that he was correct.
Traci and Marcus' son, Ed, was unequivocal in his support for his father's position when he was told about the divorce and Marcus' reasons.
"I never figured she'd go that far off the deep end, Dad," Marcus said.
******
A week later on a Saturday night, Traci was sitting on the sofa in the living room looking over at her husband sitting on the other side of the room in his La-Z-Boy. It suddenly dawned on her that it had been weeks... no... months... since the two had cuddled together on the sofa as they often used to do. Upon further reflection, it had been months since the two had done any cuddling, kissing or had sex. She was so busy with her adventures, she hadn't missed being close or intimate with Marcus. Why hadn't he complained or initiated anything, she wondered?
"Marcus, sweetie, why don't you move over here and we can cuddle together... maybe play around a little. It's been a while for you, hasn't it? You're not getting too old for that sort of thing, are you?" Traci asked.
"I'm good, baby. Yeah, I still like sex, but we haven't had any since I found out you were cheating on me. Not going to touch you. In fact, I had myself tested after I found out you were cheating on me. Doc Sabine seemed a little surprised," Marcus explained.
"Oh, my God! You went to Dr. Sabine? He's going to think..."
"That you're a slut? Yeah. Pretty sure he got that message," Marcus said.
"No. No. No," Traci moaned. "For once, couldn't you think about someone besides yourself? This will be all over town pretty quickly if it isn't already. You've outed yourself as a cuckold, babe."
"Que sera, sera," Marcus said in a blank tone. "Wasn't taking any chances since I know you're taking it raw. You already broke my heart. I didn't need another part of my body broken as well."
"You're a scream. You know that?" Traci hissed. "So we're never going to have sex again? Do you think you can do that?"
She growled and left the room.
******
"Goddamn, I love married sluts!" Traci's latest "adventure" cried out as he came hard in her pussy for the second time that night. "You guys convince yourselves it's your husband's fault, but in reality, you just want some on the side."
Traci's partner couldn't see her frown when he called her a slut because he was behind her fucking her doggy. He missed her flinch as well because of how hard he was coming. He lay down on the bed next to her as soon as he finished shooting several ropes of cum inside the woman.
The young man was barely 25.
Traci lay down on her back and looked over at... what the fuck was his name? Harrison. Harrison Baines. His eyes were closed. He was a handsome son of a bitch, she admitted, but really there was nothing special about him. His body was okay, he was a pretty good dancer, but he really wasn't very smart and couldn't hold up his end of a conversation, unless it was about baseball.
Almost without exception, all of Traci's dates ended with sex. She knew she told herself her dating was about having new experiences with new people, but in reality, it was about having sex with new people. As she thought about it further, maybe... Harrison... Harrison Baines... was correct. She was a slut. A self-absorbed slut, at that. Maybe it was time to reconnect with her husband. The only problem was how to do that.
Marcus' refusal to be intimate with his wife since he found out she was cheating was the biggest sticking point to this reconnection. Traci knew Marcus still loved her on some level, but it would be so much easier to gain him back if she could fuck him stupid several times.
"How do I get him back in my bed? He's been in Ed's room since he found out, and has been as celibate as a priest," Traci said to Marianne Looper over lunch soon after. "I'd bet he's got calluses on his damn right hand."
"You could be in deep shit, girlfriend, if you can't get him back into your bed," Marianne answered. "I thought you had a back-up plan."
"I thought 28 years was a good back-up plan. I mean we had a damn good marriage..."
"If it was that good, why did you blow it up? Most women would kill to have a great guy like Marcus," Marianne asked.
"Because I thought I was so fucking smart. I was so sure I could have my cake and eat it. I'm still not sure how he caught me," Traci said.
"Too late to worry about that," Marianne responded.
******
Marcus had no clue how to live the life of a bachelor; it had been a long time since he had been one. At first, life was all about work and then going home to a lonely apartment to fix a dinner of frozen pizza or Pop-Tarts. Eventually, he ventured out with several friends and found there was a whole world out there he knew nothing about: single professional men and women in their 40s, 50s and 60s.
At first, Marcus sat on the sidelines and watched as his middle-aged brethren all seemed to gravitate toward the women in their 20s and 30s. He understood the attraction, but he also noted that left a lot of unattended older women. The best-looking of these often paired off with younger men, like his ex-wife had done, but there will still more than enough decent-looking women out there, if their ringless left hands were to be believed. Marcus always checked for a wedding ring because he didn't want to do to some unsuspecting husband what was done to him.
"Just because she's married doesn't mean she's off limits," one of his friends, Tom explained one night. "She doesn't necessarily want to sleep with you, she just wants to have a little fun. What's wrong with that?"
"She's somebody's wife, Tom. That's what's wrong with that," Marcus said. "I'm not going to help some slut cuckold her husband. I certainly didn't like it when it was done to me. I won't do it to someone else."
Even with what some of his friends called his quirky requirements, Marcus discovered there were more than enough single women to go around. Some of them were looking for Mr. Right; others were just looking for Mr. Right Now. Marcus wasn't above spending time with each type, and had more than a few hook-ups in the next year.
Marcus truthfully doubted he would ever again find the kind of love he had for most of his 28 years with Traci. Until she decided she wanted to sample more, Marcus thought his marriage was just about perfect. Finding a woman like the Traci he first married was probably an impossible task, he admitted to himself.
Carol Radke was sitting alone at a table for five, guarding the drinks as it were in this world where women had to watch out for men spiking their libations, when Marcus decided to make the woman's acquaintance. He guessed the woman to be maybe a few years younger than himself, with a deep tan or maybe mixed race, shoulder-length straight black hair and expressive, large brown eyes. He could see that she was rocking to the beat of the music while she was seated.
"Do you mind?" Marcus asked as he pointed to the empty seat next to the woman.
"Oh please," she said with a bright smile. "It will be nice to have a full-grown adult to talk to for a while. I'm babysitting the children tonight."
Marcus smiled back and raised his eyebrows in question as he sat down.
"It's girls night out for the youngsters in the office. I'm along to make sure everyone goes home alone and safe. I'm the only one here who didn't need to show ID to get in. Carol Radke by the way," she said.
A chuckling Marcus introduced himself.
"Yeah, it's been a long time since anyone has asked for my ID, too," he said.
The two were engaged in conversation as three younger women drifted back to the table from the dance floor. They all smiled at Marcus and took up the empty seats around the table. Carol stopped talking with Marcus long enough to make introductions. Each of the 20-somethings was polite as they said hello.
"Is Mary Jo around somewhere?" Carol asked after the introductions.
"Yeah, she went off to the ladies' room after the last dance," a young redhead to Marcus' left answered.
"Give her another minute or two, then one of you check to make sure she's okay," Carol said to the table, looking from face to face.
"Yes, Mom," one of the girls answered.
"I've never lost a charge yet at one of these GNOs. Not about to start tonight," she explained to Marcus.
"That's great that someone looks out for the youngsters. Do you come with them all the time?" he asked.
"Whenever they do a girls night out, I do. When they go out by themselves, well... they're on their own. I'm just the old, divorced mother hen. I have two drinks maximum, then switch to iced tea," she said with a laugh.
"Does Mom ever get to dance?" Marcus asked the table while Carol blushed.
"Not often enough, we think," said the redhead as the rest of the women smiled.



"So then you guys won't mind if I take her out for a few minutes, assuming she says yes?" Marcus asked.
Carol nodded yes and the younger women shooed the two out to the dance floor. He noticed that Carol seemed to be hiding a curvy body under her understated blouse and skirt.
Marcus was not a great dancer, but he wasn't shy about trying. He was much more confident when a slow song came on the speakers, holding the woman close. She enjoyed the strength of Marcus' arms and settled in closer. He noticed, and enjoyed the feeling.
Marcus left the bar with Carol's phone number and a date for the next Friday.
"Way to go, Mom," Marcus heard one of the younger women say as the group left the bar.
******
Traci stopped dating until the divorce was official, figuring that maybe showing Marcus she had stopped would change his mind about continuing the divorce. She never held back on her anger that Marcus wouldn't consider reconciliation after all the years the two were married.
"You cheated on me, first behind my back, then right in front of me, without any consideration for me, for my feelings, for the consequences of your actions. What the fuck, Traci?" Marcus said one time when she begged him to reconcile.
"It didn't mean anything. I just wanted to feel the excitement of new experiences, new people. We had grown... stale," she said.
"It meant something to me, Traci. If you had ever loved me, the least you could have done was divorce me first instead of cheating on me... you self-obsessed bitch," he growled.
******
Carol understood that Marcus needed time to be able to trust a partner again with his heart. She had divorced a cheating spouse 10 years earlier and had experienced many of the same issues Marcus was going through. He found out the caring nature she exhibited with her younger co-workers was her natural motherly instincts coming through, even though she had never had children of her own.
The two had a small wedding a little more than a year after their first date. Six months after the first date, Marcus had proposed, feeling that Carol would protect his heart for the rest of their days.
Marcus son had stood up for his father as best man. One of Carol's co-workers who had been with her when she met Marcus on the first night, was the maid of honor.
Marcus' daughter was not happy that her father was marrying another woman, but she had to admit that Carol seemed to be the right fit.
"Take care of him and Dad will love you forever. He's like a loyal St. Bernard in that way," Layla told her after the ceremony.
The two retired 12 years later and spent their retirement years traveling around the country and visiting their grandchildren. They enrolled in ballroom dance classes and participated in several events in their area. They were rarely apart.
******
Once the divorce went through, Traci went back to dating multiple men, having nothing further to lose. Even though she was still a good-looking woman for her age, she was aging through her 50s, and her dates were no longer the handsome hunks she used to get.
Still, since she was no longer married, she took advantage of being able to spend overnights with her dates. Sometimes she even spent full weekends with her man of the moment. Although she was loathe to admit it, being a slut helped her fill her time.
"I miss him every day," she told her friend, Marianne Looper one day at lunch about five years after the divorce. "I know, you warned me. I should have been happy with the good man I had. I was a stupid, stupid slut."
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I never thought that when I first starting writing here in 2017 that I would reach the centennial mark. I had never written fiction before and really didn't have a clue. I just wanted to see if I could do it at first. Then I wanted to see if I could do it well. Toward that end I contacted Harddaysknight and asked for his help, which he graciously gave. A while later blackrandl1958 offered to edit for me, and I wisely accepted. Several other friends have pre-read for me and offered suggestions along the way, and I thank them as well.
Will I be around long enough to write another hundred? I have no idea. Traci might know, but she isn't saying.
I humbly thank you for reading.
Chicago Cubs baseball analyst Jim Deshaies kills me. It was a Saturday afternoon and I was watching my beloved Cubs play the Cincinnati Reds on Marquee Sports.
Deshaies, who spent most of his playing career with the Houston Astros, was expounding on the merits of someone's "quality baby" in the bleachers at venerable Wrigley Field during a break in the action. "Quality baby" has become somewhat of a thing now, and I know that I'm not the only one who waits for Deshaies to spot a kid in the crowd.
It also doesn't hurt when the Cubs are holding a 7-2 lead in the fifth inning, and the break in the action is because the Reds were making a pitching change.
Just then, my wife of six years walked into the room carrying another beer for me and a glass of wine for her. I stopped watching the "quality baby" and stared at my wife. Sorry, JD, but a good-looking infant isn't anywhere near as exciting as the sight of my wife in a pair of tight, short jean shorts and a tight halter top, braless.
"Quality baby time is it?" my wife asked as she viewed the big-screen.
"Yeah, but still not as good as 'quality wife' time," I said as she blushed appropriately and sat down up against me on our sofa.
I wasn't subtle as I ogled first her big tits and then the crotch of her shorts.
"You men are just so predictable," she giggled, making her boobs jiggle with a small shake of her shoulders.
We sat silently and watched the Cubs put up two more runs before Vivian figured a commercial break was a good time to talk.
"Q, why don't we go up to Chicago next weekend and do some stuff to kick off 'quality baby-making time,'" Vivian said brightly. "You could do a Cub game and I could do some shopping... or something."
I caught Vivian's tone on the 'or something' and gave her the side-eye.
"You wouldn't come to the game with me? I got cooties or something?" I asked innocently.
I felt her body tense up against mine.
"Well, I figured we'd each get to do some 'me' things that weekend before we'd do the old 'pour the birth control pills in the trash' celebration and get on with starting our family," she said, looking at me with her gorgeous smile and her radiant blue eyes.
She knew I couldn't say no to her on almost anything, especially when she hit me with that dazzling smile. She'd been owning me with that look for the last eight years, six of them as a married couple. At that moment, however, something didn't feel quite right to me. I didn't discount her plan completely, but I also didn't give it a ringing endorsement.
"Yeah, we'll work on something. Let's do Chicago," I said flatly. "Let's both take off Friday and head up on Thursday evening."
"I'll make some plans. Leave it to me," Vivian enthused.
It was a small blip on the radar and I never gave it a second thought until late Friday afternoon in our hotel room when I clicked on ESPN on the room television. We had eaten lunch at a local diner and then visited the Shedd Aquarium.
"So... dinner and what?" I asked Vivian, trying to figure out what clothes I was going to wear for the evening.
She didn't answer right away, and I looked from the television to my wife. I was pretty sure I saw her shiver for a moment.
"Well... for you, it's the Cub game tonight against the St. Louis Cardinals. You're sitting right behind the Cubbies dugout on the third base side. I figured you could eat and drink there," Vivian said.
"For me, it's a meal followed by drinks and dancing at one of the highly-rated clubs in the city. I'm not sure when I'll be back, and I guess I don't expect to be around too much on Saturday either. Then on Sunday night when we get home, we can have our 'trash the pills' ceremony and get started working on a family.
"Wait! Wait! Wait! Are you fucking serious? I'm not letting you slut around by yourself in Chicago... for two nights and one day. What about us? What about our vows?" I practically shouted.
Vivian looked at me like I was a slow child in need of an explanation. The latter part of that assessment was correct.
"We've been talking about having kids when we turn 30 since before we got married, right Q? Well, we're there now. But I've decided that since I'm the one who's going to be doing most of the heavy lifting, I should get a... bonus out of the deal."
"A bonus? Really? I don't recall there being a bonus clause in our wedding vows," I growled.
"You're not going to be the one to carry this child for nine months; not going to be the one to sacrifice your toned body; not going to be the one to set your career back several years so you can stay home and raise this child."
"But I am going to be the one working hard to put food on the table and a roof over my family's head, the one who will have to miss all the great things like a first word. Doesn't that count for something?" I asked, just this side of whine.
She just ignored my concern like it didn't matter.
"We've been together for eight years, Q. In all that time, have I ever given you cause to doubt my love for you or my fidelity? The answer is no, never. So I want something just for me: a bonus... a weekend fling. Not love, just lust... for a day and a half. Then you and I will throw those birth control pills away, and it will be just you and me forever."
"Damn, woman, I'm hearing a lot of I, I, I," I snarled. "What's that old saying, 'there's no I in team. Well, there's also no I in us. But I guess if you do this, there won't be an us anymore.
"You're telling me it will be just you and me forever if I let you do this... but what about the next time we want to have a kid. Same thing? Either way, it's not going to happen... in this lifetime. Do you see a lobotomy scar on my forehead?"
"I wasn't asking for your permission, Q. I don't need your permission," she emphasized. "I was informing you of what was going to happen. I'm a big girl. I get to decide with whom I share my body.
"This won't affect who we are once you get past your ego."
"Not my ego, babe. I would have to get past your incredible selfishness before I had to worry about getting past my ego," I rasped. "Maybe I should go find the same kind of fun as you..."
She looked like I slapped her. The superior bitch attitude she had given me minutes before was gone, and she suddenly didn't seem so sure of herself.
She reached for her phone and texted me my Cubs ticket for the night.
"You take the car and I'll catch an Uber to where I'm heading," she said, realizing, apparently, that I just wasn't that kind of person.
I shook my head in exasperation, gathered my keys and phone and left the room, never looking back. I can only assume she thought I was heading to the baseball game like an obedient soon-to-be cuckold.
Instead of watching the Cubs live, I listened to the game on the radio as I drove home. Pat Hughes and crew were in fine voice as the Cubbies won another. I really didn't have a plan, other than getting far away from Vivian. It's crushing when your perception of someone takes a divergent route from reality.
Vivian Langer was working as a teller at my bank when I went in to cash my first paycheck with the national transportation firm by which I had just been hired. She had only been at the bank for two weeks, having recently been hired herself after majoring in finance in college.
I was third in her line so I had a chance to notice the short blonde with the green eyes and what looked like a large chest hiding under her expensive-looking blouse. She seemed to be able to hold a short conversation with her customers while doing whatever tasks they had asked her before it was my turn at her window.
"You know, your employer can direct deposit your check electronically so you can avoid these lines every Friday," she said to me with a bright smile.
I did, in fact, know this, as the company payroll director had informed me when I was hired, but I'm one of those old-school types who like to get their check in their hands. I had worked for my father as a kid in the summers, and he didn't have the electronic capability, so I got used to actually cashing my checks. I was very comfortable with old school, in this case. Besides...
"Yeah, but if I did that, then I wouldn't have a reason to come in and see you... Vivian," I said as I looked quickly at her name placard next to her window.
She blushed adorably and then packed me away with a thousand-megawatt smile. When she bit her bottom lip, I realized she had some interest in me, as well.
I chose her line for the next two weeks, even when there was an open line at another teller's station. The other teller called me over, but I just smiled and pointed at Vivian. The other teller got my meaning immediately and nodded back at me.
I like to think I'm a calm, rational guy, but I'm also not shy around women. The next week, I asked Vivian on a date. She accepted.
Vivian proved to be outgoing and smart. She came from a fairly well-to-do family and her parents still funded some of her lifestyle. I found out when I met her parents that her father, a fairly well-known attorney in our city, had a special spot in his heart for his youngest child and only daughter. I found out that what Vivian wanted, she usually got if Daddy's money and/or influence could make it happen.
I was on track for bigger things at Bishop Enterprises, which made both Vivian and her parents happy. As our relationship moved along, John Langer made it quite clear that he expected me to keep his daughter in the style to which she had become accustomed.
"Quincy, be good to my daughter and do the right thing by her, and her mother and I will treat you like family, but treat her poorly, or God forbid, put your hands on her, and you will have an enemy for life with a lot of friends," John told me.
Yes, Quincy is my real first name, which is why Vivian and almost everyone else who knows me call me Q. It's a family name. The first-born son in every Navarro family for four generations has been named Quincy. My uncle is still alive, so my parents actually call me "Four." Vivian's parents are the exception to that rule. Everybody else in the Langer family calls me Q, except for John and Barbara.
Twenty months after our first date, Vivian and I were married in a large affair that boggled my mind, as well as that of my parents. The officiant was actually a state judge, and one of our guests was a United States senator, who Vivian lovingly calls "Uncle Sherm."
Before the marriage, Vivian and I had agreed to delay having children until we were 30, so we could gain traction in both our jobs and with our bank account. Her 30th birthday was two weeks before our weekend in Chicago.
I had two suitcases packed and the trunk of my car loaded with most of my valued possessions by the time midnight rolled around. I had called my younger brother, Bill, and he agreed that I could stay hidden at his house an hour away for a couple of days until I could get my life sorted out. He and his wife agreed that they wouldn't tell anyone I was at their house, even if it meant lying to my wife. Although she hadn't yet realized I had left Chicago, probably still busy fucking her bonus boyfriend, I knew she'd figure it out by Sunday morning at the latest, when we were supposed to drive home.
I didn't sleep much that night, repeatedly going over in my mind what I had done to suddenly make Vivian believe she needed to fuck another man or two, and that I would actually put up with that. The closest I came to a reason was that because I had gone out of my way to give her almost everything she wanted, she thought I was either weak or submissive. She would soon find out she was tragically wrong.
Saturday morning I did all those financial things that seem cliché, like cancelling all of our joint credit cards and moving half of our money to an account in my name only.
I had no idea if Vivian went back to the room on Saturday and went back out without noticing I was gone, or just stayed out from Friday night all the way to Sunday morning, but I didn't get the first text until Sunday morning a little after 9.
"Where R U? We have to check out by 11," she texted.
I showed the text to my brother and we chuckled while drinking our slush margaritas on his back porch. He got up to check on the bratwurst he was grilling for our brunch. My great sister-in-law was in the kitchen making some homemade potato salad. There is nothing better than the comfort of family when life goes to shit.
A second text stating pretty much the same thing came in 30 minutes later, followed quickly by several voice mails degenerating in spirit. Her voice mail at 10 reminded me that she didn't have any way to get home as I drove us up there.
Her next voice mail was angry and threatening. The one after that was pleading as she apparently tried to extend her stay at the hotel but couldn't because her two credit cards had been cancelled. Goddamn those margaritas went down great!
"Not a prayer you'll reconcile with the silly bitch?" my sister-in-law Sharon asked. "You two seemed to have a pretty good marriage, and I know you still love her."
"I would have killed for her, and I know that's not just going to go away quickly, but the way she went about it tells me that at best, I'm number two on her list of people to love, behind herself."
My brother's cell rang at about 5 while the three of us were still on the back porch, many margaritas having bit the dust. He showed me the caller ID and raised his eyebrows at me, giving me the option of answering if I wanted. I mouthed, "Fuck no!" He flipped the phone to Sharon, who was still somewhat sober, at least compared to Bill and me.
"Hi, Viv. I'm answering Bill's phone because the drunk bastard doesn't have the balls to answer himself. Yes, we know what happened. No, we don't know where he is right now. How the fuck could you do that to the sweetest guy in the world, Viv?" Sharon said.
I could only imagine what Vivian was telling her on the other end of the line. Sharon rolled her eyes a couple of times and scrunched up her face once. She said, "Uh huh" twice and "Mmm" twice more. Finally she told Vivian, "Good luck," and ended the call.
"Bought you some time. You're welcome," Sharon snipped at me. "Did you know you two had a disagreement and you walked out on her without letting her explain? You really are a bastard, you know?"
"You're not buying that..." I started.
"No, I'm not, Q. Just telling you what she told me, and what she's probably telling others while she's looking for you," Sharon said.
"Fuck!" I hissed. "Somebody pour me another 'rita."
Bill did the honors, once again proving why I considered him a great sibling. Hey, eight 'ritas in, I wasn't going to qualify for Mensa membership.
I ignored the hangover Monday morning and got into work at my usual time, although I wasn't dressed for working. I walked into my boss's office and told him I was either quitting or transferring to one of our other offices, effective immediately.
"Whoa. You don't give a guy a lot of chance to think, do you?" my boss said snidely. "What's going on, Q?"
I told my boss everything, including my half-baked plan to disappear... for a while. If I got lucky, it would take my wife... actually, my father-in-law... several months to find me, once he actually started to look. The only thing I asked from my boss, besides a transfer, was that my employee name be changed to Oliver, which is my middle name, and absolutely no information be given out about me, at least within the bounds of the law.
Inside of five minutes, my boss had my next job lined up. The Santa Fe office in New Mexico had a slot for me, and 30 minutes later, Oliver Navarro was on the road to a new life. Officially, Quincy Navarro no longer worked in Indiana, and, by a technicality, I also no longer worked for Bishop Enterprises.
I started my new job a week later. The company found me a one-bedroom apartment, which was good enough for my new single life. I also got a new phone and provider so the phone bill with accompanying calls wasn't going to my wife.
I gave out my new number to only a select few people back home. Two of those who didn't get the number were my mother and father. My brother had told me that Mom had railed to him about what I had done, and seemed to be squarely on Vivian's side. I didn't need to take any shit from her, nor did I trust her not to give the number to Viv.
My father was collateral damage in this battle. I knew that if I gave him my number, my mother would eventually wear him down and get it, and then he and I would have had a problem, so I didn't put him in the middle. Bill and Sharon, however, had broad shoulders, and I knew Mom wouldn't ever get it from them. Lord knows she tried, though.
Vivian tried as well. According to Bill, it took her about a week to realize that I was no longer in her city.
"How can we patch this up if we don't speak, if we can't sit down and face each other?" she asked Bill.
"Maybe he doesn't want to patch this up, Viv. You kind of ripped his heart out in Chicago," Bill told me he responded to her.
"It was only two nights, Bill. It didn't mean anything," she said.
"To you maybe. To him it meant everything," Bill responded.
My career continued on just fine for the next year in Santa Fe. My social life, not that I was looking, was at a complete zero. That was fine with me. I had Bill check for me occasionally to see if I was still married. Surprisingly, Viv hadn't filed for abandonment. I had to wonder why.
I would occasionally go with my co-workers for a night out at the end of a workday, but I didn't go on my first date until I was in Santa Fe for about 18 months. To quote Bob Seger, she was a "black-haired beauty with big dark eyes, and points on her own, sitting way up high." She was part Pueblo, part Hispanic, with muscular legs that felt wonderful when she wrapped them around me during sex. We went out several times, but I knew she was looking for something more permanent, which I couldn't provide.
Two months later I met Evangeline, "Angel" Bourne, while I was sitting at the bar of my favorite quiet pub. She was a quintessential Irish lass, with dark red hair, freckles and bright blue eyes. I was to find out later she also had the famous Irish temper as well.
I still had on my jacket and tie, having come straight from one of those days at the office where I spent my time putting out fires, and was nursing a shot of Jack Daniels Tennessee Honey when I heard a woman's voice call out, "The one at the bar's mine girls. You all find your own," as several women walked in.
I guessed that the four women all came from a shift at one of the local factories as they were all wearing jeans and work shirts. The one sauntering my way had her work shirt unbuttoned to the middle of what looked like a pair of C-cup boobs. I wasn't too subtle as I watched her tits jiggle as she approached.
"What are we drinking tonight, Mr. Fancy Suit Guy?" she asked with a big smile and her eyes laughing.
"Tennessee Honey. That work for you?" I asked.
Angel and I spent the night talking, dancing and drinking. I found out she was out for a rare night of partying as her 2-year-old was with a babysitter. The child's father was an unknown, she said to me with more than a little embarrassment in her voice.



"I got a little too drunk, was by myself and I'm pretty sure I got roofied by two guys I was partying with. I learned several lessons that night, the most important of which is that neither me nor my friends ever leave a bar alone with a man if we didn't come with him. We all leave together, or at the very least, leave in pairs," she explained.
"But my daughter is a gift from God. She is the most precious thing in my life."
She took out her phone, tapped a few times and brought up a photo of an adorable toddler.
"You got kids?" she asked.
"I don't think it's ever going to be in the cards for me," I said, launching into my story of how I came to be in Santa Fe.
"Wow. That's terrible. But you're still married to her? You should get that taken care of," she asserted.
"I should, but at the time I just wanted out quickly. And then there's the matter of actually talking to the stupid bitch."
Angel and I actually went on a few dates alone, and then I started inviting her daughter along to kid-friendly dates. Elinore was shy around me at first, until I actually got on the floor with her at her level. I had read that somewhere, and whoever wrote it was a damn genius. I instantly became her favorite adult, Angel told me. There were times when Angel and I were snuggled up on her sofa when Elinore would take one of my hands and tug on me until I got off the sofa and sat on the floor, at which point she'd crawl into my lap like a puppy and fall asleep. That really seemed to impress Angel, but I've got to admit I liked it, too.
Angel and I got along well, but we never discussed exclusivity. She had told me when we first started dating that she already had someone she was seeing occasionally. I didn't believe Angel and I were in it for the long haul, and since she was honest with me I had no problem with her continuing her other relationship.
You know the old saying about assumptions. Well, I just assumed that Angel's other relationship was with a man, whose name was Bobby. We never really discussed Bobby, the way I assumed she hadn't discussed me with him. About three months into our relationship, however, she mentioned that she and Bobby went out shopping for bikinis a couple of days earlier, and...
"Wait. What?" I said. "Bobby's a woman? B-o-b-b-i-e... not Bobbie as in Robert?"
"Well, yeah. Haven't I mentioned that before. Bobbie's a woman... a lesbian... and I'm bisexual. You sure we haven't talked about this before?"
I shook my head silently, and Angel suddenly started looking at her hands, her feet, anywhere but directly at me.
"Is that a problem, Oliver?" she got out barely above a whisper.
I really hadn't ever thought about something like that before. I've known bisexuals, but had never dated one before, that I was aware of anyway. It took me a minute to let that sink in before I realized that it made no difference in our relationship what gender the person in her other relationship was.
"I don't suppose so, unless she's really pretty. I think for the most part women are more pleasing to look at than guys, and if she's really pretty, then I'm going to suffer big-time by comparison. Should I be worried?" I asked.
"She is pretty, but I don't think you have to worry too much. You both literally bring different things to the table."
She giggled easily, which caused me to laugh.
"You sure I never told you before that I'm bi? I usually try to tell all my dates pretty early on so I don't mislead anybody. That usually gets feelings hurt," she said.
"So now are you going to be wondering what we do when we're out together? Are you that kind of a pig?"
"Nope. I never wanted to know what you two did together when I thought Bobbie was another man; makes no difference now that I know she's a woman. We're not exclusive, and your private life is yours, the way my life is mine.
"So she's pretty, huh?"
I tried to look at her seriously, but she knew me well enough to know I was kidding her hard.
"Who's Elinore's favorite?" I asked in a childish voice.
"You know you are," she answered back.
I actually became Angel's back-up person for Elinore's babysitter, getting written permission to pick up the child on the few occasions that Angel had to work late. I bought a child's car seat for my Mustang and installed it permanently because nobody else ever rode in the back seat of that car.
I didn't put two plus two together when my cell rang a couple of months later and the caller ID said it was Bobbie Clarkson. Angel never told me Bobbie's last name, and there really was never any reason why she would ever be calling me... except for one. My stomach did a nervous flip as I answered.
An almost hysterical Bobbie spent the next few minutes telling me that Angel had died in a car wreck on the way home from work. The police on the scene had found Angel's cellphone and called Bobbie, who was listed several times in Angel's call history. Bobbie had gone to the hospital, but Angel was already gone. When Bobbie could think straight for a minute, she realized that Elinore needed to be picked up from the babysitter, and Angel had once told her that I was cleared to do that. We agreed to meet at Angel's apartment after I picked up Elinore.
Bobbie was sitting sobbing at the kitchen table in the apartment when I rushed in crying with the very confused child. The woman ran to us and hugged us both as she continued to cry.
We probably stayed that way for five minutes, two crying adults and a toddler in between us in a tight hug. We finally broke apart when I noted that we had to get the child fed and some things decided.
We pieced together some things from Angel's life based on what she had told both of us. She was an only child whose parents had both died, and there didn't seem to be any aunts or uncles in the picture. That meant it was up to us to take care of Elinore until we could figure out which state agency needed to take over.
Bobbie had found a couple of cans of tuna and made sandwiches for us and put some in a bowl so we could feed Elinore. A little more looking turned up a juice box and Cheerios.
Between bouts of crying for our departed friend, Bobbie and I struggled to come up with a plan for Elinore. We came to the realization that legally she was a ward of the state and would probably be placed in the foster care system... but neither one of us could live with that decision. Maybe we weren't thinking right, but it seemed best to us that the child should remain with one of us for the foreseeable future, rather than have her turned over to the foster care system.
"If the state doesn't know about her, they won't be trying to take her away and place her in foster care. She can just stay with us. They always talk about how lots of kids fall through the cracks. Elinore can fall through the cracks and stay with us, with me," I volunteered.
"What do you know about raising a kid?" Bobbie quickly asked.
"Honestly, nothing, but I was a kid once," I remarked.
"Perfect. Not exactly the answer I was looking for," she said.
We talked round in circles for the next hour trying to come up with a good plan for Elinore. Eventually, we came to the conclusion that I would give up my apartment, move into Angel's and become the primary caregiver for the child, along with daycare. Bobbie said she would come by often to help out. We were both highly cognizant of the fact that neither of us had ever been a parent before.
"What's that old saying? The blonde leading the blind?" she asked, causing me to laugh for the first time all night.
"Actually, that's 'the blind leading the blind,' but your way is funnier," I rejoined.
"By the way, I'm Oliver Navarro. It's nice to officially meet you, Bobbie," I said formally, holding my hand out for a handshake.
She looked at my hand before looking me in the eyes. She walked past my outstretched hand and into my space, wrapping me in a tearful hug.
"God, I'm going to miss her so much," she said.
"Me, too," was all I could say back.
I called in to my office the next morning and explained to my boss that I needed a couple of personal days to get things squared away with Elinore. Bobbie and I decided that we would have Angel's body cremated.
It took a couple of weeks for Elinore, Bobbie and I to sort of find a routine. Bobbie showed up at the apartment almost every night after work, and we split cooking duties for meals. I could see why Angel liked her. She was smart and funny, with a bit of sass like Angel had. She was also tall, blonde, blue-eyed and very curvy. I enjoyed her company and missed her on the few nights she didn't come over. A lot of nights she and I talked about our feelings for Angel.
Three months had gone by when a somewhat nervous-looking Bobbie approached me one evening after I had put Elinore down for the night. I was sitting at one end of the three-cushion sofa in the living room and Bobbie sat down on the cushion right next to me, facing me with her feet crossed under her. Most women can do that pretty easily; most guys struggle with the position without a hard surface like a floor or the ground under them.
"Ye-e-e-s?" I asked, drawing the word out in anticipation of... something.
"Oliver, what would you say to getting a bigger apartment and me moving in with you two fulltime?" she asked. "It would be better for both of our wallets and we could better share with Elinore. I love the child and I guess I want to be... her mother, sort of. And you could be her father, sort of. I know you love her, too. We don't need to be married to raise a child. In fact, with both of us in the home, we could even have our own social lives. And since we're friends, not lovers, that should decrease the chances of us splitting up, like..."
"All right, you don't have to say it: like my wife and I."
Bobbie was indeed a beautiful woman, but since I knew she played for the other team, I would never make a move on her: that would be the ultimate in rude. Still, I had grown... fond of her, to say the least. Both of us absolutely loved Elinore off the charts. The plan sounded... actually, it made really good sense, to my way of thinking.
Bonded by a commitment to Elinore, and maybe because there were no emotional and sexual games in play, the friendship between Bobbie and I grew tight. The three of us grew into a real family, which only got tighter when Elinore starting calling us Mommy and Daddy, apparently something she picked up from the other children at daycare.
Who knew two little words could have such an effect on two grown adults? The first time she called me Daddy when I picked her up, my heart about grew out of my chest. The first time she referred to Bobbie as Mommy, I thought Bobbie would come totally unglued. She had just finished tying Elinore's shoes and Elinore said, "Thank you, Mommy." Bobbie choked for a second, then ran into the bathroom so Elinore couldn't see her tears.
She came out of the bathroom two minutes later, tears still in her eyes but a big smile on her face.
"Yeah, Mommy, it got to me, too," I told her.
She punched me hard on the right arm. I smiled and nodded.
Except for the fact that Bobbie and I never engaged in any cute husband and wife touching, I thought we blended in well with the parents of Elinore's friends at school and social events over the next several years. We told the truth about not being married to those who asked, and we never really engaged in childbirth stories, sort of deflecting and ignoring those discussions.
You could have knocked me over with a feather when Vivian--yes, that Vivian--showed up at our front door one Saturday morning about four years after I left her.
"Umm, Oliver, someone is here at the door for you," Bobbie said from the living room while I sat at the kitchen table playing blocks with Elinore.
Elinore followed me into the living room, and I'm not sure which one of us looked more shocked--me or Vivian.
"Is... is she yours, Q?" my wife asked while looking at Elinore like she'd seen a ghost.
I had to close my gaping mouth to answer.
"Well... she's ours actually," I said, pointing from Bobbie to me.
"Yours? She can't be yours. We're still married..."
I could see this wasn't going to be easy for Vivian, who looked like she was ready to crumble to the floor. I offered her a seat on our sofa, and she quickly sat down.
"Calm down, Viv. Bobbie and I aren't married, but Elinore is still our daughter," I said.
"Oh... oh good, sort of... We could work with that," Vivian mumbled.
"What are you talking about, Vivian? Why are you here after all this time? Aren't we divorced at this point?" I fired off rapid fire.
Much to my surprise, I found out I was still married to Vivian. She hadn't filed for divorce, figuring I'd come back to her for the first year. Then she and her father spent almost two years looking for me, before she spent another year working up the courage to finally approach me to reconcile.
"Reconcile? Seriously? Why?" I asked in more rapid fire. "Four years isn't enough for me to have recovered from you ripping my heart out and acting like the Wicked Bitch of the West. Hell, a lifetime wouldn't be enough time."
"You know I love you. Always have. Always will," Vivian said. "I made a mistake, one hell of a mistake, but still a mistake. I'm sorry for what I did... and sorry for trying to take advantage of your good nature.
"I figured if I hit you with a little shock and awe, I'd overwhelm you, and you'd have no choice but to go along with it. I also didn't think you'd give me up for a weekend of sex; sex, not love. Wasn't having children and spending the rest of our lives together enough of a trade-off for a weekend of sex?"
"You knew me better than anybody," I said. "You knew how I felt about fidelity. You blatantly rubbed my face in it. I won't take that kind of disrespect from anybody, even from my loving wife."
She looked around the room, her eyes stopping for a few seconds on Bobbie and Elinore.
"It looks like you recovered very nicely," she said. "Almost like you didn't waste any time at all.
"By the way, your asshole boss back home really had your back. He kept telling Dad's investigators that Quincy Navarro didn't work there anymore, when you had just moved offices and started going by your middle name. Dad finally got a court order to look at Bishop's employment records, and then he remembered that your middle name is Oliver. After that, I just had to find the guts to approach you."
"Okay, you've approached me," I said. "Even if I was the biggest dumbass in history, I've got a family now that I'd never throw away. I've got a beautiful woman whom I love and who I completely trust with my heart. She respects me and I her. We've got a beautiful daughter who we will cherish long after she grows into a beautiful woman.
"We are an us. I love being part of an us. Remember, once upon a time I told you there was no I in team, no I in us."
My volume had risen considerably, almost to a shout. For the first time, Vivian truly looked remorseful. I took a quick look at Bobbie and Elinore. Bobbie looked shocked. Elinore looked frightened. I walked over to my girls and we hugged fiercely. I looked at my little girl and whispered, "It'll be all right, sweetie."
"I get it now Q," Vivian said quietly as she looked at us. "I'll file for divorce based on abandonment as soon as I get home. I don't need anything from you financially. But would I be out of line to ask you to forgive me for being a selfish bitch?"
"I can try, Viv, but that's the best I can do. Maybe in time..." I rasped.
Vivian got up off the sofa, gave me a half-smile, and left the apartment and, I hoped, my life forever.
Bobbie sent Elinore up to her room to play. She took my hand and directed me to the sofa, sitting down next to me with our knees touching. She had a look similar to the one Elinore did a few minutes ago.
"Did you mean what you said to your wife a few minutes ago... about us being an... us?" she said.
"Completely," I answered. "I know you and I don't love each other... like that... but I do love you. I trust you completely. I respect you and I believe you respect me as well. And I know you love us... us. You get it."
"I do," she said simply, smiling brightly.
I suppose finally having an official divorce should have helped my attitude with dating, but I knew I wasn't going to run out and start fucking every decent-looking willing woman I came across. That was never who I was before I got married, and now that I had a family, it was definitely a lower priority. I still occasionally had my fun, but I wasn't looking for the next Mrs. Navarro.
Bobbie dated more than I did and had a better social life than I did. We kept in constant communication about those things and made sure our daughter was always first in our planning. We also had a rule that no dates were to be brought home by either one of us for anything other than a meal.
Elinore was probably close to 11 when Bobbie and I made the tough decision that she was ready to learn the truth about whom she was and whom we were. I know that on the night we were going to tell her, there were two adults who were sweating bullets. We had been talking about this for almost a year.
The three of us shed a lot of tears that night. We showed Elinore photos of her birth mother and explained her mother's relationship to both Bobbie and me. We also had to explain about Angel being a bisexual and Bobbie being a lesbian. Of course we also had to explain about our decision not to give Elinore to the state and raise her ourselves.
"So we're not a family by blood. We're a family by love," Bobbie summed up.
I know Elinore was perplexed and anxious for several days as she worked out for herself what Bobbie and I had laid on her. She was a bright child and mature for her age, and several days later it seemed to congeal in her brain.
"You guys could have just let child services take me. Wouldn't that have been easier for you both?" she asked while we were eating dinner.
"Doing the right thing isn't always the easy thing," I answered. "I've never regretted my decision for a minute... except maybe when you threw up birthday cake all over my new suit when you were six... and I'm sure Mom hasn't regretted it either."
A tearful Bobbie nodded her head while wiping her nose with a tissue.
In addition to our own friends, Bobbie and I had several friends we had developed as a couple, and occasionally she and I went out for an evening with several of those friends. Bobbie enjoyed dancing, so every now and then we did that. She was a better dancer than I was, but I worked hard to keep up. Our friends, most of who knew we weren't a couple, often commented how good we looked together.
Bobbie occasionally danced with other friends as well when we were out, but never accepted an invitation from strange men, for pretty obvious reasons. As pretty as she was, she never lacked for attention from either men or women.
Most of the men who approached her took her soft rejections well, but not all. She had just returned to our table after dancing with one of our friends, John, when a guy I'm guessing to be about 10 years younger than her had a problem with her turning him down.
"Oh, come on, babe, I'm better than that guy you were just dancing with, or that guy you're sitting with. Come on, give me a shot," he demanded, grabbing her wrist and trying to yank her back to the floor.
I'm on the thin side at 6-2, 180, but I was still in pretty good condition at 41... and regardless, I would never let anyone handle a friend like that. I clamped down on the arm that was holding Bobbie's wrist and twisted. The youngster howled in pain and released Bobbie's wrist... which proved to be a big mistake. Once free of the man's grasp, Bobbie turned into him and swiftly raised her right knee. Did I mention that she played soccer in college? The young man crumpled to the floor, but not before his face hit the table on the way down.



By the time the bar manager and a bouncer got to our table, the young man was curled up in the fetal position with his face a bloody mess. The police were called, and after we all gave statements, we were assured that no charges would be made against Bobbie or me.
"I appreciate the help, but Al Clarkson's daughters were taught self-defense by the time we started dating, regardless of who we were dating. That young man made a really bad mistake tonight," Bobbie said.
"I like the way your dad thinks. Let's get him to teach Elinore the next time he and your mom come out to visit," I said.
We had moved into a five-bedroom home a couple of years earlier and done some remodeling, so in effect we had the equivalent of two master bedrooms with en suites. We also had a large family room with a built-in snack area, so we often had Elinore and several friends hanging at our house. Bobbie and I became de facto parents to several teens, and honestly, we both loved it.
I knew Bobbie had been dating the same woman for about two months when she invited her to a Saturday dinner with Elinore and me. I figured the woman had to be really special when Bobbie kicked me out of the kitchen completely and made what I considered her best dish: veal parmigiana with spaghetti.
At least visually, Stephanie Ellis was really special. If Bobbie was an 8 to a 9, Stephanie was a solid 9 to a 9.5: big brown eyes, porcelain skin, curly dark brown, shoulder-length hair and the body of a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model.
"Damn, Dad, you need to let Mom find you a woman. She's really good at picking them," Elinore said quietly to me soon after Stephanie showed up.
"Yeah... you're definitely right about that, baby," I answered.
Stephanie proved to be every bit as special on the inside as she was on the outside. I liked her, Elinore quickly fell in love with her and Bobbie... was over the moon in love. It was really great to see Bobbie's eyes light up every time Stephanie walked into a room. I barely remembered what those days were like, but when I dug down deep into my memory bank, I did feel a twinge of jealousy.
It did take Stephanie a bit of time to get comfortable with our family dynamic... and the incredibly close relationship Bobbie and I had forged. We were co-parents of a child we had raised since she was 2 and we were way closer than best friends. We talked about everything, from the inane to, yes, even the insane.
I was surprised when I got a phone call from Stephanie a few weeks after she started coming over to the house on a regular basis. She asked if we could meet for lunch... and she asked me not to tell Bobbie. I agreed hesitantly.
I was seated in a restaurant two days later when Stephanie walked in, spotted me and walked over to my table. I could see the envy on the faces of several men as she sat down, and I chuckled inwardly. Most times, fantasies are better than real life.
After we exchanged pleasantries and ordered, Stephanie didn't waste any time getting to the heart of the matter. She explained she couldn't get a good read on Bobbie's relationship with me and didn't want to get too involved with a woman who might already be in a loving relationship.
She looked concerned when I smiled brightly.
"Wow. If only. Women as pretty as Bobbie don't date guys like me, even if she wasn't a lesbian. I'll take that as a compliment of sorts," I said. "But you're right, we do have a loving relationship... one that definitely takes some explaining."
So, explain I did for the next hour. We both got back to work late, but before we left, Stephanie had a much more complete understanding of our family... and rye whiskey.
"Okay, I'm in," she said. "I'd love to be a part of this family."
Bobbie and Stephanie were married six months later. I gave away Bobbie at the altar since her father had passed away several years earlier. Fifteen-year-old Elinore was one of her bridesmaids.
Elinore was the spitting image of her late biological mother, with red hair and blue eyes, and I dreaded being the father of a pretty teenager in high school, because I remembered being a teenage boy in high school. According to Bobbie and Stephanie, I didn't handle it well.
"You can't threaten high school kids with bodily harm for kissing your daughter," Bobbie protested harshly one time after Elinore and a young man left for a date. "Did you see her face? You embarrassed her completely."
"You're not going to meet her dates anymore," Stephanie agreed. "I'm sure one of us can effectively pass on your good wishes to them in the future."
Yeah, the women made me apologize.
"Would you be this nuts if I chose to date women, Dad?" Elinore asked.
"Probably not, but then you'd have to deal with Mom and Stephanie. That certainly wouldn't be any easier for your date," I mentioned.
Elinore was reflective for several seconds. I watched several emotions play out across her face.
"Darn. Much as I hate to admit it, that might be even worse," she replied.
I chuckled and felt better when she walked off.
Are there any more feared words for a man than the phrase, "We need to talk?" The answer is an unequivocal no, but considering my family situation, I was more perplexed than fearful when Bobbie said that phrase to me one Friday evening while Elinore was out with friends.
She directed me to our formal living room, a room we pretty much only used when we had guests. A nervous-looking Stephanie was already in the room, and she handed me a shot glass of what appeared to be Angel's Envy rye when I walked in and sat down on the wingback chair where she directed me.
Bobbie sat down up against Stephanie on the sofa. They both had glasses of white wine. I felt totally clueless.
"You've got me, ladies. I completely and sincerely apologize for whatever I've done wrong, and I won't do it again... ever," I said, with all sincerity.
The two women looked at each other in confusion before it dawned on Bobbie.
"Relax, Oliver. It's nothing like you think... but we can hang on to that apology for the next time you fuck up, okay?" Bobbie chuckled.
"We... need... a favor," she continued, suddenly hesitant.
She looked at me, swallowed, gulped and moved her mouth, but nothing came out. Finally, Stephanie jumped in.
"Would it be possible... Could we borrow a cup of sperm, Oliver?" Stephanie blurted out.
There was an uncomfortable silence in the room as we exchanged glances.
"P-p-pardon me?" I asked.
"Oh, shit. Why isn't this easier? Bobbie queried.
"Uhh... Oliver, Stephanie and I would like to have a baby, and we would like you to provide the sperm for an in vitro fertilization. Would you do that for us?"
I'll admit it took several seconds for that to register. Then I felt myself grin. Then I felt myself smile as big as I ever have.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" I shouted, setting off a raucous celebration in the room as the two women jumped up down on either side of me like fifth-graders on too much sugar.
"How did you two pick me? Why did you pick me?" I asked when we settled down and were back in our seats.
They looked at each other, both with huge grins on their pretty faces.
"Picking you was way easier than asking you," Stephanie said.
"I know you won't believe it, but we picked you because you're smart, personable, respectful, handsome and fit," Bobbie continued. "You're a great father and a good man. It would be amazing if our child could inherit some of those good traits."
Ah fuck. I've only cried a handful of times since I became an adult. That day was one of those. I bawled like a baby.
"You know, if you guys want, I could sell you my half of the house so you guys can..."
"No. No. No," Bobbie interrupted. "We don't want you to move. We want you here. We were kind of hoping you would help us raise our baby like you and I raised Elinore. I think we did a pretty good job of that, don't you?"
I had to admit I thought we raised a fine daughter, and truthfully, I had a great time doing so. I was somewhat concerned about what Stephanie thought, but she must have anticipated that.
"Studies show that all children do better with both a mother and a father in the home. Imagine how well this child could do with two mothers and a father... and a sister, before Elinore heads off to college," Stephanie said.
I gurgled a thank you between more crying and sniffling.
"I love you guys. You know that?" I cried, literally.
We told Elinore of our plans that night at dinner. She jumped out of her chair and hugged Bobbie and Stephanie.
"Wow. I get to be a big sister. How cool is that?" she squealed in joy.
Two months later Bobbie, Elinore and I waited for Stephanie to emerge from their bedroom's en suite to confirm that she was pregnant. She came out with tears of happiness sliding down her cheeks. We shared a great group hug.
On a strictly personal level, I had so many emotions welling up inside my head. A little more than 13 years ago, I seemed doomed to go through life without ever having children. Now, I was just months away from having a second child. Yeah, family comes in all shapes and configurations.
I was always impressed with Elinore's intelligence and relative maturity as she aged. She always seemed to be able to handle the fact that our family was just a little different from that of most of her friends. She mentioned that she got teased occasionally, but I never heard her really complain about getting too much grief about Bobbie being a lesbian, Bobbie and I not being married and the three of us each having different surnames. Of course, then we added a fourth person and a fourth surname, and then a fifth person, although the baby was given Stephanie's surname. We made the decision to keep Elinore's last name the same as it already was because that was already on her birth certificate.
She always seemed to be popular with her classmates, and through the years she and her friends did their fair share of hanging out at our house. That included her friends from the varsity soccer team and band.
Adults, however, are not quite as forgiving as kids, and every now and then through the years we heard some second-hand chirping from other adults. It was mostly kept quiet when we were around, however, as I don't think very many people wanted to tangle with me, and less with Bobbie, who was known to have a sharp tongue on the rare occasions she felt she needed to defend her family.
Elinore wound up as her class salutatorian and had to give a speech at graduation. I'm pretty good with words and offered to help, but she told me I had already done enough for her speech and she didn't need additional help. In fact, she never worked on it in front of me, nor in front of Bobbie and Stephanie either. I guessed I'd have to wait just like everybody else to hear it.
Roman Alexander Ellis was just shy of a year when I carried him in to the gym behind Bobbie and Stephanie on graduation day. We kept getting held up as every other woman we encountered along the way had to stop us and admire the baby.
Elinore had the second speech of the ceremony, and I had to smile when I read the program and saw her speech was entitled, "There's no 'I' in Team."
The gist of the speech was about how a team effort can overcome individual weaknesses, and the importance of everyone rowing in the same direction. She used the differences in our family as an example of how four--now five--individuals can be one successful unit.
I'm pretty sure I grew another inch that afternoon. There weren't many dry eyes in the house as Elinore talked.
It was a whole family outing when we took Elinore to Arizona State University for her freshman year of college. We left Santa Fe five days early and did all sorts of "touristy" things before leaving her. As we were about to drive off, we lined up in front of her for final hugs. I was last on line, and as I reflected back on it later I realized the order was not random.
"Promise me, Dad, that you'll do a better job of looking for a good woman," she said to me quietly while the others headed back to the car. "I know it wasn't a priority for you while I was at home, but now that I'm gone... Mom has a good woman. You need one, too."
"I'll try, baby, but I can't promise," I responded just as quietly. "Good women like Stephanie don't grow on trees, you know."
I suppose it was only natural that Roman called me Daddy as he first started to talk, and my heart always seemed to grow when he did that. What surprised me was that he called both Bobbie and Stephanie Mommy... and they somehow always knew to which one he was referring. I couldn't hear any discernible difference in his pronunciation of the word, but the two women somehow had it figured.
Two years after graduating from Arizona State University, Elinore gave me the extreme thrill of being able to walk her down the aisle to be married. That was just about the only thing I had to do for the wedding as my daughter, Bobbie and Stephanie did all the heavy lifting... all while smiling and laughing. All I did was pay my share and keep 7-year-old Roman out of the way.
Jack Lassiter seemed to be a very nice young man, but that still didn't stop me from threatening him with physical violence if he ever laid a hand on my little girl. I told him I would never interfere in his marriage, except if he ever abused Elinore. When he said he understood and agreed, it was in a choked voice... because I had him in a single-arm chokehold at the time we had this discussion. Sue me. She's my little girl, and I just wanted my future son-in-law to realize that actions have consequences. I may have been in my mid-50s, but I was still in good physical condition and hit the gym three days a week.
The wedding went off without a hitch, and I made sure that I was going to enjoy my daughter's big day. I visited at every table of guests, ate good food, drank good liquor and danced with a lot of women.
I was standing talking with several friends when a sprite of a woman with shoulder-length silver hair with purple streaks down the sides strode up to me, grabbed my right hand and pulled me toward the dance floor.
"You have a minimum height limit on your dance partners, stud?" she asked as she pulled me to the floor among a lot of laughing from those standing close.
"In case you're wondering, I'm 'Aunt Deb'" the purple-haired sprite said as we pulled up real estate on the dance floor. "I'm Jack's mom's best friend. I changed your new son-in-law's diapers occasionally back in the day.
"My nephew has had nothing but good things to say about you... and he warned me about your killer chokehold, too."
She smiled brightly showing me flawless teeth and dancing blue eyes. I gave her what I thought was a subtle visual examination of her body, noticing she was built like a gymnast with small boobs and a powerful-looking lower body and legs.
The first two songs were fast and I found she could move that cute body well. The next was a slow one and while I tried to leave a respectable amount of space between us, she practically molded herself to me from the get-go.
"I can tell somebody hits the gym on a regular basis," Deb said.
We went to the bar hand-in-hand to get a drink after that. I was pretty sure she was marking her territory. I certainly didn't mind, but if she were, she would first have to get past the American version of the Spanish Inquisition: Bobbie and Stephanie. I led her over to our table and sat her down after introducing her. I was pleased that my closest two friends in all the world gave her 30 seconds to get comfortable before the interrogation began in earnest.
"I'm going to the bar to get you another drink. I know you're going to need it," I said with a broad smile as I got up.
Jack's mother came up to me at the bar, a huge smile on her face as she looked at Deb sitting at my table with Bobbie and Stephanie.
"She's a real pistol, but I've heard that you three are super-protective of each other. Let's see how she takes this grilling," Marcia Lassiter said. "Give it a few minutes before you head back."
That's exactly what I did. Marcia filled me in on some of Deb's background. She was a year younger than me at 55, and had been married for 15 years before she caught her husband cheating on her about 10 years ago.
"She kicked him in the balls and then kicked him out," Marcia said.
I went back to my table five minutes later to see the three women laughing hysterically. For some reason, I didn't feel nearly as comfortable as when I left.
Two-year-old Kayla Lassiter was running around our sprawling house with our two Labrador Retrievers, giggling hysterically while her parents sat sipping iced tea at our kitchen table with four of her six grandparents. Jack and Elinore lived about 45 minutes west of us and spent a lot of time at our house with our first grandchild.
Jack's parents, Marcia and Tom, admitted to being a little jealous at how often we got to see Kayla, so we invited them to spend a week with us at Christmas so all six grandparents and Uncle Roman could enjoy the holiday together. Marcia was an easy sell since it also gave her a chance to see her best friend, Deb, who she hadn't seen in the year since Deb and I married and Deb moved to Santa Fe.
Tom was a little tougher sell. He admitted to me privately when the two arrived that he was uncomfortable around Bobbie and Stephanie, never having close personal contact with lesbians before.
"They're just regular married people the same as you and Marcia are. That's really all you need to know, dude. I'd trust either one of them with my wallet, my wife, my daughter, my granddaughter and my life," I explained to him.
"Well, I have to admit they're both very attractive women," he said. "I always thought lesbians were... ugly and masculine-looking. That's definitely not the case with them."
I could see he looked uncomfortable when I laughed heartily at his statement.
"Good lord, no," I chuckled back.
"Don't overthink things, Tom. They're still women. They've each got more shoes than you and me put together."
Deb was everything in a wife I could have wanted and didn't have a clue I needed. I was on the laid-back side and she was anything but. I didn't think I lacked for energy, but the woman just couldn't sit still.
The first spring she lived with us I had to till her out a garden. We... read me... then spent hours planting all sorts of salad vegetables, while she supervised. I gave her a hard time about being part cat, because everyone knows cats are nature's best supervisors.
Bobbie and Stephanie fell in love with her--figuratively--almost as fast as I did literally. That didn't stop them, though, from warning her before we got married that they would both pound her to dust if she broke my heart. She seemed pretty shook up when she told me that the day after they made their announcement to her.
"I'm pretty sure they weren't kidding you, babe," I said, serious as a heart attack. "We have each other's backs all the time."
"I know they weren't kidding me. I don't plan on ever hurting you, but if I do, I won't be hanging around here. I'll pull a runner so fast your head will spin. That's called self-preservation," she said.
Deb convinced Marcia and Tom that Santa Fe was a great place to retire, and that's exactly what they did eight years later. They actually retired a little earlier than they planned when the home next to ours went up for sale.
Tom came fully on board when he found out Bobbie was also a Premier League soccer fan. Bobbie's team was Arsenal, while Tom's favorite was Crystal Palace. It was like I imagine it would be sitting in an English pub when a game was on, although it did get a little contentious when their two teams faced each other.
"Fuck off, bitch" and "Eat shit, old man" weren't uncommon phrases when we all gathered to watch Arsenal and Crystal Place square off. Football fans--soccer--to Americans, are way more intense than baseball fans, Deb, Stephanie, Marcia and I came to learn.



Jack and Elinore didn't bring the three grandchildren around when Arsenal and Crystal Palace played.
It was a beautiful Sante Fe summer evening and I was sitting on my porch swing on my deck behind my house sipping on a shot of Jameson Black Barrel Irish whiskey, thinking about how fortunate I was. My oldest grandchild came out the back door and sat down next to me, leaning her skinny body up against mine. For the umpteenth time, I noticed that she was a young doppelganger for her late grandmother with her dark red hair and bright blue eyes.
"Whatcha thinking about, Grand-O?" she asked, calling me by her special name for me.
"I was thinking about my life, about how lucky I've been," I answered.
"How are you lucky?" she queried.
I took a sip of whiskey as I tried to figure out how to phrase my answer to a 9-year-old.
"Well, baby, you know when something bad happens, but everything turns out good anyway? That's kind of what happened for me."
She squirmed a bit alongside me, and when I looked down at her face I could see by her eyes that she was thinking hard. Then she broke into a huge smile when understanding came to her.
"Yeah, like when I scraped my knee the other day and Grandma Deb gave me ice cream!" she enthused.
I smiled down at Kayla and she beamed at me, knowing she had the right answer.
"Something like that, baby. Something like that."
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"I've been sleeping with Mitch Jacobs for the last six months," Traci Aldred blurted out to her husband, Josh, while the two were watching television in their family room one evening.
Joshua Aldred winced slightly, hearing his wife finally vocalize her cheating.
"I know."
The next sound Joshua heard was his wife projectile expectorating the mouthful of red wine she had just taken. That was going to leave a tough mark to clean off the cream-colored sofa, but at least she missed her white blouse.
"Wait. What? You know? How could you know?" she spluttered, her face turning a shade of crimson almost as dark as the growing stain on the sofa.
"That's the most important thing you have to worry about right now?" Joshua asked calmly.
Her face remained flushed as several questions raced through her now-addled brain.
"Well, it's just that I thought we were really careful, so you wouldn't ever find out and be hurt... because I love you, you know," Traci said in a rush.
Joshua glared at the stupid woman who wouldn't be his wife much longer. She withered under that harsh glare.
"How many people have you told, Traci?" he asked quietly.
She thought for a few seconds. He could almost literally see the proverbial wheels in her head turning.
"Only one person. I told... Lucy Hanson. She's my best friend..."
"And also has the biggest mouth in town," Joshua interrupted. "You of all people should have known not to tell 'Loose-Lips Lucy.'"
"Aarrgghh!" Traci screamed in frustration.
"So if you thought she wouldn't blab around town, why did you tell me your secret?" Joshua asked.
"Because the guilt was killing me. I figured if I told you and we got this sorted out, than I could continue the affair until it ran its course... and then we could..."
This time the woman was interrupted by the sound of her husband laughing insanely.
"Seriously? You expected me to somehow let you continue to fuck another man 'until the affair ran its course,'" he replied, his voice going into a falsetto as he quoted her earlier statement.
A smile creased his handsome face as he chuckled sincerely. Traci looked at him as if she were seeing him for the first time.
"We've been married 12 years, together for 15. In all our discussions in all those years, have I ever given you any indication that I'd share you with another man?"
"Well... no... but you've almost always given me my way when we argue, and I know you love me enough to give this to me," she said with more hope in her voice than was in her spirit.
"Mmm... hahaha... hahaha. That's rich, woman. You're equating an argument over getting a second dog with whether or not I'd let you continue fucking another man. Obviously you've mistaken me for some random cuckold schmuck," Joshua said.
"But this doesn't have to affect our marriage," she said. "It hasn't affected it so far."
"That's only your opinion... and you obviously haven't been paying much attention because you've been so busy with your lover.
"You haven't noticed that I haven't touched your skank ass in the last month... since I found out about you and Mitch. But finding out that the affair has been going on for six months explains your detachment for the five months before that. Even the kids have seen it. We had speculated about whether or not you were involved with someone else."
"The kids know? No. No. No. Oh God," she lamented.
"I told them once I had confirmed it last month. They promised not to say anything until you and I had this conversation first. So unless you talk to them in the next few minutes..."
Anger flashed across Traci's face, but uncharacteristically she held her tongue.
"Mitch Jacobs, huh? Got to tell you, my feelings are hurt. I would have hoped that if you were going to betray me, it would have been with a handsome hunk, not some schlub with a dad-bod, who's got a big wallet. What were you thinking?" Joshua commented.
"This doesn't have to be the end of us, Joshua," Traci said. "It really doesn't mean anything. I know it sounds trite, but it was just a little extra, a little fun."
"Not fun for me, Traci. I've had the papers ready since I found out. You'll be served tomorrow at work.
"Oh, by the way, your parents also know about your cheating. They're expecting you."



        Because He Could

        Dying brother takes sister-in-law.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/because-he-could

Title: Because He Could

Author: Hooked1957

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Dying brother takes sister-in-law.

Tags: wicked games story




Again I'd like to thank blackrandl1958 for the invitation to write in her "Wicked Games" event.
"Family... You have to love them, because you can't kill them."
I don't know who said that quote, but in my opinion, truer words were never spoken.
Because if I could, I'd be burying most of my family right now... without a regret.
I'm getting ahead of myself...
I was the second son and last child in a three-child household. I know a lot of people will claim that the baby of most families gets treated the best, but apparently my parents never got the memo. As the youngest, I got the worst pieces of food to eat, the worst chores that the kids had to do in the house and I was the only kid who got hand-me-down clothes, even though my parents could certainly afford better.
You might think I'm kidding, but an example of this is the fact that I never got a piece of white meat chicken for dinner until my sister, the oldest child, left for college when I was 14.
Also, in the days before television remotes, it was always my job to change the TV channel in the family room, even if I wasn't in the room with everybody else. If I was anywhere in the house, I got the call, and I was required to be in the room to get the channel changed before the program came on that other family members wanted to see.
It wasn't quite as bad as Cinderella and her stepsisters, but in my opinion it wasn't too far off.
And then Susan Marsden showed up in my world.
My older brother Wayne and I watched as the moving company pulled into the driveway of the old Johnson house three doors down. A dark blue Chevrolet station wagon pulled up in front of the house, and a man, a woman, a boy and a blonde-haired, blue-eyed angel exited the vehicle. My heart rate went way up, I started to sweat and my stomach got queasy. It was a feeling I would have often over the next two-plus decades.
"Jeffy and Blondie sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g. First comes love, then comes marriage, then comes Jeffy pushing a baby carriage," Wayne lamented in childish sing-song.
At 8 years old, I wasn't totally aware of what the little song meant, but I was old enough to know it meant that Wayne thought I liked the new girl... which at that age wasn't a good thing for any boy to admit. Girls had cooties, even if they were blonde-haired, blue-eyed angels. Even though I had a lot of things going haywire in my brain, I couldn't admit that to my 10-year-old, pain in the backside brother.
"Shut up, doofus!" I succinctly yelled.
"Ooh, make me, tough guy," he snapped back.
At that time in our lives, Wayne had me by four inches and 40 pounds. There was no way I was ever going to win that fight, although several times in the past I had tried unsuccessfully. Right at the moment, though, I didn't want to look bad in front of the prettiest girl I'd ever seen up close.
Twelve-year-old Eddie and 8-year-old Susan Marsden were the only other kids on our end of our street, so it was natural that my siblings and I and the Marsden kids hung out together a lot. Because of our ages, Susan and I played together a lot. She was a bit of a tomboy, and could throw a baseball and a football almost as well as I could.
We quickly became best friends, and even though she developed friendships with other girls in our small rural town, we were still each other's go-to until almost the end of our eighth-grade year. We had never kissed up until that point, but we occasionally held hands, sometimes in school and sometimes out in public. I took a fair bit of ribbing from my guy friends, but deep down inside I liked it because I felt she was the prettiest girl in town, and she could still make my heart race.
It was just before the end of the school year when I thought my life as I knew it ended. Josh Archer, the quarterback of our freshman football team, asked Susan to go to the end of the year freshman mixer at the high school, and she quickly and happily accepted. To say I was crushed would have been the understatement of my young life.
"B-b-but I thought you were my girlfriend," I whined when she told me about her date, struggling mightily not to cry in front of her.
"Well, you never really asked me to be your girlfriend, and besides, he's a high school guy, and the quarterback of the freshman football team," she squealed in delight.
"Yeah, whatever," I said as I walked away from her and the pack of excited squealing females that surrounded her.
As I walked into my house feeling like dogcrap, my brother approached, looking for all the world like he was going to give me some sage older brother advice. After all, he was a worldly sophomore, wasn't he?
"Blondie bitch-slapped your ass, didn't she?" he crowed, using a profanity that was heard by our mother.
Even Wayne getting grounded for a week for cursing didn't erase the sting of losing my girl.
Mom tried her best to make me feel better by telling me it was just one date and didn't mean that Susan didn't like me anymore. Yeah, like I believed that.
I didn't go over to Susan's house and she didn't come over to mine for the week leading up to the freshman mixer. I resisted the urge the hang around outside in the front yard to see what she looked like when Josh Archer's dad drove him over to pick up Susan.
"Man, Blondie really looked good. You should have seen her. She and Josh made a good-looking couple," my brother snarked when he walked into the house a few minutes after Mr. Archer drove off.
Susan and I kept our distance from each other for the rest of the school year and throughout the summer. We'd wave at each other, but neither of us made the effort to get with the other to talk. I'm not going to lie; I was miserable, but it seemed to me that she had moved on. I, on the other hand, hadn't moved on. I barely talked to any girls and spent much of my free time playing baseball during the day and basketball during the evenings. I was a pretty decent athlete, and by keeping myself busy, I didn't think too much about Susan. Too much.
My brother made sure I always knew what she was doing. Apparently she had started dating, and Wayne made sure to keep me abreast any time she went out.
My parents noted Susan's absence from our house and lives several times. My brother was always eager to rub it in, regaling us with stories about seeing her with different guys. My sister, Diana, very often came to my tacit defense by pointing out that my brother wasn't exactly a hit with girls, either.
"Maybe I should ask Blondie out. She's always been friendly with me," he enthused.
"I'll kill you in your sleep if she goes out with you! You got that?" I yelled.
As I was focused on my brother, I didn't see the slap coming from my father. He got me high up on my face and side of my head and just about knocked me out of my chair.
"You're lucky you're sitting too far away from me to reach you," my dad said to Wayne. "But here's the deal. If I find out that you're messing with Susan, I'll kill you, and it won't be in your sleep. You got me?"
"Yes, sir," Wayne grumbled.
The first week of my freshman year was an eye-opener for me. In the past, I had pretty much been a non-entity among the female population, except for Susan, but suddenly it seemed like I was the new kid in town as every pretty freshman girl wanted to get to know me. I had grown four inches and gained 25 pounds over the summer and stood 6-foot, 175 pounds. I had longish dark brown curly hair and big brown eyes, and I guess I wasn't too bad-looking.
I also found out that not being attached at the hip with Susan turned out to be a good thing for me.
I was surprised at first by all of the attention the frosh girls lavished on me, but I have to admit I liked it. I dated a couple of different girls early on before settling on a short, cute redhead with bright green eyes as my steady. Erin Griffin was always bright and cheerful to be around, which explains why she was chosen for the freshman cheerleading squad. She also had thick, kissable lips that I got to sample on a regular basis. Life was good.
Two days after the Christmas dance, Mom led Susan into my bedroom, telling me I had a visitor and to leave the door open. Both Susan and I blushed.
"Look, Jeff, I made a mistake when I went out with another guy last year when we were together, but I was too scared to admit that to you," she said. "I've gone out with several guys now, and I know you were the best. I want us to be together again."
I was sitting on my bed reading a book when Susan walked in, and hadn't moved while she talked. I sat there like a deaf-mute for several seconds before finally nodding my head.
"If we do this, there's no ifs, ands or buts about it. You're my girlfriend... and that means you don't go out with or even mess around with another guy. You got that? No flirting... no kissing... nothing like that. You do anything... sketchy... we're done, done for good," I explained.
"I got it," she said quietly.
"First things first, though, I've got to break up with Erin. She's a really great kid. I really like her," I said.
"Yeah, I know. I saw the way you two were all over each other at the Christmas dance. I knew that should have been me with you, not some other girl," she said.
Erin took the news about as well as I could expect. I knew I was wrong for dumping her, but...
Susan and I were quickly back in tune with each other, with the added dimension of kissing and an occasional sneaky fondle by me. That would usually get me a raised eyebrow, followed by a quick smile. She was my girl in every sense of the word. Other guys tried for her, some of which I knew about, but she lived up to her word.
We decided to go off to college together at the University of Wisconsin in Madison. We lived one floor apart in the same dorm our freshman year but then moved in together in an off-campus apartment for our final three years. Obviously both our parents knew, and while they didn't necessarily approve, they were mostly cool with it... although Susan had to promise her parents she would stay on birth control at least until after we graduated.
We actually got married after our sophomore year in school. Our parents gave us a very nice wedding, which was going along great until toward the end when Wayne decided to be a dick and grope my newly-minted wife while they were dancing to a slow song. I happened to be across the room watching, and was on top of him in less than five seconds, pulling his hand off her ass and then punching him in the mouth.
"Fwuckkk!" he muttered through the blood that was spurting from his gums.
"I've warned you before, ass-wipe! You don't ever touch my wife!" I yelled at him as people ran to separate us.
Once I calmed down, the remainder of the wedding was back to being great, and I never really gave a thought to the fact that my wife never tried to remove my brother's hand from her ass.
Susan and I came back to the area after graduation. I took a job as an editor with a small magazine group, and Susan went to work for a non-profit, at least until we started a family, at which time she became a stay-at-home mother. I was doing well enough to afford her to stay at home, although I wasn't ever going to be earning the big bucks.
My dick of a brother stopped being a problem for me when he moved to California a year later with his wife of two years. He was always a great bullshitter, and that served him well in his job of television advertising sales. According to my mother, he was quite successful, and lived in a big house in a ritzy neighborhood. I was happy for him, although in truth I was happier for me that I wouldn't have to see him very often.
As life does, the next 18 years sped by. Two years after we married, Marianne was born and instantly became the apple of my eye, and Will completed our family two years later.
At 38, Susan could still make my heart rate rise. We were both committed gym rats, and I thought her body was as good as it was when we were first married, despite having two children. In fact, in some ways it might have been better because her boobs were a little bigger and her hips and ass were also a touch bigger. Overall, it was a more womanly Susan, and I was very pleased she was mine.
The call from my mother was pretty devastating. Despite never having been a smoker, my brother was diagnosed with lung cancer, and his doctor was giving him about two years to live. It seems he had been having some problems for several months, but had been mostly ignoring those until he just couldn't take care of himself on a full-time basis.
By this time, Wayne had been married and divorced twice. Seems neither wife was happy with his philandering ways, but at least there were no kids to worry about. The fancy-ass house was long gone due to the two divorces, and he was living alone in a two-bedroom apartment in a less-fashionable neighborhood, despite having a good career working.
Wayne was going to need help in the future, and Mom had some thoughts about how we could all pitch in and help. She called a family meeting for the next Sunday, and both Susan and I and my sister, Diana, and her husband, Ronnie, were expected to show up at my parents' house.
A lot of stuff was thrown around at the meeting. Wayne wanted to stay in his home as long as possible, even though that was probably the most inconvenient thing for those who were going to help him as the rest of the family lived half a country away. What was finally decided upon was that the three women in the family—my mom, sister and wife—would take turns living with and helping Wayne for rotating periods of time. Because my wife didn't work and my kids were old enough to help at home, Susan would stay with Wayne for four weeks at a time and basically take two turns to one each for my sister and mother, while my mom and sister, who both had jobs, would stay for two weeks. The rotation would be Diana for two weeks, Susan for four weeks and then Mom for two weeks and Susan for another four before it repeated itself.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, who decided this cockamamie schedule?" I asked my wife. "I get that you are the one who doesn't work, but you're also the one with two kids at home."
"Marianne drives now, and she can help out with taking Will to sports practices and what-not," she said. "You three will have to be more efficient when I'm not home, and I'll also have to be more efficient setting things up when I'm home.
"We've got to do what we can for Wayne. It's what family does for family," she said.
I really couldn't argue with that, even if I was the one getting schlocked the most on this deal. My brother may have been a major dickhead, but he was family. My kids and I could learn how to cope.
We did a video call with Wayne from Mom and Dad's living room. He was so choked up with emotion over the women going out to help that he cried, which set off everyone here as well. It was like a scene from a sappy Hallmark Channel movie.
The kids, Susan and I had a family meeting before Susan took off for California for the first shift. The kids were old enough to understand that Uncle Wayne needed help, so they promised to help me out at home. Susan also cooked several meals ahead before she left for Wayne's.
"I really appreciate you doing this for the family, babe," I told Susan. "Just remember, though, you are there to help Wayne, not be his personal slave. Don't let him push you around... and don't fall for any of his bullshit."
She nodded with tears in her eyes, then went through the gate at the airport.
The kids and I spoke to Susan about every other day on her first shift in California. She told us Wayne was in pretty good spirits and physically was still able to do most things. All three of us went to the airport to pick her up when she came home.
Her two weeks at home passed incredibly fast and before we knew it she was back on her way to California. She again had cooked ahead for us and the four of us spent a lot of time together when she was home. It almost seemed like we had grown closer as a family.
I couldn't quite put my finger on it, but things just seemed a little off when we talked with Susan on her second shift out in California. I wondered if the kids noticed as well, but I didn't ask them. Susan almost seemed preoccupied when he was talking with us. I assumed that Wayne was going downhill faster than we anticipated and that my wife was taking it hard.
"We can adjust things if this is getting too hard for you, Sus," I said to her several times.
"No. It's okay. Sometimes I just need to remind myself how fortunate we are to have each other. Wayne's got no wife, no kids. He's all alone here, except for me, Diana and Mom when we're here. I think that would be really tough," she said.
We had adjusted well in Susan's absence and the household was running fairly smoothly. For me personally, the adjustment was a little tougher not having my lover and best friend with me every day. There was also the loss of Susan sexually as our lovemaking went from three times a week down to zero—obviously—for the month she was not home. I wondered if she felt that loss as well.
I went to the airport alone to pick up Susan the second time, and to be truthful I considered getting a hotel room so we could make love before the drive home. My balls felt full to bursting and my hard dick left absolutely no extra room in my jeans as I drove to the airport.
I had to sit in my car for a few minutes when I got to the airport to let my raging hard-on relax. My wife had now been gone for two months in the last 10 weeks and I was impossibly horny. I wasn't sure I wouldn't embarrass myself in the airport.
She was wearing jeans and a simple blouse as she walked through the gate toward me, but to me she couldn't have looked more beautiful than if she was wearing a ball gown. I noticed she looked... tired, maybe, as she got close, but I was too lost in my excitement to really examine that in my head. It wasn't until she didn't return my kiss with a matching enthusiasm that I realized there might be a problem.
When I pulled my face away from hers, I took a sneaky look at her downcast eyes. She looked fatigued, and my first thought was that my brother's health had to be taxing her more than she was admitting. The other thought in my head... well, that just was too selfish for me to consider for more than a split-second.
My previous mood was killed, and I was probably more aware of Susan's "aura" than at any other time in our marriage on the drive home. Conversation was sparse, and I think we both felt something was off.
As usual, the kids were all over their mother when we got home, so that took some of the pressure off Susan and me. They talked her ear off for probably an hour after she got home. She didn't say too much, but her smile, no matter how tired she looked, told the kids everything was alright, at least from their standpoint.
When the kids finally turned in, I asked Susan if taking care of Wayne was getting to be too much for her, physically or mentally. For the first time since she stepped off the plane, she seemed to have energy.
"What are you trying to say, Jeff? You don't think I can handle this? I'm just a little tired. Sitting in an airport for a couple of hours and then flying for several more is always tiring. I've got this. Me, Mom and Diana are doing this for Wayne," she bit at me.
"Okay, no problem. I get it. You just look a little ragged, is all I'm saying," I commented, getting up from my chair and walking into the kitchen ostensibly to get myself a drink.
Since I had to go to work the next day, I went to bed at 11, and tried to persuade Susan to go with me, for reasons that I thought were obvious. Not obvious enough, however, as she told me she was going to sit up a while before coming up. I'm sure my mouth dropped open when she said that. Here I was practically gagging for it after a month alone, and Susan acted as if she hadn't a horny bone in her body. Yeah, I had a problem.



A night of sleep apparently did wonders for my wife, because she seemed to be in much better spirits when I walked in the door after work the next night. She had fixed a nice dinner and seemed more cheerful... if I didn't know her any better and couldn't tell that her smile never quite reached her eyes.
We made slow passionate love that night in bed... if you call her being mostly disinterested and me basically just masturbating inside her pussy for 20 minutes. She did everything but yawn her way through the session, and I was so pissed that when I finished, I abandoned my plan to bring her off multiple times with my fingers and tongue, as I would have normally done. I really don't think she cared.
I wasn't the only one who noticed Susan's changed behavior. On Friday, Marianne came to me and asked me to go for a walk with her after dinner.
"Wow, Dad, how bad did you screw up with Mom?" Marianne asked before we had walked very far. "Something's really wrong. What did you do?"
I knew what my daughter was asking, but I had no answer for her.
"As far as I know, the only thing I've done wrong is just be myself. I'm guessing that Uncle Wayne's health is going south pretty quickly, and I think your mother is feeling overwhelmed and doesn't know how to express that to us. At least I hope that's what it is," I said.
My daughter is nobody's fool, and I could see my answer didn't completely mollify her.
"You aren't worried that she might be falling in love with Uncle Wayne, as close as the two of them have gotten due to his illness. I've seen her when she's on the phone talking with him, and she's like a teenager with a crush. She didn't know I was in the house when he called her. It was almost sickening. She was giggling and... and... several times she said something that I would say wasn't appropriate for a married woman.
"What are we... you... going to do?"
"Honestly, I really don't know," I answered. "If it's just an infatuation due to them becoming close, I might be able to put up with some of that, but if it's gone past that... I'm old-fashioned when it comes to wedding vows, Mare. If she breaks those, we're probably toast."
"I hope she hasn't, Dad. I don't want to see you two get divorced... but I would understand it if she's crossed that line."
Susan almost looked relieved to be heading back to California the next Sunday. I was both relieved and exasperated. We had only made love six times in the two weeks she was home after being apart for a month... and we had very little connection both inside and outside the bedroom. We had become little more than friends with some bedroom privileges.
"Maybe we need to just bite the bullet and hire a professional to care for Wayne if this is getting to you or Mom or Diana," I said before she went to her gate. "Remember, you also have a family that needs you even as you're caring for Wayne. Don't throw us away for him."
"How dare you!" she hissed at me. "I'm working my ass off caring for your brother... your brother. You're just a selfish jerk."
"I may be a selfish jerk, but I'm not stupid. Getting too close to Wayne would not bode well for our marriage," I snarled.
I called my parents the next night to discuss my fears and was basically rebuffed by my mother, who also called me selfish for worrying. I got a very bad feeling in my stomach when I told my parents that I wouldn't brook any "interference" in my marriage by my brother, even if he were dying.
"You don't mean that, Jeff. He's your brother; she's your wife; you love both of them."
"Do I, Mom?" I asked. "Do I love them that much?"
I was disappointed in my mother's comments but not by my father's laissez-faire attitude. As a kid, he repeatedly took Wayne's side over mine. I felt nothing had changed now that we were adults.
I had loved Susan obsessively since we were kids. I was pretty sure she had crossed a line with my brother, but I loved her so much I was willing to give her some cushion, right up to the edge of my personal respect. Some might call it my ego, but whatever you want to call it, I had to be able to look at myself in a mirror and not see the word "schmuck" tattooed on my forehead.
My daughter was more than willing to help in my plan. She surreptitiously took Susan's keys one day while Susan was home and had the key to my brother's home copied. I was going to show up at Wayne's home unannounced, and if need be I was going to hang around for several days to see for myself what was happening.
I waited for two weeks into my wife's time in California before I flew out. I drove up in a rental car to Wayne's home and let myself in at 2, hoping against hope but in reality knowing what I was going to find: the two of them asleep together in Wayne's bed. I brought a pot of cold water into the room with me and proceeded to dump it on both of their heads, causing them to shriek in shock and throw off the covers, revealing to me that they were both naked.
The shrieking morphed into screams and threats once they realized I was standing next to their bed, my phone in hand.
"If you weren't dying, I'd kill you!" I yelled to my brother. "As for you, bitch, if you can't figure it out, we're done. You don't have to come home at the end of your month. You can just stay here with him until he croaks."
A sobbing Susan tried to cover her wet, naked body with her hands, as if it made a difference.
"Really, Susan? Everybody in this room has already seen it all. The time to be modest would have been before you fucked my sleazebag brother," I growled.
"I-I-I'm sorry, Jeff," she sniffled. "But he's dying... and I've been trying to comfort him. He's family, so I figured it was okay."
"Nice try, bitch. If you wanted to comfort him in that way, you should have just bought him an escort, instead of becoming a slut," I said.
"I'm not a slut. He's family. It was the right thing to do. Even your mom said so..."
"My mom! My mom thought this was a good idea?" I wailed.
"Well, yeah. Me, her and Diana talked about doing something for Wayne... and this is what we came up with. He won't be able to do this too much longer, so we started last month."
"You, Diana and Mom all thought this was a good idea? And you never bothered to say something to me, even though I'm your husband... allegedly the person you're supposed to be closest to in the while world... the person you made vows of fidelity to all those years ago.
"If it was such a great idea, how come I wasn't let in on it? Shit, were you ever going to tell me?"
Apparently Wayne thought this was a good time to give me his opinion.
"Chill, Jeffy. Your wife is an amazing woman... and an amazing fuck," my brother piped up. "Nobody told you anything because you're an asshole, and we all knew you wouldn't be cool with this. And we were right."
"So you were part of this great brain trust? Great. The philanderer gets to have a say, but not the clueless, faithful husband" I said.
"Well, you were right. I'm not cool with this... wife sharing thing. You can keep her. I'll find somebody else. Somebody who will be true to me."
"Nooo, Jeff. This isn't a permanent thing. Wayne's dying, Jeff. Have a little consideration," Susan said.
"Are you fucking kidding me, woman? My consideration was to let you nursemaid him for a month at a time, not to sleep with him like a slut," I stated.
"Stop calling me that. I'm not a slut," she said.
"You're sleeping with a man who's not your husband. That's my definition of slut, even if it's not yours," I said.
"Who cares what he thinks?" Wayne chimed in. "I think you're a great sister-in-law."
Susan and Wayne put on robes and she started stripping the wet bed.
"So how long has this shit been going on?" I asked my wife.
I could tell she was trying to somehow soften the blow; lying didn't come naturally to her... well, at least it didn't, past tense.
"W-we started having sex the last month I was here. He's running out of time, Jeff," she whined plaintively.
"Please, stop with the Florence Nightingale shit. We all know that you're a slut and he's a cheating hound. End of story," I grumbled.
My brother hung on the periphery for much of the argument, smirking at me like he knew the answer to the meaning of life. When Susan took the sheets in to the washing machine, he figured it was his turn to get in some shots, knowing I wouldn't punch a dying man.
"She's a helluva fuck, bro, and it didn't take me long to convince her to move in to my room. You know why I did it, bro? Because I could. I win, Jeffy. I win."
"You've been a dick your whole life, Wayne. I guess I shouldn't be surprised that you'd be even a bigger dick when you're dying. I hope you rot in hell, literally.
"You have a nice life... what's left of it, scumbag."
I turned and walked out of the house, headed back to the airport and was on a jet home before 8 AM. I was napping on the family room sofa when my kids walked into the room. I got up and shared a hug with each of them.
"Since you're back so quickly, I'm guessing it was what we figured," Marianne said. "Damn, I was so close to getting through high school with married parents."
Apparently Marianne had explained things to her brother, because he was nodding his head in agreement.
"I'm sorry, Will, I should have talked to you, too. I was really hoping that you weren't paying too much attention to what had been happening, and that I never had to fill you in," I said. "Damn, I've loved that woman for virtually my whole life."
"So that's it, Dad? You're not going to give her a second chance?" my son asked.
"It's complicated, Will. Marriage, fidelity. It's complicated. But one when partner cheats on the other, apologizing doesn't just wipe away the offense and the horrible pain that comes with it. Very simply, it's like killing somebody and then apologizing. The person is still dead, so how effective is the apology? She ripped my heart out of my chest. She abused my trust. She disrespected me. 'I'm sorry' just doesn't cut it," I explained.
The pain in his eyes told me he understood what I was saying. Kids grow up so fast these days. I suppose with the divorce rate being over 50 percent these days, he probably has several friends whose parents have divorced.
"Pizza tonight, okay? I'm not really in the mood to cook. We can all talk while we eat," I said.
They both nodded.
I gave my kids the full story over a large pepperoni and sausage pizza. Needless to say, there were a lot of tears shed, and I'm not too proud to admit a good share of them were mine. I also filled in my kids on the duplicity of their grandmother and their aunt. They were as surprised and angry at my mom and sister as I was.
I found it interesting that neither my mother nor sister had called me trying to apologize or explain. I was positive that Susan had spoken to both of them by this time. I fully expected to get the sisterhood version of a battering ram pretty quickly.
I wasted no time the next day making an appointment with an attorney I had contacted prior to flying out to California. I knew what I was going to find at my brother's home; the trip was just visual confirmation. I really was hoping to be proven wrong... even though I knew I wouldn't be. It's like when you look at your reflection in a mirror and then try to make a quick movement or something that is too fast for the mirror to accurately reflect... although in reality it catches every movement. Crazy? Maybe. But we all have tried that at some point. Admit it.
The first sisterhood apology call came that night from my mother... although it was more of an attack than an apology. I guess the women were going to try using a good offense as the best form of defense.
"He's dying, Jeff. She was just trying to make his time left better. After all, it's not like he's a stranger to her. He's family. He's your brother," Mom said as soon as I picked up.
"She's my fucking wife, Mom!" I growled into my phone. "She had no right. You could have stopped this... maybe. Instead, you and Diana encouraged her. Encouraged her to give to Wayne what was supposed to be mine exclusively... without even giving me a chance to weigh in on this stupidity.
"He's had a thing for her since we were kids. This wasn't a fucking Make-A-Wish here, Mom. Him dying didn't earn him a chance at her pussy... multiple chances."
I heard my mother gasp when I threw the first f-bomb at her. I had never spoken to her like that before. Too fucking bad. There was going to be a lot more bad words coming out of my mouth in the future.
"Don't you dare use those words..." was all she got out of her mouth before I disconnected the call.
She was in no position to be lecturing me about anything, I decided.
My phone rang within seconds of my hang-up.
"How dare you..."
The disconnect was immediate. So was the next call back. The next time there was silence on the line. Maybe you could teach an old dog new tricks.
"Jeff?" she tentatively asked. "You're not going to hang up on me again, are you?"
"New rules, Mom," I responded. "You attempt to lecture me, I hang up. You no longer have the right to lecture me on anything. You gave up that right when you encouraged my wife... my wife... to cheat on me with my brother... 'just because he's dying.'
"You're my mother, for fuck's sake. You're not supposed to be encouraging my wife... my wife... to cheat on me... even with my dying brother. What kind of a mother does that to her own son?"
She coughed into the phone.
"But he's dying!" she suddenly blurted out, her vigor apparently renewed by her latest pronouncement.
"Fuck him! Fuck him! Fuck him!" I yelled back. "Dying doesn't give him the right to ruin my marriage! It didn't give her the right to fuck him! It didn't give you and Diana the right to encourage her to ruin my marriage!"
"This won't ruin your marriage unless you let it. He'll be dead soon, and you and Susan can then go on with your lives. He won't be around to even be a consideration," she remarked.
"Or he'll always be around in my head, and maybe in her head as well, to be a consideration," I replied.
"Have you no forgiveness in your heart?" Mom inquired.
"No, I don't," I answered. "Would you forgive Dad so easily if he had sex with Belinda Parker?"
"Belinda Parker? That blonde slut who used to live across the street from us when you kids were growing up?"
I could hear spittle practically flying from Mom's mouth as she spoke. Belinda Parker was a beautiful woman who moved in across the street from us with her husband when I was in my teens. She was about 10 years younger than Mom, and I remember her going out to her mailbox by the road in a small bikini several times during the summer. Mom always made some sort of catty comment at the dinner table when Belinda made an appearance. It might have had something to do with Dad's eyeballs about falling out of his head when he saw our younger neighbor one time.
"You wouldn't have let Dad have sex with Belinda Parker if she was dying?" I asked.
"Th-that's a stupid analogy!" she yelled at me.
"Obviously not," I said quietly.
My sister called two days later. At least she was smart enough to sound apologetic.
"I'm sorry I wasn't smart enough to see what should have been obvious to everyone," Diana said. "I guess we all got caught up in Wayne being sick to let that overrule our good sense. I mean, even if you weren't my brother, I should never have encouraged Susan to cheat on you just because Wayne was dying.
"Ronnie about bit my head off when I told him what Susan did... with my and Mom's encouragement. I told him last night... and he hasn't talked civilly to me since then. He told me he wouldn't blame you if you punched me right in the face. I foresee a lot of cum swallowing in my future to get back in his good graces," she said.
An hour later Ronnie called, offering his sincere apologies for my sister's stupidity.
"I didn't know, Jeff. I'm awfully sorry. If I had known, I wouldn't have encouraged that kind of idiocy. Do you know what you're going to do?" he asked.
"Yeah, I do, Ron. He might have seduced her, but she's her own woman, and she could have said no. The dying thing was as much an excuse as anything." I said. "Obviously, she felt it was better to seek forgiveness rather than ask permission, especially since Mom and Diana were pushing her. But this also wasn't a one and done. She's been fucking him regularly for the last two months."
"I've got your back, Jeff. No matter what happens. You need me, just call," Ronnie said.
I waited until Susan's plane was in the air to call her parents and tell them what their daughter had been doing in California with my brother. As I expected, since I knew them from the time I was a kid, they were embarrassed and appalled once they accepted what I was telling them was the truth.
"Seriously, Jeff? This isn't some kind of sick joke?" her father yelled over the phone.
"Seriously, Dad. You know I'd never joke about something like this. He's always had a bit of a thing for Susan, and I guess he figured he had nothing to lose trying to seduce her. I don't know if my mother and sister knew about his plan in advance, but I know they encouraged her to do it," I said.
"She's more than smart enough not to fall for that shit," my father-in-law groaned. "I'm sorry we apparently raised a slut, Jeff. I'm shocked. I'm assuming you're going to divorce her."
"Yeah. I won't put up with that, and I could never trust her again," I said. "She'll be getting served when she gets off the plane in a little while."
I waited until Susan's plane was in the air so my in-laws wouldn't be able to warn her ahead of time, not that the ass-chewing she was going to get from them would actually be a warning. I wanted her to be completely blindsided so it would maybe hurt her as much as she hurt me with her betrayal. If anybody should know that I'm a vindictive bastard, it's Susan. She should know that I was going to get my pound of flesh several times over.
I wasn't surprised that she never called in the two weeks since I busted her. She knew that a faceless, weak-ass apology would inflame me more than soothe me. Her best hope at extinguishing the flames of my anger would be for her to be in my arms, in our bed, with my hard dick buried completely in her warm, wet pussy. It was a strategy she had used successfully on me many times in the past when we were at odds over something. This, however, was way more than just being at odds. I was always aware that she was fucking me into the mattress to push her argument, but I usually allowed it. Not this time. Not ever again.
Like usual, I was waiting for her when she came out of the gate, but this time there was no hug and kiss. Judging by the stricken look on her face, I know she wasn't surprised. She was surprised, however, when the young man standing near us walked right up to her, asked her name and then handed her a manila envelope, telling her she had been served.
"After 19 years, you don't even give me the courtesy of having me served in the privacy of our home?" she asked softly.
"Considering you didn't even give me the courtesy of telling me about your affair; I had to find out on my own? You're lucky I didn't shoot the two of you in his bed. If I could have figured out some way to do it and get away with it... but you two aren't worth spending time in jail. He'll be dead soon enough, and you... you will just be a bad memory that I'll hopefully someday be able to push to the back of my memory closet, sort of like a slut dust bunny."
Tears crept down her face slowly as she did her best not to sob in public. Out of habit, I reached into my shirt pocket, pulled out a Kleenex and handed it to her.
The ride home was mostly made in silence, which suited me fine. I guess curiosity finally got the best of her, because just before we got to the house, she asked me who knew about her... indiscretion, as she called it. I chuckled at her choice of words. She winced at my laughter.



"The kids and your parents now know. None of them are happy. My family all knew already, except Ronnie, who was flipping mad at my sister when I told him his wife was involved. That marriage is on shaky ground because my brother-in-law is way pissed at my sister for supporting my wife's callous cuckolding of me—my words, not his. His included several expletives.
"The good news for you is that my parents still see what you did as greatly compassionate. Of course they would. They've never made any secret over who their favorite son is. I guess it's too bad that I'm not the one dying."
"Don't ever say that, Jeff. They both love you..."
"I know," I interrupted. "Almost as much as they love Wayne."
The kids greeted Susan with only a modicum of enthusiasm when we got home. She was hurt by their seeming indifference to her being home; she would have been crushed if I hadn't softened up the kids by threatening them to at least be respectful to Susan.
Her parents called that evening and were less welcoming than the kids. She had her phone on speaker, so we all got to hear her mother call her a slut; after that she took her phone off speaker and left the room.
"Grandma's super-pissed. I've never heard her use a word like that before," Marianne said right after Susan left the room. "I'd bet if she could, she'd ground Mom for a couple of weeks, at least."
Susan's very red face told the story when she came back into the room after the phone call. As if on cue, the kids quietly got up and left the room. Susan and I sat quietly for a few minutes before she finally spoke.
"Don't you think you're rushing things with the divorce, Jeff? We haven't even talked yet since you found out about..." she said, letting the end of her statement fade off.
"Rushing things? You've been sleeping with my brother for quite a while. I'd say I've given you more than enough free playtime. Hell, I'd bet you never even stopped fucking him for the two weeks you were there after I caught you," I growled.
She scrunched up her face in displeasure, telling me I had hit the nail squarely on the head.
"He's dying. He won't make another year. It's the least I could do for a dying man," she whined breathily.
"Are you going to fuck other people who are terminally ill? That would make a lot of other people happy, I would presume," I snarked.
"He's family, Jeff. What do you think I am?" she argued.
"I think you're a whore that was just looking for an excuse to fuck my brother," I said.
She pursed her lips. Her eyes were practically glowing in anger. I didn't back off one iota and glared right back at her.
"We gave each other our virginities, Jeff. Remember? I've never had another man besides you. Did you ever wonder what another woman would be like?" she said.
There it was. Finally, some truth. Not that it was going to help.
"Of course I've wondered what sex with another woman would be like. But I've never acted on my wonder because I'm a married man... and I love you. I made vows to you... and I would never break them. I would have been happy to have gone my entire life having only had sex with you."
I could see her discomfort. I could see her mind trying to come up with an answer.
"He'll be gone soon. The only ones who know what happened are our families. Nobody else has to know," Susan whined.
"So... now we're negotiating?" I questioned. "You want to keep boinking my fucking brother until he can't go anymore, then get back together with me and we can pretend after that nothing happened and live happily ever after?"
"Well, I can't stop now, Jeff. He doesn't have much 'go' time left. To stop now would just be cruel," she said.
"Absolutely the worst answer you could have given me, Sus," I spit back. "Even if you would have sworn never to fuck Jeff again, our chances of getting back together were poor, but now you're trying to negotiate fucking him some more. You are either a fucking moron or a stupid slut.
"I give zero fucks that he's dying. Our Goddamn marriage is dying. That should matter more to you."
Evidently, it didn't matter too much because at the end of her fortnight at home, she went back out to California as if nothing else mattered. I never asked, and she never said, but I assumed she was still fucking my brother, although I knew that his health was starting to deteriorate rapidly.
Although Susan and the kids were still communicating on a regular basis, Susan and I were only in contact about once a week, and usually, during those calls, she would gently remind me that he was dying and she would be back with me full time. I never responded to any of those comments.
I didn't think anything was out of the ordinary when she called about a week before she was to head home, but I knew something was different by her tentative nature. I was wondering if Wayne was close to kicking off when she very quietly put the dagger into any chance we ever had of reconciling.
"I'm pregnant, Jeff," she practically whispered.
I barely heard her statement, but I did hear it. I was struck voiceless for several seconds while my mind whirled in neutral.
"Oh, wow. That's really bad news for you, Susan," I finally said.
"Huh?" she said intelligently. "The judge will put the divorce on hold until after I have the baby."
"No, he won't," I responded. "It's not my kid, so it makes no difference to the divorce proceedings."
"I'll tell him it's yours," she said.
"You mean you would lie to a judge. That's perjury. You could get jail time for that. Besides, they can now do DNA on babies after about two months of pregnancy. Our DNA would be close, but not the same," I explained.
"The good news for you is your child would probably inherit the bulk of his estate, whatever that would be.
"I wouldn't be on the hook for anything for the baby, just for Marianne and Will. Yes, we'd split our assets 50-50 and you'd get some alimony, but unless my brother has a lot more saved up than I think, you're going to have to get a job after a few years. Unless, of course, you could persuade my parents to help you out or take you in. After all, you would be giving them another grandchild, and the only grandchild to come from Wayne."
The kids were now 17 and 15 and chose to stay with me, so the judge gave me the house until my son, the youngest child, graduated from college. Susan's attorney about had a shit-cow because the house is usually, but not always, split after the youngest child goes away to college. The judge was aware of Susan's infidelity, even though we lived in a no-fault state, so I think this was his way of evening up the score a bit, so to speak.
The divorce was finalized six months later, and Wayne died a week after that, making it a very tough few days for Susan and my parents. I was nowhere to be found for the viewing and funeral. Remember, I said I was a vindictive bastard.
Not quite two months later, Susan gave birth to a healthy boy, my children informed me. They were thrilled with their new little half-brother, and I was okay with their happiness. They understood, however, that while I would never do anything to hurt a child, I wouldn't go out of my way for my nephew. I wouldn't be the one to step in for his dead father and teach the kid things like playing baseball or teach him to ride a bicycle. I prided myself on being a pretty good guy, but I have limits.
My kids told me that their mother had moved in with my parents soon after the birth of her child. She eventually got herself a part-time job to help with expenses. My mom watched the child while she worked.
Because both of my parents were squarely on Susan's side in this debacle, and repeatedly told me to live with what she did and move on, I did the only thing I felt I could do and cut them both out of my life. I blocked their numbers and stopped showing up for any family events. Along with my children, the only other ones I kept in touch with were Ronnie and Diana, and that was under the provision that they never informed my parents or ex-wife where I was or what I was doing. That was a very tough ask for my sister, but Ronnie made it perfectly clear that he would divorce her in a heartbeat if she didn't do as I insisted. She already knew her marriage was on shaky ground, so she wisely kept her mouth shut.
My kids completely understood where I was coming from, and never complained about me not showing up for family events attended by the others. We did Christmas, birthdays and other important events a day or two after the rest of the family had their get-together.
The exceptions were the wedding of both of my kids. I made it clear to both of them that I would not let my ex-wife or my ex-family keep me away from their big days... but it was up to them to let the rest of the family know I would not put up with their bullshit. I vowed to my kids that I would not be the one to ruin their weddings.
My daughter was the first to get married, six years after the divorce. I proudly walked her down the aisle, then took my seat next to my ex-wife in the bride's side of the front row. At one point during the service, Susan tried to take my hand, but I quickly pulled my hand back and she got the hint.
Marianne had it arranged so that I sat at a table with family friends instead of at the family table. By this time everyone knew that I divorced Susan because she cheated on me, so none of us felt the need to bring up the circumstances again. I thought we all had a good time at the table, and I made sure to circulate and do a good job as host of the event, since I paid for it. I visited at every table for several minutes throughout the night, even walking up to the family table and thanking them all for attending. My ex-wife and my parents looked at me like I was an alien as I thanked them and just walked off.
I danced with every woman at my table and several others throughout the evening. I saw Susan watching me from time to time, but there was no way I was asking her.
"Aren't you even going to ask Mom to dance once, Dad?" Marianne asked me after a while. "After all, you two are the reason I'm here in the first place."
"No, Kitten, I'm not. Sorry, but she can rot in hell for all I care. Let's not ruin a good night," I said.
I saw the wheels in her head turning. I think she really wanted to push the issue, but decided this wasn't the hill upon which she wanted our relationship to die. I watched as she walked over to her mother and started to talk, shaking her head. Susan looked over to me with tears in her eyes.
I didn't pay for my son's wedding two years later, but he spoke to his future in-laws about his family situation, and once again I was seated at a friends' table. He told me he had a lot of explaining to do to his fiancée's parents, but after at first being revolted by the tale, they were very understanding to me. Susan, however, wasn't happy that our son "threw her under the bus," and threatened to boycott the event. I was incredibly proud of Will when he told her he would miss her at the wedding, but wasn't going to apologize for telling the truth.
"This isn't on me, Mom," I heard him tell her over the phone. "You made your choice. I'm just the one who had to be the messenger. I had to be the one to look Amy's parents in the face and explain that my mom cheated on my dad... with his brother. God, that was embarrassing."
I was sitting in my favorite pub one Friday night about 12 years after my divorce, sipping on a shot of Glenmorangie single malt with a teaspoon of water. It had been a tough but good week, so I was rewarding myself with a top-notch Scotch.
I had dated some since my divorce but had never found a woman that could fill the spot in my heart that Susan had vacated all those years ago. I have never lied about it: I was madly in love with Susan, so her cheating on me hurt me beyond belief. Hell, I probably still loved her, deep down inside, if I was being honest with myself.
Still, I was somewhat proud of myself that my life didn't devolve into a drunken existence or an incessant chase for the next pussy. I had my work, good friends and hobbies, several of which I began after the divorce. It wasn't the same life I had with Susan, but it wasn't a bad life.
I didn't pay attention to the guy who sat down to my right, until I saw a hand stuck out in my direction. He introduced himself to me as Melvin Downey, so I stuck my hand out and introduced myself as well.
"Yeah, I know who you are. You're Susan's first husband. We... share a pleasure," he said in a friendly tone.
I chuckled enthusiastically. Maybe I would like this guy.
"Well hopefully we won't share a heartache as well," I answered. "I didn't realize Susan had gotten married again. My kids said she had been dating someone for a while, but they never told me that she had gotten married."
"Probably trying not to hurt your feelings," he stated.
"Yeah, they're good that way," I replied.
"Uh... can I ask you a question?" he asked nervously.
"Sure," I said, noticing that he had started to sweat.
"Do you think she'll cheat on me, too? Do you believe in that old adage that says once a cheater, always a cheater?"
I could see his face scrunching up in anxiety. My first thought was to let him twist in the wind, but he had nothing to do with my problem with Susan.
"No, I don't hold to that old adage," I said. "In fact, I think if anything, Susan will go out of her way to make sure she's a good wife to you. I'm pretty sure I bitched-slapped her entitlement away. Besides, she won't want to look like a slut to our kids for a second time. Once was enough."
He thanked me sincerely, and I don't think he realized he blew out a big sigh of relief. Yeah, I think I liked this guy.
"Do you hang out here on a regular basis?" he asked.
"Yeah, I probably stop in most Friday nights. It's a nice quiet place, friendly people," I replied.
"Would it be all right if I stopped in occasionally. Nothing sinister. Just to talk?"
"Sure. That would be good."
Mel and I actually became pretty good friends. We'd hang out at the bar some and occasionally play golf together. We had a pretty good thing going because we agreed early on that there would be little to no talk about the woman we had in common. She asked him one time if I asked about her at all, and when he told her I didn't it about drove her crazy. He laughed about that for weeks.
I thought he was playing that up a bit much until I ran into Susan at an Applebee's when I was grabbing a bite of lunch. Actually, I was chewing on my burger when an angry-looking Susan sat down across from me at my table.
"Oh, Susan, by all means please join me," I said sarcastically after she was already planted at the table.
"What the fuck are you doing, Jeff? My Goddamn husband thinks you a great guy, but you won't do any family events that I'm a part of, except for the kids' weddings. Everybody gets it by this point, Jeff. You've made it quite clear that I'm the problem. I'm sorry, Jeff, I screwed up. I can't take it back. All I can do is apologize," she whined.
"And that's exactly the problem, Susan. There are some things that can't be written off the books with a simple check payable to 'I'm sorry.'"
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Jason Pyle walked into the local Starbucks and looked around... to be more accurate, he scanned the establishment. He was looking for... her... and he found her, sitting by herself at a two-person table, reading a paperback.
There were about two dozen people sitting at tables and another half-dozen online. Virtually all of them turned to look at Jason when he walked in. He was a big man who exuded confidence, and people just seemed drawn to his magnetism, even when he was just standing toward the back of the café. It was much more than his 6-4, 235-pound size, or the colorful tattoos running down both of his muscular arms.
The woman Jason picked out in his mind had joined most of the others in briefly looking at the man when he walked in, but quickly went back to her book on Egyptian history. She was engrossed heavily in her reading when she heard the empty chair at her table move, and the large man sat down.
"I know there are empty tables I could have sat at, but I fancy sitting with the best-looking woman in the place while I take my coffee break. I'm Jason, by the way," he said with a bright smile.
Under most circumstances, Lucy Grimaldi would have gotten up from her spot and left the café. For some reason, this time, she stayed glued to her chair. She gave the interloper a shy smile and a deep blush as she met his eyes with hers.
"Thank you for the kind words, even if I think you're not exactly being truthful," she responded.
Lucy looked directly into the man's big brown eyes. His gaze never wavered from hers. She noted his long, curly dark brown hair and a rakish scar running down his left cheek. She also noted the tingling that she was suddenly feeling between her legs, a feeling that didn't happen very often in her well-ordered life.
The woman always went to this Starbucks every Tuesday afternoon after her four-hour shift at the Medford Public Library. She usually enjoyed a salted caramel latte while reading a book before going home to do some usual home chores and cooking dinner for her husband and herself.
The large man noted the slight look of discomfort on the woman's pretty face. Her shoulder-length dark brunette hair was pulled into a high ponytail, which helped highlight bright electric-blue eyes and full lips. Despite the fact that she was dressed like a conservative businesswoman, Jason noted the blazer and the white dress blouse did little to hide the woman's large chest, and her skirt, which had ridden up her legs to about mid-thigh, did little to hide her toned, athletic legs. He estimated she was about five years older than his 34 years.
Jason's smile turned into a lecherous smirk, Lucy thought, which gave him a bad boy visage.
"Trust me, I'm not lying." Jason answered. "And you are...?"
"Lucy. Lucy Grimaldi," she responded with a smile of her own.
Lucy took a deep breath, which Jason thought did wonderful things to her blouse. She caught him looking at her chest, but unlike most other men, he didn't try to shift his eyes away. He lifted his eyes back to hers, maintaining his smile.
Lucy blushed hard.
"Cheeky bastard," she thought to herself, but she again took another deep breath, again causing the man's eyes to move down to her blouse.
"So what's your drink of choice?" Jason asked the woman.
"Salted caramel latte. Yours?" she responded.
"Black coffee. I'm one of those," he said. "I don't know anything about their sizes. I just ask for the largest black coffee they serve, and I take my coffee the same way I take my booze: straight, with nothing else mixed in."
"My... husband drinks it that way, too," Lucy said, hesitating as she thought about her husband for the first time since the strange man sat down at the table with her. She briefly thought that he wouldn't be pleased at all with her chatting with a handsome, large stranger... who had no problem ogling her large chest in front of her.
"Ah, yes, your husband. Well, he's a lucky man. How long have you been married? Any kids?" he asked.
Almost despite herself, Lucy told the man about her 23-year marriage and her two children in college without any discomfort. She realized Jason was an excellent listener. Jason then gave her his life story, which didn't include a wife and children, but did include the fact that he was head of a motorcycle club and was the owner of a car and motorcycle repair shop.
"A motorcycle club. Like a gang?" Lucy queried.
Jason hesitated for the first time since he sat down at the table. He looked uncomfortable.
"Yeah, I guess so," he replied. "We don't do the crime stuff, though, like you see on TV. Not every bike crew is like 'Sons of Anarchy.' That show makes us all look like out-of-control thugs."
He could see by the self-conscious smile on Lucy's face that he had guessed correctly about what she was thinking. She could see he knew that, too.
"Sorry. I didn't mean anything by it," she said.
"No offense taken. Most people have had the wrong impression of bikers since 'Easy Rider' was made more than 50 years ago," he chuckled.
"Maybe you'd like to ride with me someday."
Lucy blushed at the very thought of herself riding on the back of a motorcycle with this man up front. The joke among her friends was that she was the queen of the conservative moms.
"You'd have to give me some notice, because I'd never be able to get on the back of your bike in this skirt without completely giving up my modesty. I'd need to wear some jeans," she giggled.
"Yeah, but they can't be 'mom jeans.' They'd have to be tight jeans... and you'd need a halter top or a tight tank. I have a reputation to maintain, you know. After all, I am the president of the Diamonds," he asserted.
Lucy was surprised at her own interest in riding on this man's motorcycle.
"I'll have to go buy something appropriate then, if you're serious about letting me ride with you. I don't have any clothes like that," she said.
"Seriously?" Jason said. "A body like that and you don't have any tight, sexy clothes? How did you ever have two kids?"
Lucy knew she should have been embarrassed with the stranger's familiarity, but if anything she was turned on by the man's frankness. There was something arousing and confident in his manner.
"If I dress appropriately, could we go next Tuesday?" she asked boldly.
"Absolutely!" he replied brightly. "Meet you here same time next Tuesday."
The two bid each other good-bye a few minutes later. Lucy left the café practically floating on a cloud due to the attention the handsome young man lavished on her.
Twenty-three years of marriage told Glenn Grimaldi that his wife had something very positive happen during the day before he got home from work. She was gliding around the kitchen humming a happy tune with a large smile on her face. He walked over to her and gave her a passionate kiss on the lips, which she returned with every bit as much fervor as she received.
"Good day?" Glenn asked, assuming that she would tell him why she seemed to be in such a great mood.
"Mmhmm," she responded before gliding over to check on the food in the oven. "Dinner in five. You need to get out of your suit."
Glenn just froze in place, not believing his ears. He frowned and shook his head as he headed upstairs to change his clothes. Lucy never looked back at her husband. In truth, she barely was aware that he was still in the room.
Dinner was an inordinately quiet affair that night. Glenn repeatedly started conversations only to have them die quietly as Lucy would either mumble a one-word answer or grunt instead of speak. Her face had an unreadable expression. Glenn finally gave up, being at least thankful that whatever was going on wasn't causing Lucy to be upset with him.
It wasn't until the next morning at the library that Lucy was brought back to her senses. One of her younger co-workers noted Lucy's spaciness and the far-away look in her eyes.
"You've got a lover!" Annie Wilson whispered excitedly to Lucy as the pair was in the break room during the morning. "Good for you!"
The words spoken out loud shook Lucy to her core and she almost dropped her mug of coffee, confirming to the other woman that she had hit the nail on the head.
"Uh... what... no!" Lucy muttered. "Well..."
"Not quite then, but soon," Annie said. "Wow. I never would have guessed that Mother Teresa would go over to the dark side. Details, woman."
Lucy looked stricken. Had she been this transparent in front of her husband last night, she wondered?
"Shh. Quiet. Come over here," she said, pulling the younger woman over to the far side of the break room.
"Who told you?" Lucy whispered tersely to Annie. "I haven't even done anything yet."
"Maybe, but you want to... and are heading toward the finish line at a full sprint," Annie responded.
"Have I been that obvious? Umm... I've never... never... even considered anything like this before," Lucy said.
"Nobody told me," Annie asserted. "You're walking around like a 16-year-old with a secret crush.
"If you're doing it or even considering doing it, walking around in a fog is the worst way to hide it from the world... or even your husband, girl. You get to control this narrative. Hubby doesn't ever have to know... unless you want him to, that is. And that's usually because he's a freak or you've got a revenge thing going on."
"I... haven't... done anything. Honest," Lucy started.
"But you want to. And you're considering it really hard," Annie said, looking Lucy directly in her eyes.
"Yeah..." Lucy admitted while hanging her head.
"No, you're looking at this the wrong way, Lucy. If you're going to do this, do this because it's what you want... and then own it. If you feel it's wrong, it will be wrong. If you feel good about it, it will be good... at least for you.
"You just need to be smart. Assuming you don't want hubs to know, don't rub it in his face. Don't ever do it in your own bed, or your own house. Don't go to places where the two of you will be seen by someone who knows you. Don't ignore him in the bedroom or get too crazy there, he'll see right through that. Don't teach him new tricks you might learn."
"Wow. I never considered most of that," Lucy said. "Sounds like you've done this before."
"Been married six years. Have enjoyed... enjoyed... four affairs. I love hubby to death, but what he doesn't know doesn't hurt him. Who doesn't love sex with a responsive, sexy partner? Three of them were just sex, nothing more. The fourth was a little more, but definitely no threat to my marriage," Annie related.
"You've given me a lot to think about, Annie. Thank you," Lucy said.
"Good luck," Annie responded.
Lucy was wearing a tight pair of jeans and a white tank top when Jason walked in to the Starbucks the next Tuesday. He got his cup of coffee and headed over to Lucy's table.
"Will I do?" Lucy asked as the large man sat down.
Jason looked the woman over from head to toe, his eyes blatantly lingering over her large boobs. She tingled with excitement as he did so, causing her nipples to push out against her bra and blouse.
"Not bad, but you didn't need the bra. Biker chicks usually don't wear them," he responded.
"I've gone from librarian to biker chick, have I?" Luci asked, coloring deeply.
"Well, we'll see how the ride goes, and you'd have to lose the bra. Biker chicks don't wear bras... or panties," he said.
Lucy had never met a man as... unfiltered as Jason. Her heart was racing. She looked around, located the restrooms and rose from her chair.
"Be right back," she said softly, before walking to the restroom.
Jason smiled brightly as she returned to the table a few minutes later obviously braless, her large breasts jiggling under the tank top and her erect nipples poking out.
"Much better," he said as she blushed and smiled self-consciously.
"You do realize you're a cheeky bastard," she said, still smiling.
"Oh yeah," he agreed.
The pair chatted amiably for about an hour. Several times while they talked the man looked directly at the woman's breasts and smiled. She blushed each time he did so, and at one point she straightened up, looked around and blatantly shook her tits.
"Yeah, now you're catching on. Now let's go for a ride and see how much of a biker chick you can be," he said.
"Lock your purse in your car. You can't be worrying about that while we're riding," Jason told her.
Jason started up his big Harley and gestured for Lucy to climb up behind him. He instructed her to put her arms around his waist and lean when she felt him lean. He smiled when he felt her big boobs up against his broad back.
The pair rode for about 20 minutes, taking a circuitous route out and back to the Starbucks. Lucy couldn't ignore the vibration of the bike she felt between her legs nor the powerful feeling of the strong, well-muscled body she was wrapped around. She was glad the two were out in the fresh air because she feared Jason would otherwise have been able to smell her arousal.
"That was fantastic!" Lucy enthused as she dismounted after the ride.
"I'm glad you liked it," Jason said. "Maybe you and your husband should get a bike now that you're empty-nesters."
Lucy looked at Jason like a deer caught in the headlights. It was the first time all afternoon she had thought about Glenn, and only because Jason had brought him up in conversation. Jason caught her look of guilt and smiled inwardly.
"Or maybe not," he said pointedly.
"Same time next week? Dress appropriately," he said before he started the bike and drove off.
Lucy knew she would have to change her soaked panties in addition to putting on her regular after-work clothing. Taking Annie's advice, she knew there was no sense in showing something out of character to her husband.
Lucy giggled nervously to herself as she changed out of her staid librarian clothes and into what she considered her naughty "biker chick" clothes in the stall at a near-by McDonald's the next Tuesday. Her outfit this week consisted of what she thought of as a fairly revealing halter top—braless—and a tight pair of short jean shorts—with no panties. She knew Jason would definitely like the look, although she was more than a little self-conscious about walking into the Starbucks dressed as she was. She flushed when the young man waiting on her at the counter practically drooled.
"Not too bad for an old lady," she thought to herself.
Jason enjoyed her outfit as much as the Starbucks kid.
"Now that's biker chick!" Jason related as he sat down at the table, practically leering at the woman.
The two drank their drinks while they talked and Jason enthusiastically devoured the woman with his eyes. She could feel her pussy moisten as he ran his eyes up and down her body.
"I can't believe I let you talk me into this. Everybody's staring at me. I'll never be able to come back here again," she said, a deep red coloring her face, upper chest and the exposed portions of her breasts.
Not only could Jason see all of the exposed flesh, he could also see the fire in Lucy's eyes. He knew that translated into fire in another of the woman's areas, and knew today was the day.
Jason wrapped his arm around the woman's waist after she re-adjusted her shorts upon standing. They went out to his bike this way, and she made no attempt to move away.
This time they didn't ride long, although once again Lucy was very aware of what the bike's vibration was doing to her sex. Ten minutes after getting on the bike, Jason was pulling up in front of his two-bedroom home.
"Welcome to my humble abode, you sexy beast," Jason said as he took Lucy's hand and led her inside.
Jason could easily see that the woman was flushed with excitement. He could also see the bottoms of her ass peeking out from the shorts as she got off the bike, and didn't have time to adjust her clothes before Jason put his arm around her again. She was feeling overwhelmed, both sexually and emotionally, and Jason kept up the pressure by wrapping her in a strong hug and giving her a passionate kiss just inside his door.
Jason's tongue sought out Lucy's for several seconds before she finally parted her lips. Their tongues dueled inside Lucy's mouth while his hands gradually made their way to her exposed ass. She moaned into his mouth as he massaged and rubbed her cheeks.
Jason reached up to the back of Lucy's neck and subtly untied the top of her halter as they kissed. As the halter was slowly falling, he unbuttoned her shorts and ran a hand inside. The shorts fell to the floor as a finger found her gooey, wet center, causing her to moan.
Lucy was naked when Jason physically lifted her off the floor and carried her to a bedroom. She was aware that he was placing her down on the bed, then she felt his hands caressing her boobs before making their way down to her pussy. Soon after that, her brain took a vacation in a land far, far away as Jason played her body like a violin concertmaster plays his or her instrument.
Lucy heard the screams and moans in the distance and wondered where all the noise was coming from while her body shook in orgasm after orgasm. Ten minutes later she was almost unconscious and the screaming seemed to have abated. She heard herself ask Jason... no, actually beg Jason... to put his hard dick inside her as if she was looking down on the scene from above.
She could feel Jason nudging her cervix with his spear and it pistoned up and down with his rhythm. She could tell the big man was sweating heavily, but she couldn't feel his weight upon her much smaller body. Her legs were wrapped around his muscular upper thighs.
Twenty minutes later, Jason let loose what to Lucy felt like a torrent of cum in a half-dozen bursts. She was only marginally aware of his roaring while he released.
Five minutes after that, the two were lying in bed wrapped in each other's arms. Lucy was softly crying. For the first time this day, Jason was not in control of the action.
"Are you okay, babe? I hope I didn't hurt you. I tried to be gentle," Jason whispered with genuine concern.
"I'm okay, Jase. Hell, I'm way more than okay," she said softly. "These are tears of joy. That may have been the best sex of my life."
Jason leaned in and crushed her lips with his. She wondered how a big, strong man like Jason could also be so tender and nimble.
The two lay entwined kissing and talking softly for the next half-hour before Lucy noted she needed to rejoin her regular life.
"Could we skip Starbucks next week and I'll just come straight here after work?" Lucy asked. "I've got to admit I'm a little self-conscious about going there again biker chick style."
"As long as you keep dressing biker chick style, you can just come here," he said.
Lucy rushed home and showered quickly. Although she wanted to make sure she was clean for her husband, she noted she didn't feel any guilt for what she had done with Jason that afternoon. She knew she would do that again in the future.
She knew she loved her husband, but this thing with Jason was separate from what she had with Glenn. Glenn was loving, sweet and security. Jason was almost a force of nature... he was dominant, big and took what he wanted. Lucy had never considered cheating on Glenn before, but now that she had just done it, she had enjoyed it, without remorse.
Jason went back to work feeling very good about his afternoon. The woman had gone from a potential one-timer to what he believed to be a fuck-buddy in just a few weeks, and seemed to be as enthusiastic about him as he was about her.
Lucy met him enthusiastically at his house in her skimpy attire the next several weeks. The pair rode, then came back to Jason's house and spent the next hour having sex... very good sex if both were to be asked. They also talked and cuddled as Lucy answered the man's many questions about her life, her children and her marriage. She took his interest in her life as an endearing trait.



She also found it endearing that Jason tried to persuade her to increase their number of trysts each week. She seriously considered his request, but in the end believed increasing their meetings might increase their chances of getting caught. Jason wasn't worried about that happening, but Lucy continued to profess her love for her husband. Jason politely backed off, figuring that time was on his side.
Ten minutes into their ride the next week, Jason pulled his bike up outside of a double-wide trailer and shut it down. After dismounting, he reached for a reluctant Lucy's hand.
"Come on, babe, I want you to meet my best friend, Aaron. He's my number two guy with the Diamonds, and we've known each other since like second grade," Jason said.
Lucy blushed deeply and pulled her shorts out of her crotch and down her ass cheeks, not really getting them much farther with either pull.
"I can't be meeting people dressed like this..." she started.
"Sure you can," he interrupted. "You look like my sexy biker bitch, which is what you are... right?"
"I-I guess so," she responded.
Jason pounded on the door of the mobile home a couple of times before a handsome, rugged-looking blond man opened the door. Upon seeing Jason, the man wrapped him in a hug, but quickly turned him loose when he saw the scantily-clad woman.
"Whoa. This your new..." he started to ask before Jason gave his head a small shake, "girlfriend? I like."
"Yeah, I knew you would. After all, you are a man of class and distinction," Jason laughed.
Lucy blushed deeply as both men turned to look at her and eyed her up and down. She could feel her nipples harden and push against the tight cotton T-shirt she was wearing, highlighting her melon-sized breasts. Stretched outward as it was, the shirt finished well above the woman's exposed abs, and moved up and down with every breath she took.
Lucy had quickly ducked out of the McDonald's bathroom after she had changed into her biker chick clothes after work, as she had been doing every week. She didn't know about Jason's planned stop, and in her mind, she wasn't dressed to be meeting new people.
Jason re-took Lucy's hand and led her into the mobile home. Lucy was very aware of her big braless boobs bouncing with every step she took. Jason was grinning like a hyena and his friend's eyeballs were practically bugging out of his head.
"Where were you hiding her?" Aaron asked his friend. "The guys are going to go nuts over her."
"Yeah, they will, but right now she can't come out and play on the weekends and meet the guys," Jason said.
"Well, their loss then," Aaron said.
Jason sat the woman next to him on the sofa while Aaron got each a beer. Aaron lit a joint and passed it to Jason, who took a hit, then held it out in front of Lucy. She looked reluctant, then leaned forward and took her own hit. She choked at first, then coughed, and Jason rubbed her back under the T-shirt.
"I'm sorry. I haven't smoked weed since I was a teenager," she squeaked.
Both men leered at her as her coughing caused her boobs to bounce engagingly.
A half-hour later, Lucy was leaned back on the sofa, giggling, her T-shirt barely covering her tits and the crotch of her shorts slid in between her lower lips. Aaron had joined the pair on the sofa, sitting on the other side of Lucy, and he was sliding his hand up and down the woman's upper left thigh, lightly brushing up against her pussy.
"Ooh, he's rubbing my privates," an obviously stoned Lucy cooed to Jason.
"You like that, don't you?" Jason asked.
"Mmm," the woman answered.
"Well, we've got to go, A. I have to get my queen home so she can come down in time to make dinner for her husband," Jason said.
He pulled Lucy up by her hands.
"Give Aaron a hug and kiss and we've got to go, babe," he said to the woman.
Lucy leaned in to Aaron and gave him a soft kiss on the lips as he fondled both of her tits. She then hugged him hard as he moved his hands to the exposed globes of her ass and squeezed, causing her to giggle again. She hadn't thought to pull her shorts down when she got up. Jason had told her what to expect from Aaron, and if the truth be told, she was enjoying being a biker chick with this handsome friend of Jason's.
Jason knew Lucy would be pushing her time limit to get home, but he knew she would need some time to sober up when they got back to his place. That would give him enough time to have the woman swallow his load of cum before she brushed her teeth, changed her clothes, combed her hair and sprayed a little bit of perfume. She then called in a pick-up order of pepperoni pizza, knowing that the pizza in the enclosed car would pretty much cover the smell of marijuana left on her skin after she changed back into her work clothes.
Lucy had changed into some sweats and was getting ready to serve the pizza when Glenn came into the house. She had a glass of wine already poured for herself. She felt confident that Glenn wouldn't have a clue about what she had been doing earlier that day, as he hadn't on any of the previous few Tuesdays.
"I hope you don't mind the pizza. I had a taste for it tonight," Lucy said.
"Mmm. You smell like pepperoni," Glenn said as he leaned in for a hello kiss. "You know that's like an aphrodisiac for me."
"You are such a romantic," she giggled as he stepped back, thinking of her afternoon's activities.
Glenn rarely had to travel for work, but two months later he had to be in Mexico for a week. Lucy was on the phone to Jason within minutes after she found out about the trip, making plans to spend several days with her lover while her husband was out of the country.
Glenn was scheduled to fly out on Monday. Lucy would work Monday morning, but take the rest of the week off, returning to her home late Saturday as Glenn was supposed to be home early Sunday afternoon.
"We'll have a big ride Friday afternoon and then have a party at our barn that night. You can meet all the others then," Jason told her.
That Monday night was the first time in their relationship that Lucy spent the night with Jason in his bed. The two fucked like rabbits twice that night and again the next morning. Both were completely sated as they lay entwined after their morning lovemaking... lovemaking, not just sex, both knew.
"I love being your biker bitch. You know that, right?" Lucy said in a purring tone.
Jason gave her a bright smile, then kissed her passionately.
Tuesday evening Aaron stopped by. Lucy knew that Jason would expect her to have sex with his friend, and she was more than up to the task. She wanted to please Aaron and to show Jason that she would do whatever he wanted her to do to be a good biker babe for him.
"Aaron said you are a fantastic fuck, babe. I told him that I agreed with his assessment," Jason said with a huge smile on his face while the two were engaged in their own coupling later that night.
Jason and Lucy rode to a barn on the outskirts of the city Friday night. There were more than 20 motorcycles parked off to the side, and the music could be heard blaring from inside the structure. By this point, Lucy was only slightly nervous about being mostly undressed in front of Jason's biker mates as she was wearing a pair of tight, short jean shorts without panties and a white tube top braless, her large nipples denting the top.
"You are a goddess, babe," Jason said as they dismounted from his bike and headed toward the barn.
Lucy spent most of the night with either Jason or Aaron while she met the other bikers and their women. She could see that she was dressed appropriately, and that she was probably the oldest woman at the party by at least 10 years. Most of the other half-dressed women looked to be in their 20s and early 30s, although the bikers seemed to range in age from mid-20s to mid-40s.
"I'm pretty sure I'm old enough to be some of these girls' mother, Jase," Lucy said with a touch of unease.
"Maybe, but you're at least as hot as any of them," he answered. "I'm seeing a lot of drooling going on right now."
He squeezed her in a hard hug, patted both of her half-exposed ass cheeks and gave her a hard kiss on the lips.
Lucy danced with both Jason and Aaron as well as several other bikers during the evening. None of the men hesitated to grab her ass or rub her boobs. The groping had her aroused all evening, as did the marijuana and something new for her: her first line of coke. She was hesitant to try the white power, but Aaron reassured her that he and Jason would keep their eye on her to make sure she didn't embarrass herself.
Already high from the smoke and drunk as well, Lucy probably should have known at this point that both bikers had a different threshold of embarrassment than she did. Neither blinked an eye or moved to help when her boobs bounced out of her top several times throughout the night when she was dancing. In fact, every time her tits bounced free, a cheer went up in the barn, and eventually she just chuckled along with everybody else when it happened before she put her tits back in her top.
In the course of the evening, Lucy went inside the house near the barn several times to have sex with Jason, Aaron and a biker named Freddie. Freddie had come up to her while she was standing near the keg and whispered in her ear that he wanted to fuck her. He was a handsome, young blond guy who had the body of a linebacker, and when he started rubbing her ass, she knew she was dripping honey and cum down the inside of her legs. When he saw her bite her bottom lip, he knew she was a done deal. He took her hand and led her willingly across the yard and into the house.
Watching from just a few yards away, Jason and Aaron exchanged high fives.
"Don't let Young Horsecock do her too much or he's going to ruin that fine pussy," Aaron said to a nodding Jason.
Although her brain wasn't firing on all cylinders, Lucy was aware enough to know that she was fortunate to have had sex with both Jason and Aaron earlier that night before she took on Freddie. The young man's cock looked to be at least 10 inches long and very thick, easily the biggest dick she had ever had inside her, and it took about five minutes before he could fit the whole log inside the woman, even with all of the lubrication she had inside her.
She felt herself being stretched further than ever before while Freddie slowly pushed inside her, feeling completely stuffed when he finally got it all inside. She groaned involuntarily with each stroke by the young man.
Thirty minutes later, Jason and Aaron watched Freddie leave the house. It was several more minutes before Lucy staggered out, looking dazed and obviously leaking cum down her legs. She was not the only woman in that condition at the party, but she was the only one Jason was concerned about as he went to her and wrapped a big arm around her to help her walk.
"Too much smoke or too much coke?" asked one of the other women at the party as Jason and Lucy walked past.
"Nah. Too much Horsecock," Jason answered as the woman's eyes flashed recognition and she laughed.
Jason and Aaron both had Lucy one more time before the party was over.
Lucy woke up in Jason's bed Saturday morning with both a throbbing head and pussy.
"Ohhh... owww," she mumbled as she fought to sit up. "I think I might have played too hard last night."
"You're just not used to that. It will get better the more you do it," Jason chuckled.
"It's a good thing I'm not going to do that very often, then," she added.
"But did you have a good time?" Jason asked.
Lucy had to think for a bit to remember the evening.
"Oh, yeah... that was a great time," she answered.
"Did you like Freddie?" he asked.
Lucy blushed crimson before gingerly nodding her head.
"Yeah," she whispered. "I hope that was okay with you."
"I wouldn't have let it happen if it wasn't okay with me," he answered with a bright smile. "After all, you're my biker babe. I get to say yea or nay."
"I love being your biker babe, but do you have any aspirin?"
Lucy was feeling much better by the time she left Jason's later that day. She went to bed early that night so she could be at her best when her husband returned. She knew he would expect "welcome-home" sex that night, and even though she was sore "down there," she wasn't going to deny her loving husband. She did wonder if her pussy would tighten back up in less than 24 hours after Freddie's invasion.
Any worries Lucy had about Glenn noticing a difference in her pussy went away quickly when Glenn barely got into the house before he had his wife naked in the kitchen. He quickly stripped off his pants and underwear, lifted his wife and set her ass down on the edge of the kitchen table before plunging his rock-hard dick inside her moistening pussy in two strokes.
"Ungh... somebody missed me, didn't he?" Lucy cooed, knowing that her husband's excitement would trump him noticing the tightness of her depths.
"Rrrr!" Glenn responded as he pumped vigorously into his wife.
Lucy leaned forward and took hold of her husband's shoulders one after the other, then laid a searing kiss on his lips. He moved his hands from her hips to her breasts, tweaking both nipples as he kept up his pumping. They continued to kiss while fucking until he felt his wife twitch before going into full spasm. He quickly followed her in orgasm, and both babbled unintelligibly for several long seconds.
"God, I've missed you, you minx!" Glenn panted out.
Lucy felt cherished as she hugged her husband to her body. She also felt a quick surge of relief knowing that her two worlds were still separate. She loved her husband completely, but had developed real feelings for Jason and her secret life as a biker slut. She had long ago come to grips with the fact that she loved the freedom and excitement of uninhibited, illicit sex with multiple men that were not her husband.
The Tuesday trysts between Lucy and Jason continued, with the occasional addition of Aaron or Freddie to the mix. Jason told Lucy she had turned into a great biker chick, which earned him a very enthusiastic, passionate kiss. He was perceptive enough to realize that Lucy felt he was a lover as opposed to the pair being fuck-buddies. He also knew that the formerly staid woman truly cherished her alternate life as a slutty biker babe. He occasionally tried to subtly lure the woman away from her husband, especially when he knew that she was over-the-top excited and was far from the rational woman she usually was.
Glenn had another trip several weeks later. Lucy told Jason about it as soon as she found out, knowing he would set up another party and plan for Lucy to stay with him the entire time her husband was out of town.
Jason was more than happy to have Lucy stay with him for the week her husband was gone. She once again took off from the library Tuesday through Friday so she could spend as much time as possible fucking Jason... and Freddie, as it turned out. Lucy had no clue that Jason told Freddie to come over Thursday afternoon, but she didn't hesitate to fuck him three times before he left for the night, in addition to taking care of Jason twice that afternoon and evening. Jason could see that while Lucy didn't have the emotional connection to Freddie that she had with him, she most definitely enjoyed his large equipment, and Jason wanted her to get all she wanted. He noted that his biker babe looked completely wiped out after the last time she and Freddie fucked.
The party that Friday night was at an old farmhouse on the outskirts of town. Once again, Jason got Lucy to do a line of cocaine, and she shared several joints with others throughout the night. Having met most everyone before, she felt freer to mix and spent less time hanging with Jason and Aaron. Freddie, however, seemed to be somewhere around Lucy for most of the party... and Jason was aware that the pair disappeared twice early in the evening.
Jason kept a watchful eye on Lucy throughout the evening but gave her plenty of space to enjoy herself, chuckling to himself at the thought of the once puritanical woman now giving every bit as good as any of the other biker sluts. He smiled as she headed off upstairs with Aaron and another biker, Kurt, and then was surprised when two more bikers followed the trio in pretty short order. He decided that he would wait a bit before checking in, and maybe joining in, on what was appearing to be Lucy's first gangbang.
"I'd bet her husband would stroke out if he could see her now," he thought happily to himself.
Jason went to the keg, got himself another beer and strolled over to another group of people to get in on their conversation. Forty-five minutes later, he strolled into the room where he thought Lucy was engaged. He found her getting spit-roasted by two bikers, while Aaron and another biker were standing off to the side sharing a blunt, Aaron fully naked and the fourth biker still dressed and apparently waiting his turn. He reached for the joint while he heard Lucy moan deeply around the cock in her mouth.
A week and a half later, Glenn and Lucy were enjoying a Las Vegas Raiders football game against the Los Angeles Chargers at Allegiant Stadium. It was late in the third quarter when Lucy got up to use a restroom. She didn't see the large man wearing biker gear watch her climb the stadium steps.
Nobody would have accused Freddie Nostrand of being overly smart. He was a big, handsome man who played college football, but he was a marginal thinker. Add several beers and a pre-game joint, and his marginal brain power was very limited.
Despite all the time he had spent having sex with Lucy in the previous months, their conversations were limited, and he had never paid attention to the wedding and engagement rings on her left hand. He had absolutely no clue that the woman was married.
Lucy was shocked when Freddie stepped out in front of her as she descended the stadium steps while going back to her seat after using the restroom. She shrieked when the man easily lifted her off her feet, then gave her a deep tongue kiss as he set her back down.
"Freddie... what are you doing?" she screeched right before a voice coming up the stairs suddenly yelled, "You can't kiss my wife!"
"Sure I can!" Freddie instantly roared back. "She always let me kiss her when we fuck!"
The roar of the fans suddenly became background noise to what was playing out in a lower section of the stadium.
Glenn stepped forward just as Freddie released Lucy. In the heat of the moment, Freddie assumed Glenn was going to attack him, so he quickly went into defensive mode and unleashed a potent haymaker that dropped the smaller man in his tracks.
Lucy shrieked as blood spurted from Glenn's face when he fell. Freddie was about to start kicking the fallen body when stadium security got to him. Freddie smashed a big fist into the first security guard before a police baton to the knee dropped the big man.
A very disoriented Glenn woke up in an ambulance on the way to a hospital. He had a killer headache and his vision was blurred. He spotted his wife sitting in the ambulance with him, looking concerned for all he could see. He suddenly had several questions he needed answered... but the world went black again.
Glenn had no clue where he was when he first opened his eyes. He quickly figured out he was in a hospital. He then saw his wife sleeping in a chair next to his bed, and painfully remembered how he got there. He touched his face gently, noting the tape across his nose.
It took two tries for Glenn to produce sound out of his mouth.
"Why are you here?" he asked the sleeping woman, waking her with his words.
"You're back," Lucy said. "How do you feel, hon?"
"What do you care? Why are you here?" he asked harshly.
"Because you're my husband, and I love you," the woman responded.



"That's not what I heard before the lights went out," Glenn said.
Lucy frowned. She had hoped Glenn hadn't heard Freddie... or, if he did, he wouldn't remember what the man had said.
"I don't know what you think you heard..."
"Don't, Lucy, because one of the things I heard was you calling that man by his name. He seemed quite familiar with you, to put it mildly," Glenn said. "Do you want to explain that?"
Lucy looked at the floor, then glanced up sheepishly at her husband, her face a crimson mask.
"Uhh... I made a huge mistake, Glenn. I'm so sorry," she said.
"Sorry for what you did, or sorry you got caught?" he inquired sarcastically.
Lucy was sure that her husband didn't have a clue about her secret life, except for what he heard a day earlier. She figured it was safest to give him as little information as possible.
"I had a moment of weakness, Glenn. I'm very sorry. It will never happen again," she announced.
The silence from Glenn unnerved his wife. He was pretty sure the large man had indicated he had sex with Lucy more than once... which in Glenn's world was more than just "a moment of weakness."
"Wrong answer, babe. I know what I heard before he clocked me. Him and you... multiple times. That's way more than a huge mistake, a moment of weakness. What happened to my conservative, loving wife? I guess I can assume you fell in love with his muscles and looks, but certainly not his intelligence. Did he even know you're married?" Glenn said.
Lucy looked horrified. She knew her husband was correct. She never saw the dichotomy that her life had become. She enjoyed both parts, but never saw them bisecting. She was so careful to keep her lives separate. She never gave a thought as to the possibility that something she had no control over could possibly cause her trouble... or worse... much, much worse.
"We can work past this, Glenn. I can get counseling," Lucy asserted. "I love you. You know I love you.
"I never gave you any less because of Freddie. That was something I did while you weren't around. I never loved you less. I never denied you in the bedroom. I never took any time away from us."
Glenn grimaced.
"Wait, you skipped the old, 'it was just sex. It meant nothing,'" Glenn grumbled.
It was Lucy's turn to grimace. Glenn didn't miss it.
"Oh shit! It was good sex... maybe even great sex... And it did mean something," Glenn whispered in shocked understanding. "Ahh... fuck.
"Maybe you should go home, Lucy."
Lucy tearfully gathered her stuff and went home.
It was a little past 8 PM when two Las Vegas police officers walked into Glenn's hospital room and identified themselves. They were at the hospital to get Glenn's version of the events... at least the little bit he was involved in before Freddie sent him to dreamland.
"So who was that gorilla, and why was he kissing my wife at the stadium?" Glenn asked the pair after he related his story.
"You should probably be asking that question to your wife," the younger officer told him smugly.
"We've talked briefly, but right now she's not high up on my list of people to trust," Glenn growled, glaring at the younger man.
The older officer, who looked to be in his 50s, gave Glenn a sympathetic look.
"He's a member of a local biker group. They're pretty benign as far as bikers go. Only a few crimes, nothing major. But they tend to be possessive of their women, and as far as we can determine in two days, your wife is a quasi-member of The Diamonds, with all that entails..." the older officer said until Glenn interrupted.
"With all that entails... What are you trying to say, Sgt. Griggs? Glenn asked after reading the officer's nametag.
"From what we can determine and what the gorilla said, she belongs to them. She's... had sex with about half the guys in the group so far... and she's one of Freddie's favorites. He claims to have fu... had sex with her maybe a couple dozen times in the last several months."
Glenn cringed while Griggs talked, but then started shaking his head vigorously.
"He's lying!" Glenn challenged. "My wife is one of the most innocent women I've ever met. She doesn't fuck around. She doesn't wear provocative clothes. Hell, she's a 47-year-old librarian, for Christ sake. We've got two grown kids."
Griggs gave the man a pitying look, then turned to look at his partner and nodded. The younger officer, a Det. Pritchard according to his nametag, tapped on his cell phone several times, then showed Glenn a photo on his phone. Glenn's eyes got wide as he looked at a photo of his wife and a large man he had never seen before riding together on a motorcycle. The large man was a different person than the one who had punched Glenn, and his wife looked to be barely dressed.
Glenn looked at the photo once, twice, three times, blinking hard each time in between views.
"Fuck!" he whispered to no one in particular.
The two policemen studied the floor for several seconds, giving Glenn time to regroup.
"So we can assume you had no knowledge of her... activities... and this is in no way some sort of domestic dispute?" Griggs asked.
Glenn shook his head, croaking out a no before tears started falling from his eyes.
Glenn was released from the hospital a day later. He took a cab home. Lucy was in the kitchen preparing dinner when Glenn walked into the house. She quickly went to him and tried to give him a welcoming hug, but he put both hands out to stop her from encroaching on his personal space.
"Don't even think about it!" he growled, causing his wife to recoil as if burned.
"But... but..."
"Really... a slut for a biker gang! That big gorilla was just one of many! I know... maybe not a lot of it, but I know enough. What the fuck, woman?" Glenn yelled.
Lucy burst into tears at her husband's outburst. In all their time together, Glenn had barely raised his voice to his wife.
"How long has this shit been going on, Lucy? How many men? Bareback? Oh shit, I've got to get tested," Glenn screamed at the woman in almost a stream of consciousness outpouring.
Lucy had moved to a spot at the kitchen table and was bawling uncontrollably. She was not expecting her husband to know... maybe everything.
"Those weren't rhetorical questions, bitch. I expect you to answer me," Glenn said harshly. "You don't get to cry your way out of this. This is a whole lot bigger than just backing into another car."
Lucy continued to cry as Glenn paced around the kitchen. It took several long minutes before the woman could compose herself.
"I guess I've been... cheating... about eight months now. I'm sorry... so incredibly sorry. It started out innocently enough... H-he just sat down at my table in Starbucks and started talking to me. He was so big, so handsome, yet really a nice guy..."
"That gorilla who beat the fuck out of me?" Glenn asked incredulously.
Lucy looked up, her wet eyes blank.
"No. No. His name is Jason Pyle. He's the leader of The Diamonds. We sort of... became friends. He gave me a ride on his Harley. We... we became intimate. He's a really nice guy.
"I started... dressing like he wanted, a biker slut. I guess after a while I really enjoyed being, you know, a bad girl. I was always a good girl. Did the right things, with the right people. I never really dated too much before I met you. And this... whole thing was exciting and new. The guys really seemed to think I was hot..."
"Of course they thought you were hot. You were walking around half-dressed," Glenn interrupted.
Lucy looked perturbed at Glenn's interruption. She pursed her lips like she was about to scold him, then thought better of the action.
"It was really a boost to an old lady's ego to be blatantly lusted after. I guess I got carried away. It was really great to let myself go, though, and the sex was very enjoyable most of the time. It was different and new, the feel of every one was so different.
"Most of the time it was just... sex, not lovemaking like you and I do. With Jason it was different, more like you and me, but Jason was... more demanding, more physical."
Each word hit Glenn like a fist. He had retreated to a chair and sat listening with a look that was part shock, part pain.
"What about that gorilla? He told the police that you and he were 'fucking all the time' the last several weeks," Glenn said.
"Freddie... It was different with Freddie, too," Lucy said, blushing. "Freddie is a very big boy... and it took me a while to get used to him, but once I did it was like finding... the fountain of youth. He made my body feel like I was a teenager. I always came really hard with him..."
Lucy stopped talking at that point and seemed to be lost in her memories. Glenn waited. He noted the wistful look in his wife's eyes.
"Did they all f-fuck you?" he asked quietly, not really sure he wanted the answer.
"Oh, no," Lucy answered with what sounded like a sense of pride. "If I had to guess, I'd say only about a dozen so far. Bikers share women... and it's kind of exciting, I guess. But it's not like I ever just laid down and did the whole club. It wasn't like you see in some of those movies."
"Only a dozen? Like that makes it okay?" Glenn questioned.
Lucy's eyes were dry at this point. She rose from the chair she was sitting on and went back to cooking supper. Glenn thought the story was over, but she continued as she moved about. He noted that her body language had changed from one of remorse to something akin to... pride.
"It was separate from us," she continued. "I made sure you never knew. We didn't go places that you and I went to; it was mostly with his biker friends at their places or alone with Jason at his place. It was usually just once a week, although I would stay with him when you were out of town on a trip.
"It was like I had two lives: one staid life with the man I love and one wilder life with bikers. It was like living a fantasy when I was with them... you know, the 'sex, drugs and Rock 'n' Roll thing."
Glenn's mouth gaped open and his head jerked up at her last statement.
"Drugs? Oh fuck, Lucy," he rasped.
"Calm down. It's not like I was tweaking all the time or something. A little pot occasionally to mellow the mood, and I've done a little coke to lift things up a notch. Coke kind of makes me horny, so I always had to try a little harder to behave myself when I took it. It would be very easy to do a half-dozen guys on that stuff," she explained.
"A half-dozen?" Glenn mumbled.
"No, I never did that. I said it would be easy to do that on coke," she responded petulantly.
"What happened to the sweet, innocent girl I married?" Glenn asked as if in a daze.
"She's still here... sort of," Lucy answered. "I can still be sweet and innocent for you. Been doing it for months. You never knew. Nothing has to change."
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck," Glenn whispered. "Nothing has to change. Are you out of your mind, woman?"
"Like I told you the other day, Glenn. I never took anything away from us. This was all done while you were working, and I didn't steal one minute from us."
"So you're telling me this was like a hobby? You went off and did this on your own time. Since I wasn't around, it shouldn't matter to me what you did with your own time?"
Lucy's face broke into a grin. She was pleased that her husband understood her point.
"Something like that, yes," she replied. "You wouldn't have a problem if I was off at gardening club. You never minded when I spend several hours off with my friends doing Shakespeare Club. Just consider it another club... a biker club."
Glenn rose from his chair. His surprised look had morphed into one of anger.
"I don't mind the Shakespeare Club because I know you're not out there breaking your wedding vows, you ditzy bitch. Did you ever consider that you were breaking our wedding vows?"
The woman stammered and looked pained for a moment, but only for a moment, her husband noted.
"I never really considered that, because I don't love you any less, and I'm not taking anything away from you. I've never denied you any love or any of my body..."
"How many times have you given me sloppy seconds?" Glenn shouted. "How many times?"
"Never," she answered smugly. "We've never made love on a day that I've had sex with Jason... or anybody else. And I've always showered and brushed my teeth before you've gotten home, just in case."
"But I've still kissed a mouth that had another man's dick in it before I got home. Great. Well, thanks for brushing your teeth, at least," Glenn said.
Although she thought about it, Lucy didn't ask the obvious question about divorce, hoping that time would soften her husband's heart a bit. She then steered the conversation in a slightly different direction as she set the table.
"What are you going to do about Freddie?" Lucy asked. "I know what he did to you was terrible, but he didn't know you were my husband, and he thought you were intruding in gang business, so to speak. The police will probably just let him go if you don't press charges.
"I'm sure he's really sorry about what he did. I know he'll pay for your medical expenses."
"Seriously? You expect me not to press charges? The guy's been fucking my wife for months and knocks me unconscious in public and you expect me to let him off. How pussy-whipped do you think I am? That's aggravated assault. He's going to spend some time in prison. I only hope they find him a roommate who's even bigger and stronger than him," Glenn said.
Lucy was smart enough to keep any other thoughts to herself. The pair ate in silence.
Lucy was served divorce papers three days later. While she wasn't completely surprised by the action, she had hoped that Glenn's silence for the past several days meant he was thinking hard about what he was going to do. She was hopeful that meant that he was rethinking his position and would eventually default to his "good guy" persona.
"I thought we were going to be two rational adults and discuss this first, Glenn," Lucy said when her husband walked into the house that night.
"Apparently, you thought wrong, Luc," Glenn snarked. "What do we have to talk about? Don't you think we should have talked a long time ago? I never had a clue you weren't happy in our marriage... with your life."
"What?" she asked. "I'm not unhappy with our marriage... and in my life. I didn't plan for this. It just kind of presented itself to me... and I found out I like variety, both emotionally and sexually."
"So what do we have to talk about then? You want to have a sexual and emotional life outside of our marriage. You know I'm not going to go along with that, regardless of what you think," Glenn said.
"But I've been doing it for months now, and you haven't been affected at all!" Lucy cried.
"Only because you've deceived me, you delusional bitch. You knew I'd never agree to this, so you did it behind my back. How is that not affecting me at all?" Glenn asked.
"Okay. Okay. You want me to stop. I-I can do that... because I love you," Lucy said.
"I don't believe you love me anymore. How could you have slept with a dozen other men if you love me?" Glenn said.
"Because this has nothing to do with my love for you. Why can't you see that?" she related, placing her palm against her head and sighing heavily.
Both of the couple's children refused to believe their mother would cheat on their father. He had to threaten to send both a not-very-flattering photo of Lucy with someone who was not him.
"Ugh. Really? You have a photo of her cheating?" his son asked. "All right. I'll believe you. Don't—I repeat—don't send it.
"But you guys have been together forever, Dad. Don't you have any forgiveness in your heart?"
"She's been cheating on me for eight months, with multiple partners, Brad. I have zero forgiveness left in my heart. I'm not even sure I have a heart left," Glenn said.
"Oh shit, Dad. Multiple partners? Aarrghh!" Brad said. "This is getting worse by the minute."
"Yeah," Glenn whispered.
"I'm sorry, Dad," his son whispered back.
A day later a very angry Lucy was waiting for Glenn when he entered the house after work.
"You just had to do it, you heartless prick!" she railed.
Glenn, caught completely unaware, took a step back and raised his hands in anticipation of being struck. Lucy did the expected and started to rain blows on Glenn's hands and arms. Most were blocked, but Glenn anticipated more was coming. He saw the kick aimed at his genitals, grabbed his wife's foot as it came up and lifted it high off the floor, causing her to fall back onto the kitchen floor with a thump.
Lucy screamed in pain and cried as she lay on the floor. As a first reaction, Glenn started to attend to his wife, then decided better and moved away, watching her carefully.
"Why did you have to tell the kids that I was a biker slut and had slept with half the crew? If you still loved me a little bit, you didn't have to do that," she blubbered.
Glenn's face showed he was more than a little confused.
"I didn't tell the kids anything about you being a biker slut, you stupid bitch. Why would I want to tell anybody about that? I just told them that you had cheated on me... with multiple partners," Glenn rasped.
"But they knew. They knew. Annette was yelling at me for being a slut, and I...
I defended the guys... Oh my God! I guess I outed myself. I told her about the Diamonds, and Jason and Freddie. She told Brad. Oh my God. I bet they've told my mother by this point. Ohh..."
Lucy rolled into a fetal position and sobbed like a baby for several minutes.
"Here's the deal, Lucy. Sign the divorce papers. And never hit me again. The next time you do that, I will hurt you bad. I've never hit a woman before, but I will make an exception for you."
When she finally stopped crying, Glenn was sitting in the family room, quietly drinking a cup of coffee.
"Please, Glenn, I don't want a divorce," Lucy said. "I know you don't understand it, but I love you. I'll give up the guys. It will just be you and me again.
"The thing with the guys was a mistake that got out of control. Please, Glenn."
Glenn looked at his wife like she had two heads.
"You're out of your ever-loving mind if you think I could ever trust you again," Glenn said. "If your big-dicked gorilla hadn't busted my face, I still wouldn't know that you were a slut, and you'd still be fucking those guys. Right?"
Lucy blushed hard and couldn't look her husband in the eyes.
"Yeah," she whispered.
The divorce went through in six months as the couple split everything down the middle according to state law. Glenn moved into an apartment but Lucy stayed in the house until it was sold. She quietly moved in with Jason after that and resumed her role with the club. It didn't take very long before she had had sex with the other half of the gang, especially when she did three or four bikers at almost every weekend party.
"Damn, it's like she's making up for lost time," Aaron said to Jason after the pair and two others had finished with the woman two weeks after she had returned to the gang after what had become a six-month hiatus.
The four men had just spent six hours having various forms of sex with the highly coked-up woman. She lay exhausted on the bed, cum dripping out of her pussy and ass and streaked across her face and tits and in her hair. None of her partners for the evening noticed the tears welling up in her eyes.
Glenn was surprised at the number of single women that seemed to come out of the woodwork once his divorce was final. He availed himself of the occasional bed partner, but he most certainly wasn't looking for anything permanent. He no longer trusted any women with his heart. He spent several months in counseling trying to work out his demons.
While the couple's children were angered and embarrassed by what their mother had done, she was still their mother, and she begged for and eventually received their forgiveness. Lucy talked to her kids by phone every week, but they rarely got together when the kids visited their old hometown after they had graduated from college and moved away. They always stayed at Glenn's home during their visits, and any visits with their mother were done at a restaurant over a meal.



Both kids were shocked the first time they saw Lucy after the divorce. It was about a year later, and the three met at an Olive Garden. Although the kids didn't know it, Lucy had made a big effort to not look like the biker slut she had become. She showed up at the restaurant wearing some of her old clothes that she had taken with her from her old house, including wearing undergarments for the first time since she had moved in with Jason. The conservative clothes barely fit as she had gained about 10 pounds, but they at least hid the tramp stamp above her ass, the belly button piercing and the Diamond tattoo on her left breast. They didn't hide the three ear piercings in each ear and the tongue stud, which gave the woman a slight lisp. Lucy wanted to take the tongue stud out prior to the meeting, but much to her chagrin, Jason insisted she leave it in.
"You are who you are, babe. Don't try to hide yourself to make others happy," he said.
Glenn had just put a forkful of macaroni and cheese into his mouth when his phone rang on a Wednesday evening.
"Fuck," he mumbled through the food. "Goddamn telemarketers."
He quickly swallowed the half-chewed mouthful and picked up.
"Hey, you pathetic bastard. I'd bet your sitting in your damned recliner eating mac and cheese and drinking cognac," came the voice on the other end of the phone.
"Fuck you, Todd. Just fuck you," Glenn said lightly to his longtime friend.
"You know what our special is tonight? It's braised beef tips with asparagus and Hollandaise sauce. You could be eating good, drinking a good single malt, but noooo, you're eating fucking mac and cheese in your recliner," Todd asserted.
"Why is the owner of the hottest new restaurant in town ragging on me?" Glenn asked, warming to the task. "Can't a pathetic loser wallow in self-pity for a couple of years?"
"Well, you know I would never interrupt your wallowing if it wasn't important," Todd said. "But I really need your help. I thought I could handle the books with everything else I'm doing, but I can see this is getting away from me. Can I get you to help?"
Glenn's minor in college was accounting, and at one point he considered switching his major, but while he found IT exciting, he found accounting boring, to say the least. Todd Cousins knew that Glenn had way too much spare time on his hands since his divorce two years ago, and figured he could get his friend to help him out.
Todd heard Glenn sigh in exasperation.
"Seriously, Glenn. This isn't another lame attempt to get you out of your apartment. I really need the help. How many times have you said that a lot of businesses fail because of poor management. I never expected things to go this good this fast, and I'm getting buried. I know I'll need to hire a bookkeeper/accountant at some point, but I think I first need someone I trust completely to get a handle on this for me.
"Could you maybe come in this Saturday so we can talk and set things up, then you could stop by a couple of times a week after work, eat a good meal as part of your compensation package and then do some of your magic. And maybe, just maybe, you stick around for a bit and check out the female flesh hanging around. Especially on Thursdays. Apparently we're a go-to place now for girls' nights out, and we bring in the young, professional crowd. Surely even a curmudgeon like you could find a partner for conversation... or something else," Todd said.
"You do realize you're starting to sound like Vicky now," Glenn said, referring to Todd's wife. "You know I could never say no to her, but I can to you."
"Except I really... really need you to say yes. Please, bro,"
"God, now who's pathetic. All right. You know I've got your back. Now let me get back to my mac and cheese before it gets cold. Love you, man," Glenn said.
"Love you back," Todd said.
Glenn started going over to the restaurant every Tuesday and Thursday to do his accounting thing. He would eat first, work for a few hours, then go back to the bar and have a drink or two. It was the most social life he had had since the divorce.
He had to admit to his friend that Todd was right about the quality of the women who hung out at the restaurant. At first, Glenn just sat quietly, but as time went on he began to interact with other customers, many of them of the female persuasion. At 50, Glenn was still a handsome man who was fit and who could hold his own in most conversations. Many of the 20-something women enjoyed the fact that this handsome older man was "safe," while the women who were older looked at him for much more than that.
Glenn also had to admit that it was nice to get two meals each week that weren't macaroni and cheese or Pop-Tarts. Glenn knew how to grill meat, but rarely felt like doing anything when he would get home after work.
Glenn was at his usual place at the bar on a Thursday night when a group of five women that he had never seen before came in and took a table. He quickly noticed that four of the women appeared to be in their 20s, while the fifth could have been the mother of one of the group, although she was dressed similar to the younger women.
His interest piqued, Glenn watched the older woman for several minutes. He was happily surprised to see that her big boobs were obviously braless under her silky maroon, lowcut blouse. He also noticed that as she sat, her short skirt had ridden up to reveal the lacy tops of her stockings and a set of muscular legs.
All of the women in the group seemed to be getting attention from various men, including the older woman. All had been on the dance floor at various points, and Glenn also noted that all appeared to have been groped at various points while they were dancing. He noticed the older woman seemed to be uncomfortable when she was groped, unlike her younger friends.
After the third time he watched the older woman get groped, Glenn got out of his seat and approached the woman and the man she was dancing with and asked to cut in. The man, who appeared to be in his 30s, didn't look happy, but grudgingly let Glenn dance with the woman.
Glenn stayed out on the floor with the woman when the next song was a slow one. He noticed the feel of her large unfettered breasts as she leaned closer into him as the song continued.
Glenn didn't waste any time when the song ended, taking the woman's hand in his and leading her to his spot at the bar. He sat her in his seat and told the bartender to get her whatever she was drinking, then he pulled the empty chair next to his up close to her chair.
"Why do I get the feeling that you've laid claim to me, like you're my protector or something?" the woman said.
Glenn blushed.
"It's because I have laid claim to you. I am your protector, if you'll let me be,"
Glenn answered. "I was watching you, and unlike your young friends, you don't seem to be comfortable being groped in public. I won't be groping you."
It was the woman's turn to blush.
"You saw me getting groped? Ohh," she gasped.
"If you don't mind me asking, why would you let anyone do that to you if you don't feel comfortable doing that?" Glenn asked.
Marianne Watkowski spent the next 15 minutes telling a man she had just met a story as sad as Glenn's. She was divorced six years ago from an abusive, domineering, controlling husband after a 10-year marriage. Her husband kept telling her she needed to loosen up, be less of a prude. Then when she went to work as a paralegal at Abraham, Blanks and Daugherty, the younger women also told her the same thing. Considering she had had sex with only two different men since her divorce, she admitted to thinking they may have had a point. So on her last two Thursday nights, she tried to emulate those younger women in both the way she dressed and the way she acted, except she couldn't quite come to grips with letting men touch her body in ways she knew were inappropriate.
"You are who you are, babe. Don't try to change yourself to make others happy," Glenn said. Your ex-husband was an idiot, and your so-called friends are trying to get you to walk down the path of sluthood with your eyes wide open."
The woman blushed crimson again. She crossed and then uncrossed her legs unconsciously, and noticed Glenn's eyes peek at her stocking tops.
"I'm human, so sue me," he said with a bright smile. "I'm going to look, but as a gentleman I'm not going touch without permission. Nobody should be touching you without your permission... ever again."
Almost as if on cue, the young man who was dancing with Marianne when Glenn cut in walked up to her and asked her to dance again. She glanced up at Glenn with a deer in the headlights look.
"No, dude, she's good. Why don't you try one of the girls more your own age," Glenn asserted.
The young man didn't look happy, but after a moment's hesitation he seemed to come to a decision within himself and walked off shaking his head.
"Now, where were we?" Glenn asked the woman more rhetorically than realistically.
"I think you were trying to look up my skirt," she giggled, coloring slightly.
"Right. Of course I was," Glenn said, this time blatantly looking down toward the woman's barely-covered crotch.
She colored more, then put her hands in her lap to push her skirt down.
"You are a cheeky sucker, aren't you?" she asked.
"No, cheeky would be if I asked you to go to the men's room with me," Glenn chuckled.
Marianne looked up in shock and confusion.
"One minute you tell me you are my white knight. The next minute you're hinting around at doing something crude," she said.
"Just because I'm a nice guy doesn't mean I don't have dark thoughts," he replied. "You are a beautiful, sexy woman."
Another drink and an hour later, Glenn drove the woman home, receiving a soft kiss as he held the door open for her outside of her apartment building. Glenn had already secured a date for the next day.
*****
Although she talked to her mother occasionally, Annette had a much closer relationship to her stepmother of one year and had Marianne help her with her wedding plans. Lucy volunteered to help when she found out her daughter was getting married, but by that time most of the plans had been made, so Annette turned her down as gently as possible.
"But I'm your mother. I should be the one helping you. Who's been..."
The fact hit Lucy halfway through her thought. Annette heard her mother's breath catch.
"I'm sorry I haven't been there for you too much these last several years, Nettie. You know, my life has been a little more... complicated since the divorce," Lucy said.
Annette held her tongue. What Lucy called "complicated," Annette called being a self-centered, busy slut. Annette knew that her mother was a well-used partner among The Diamonds despite her being in her early 50s. Her occasional coke and pill use in the last several years had aged her face more than it would have otherwise, but she continued to take decent care of her body and was still "popular" with the bikers, even if she was no longer with Jason and had been "passed down" a couple of times.
Lucy and her plus-one showed up to the wedding dressed appropriately in a conservative dress and suit. Although she wouldn't admit it, Annette was relieved, especially after the pair showed up at the rehearsal dinner dressed casual—biker casual, which meant her mother was obviously braless in a denim top with tight, worn jeans hanging from her hips and showing her belly-button piercing.
Glenn had only seen his ex-wife a handful of times since the divorce, the last being three years ago at their son's wedding. He immediately noticed the gray streaks through her formerly dark brunette hair and the wrinkles on her face, along with the fact that her body still looked pretty good. He cringed, however, knowing that his daughter was embarrassed by her biker slut mother.
"It's okay, Dad. I had long since warned my future in-laws about my... slightly off mother. We should be okay as long as she doesn't have sex with anybody at the reception," Annette said with a small laugh that Glenn took as more nervous than humorous.
Lucy had walked right up to Glenn at the rehearsal dinner and tried to give him a hug, but Glenn had seen her coming and was able to put his hands up and quickly grabbed both of her shoulders to stop her.
"Oh, Glenn, please don't cause trouble here," Lucy said. "I just wanted to hug my ex-husband. After all, we shared 23 years of marriage and still share two children."
"I'm not quite as glad to see you as you are to see me, Luc, but we don't need to touch... at all. Got it? By the way, who's this guy?" Glenn said.
"Uhh... this is Robbie Mayfield... my man," she answered.
Mayfield looked to be 6-3, 230 and maybe 30 years old, Glenn noted. He stuck out his hand for a handshake, which Glenn completely ignored. When he realized Glenn wasn't going to shake, he pulled his hand back and stuck it in a pocket.
"You certainly like them big and young, Lucy," Glenn said to the woman before turning to the man. "Sorry, youngster, but the last time one of you guys touched me, I wound up in the hospital with a broken nose and a concussion."
Lucy's man had apparently heard about the incident with Freddie. He smiled at Glenn's recollection, then quietly said, "I understand completely."
Glenn then introduced his wife, Marianne. Neither of her children had told their mother about Glenn's courtship and marriage to the shapely redhead, and she had a tough time trying to hide her surprise.
"N-nice to meet you," Lucy said, eying the woman up and down. "I can see why Glenn chose you."
Glenn knew the comment was supposed to be a cutdown of sorts. If Marianne knew it, she never gave any indication. Well...
"Oh, you can see my fidelity just by looking at me? That's good," she snarked at Lucy.
******
Lucy woke up in a leisurely stretch. She felt she had been asleep for quite some time wrapped up in warm blanket, dreaming about her husband, Glenn. Then she felt her left hip pop and stiffness reigned supreme in what was once a tight, hard body, but hadn't been quite that good in several years. The pain and stiffness brought Lucy back to full consciousness, something that she hadn't experienced in several days.
She knew the dream about Glenn was just that, a dream, because the two hadn't been married for about a dozen years now. As for anything else, she had to look around the small room several times to figure out where she was and what she had been doing in recent days.
The smell of stale sex permeated the bedding upon which she was laying, and that scent gave her as much of a clue as her vision. She slowly remembered that the room was hers... about the only thing that was hers anymore... in a rundown brothel in Reno, NV. Her last customer the previous night was a big, physical man young enough to be a grandson to the 62-year-old woman, and while his aggressiveness during their sex was welcome last night, it left the woman feeling her age this morning. The line of cocaine she had done during the evening also didn't help, she admitted to herself.
In truth, Lucy knew she had again been hitting the coke a little harder the last several days, and hadn't really been too sober as the anniversary date to her divorce approached. As she had done most years since the divorce, she was trying to dull the pain.
Lucy had been at the legal brothel for a little more than two years, since her man almost literally dropped her off during a trip the two had taken. She and Mark Roman hadn't been getting along too well at the time, and sometime after a coke-fueled evening out on the town, Lucy woke up at the brothel with two men in a bed, no clothes and a signed three-year contract to live and work at the establishment. When she sobered up and borrowed some clothes, she went to an attorney to check on the legality of the employment contract and was told that everything was above-board and legal, and unless she had a $10,000 check in her pocket to buy her way out, she had to fulfill her obligation before she could work elsewhere.
Despite her age, she was still a popular draw among the customers at the brothel, particularly among younger men. She was still a pretty good physical specimen, although her large boobs now sagged, and was still very responsive, even though she now needed lube. It was not common for customers to ask for "Super GILF" when they wanted to schedule Lucy.
Although she could have left when she had enough to buy her way out of her contract, Lucy stayed because she actually enjoyed getting paid to have sex... and, truthfully, she enjoyed being a bit of an icon in the city. She counted among her regulars the mayor, a councilman and a councilwoman.
Glenn woke up in a leisurely stretch. He felt he had been asleep for quite some time wrapped up in a warm blanket, dreaming about his wife. Then he felt her left hip push back a little against his body, which was spooned tight behind her. He gently squeezed her with his left hand. He quickly scanned the room trying to remember where he was before settling on the fact that it was Tuesday, and he and his wife were in a room near a beach in Greece as part of their 10th anniversary trip.
The breeze from the water blew through the room and he smelled his wife's perfume in her hair as he snuggled in close. He also smelled a little of her essence and the lingering scent from the previous night's lovemaking. He pushed his morning wood further into the crack of her ass. He smiled at the memory of the restaurant, the walk on the beach after and the lovemaking, something they had done every night so far on their vacation. God, this woman made him feel half of his 62 years, he thought to himself.
Jason walked into the Starbucks and scanned the room, feeling every bit the hunter looking for his prey. He was 47, handsome still with some gray streaks in his hair, and his body was still fit and strong. For a moment, he remembered back more than a decade ago when his hunt at this Starbucks yielded premium results: he had found a pretty, conservative woman who fell for his looks, charm and the allure of him being a biker. She fell for the whole package and wound up being quite the biker slut in the end, staying with him as his woman for several long years before he passed her on. Maybe, just maybe, lightning would strike twice, he thought.
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Stephen Teague leaned back in the chaise lounge on his front porch, picked up his Corona Light and took a healthy sip. He looked across the dark green front lawn he had finished mowing a few minutes earlier and felt a sense of pride that he had the best lawn on his block.
He looked over to his right on the sun-drenched porch to see his wife, Tally, in her porch chair reading a Clive Cussler novel. He smiled brightly, noting to himself that at 46 she was still every bit as beautiful as when he married her 23 years ago. She was only about 15 pounds heavier than when the two first met despite having two children, and the few laugh lines on her beautiful face only added character, he thought. Her large, firm boobs and tight ass still caused Stephen to get a hard-on a regular basis when he looked at them.
"So what do you think, Fiorentino's for dinner?" Tally asked, taking a break from her book.
"Absolutely. Veal Saltimbocca sounds about right for tonight," Stephen replied before taking another swig of the golden liquid.
Stephen smiled again, noting to himself that this was truly a postcard moment in life. A wife he considered perfect, a sunny day, fresh-cut lawn and a cold beer.
******
A few days later, as Stephen was pulling his Mustang into his garage after a day at the office, he saw a neighbor, Sam Mitchell, heading his way on foot. Sam stood at the bottom of the Teagues' driveway, shifting his weight from foot to foot and looking decidedly uncomfortable as Stephen exited his vehicle and headed toward his neighbor.
"Hey, Sam. What's up?" Stephen said affably as he walked up to his retired neighbor, who had lived two doors down from the Teague home for the past 12 years.
Sam sighed and cleared his throat. Although the temperature was only in the high 60s, it looked like Sam was sweating.
"Walk with me, Steve. I've got a problem with my mower that I need your help with," Sam said.
"Sure, no problem," Stephen said. "You okay, Sam? You look a little under the weather."
"Yeah. Yeah," Sam mumbled.
Despite their long-time friendship, Sam didn't say a word to Stephen until the pair got inside Sam's garage. He then turned to face Stephen, standing closer than normal and sweating even more than he was a few minutes ago.
"Uhh... uhh... Are you and Tally having some problems, Steve?" Sam asked in a whisper.
Stephen suddenly felt nauseous. He raised his eyebrows.
"What are you trying to say, Sam. Just spit it out. It's me. I'm not going to hate on you if you tell me something I won't like," Stephen said.
Sam started to breathe heavily.
"I don't know how to say this," he began, still talking in a whisper.
Ten minutes later, both men were pale, sweating and sitting in lawn chairs in the garage.
"Goddamn... I hope you are wrong... But it doesn't sound good," Stephen said, unknowingly talking in the same hushed tones as his neighbor.
Stephen's logical brain was crumbling under the pressure of his neighbor's announcement of seeing Tally and an unknown younger man going into the Teague home together the last two Friday afternoons.
"It didn't look good when she drove straight into the garage followed by this young guy in his car two weeks ago, so I kind of kept track of your house. About three hours later, the young guy drove his car back out of the garage.
"Then when it happened again this past Friday, with the young guy in the passenger seat of her car, I knew I had to say something to you. What kind of a friend would I be if I didn't say something. I'd sure want somebody to say something to me if Marjorie was... fooling around."
"Yeah. Thanks for that, Sam. Seriously," Stephen said, still whispering. "Have you told anybody else about this?"
"Nobody. Not even Marjorie. Shit, if I told Marjorie, the whole world would know in five minutes flat. I love the woman, Steve, but she is a damn blabbermouth," Sam said.
"Thanks again, Sam," Stephen said.
Stephen sat for another two minutes calming himself before getting up and going home. He had the beginning of a plan formed by the time he got back to his garage... and about a million questions. He was pretty sure his perfect marriage was a thing of the past.
"Hey, babe, dinner in five," Tally announced when he walked into the house. "I heard you pull in a few minutes ago. Where were you?"
"Helping out Sam with his mower for a few minutes. I'll be down real quick," Stephen answered as he went upstairs to change out of his suit after giving his wife a quick peck on the lips.
Stephen tried to calm himself while he changed clothes. He knew Tally could read him like a book after all these years, and he wasn't yet ready for the discussion that had to take place.
Although he tried to act normal throughout dinner, Stephen was aware that he was being abnormally quiet. His mind was going in all directions while he was trying to watch his wife inconspicuously. He was amazed that she seemed not one bit different... not... one... bit... different.
******
Devon Blankenship walked into the office of the dean of the Warren University School of Business to drop off some papers for Dr. Wilson Petram at the beginning of the semester back in August. Devon, 26, blond and fit, was Dr. Petram's teaching assistant. He handed the paperwork to the dean's administrator, Tally Teague.
Outgoing yet reflective, Tally was completely tongue-tied for one of the few times in her life upon meeting Devon. She felt her pussy gush into her panties and a tingling sensation run from her large breasts to her pussy. She immediately broke out into a light sweat and was having trouble breathing.
"Th-thanks," she finally uttered upon taking the paperwork from the man's hand. "I haven't seen you before. I'm Tally, Dr. Grover's PA."
Devon only had to look once at the woman's flushed face and upper chest to realize she was instantly smitten with him. Seeing her reaction, he didn't try to hide his visual examination of her body, taking a long, bold look at her breasts in her tight blouse. Devin was a player, and the woman's reaction caused him to smile brightly. He took a quick look to see the rings on the third finger of her left hand, knowing that her marital status mattered not at all to him.
"I'm Devon Blankenship," he replied in a voice that sounded lyrical to Tally. "Nice to meet you. I hope to see you around much more."
"Oh yeah," breathed Tally. "Ooh, did I just say that out loud?" she mumbled as she blushed hard... very hard.
Various feelings were running through Tally's body, short-circuiting her brain. In her entire life, she had never felt like this before. She reached up and twisted a lock of her blond hair.
"What are you doing for lunch tomorrow?" he asked brightly.
"I only work a half-day on Fridays. I'll be off at noon," she rushed to answer.
"How about we meet for lunch at Nelson's at about 12:30 then?" the man asked.
"Yeah. That w-would be g-great," she stammered.
Devon gave her a big smile before leaving the office. She felt her pussy again gush into her panties as she looked into his blue eyes.
Tally was almost in a hypnotic state for the next 10 minutes. The only rational thought she had in that time was the feeling of her pussy lubricating profusely.
Tally always got home 30 minutes before her husband, Monday through Thursday. She was in the kitchen preparing dinner when Stephen walked in from the garage. Seeing him in person, she realized she hadn't once thought of him after meeting Devon earlier in the day.
"Five minutes, babe," she said with as blank an expression as she could manage.
Stephen didn't notice that his wife couldn't look him in the eyes as he walked to her and gave her his usual welcoming peck on the lips.
The continued quivering in Tally's lower stomach reminded her that she needed to focus on her husband throughout dinner. She thought she was managing well until Stephen asked her if she was feeling okay. She blushed, dropped her eyes and gave him a weak excuse, telling him not to worry.
Although Stephen usually initiated sex, on this night Tally was the instigator, grabbing her husband's phallus as he was disrobing at the end of the night. Once she had him hard, she literally stuffed him in her mouth and started bobbing, moaning as she did so. Stephen didn't question her motivation, just enjoyed it as he started moving rhythmically with his wife's ministrations.
"All right. All right. Back off. I'm going to come," he announced.
Hearing this, Tally pulled his dick from her mouth and squeezed hard on the base, lining up Stephen's dick with her hot, wet opening. He pushed in halfway on the first stroke, then the rest of the way on the second. He noticed that Tally seemed to be as wet as he'd ever felt her. Her eyes were glazed with lust as he looked into them before kissing her passionately. He felt her body tense up soon after before she started to orgasm hard, moaning into his mouth as she did so.
Stephen backed off a little as his wife finished her climax, then went back to drilling her hard, eliciting a second orgasm a few minutes later. Her climax dragged him along with her, and he came with a roar. After uncoupling, the two snuggled in tightly for several long minutes before eventually drifting off to sleep.
For one of the few times since meeting Devon, Tally felt a little guilty as she drifted off to sleep, knowing it was the young man she was thinking of while she was making love to her husband.
Tally dressed carefully the next morning, remembering she had to be at work before having lunch with Devon. She wore one of her tighter, shorter work skirts, paired with a semi-see-through button-down white blouse. She wore two buttons undone for work, knowing she would open another button... maybe two... for lunch. The blouse nicely showed off the frilly white bra she wore underneath.
Tally was pleased with the young man's choice of Nelson's for lunch. The restaurant was enough out of the way that she didn't think she needed to worry about being seen by anyone she knew. She knew that it was on the outskirts of the other end of town from her husband's office.
She spotted Devon sitting at a table near the back of the restaurant. She walked straight over to the seat across from him, her heart beating faster and her pussy tingling. He smiled as he looked at the blouse unbuttoned most of the way down her front, her big boobs spilling over the top of her frilly bra. He noticed other men smiling as she walked through to her seat.
He decided to keep the cheeky factor going and stood up and leaned over to give her a quick kiss on the lips, which she accepted happily.
"I like this look; a little less schoolmarm and a lot hotter," Devon said as Tally blushed. "Yeah, I know you can't look like this all the time because the dean would probably die of a heart attack. You are a sexy lady."
Tally spent the meal hanging on the young man's every word, occasionally reaching across the table to take his hand or touch his arm. She twirled her hair and licked her lips several times. They both knew the woman was going to end up in bed with this man very, very soon. Hell, anyone occasionally looking over at the table knew that.
The only thing really open to discussion was where the two were headed. When Devon told her he had a roommate, she didn't hesitate to tell him her husband wouldn't be home until about 5:30. He stood up, pulled her up by her hand and they left the restaurant hand in hand.
Both drove their own cars to Tally's house and pulled into the garage.
Tally walked into her kitchen with Devon right behind her. She could feel she was lubricating heavily between her legs. She turned to face the young man and he didn't hesitate to kiss her passionately, his tongue quickly snaking into her mouth. He grabbed her ass hard and placed his leg between hers as she moaned.
Devon pulled her blouse out of her skirt, quickly unbuttoned the last two buttons and unhooked her bra. Both Tally's brain and pussy were going into sensory overload as the young man reached up under her skirt and pulled her bikini panties down and off. He lifted her skirt to her waist, then picked her up and put her onto the kitchen table on her back, her legs spreading as she was laid down.
Devon undid his jeans and dropped them and his briefs with one hand. He could see her wetness dripping out of her pussy. He easily slid two fingers inside her, plunging them in and out several times until she gushed her way to a noisy climax.
"Fuuuck! Fuck me now!" she hissed to her partner.
Devon slid Tally to the edge of the table, lifted her legs up his body and plunged his cock as deep as it could go inside in one stroke. He started to pound hard from the moment he got inside.
Tally was moaning and mumbling incoherently as the young man drove his cock in and out. She came a second time, but after about 10 minutes her could feel her energy waning; he didn't know it, but this was by far the most physical sex Talley had enjoyed in the last 10 years. Another minute later, Devon was roaring through what he hoped was only his first orgasm.
From their lunchtime conversation, Devon knew Traci was on the pill. They hadn't talked about using a condom and Devon wasn't about to offer when he put the woman on the table.
He kept pumping inside her until he softened enough to slide out. A river of cum also slid out and fell on the linoleum.
Tally lay on the table, leaking cum in a sexual daze for about two minutes. Devon stood off to the side and started palming her large boobs and pulling her nipples as she panted.
He offered his hands to help her off the table when she finally lifted her head with a glazed look in her eyes.
"Bedroom... upstairs," she mumbled as she started walking on shaky legs.
Devon quickly scooped her up in his arms and headed upstairs. She directed him to the master bedroom, and she ripped the quilt and covers off the bed when he set her down.
That done, Tally turned back to the young man and knelt between his legs. She took his fluid-coated cock into her mouth and gave him the best blowjob of her life. Two minutes later, the young man was as hard as a diamond. Tally's brain wasn't hitting on all cylinders at this point and she wasn't remembering the recovery time of a 26-year-old man.
"Mmffmmffmm," she said, with her mouth full of dick before Devon pulled out of her warm, wet mouth, moved her to her back on the bed and drove his prick into her warm, gooey pussy.
This coupling was slower, less frenzied, with more passionate kissing. It was, in fact, lovemaking... at its finest, Tally thought. Having come once already, the young man was able to go for about 30 minutes before once again exploding in the woman. As he did so, he thought to himself that she was the best piece of ass he'd ever had.
Tally was snuggled into Devon's chest, experiencing what could best be described as a sex coma. He was smiling and sated, at least for the moment.
"You've really got a 21-year-old kid in college?" he asked, recalling some of their conversation from lunch. "Does he have any idea how hot his mom is?"
She gave him a languid smile. She knew she should have shut him down, but through her sexual haze, she did feel hot. She decided to show him just how hot as she slid down his body and once again took his cock in her mouth.
When Devon was again hard, Tally climbed on top of him and eased her way down his slick, hard member. She ground on him back and forth for a few minutes, bringing herself to another orgasm as her clit rubbed against his hardness, then she started to bounce up and down. He loved the sight of her big boobs bouncing above his face, and couldn't resist the chance to play with them.
Devon started to pull her down on him harder as he got closer to coming. She was moaning and he was grunting before he finally exploded, Tally dropping down on his chest when he finally finished. He wrapped his arms around her.
"Damn, you are a hot one," he rasped.
"Glad you enjoyed," she responded, "But we need to get moving so I can get this place cleaned up before my husband gets home."
"Oh, yeah, kind of forgot about him," Devon chuckled.
"Yeah, so did I," she admitted.
Tally giggled and smiled at the younger man, but he could see her expression had changed just a bit. He assumed she might just have felt some guilt.
Devon was correct in that assessment. For the first time of that afternoon, Tally had thought about her husband... and had finally felt some guilt for what she had done: not a lot of guilt, but some. Her body was feeling way too satisfied to feel anything more than a touch of guilt. The afternoon's adventure was the best sex of her life, she thought to herself.
Tally didn't even hesitate when she promised Devon a repeat as he was leaving. She then got to work cleaning up the many signs of her debauchery, humming happily as she took a shower and then went about her usual chores.
She was in the kitchen preparing dinner without a care in the world when Stephen got home. He noticed how happy she seemed and how her skin almost seemed to glow.
"You buy a winning lottery ticket or something?" Stephen asked as he leaned in for a quick kiss on the lips. "You seem awfully chipper."
"Nope, just happy my hubby's home," she said, the lie slipping off her tongue easily. "Five minutes 'til dinner."
Tally realized that she needed to calm down and act normally. She realized she never expected to be in this position. She truly loved her husband. This "thing" with Devon was like an addiction, she felt, and she would need to satisfy this urge until she could overcome it.
Tally buried her face in her book while Stephen watched a baseball game after dinner that night. If he was paying attention to her, he would have noticed that she wasn't turning pages with her usual efficiency. She was barely reading the words, thinking back to her afternoon with Devon.
Examining things carefully, Tally really had no answer as to why the sex with Devon was so mind-blowing... except for the obvious factors: her extreme physical attraction to the younger man, the first sex with someone other than her husband in a quarter-century and... the illicit nature of the act. In reality, Devon was about the same physical size as her husband, his dick appeared to be about the same size and thickness and honestly, his technique wasn't as good.
Exhaustion hit Tally a few minutes after 9. It had been a long time since she last spent an entire afternoon having vigorous sex with a 26-year-old. She was suddenly very tired... but happy.
"I'm beat, babe. I'm going to call it an early night," Tally said as she got up from the sofa on which she was seated.
She walked over to Stephen and gave him a quick good-night kiss on the lips.
"Love you. Sleep good," he said as she walked off.
Tally was asleep within seconds of her head hitting the pillow. Yes, she fell asleep with a smile on her face.
Although it almost killed her, Tally did not contact Devon until after she got to work on Monday morning. She waited until about 10 AM before she texted him, "Lunch at noon at Nelson's. Just lunch. My treat."
She had an affirmative text come in less than a minute later. She could feel her pussy lubricate.
The pair talked in hushed tones throughout their meal because most of the conversation was of an intimate nature. Several times Tally pushed her legs together to feel the moisture that had seeped into her panties.
They set their next rendezvous for the coming Friday, with the only change being that Tally would drive them from the restaurant to her house, and then drop Devon back at the restaurant to get his car later in the afternoon. She was afraid that her neighbors would notice two cars going into her garage, while if she drove, it would just be the usual one. The young man was quick to agree, knowing that he had to be flexible in his plans since this hot woman was married.



The pair also agreed that there would be no random texting during the day.
"I don't want to have to worry if he picks up my phone for some reason," Tally said, not having to explain whom the "he" was.
While most of Tally's spare thoughts since Friday had been about what she was calling her new adventure, she realized Monday afternoon that she and her husband did not make love at all during the past weekend, a very unusual situation at the Teague house. Upon further reflection, she didn't recall Stephen trying to initiate anything. She knew she had to pay more attention to her husband while she was involved with Devon.
Even after 23 years of marriage, sex between Tally and Stephen was still an enjoyable experience, she felt. They probably averaged twice a week, and Stephen always made sure his wife got her share of orgasms. She always joked that he ate pussy like a starving man.
Admittedly, sex at this point between the two wasn't the scorching hot event it had been when they first met and married. They had their peaks and valleys, as every couple does, but things had picked up when their son went off to college and left them as empty-nesters. Stephen had upped the ante a bit with his aggressiveness, and Tally had responded to the two being alone by being louder and more physical.
Tally was well aware that she still turned men's heads when she was dressed up and walked into a room. Her husband was still fit and attractive, as well, but she wasn't wrong to think that she was the one heads turned to first, even other female heads. Her large, still-firm breasts were truly works of art, and on the rare occasion where she went braless, she knew there were plenty of male tongues hanging out.
Monday night, Tally climbed into Stephen's La-Z-Boy on top of him halfway through a baseball game. She was dressed in a pair of short jean shorts and a cropped T-shirt without a bra. Her erect nipples dragged across her husband's chest, easily getting his attention.
"Mmm. Does somebody want to play?" he asked as he wrapped her in his arms before dropping his hands to her tight ass and squeezing.
"Please," she whispered as his hands fought their way into the back of her shorts underneath her panties.
They kissed passionately while he continued to massage her butt cheeks. Before she was aware, both her shorts and panties were halfway down her legs and Stephen's right hand was rubbing up and down her pussy lips. Her moan morphed into a squeal when two fingers lashed her swollen clitoris.
Stephen pushed his way out of the chair and peeled his wife's shorts and panties completely off her body. He smacked her naked ass before grabbing her shirt and yanking it over her head and off.
Aroused and surprised by the speed at which her husband stripped her, Tally happily shrieked when Stephen swept both her legs off the floor and lowered her to the carpeting beneath them. He rubbed along the length of her slit with his first two fingers, then gently pushed them into her mouth.
Stephen was very aware that although Tally denied it, she enjoyed the taste of her own fluids, and that very often pushed her to more inspired heights. She didn't disappoint this time either, eagerly sucking her fluids off Stephen's digits. Stephen then yanked his fingers from her sucking lips, planted his lips on hers and not so gently yanked on her long nipples. He quickly slid down her body and buried his face in her squelchy pussy, running the flat of his tongue over her opening and getting rewarded with a writhing, loud climax and a face full of her cum.
Stephen growled at that point and moved his tongue up higher, flicking her clit first one way, then the other and getting another screaming orgasm.
"Aarrgghh! Do me. Do me now!" Tally wailed.
Stephen was shocked at Tally's words, the first time in a quarter of a century she had ever put together a sentence during sex, but right then was not the moment to review her tendencies. He crawled back up her body, stopping briefly to suck on both of her nipples for a few seconds, before doing as she requested.
Another climax ripped through Tally's body as Stephen barely slowed down. Two more followed before Stephen let loose a torrent of his own cum in his wife's pussy.
The two briefly lay together on the floor, with Stephen resting mostly on his elbows to keep most of his weight off his wife's smaller body, before he got up and went into the downstairs bathroom to get a pair of towels. After cleaning himself, he tried to dab at the large wet spot his wife created on the carpet.
"Oh, hell, I'm going to have to get some carpet stain-cleaner, or we'll have to get some new flooring in here," Tally giggled.
"Sorry... sort of," Stephen responded with a large grin.
While she was cleaning up, it didn't escape Tally that twice in the last four days she had been taken in rooms other than her bedroom... by two different men. She started to get aroused again, but realized quickly that her husband, unlike her lover, could probably not get hard again in a reasonable amount of time to make love again.
The next night, as the pair was getting ready for bed, Stephen informed Tally that he had been told the couple's next-door neighbors and long-time friends, the Petersons, were going to become grandparents for the first time in a few months as their son, Robbie, and his wife were expecting.
"Jack's really excited, and he says Karen is through the roof nuts about the idea of becoming a grandma," Stephen commented.
"That's really great for them. When they know what the sex of the baby is, I'll have to buy a baby gift," Tally said. "How old is Robbie now?"
"I'm pretty sure he's 26 now. I think he's four years older than our Jeff," Stephen replied.
The answer caught Tally flatfooted as she quickly remembered that Devon was also 26. She unknowingly grimaced.
"You okay? You look like you ate a lemon," Stephen chuckled.
"Just stepped wrong a bit. This getting older thing isn't for sissies," she came back with quickly.
"I can't wait until Jeff starts having kids, after he finds a girl and gets married. Then I'll be married to a GILF," Stephen said, waggling his eyebrows up and down lasciviously.
"Is that all you men think about is sex?" she teased back, having regained her wits.
"Not the only thing... but close," he responded. "I wonder if I should be worried about you around all those college kids."
Tally quickly turned to face away from her husband so he couldn't see the deep blush on her face.
Stephen noted that his wife seemed a little distracted on Thursday night, but he was horny, so he went for selfish and initiated sex soon after Tally slid beneath the sheets facing away from him. He ran his fingers gently up her back to her neck, and when she scrunched up her shoulders he leaned in and ran his tongue along the same plane. Her slight squeal told him he was on the right track.
An hour later, Tally was lying on her back, breathing heavily and feeling like she was a boneless cat. As usual, her husband made superb use of his talented fingers and tongue, and Tally came four times before Stephen finally filled her with his seed.
Stephen lay with an arm and a leg over his wife's exhausted form. He assumed the languid smile she had on her lips was completely in appreciation of what he had done to her, but in reality he was only half-right. Coming down from her arousal, Tally was thinking about which lingerie she was going to wear for her next tryst with Devon the following day.
She wound up choosing her black lace plunge bra, knowing that with her blouse half unbuttoned at lunch, it would show her big boobs compressed into the opening when she sat down. She also chose to wear her frilly-top hold-up stockings, knowing nobody else except Devon would see them, unless... ah, the possibilities, she thought.
Dr. Cyril Grover wasn't the warmest of people, and most of Tally's early morning interactions with him in the years she had been his administrative assistant consisted of a grunted good morning and a passing nod with his coffee cup in hand. She had worked for him for a decade, and the only long personal conversation she had ever had with her boss was over the birth of his two grandchildren. She had caught him several times taking awkward, stealthy looks at her chest from time to time, but for her that was completely normal with the male half of the population.
"You... you look very nice today, Tally, not that you don't every day," he mumbled when he walked past her desk on the way into his office that Friday morning.
Tally was almost too shocked to answer, but quickly recovered enough to mumble a quick thanks. It was then that she noticed she hadn't buttoned up her sweater after she tested what it would look like half unbuttoned in her mirror at home. She blushed hard before doing up two more buttons. At least Stephen had been gone before she got dressed this morning, or he most certainly would have made some sort of comment.
Not coincidentally, Cyril came out of his office five minutes later under the pretense of needing a file. He tried to be subtle and glanced at Tally using his peripheral vision, and she spotted his disappointment when he saw that she had buttoned her sweater higher.
"Men are so easy. Doesn't matter if they're 26 or 60," she thought to herself as she suppressed a smile.
Tally felt her pussy moistening when she spotted Devon's car in the parking lot at Nelson's. She still had no idea what magical spell the young man had cast upon her as she had never before had this kind of sexual reaction to anyone. She parked her car next to his in the lot, then checked herself in her car mirror and undid the two buttons she had buttoned earlier in the business office.
With her cleavage line starting high up on her chest, Tally turned several heads when she walked through the restaurant toward Devon's table. He saw her coming and made no secret of watching her big boobs jiggle with every step as she approached. The sensation of her boobs jiggling made her nipples stand straight out, and the reaction of the young man watching her made Tally's arousal level rise quickly.
"Subtle, Devon. Real subtle," she practically purred when she sat down.
The two spent the meal again getting to know each other better in ways other than carnal, although to be truthful, the young man wasn't putting in nearly the effort that the woman was. He could tell by her actions that he totally owned her, so the rest was just gravy.
When they were done eating, they got into Tally's car and she drove them to her home. As they pulled into her garage, Tally could feel her heart rate elevating. Her panties, already wet, became soaked as she thought of what was to come.
Devon didn't disappoint, although the sex wasn't quite as wild as their initial session. One advantage, though, was that they had a little better physical connection as far as knowing each other's body a little bit.
He let Tally put her purse and keys down before wrapping her in a passionate kiss, which caused her to moan into his mouth. He ran his hands over her tits and felt her nipples harden in her bra. After they broke their embrace, he led her by the hand into the family room and started to unbutton her sweater. She barely had enough presence of mind to realize what he wanted to do.
"No. No, Devon. We can't leave wet spots anywhere down here. That wouldn't be smart. And not in my son's room, either," Tally said.
"Oookaayy," Devon said, looking properly chastised. "You can't blame a guy for trying."
He took her hand and led her to the master bedroom, then slowly removed her clothes while kissing each new body part he exposed. He saved her panties for last as he was enjoying watching the wet spot in the crotch grow larger. He dipped his right index finger down and gradually slid the wet cotton material into her slit. Her moaning grew louder as he continued to do that.
Tally had no idea of how long the two stood next to the bed as Devon rubbed her slit while pushing more of her panties into the opening. He finally felt her body shimmy and legs give way as she came hard on his hand. He caught her body and guided her to the bed, pulling her panties down her lifted legs and finally off.
With her legs already up, the young man slid between them, keeping her legs up against his shoulders, which bent the woman in half and had the effect of tightening up the feeling of her pussy. He groaned loudly as he entered the woman.
Ten minutes later, both participants were groaning and sweating when they came almost simultaneously.
"Fuck! That was great, woman!" Devon announced when he finished filling her soaked pussy.
Tally's legs fell like wobbling bowling pins when Devon pulled his cock out of her. He stood and stretched while she caught her breath, then he climbed back on the bed all the way to her face, dangling his mostly limp, slimy dick over her mouth. She stuck her tongue out tentatively, and that was all the invitation the man needed, dangling his manhood into her open mouth.
Tally started getting more aroused when she tasted herself on Devon's dick as it felt reminiscent of when Stephen made her suck his fingers after placing them inside her vagina. She seemed to find new energy and enthusiastically started bobbing on his rapidly-hardening tool.
"Oh yeah, babe. Do it. Do it. Swallow it allll!" he enthused as he shot rope after rope down her throat.
Tally was no stranger to blowjobs, but through the years she had become less willing to swallow for her husband, often pulling off Stephen's dick in time to place it inside her pussy for the big finish. Devon, however, didn't have any way of knowing this, nor did he give the woman much of a choice, keeping his prick buried in her mouth until she had not only swallowed it all but had also cleaned off the remnants.
Devon rested beside Tally as she caught her breath. He kept whispering softly to her that she was the hottest woman he had ever fucked. She smiled brightly.
For the second time in two weeks, Tally was surprised when Devon needed very little time to recharge, forgetting again that her lover was 20 years younger than her husband. The two had been lying entwined for about 10 minutes when she felt him start to play with her big boobs, first rubbing, then pulling on her hard nipples. After a few minutes, she felt her pussy start to lubricate prodigiously once again.
Devon felt her start to wriggle in place and knew she was ready to engage some more. He slid down a bit and grabbed a nipple between his teeth while three fingers slid inside the woman's drenched pussy.
"Oh. Oh. Oh. Ah. Ah. Aaiieee!" Tally wailed after a couple of minutes of playing by Devon.
Devon stayed hard on Tally's box while she worked through the hard climax, then leaned across her body and gently bit her other nipple. He slipped his diamond-hard dick inside her pussy again, then rolled the two of them over so that Talley was sitting on his lap with his dick buried inside her to the hilt. She was moaning and babbling incoherently until he started lifting her higher and slamming her down harder on his phallus.
"Fuck. Fuck. Oh fuck. Fuckety fuuucckk! Tally screamed out as she was hit by yet another monster orgasm.
Devon continued to bounce her up and down until she regained her brain and started bouncing on her own. Ten minutes later, he again started to help her bounce as he started coming with a roar.
The pair snuggled together whispering and giggling for about 10 minutes. For not the first time, Tally wondered what power the young man had that made her lose control so completely around him. Sure, he was handsome and well-built, but it wasn't like he was Chris Hemsworth.
The pair got up and dressed before Tally drove him to the restaurant where his car was parked. They kissed deeply before he got in his car and drove away. Tally drove home, showered, changed the bed sheets and cleaned up. As usual, she was preparing dinner when Stephen walked in the door.
Lying in the darkness in bed that night, Tally had to admit to herself that she was having an affair with Devon. Previously, she had refused to even admit to herself that she was cheating on her husband, but after spending two afternoons having sex with another man, she could no longer deny the obvious. She also couldn't deny that she had no answer for the hold Devon had on her. Maybe that was the reason she felt little to no guilt over what she was doing.
"How about we both play hooky from work on Friday and take a long weekend somewhere," Stephen asked his wife Sunday night after the two had another very successful coupling.
Panting heavily and feeling very mellow at the moment, Tally really wanted to say yes, but there was no way she was going to give up a Friday with Devon. There was no way to reschedule with the young man at this late date.
"Aw, babe, I wish you had asked me earlier," she answered after a couple of seconds of hesitation. "Cyril's got me on a project with a couple of our business partners in town, and you know how he gets about deadlines."
"Yeah, I do," he sighed in return. "Maybe I'll try it again sometime later in the year."
"That would be a good idea," she said softly.
Tally and Devon repeated their trysts the next two Fridays at the Teagues' home. The two both thought the sex was outstanding. Devon had no idea why Tally seemed to be so eager to please him, but he wasn't going to turn down outstanding sex with a hot older woman. The fact that she was married only added to the excitement, he had to admit to himself.
Devon particularly enjoyed taking her ass on the second of the next two Friday afternoons. The pair started off fucking in missionary before he pulled her up on her hands and knees to take her doggy, but after smacking her ample bottom, his plans changed on the fly.
"Hey, you got any lube?" he asked.
"Not any K-Y or Astroglide. Would Vaseline work in a pinch?" she answered, not fully sure of why Devon was asking.
"Sure, go get it and get right back here," he said.
Devon quickly slathered the fingers on his left hand and the woman's asshole, the latter causing her to giggle and squirm. She jumped when he gently pushed one finger into her ass as deeply as he could and then held it there. He slowly started to push it in and pull it out as Tally groaned. The groaning continued when he added a second finger and repeated the in-out action, but within a few minutes her groans of discomfort had turned into moans of pleasure. She sighed loudly and pushed back on his hand as he started in with a third finger.
"I-I've only done anal once before," she announced. "Neither of us was real thrilled with it, so we never did it a second time."
"Well, you and I haven't tried it yet. I think we need to give it a shot, too, if you've done it with your hubby," he said, knowing full well Tally couldn't deny him anything.
"Just go slow, lover. I'm sure it will be great," Tally said.
Although she enjoyed the anal sex with Devon, Tally's just-taken ass was sore when the two were finished. Devon noted with a smile on his face that she was walking a little gingerly when the two walked into the garage so she could drive him back to his car.
Maybe because she was preoccupied, Tally never noticed Sam Mitchell paying more than a little attention to her car as she pulled out of her garage to take Devon back to his car.
"Hey, cut that out!" Tally bit at Stephen when he whacked her gently on the ass and headed for the master bedroom to change his clothes a little later that day.
Stephen stopped dead in his tracks and look strangely at his wife. She caught the look and did some quick damage control.
"Sorry. Might have tweaked a glute earlier today in the gym," she said apologetically. "This program I've been doing for the last few weeks is really kicking my ass."



"Sorry then," Stephen said. "Just playing a bit. I didn't know..."
"No problem. No harm, no foul," Tally said.
******
The next Friday after Sam told Stephen about what he had seen, Stephen was parked in front of Sam's house in a borrowed car that his wife wouldn't recognize. A little after 1 PM, Tally drove into the Teagues' garage with a younger man in the passenger seat. Stephen felt sick to his stomach, but he resisted the urge to rush out of his car immediately and confront the duo. Instead, he sat in the car reading one of his wife's Cussler novels and glancing at his watch. He wanted to catch the pair in the act.
At the 15-minute mark, Stephen got out of the car and slipped in the front door noiselessly. When he got inside, he realized he could have been banging a drum and probably not been heard with all the noise the duo was making.
When he got to his bedroom with the video app on his cellphone running and his heart pounding in his chest, he found the young man buried to the hilt in his wife's ass, something she had only done for him once before in their 23 years of marriage. They were both moaning and talking, with him telling her to take it hard and her chanting the word "yes" repeatedly. Stephen could only record about five seconds before he dropped the phone, rushed into the room and swung a roundhouse punch that neither Devon nor his wife saw coming as they were both mostly turned away from him. The blow connected solidly in the center of the man's face, breaking his nose and sending an explosion of blood into the air.
He shrieked in pain and surprise and fell back on the bed, his dick painfully ripping out of the woman's asshole as she joined the man in shrieking. She looked up to see the deranged face of her husband as he grabbed the younger man by the arm and head and swung him off the bed and onto the floor. He then stomped down twice on Devon's genitals, catching them solid the second time and causing the young man to scream and quickly throw up.
"No more, Stephen. Stop! You're killing him!" Tally yelled to her husband.
Probably because he was so used to following orders from his wife, Stephen actually stopped when his wife yelled at him, which might have kept him out of jail. He hesitated, looking at the small gun safe that he kept on the floor by the head of the bed. He growled unintelligibly, bent down and picked up his phone and stomped out of the room. He heard his wife sobbing uncontrollably as he left the house. Feeling at least as sick to his stomach as angry, he didn't stop.
Confusion reigned supreme in Stephen's brain as he got in his car. Many of his closest friends were the husbands of Tally's friends. He was far from ready to spill his guts about what he had just found out to anyone connected to his wife.
Rick the bartender saw the hollow eyes of the man as he sat down at the far end of the bar at the UNeeda Rest. The dead eyes of a man walking into a bar in the middle of the day screamed "cheating wife." Rick shook his head to clear his mind. Bartender as psychologist, the toughest part of his job, was about to start. He sighed as he walked over to his newest customer/client. He thought for the thousandth time that he wasn't getting paid enough.
"You want a double shot of something... neat, and I should keep them coming. Just fill in the blank for me. I'm Rick, by the way. And you are?" he queried.
His introduction caused the man to give him a sad smile. The man ordered Don Julio tequila. Shit, this afternoon just got tougher, Rick thought.
Rick was hoping the man was going to order some cheap bourbon, or maybe Crown Royal Canadian whisky. That would have meant he would vent his anger, get sloppy drunk, maybe cry a little and then been poured into a taxi and sent home. Those were the easier ones.
Tequila almost always meant the customer was going to be reflective... and mean. High-end tequila added introspective and... something bordering on serial killer creepy. Rick hated that type most. The more the customer grunted, the more Rick thought he was making horrendous plans in his head. Cross somebody like that and he might decide to take out a few people before going after his target.
"On the way, sir," Rick said, remembering not to use his usual cheerful bartender tone. He knew that tone wouldn't sit well with the man and didn't want to be irritating.
"I'm Stephen. Steve if you want shorter, or stupid fucking cuck if you want longer and more accurate. You are looking at one stupid motherfucking idiot, Rick."
"Let the games begin," Rick thought to himself. He poured a second double of Don Julio for himself and walked over to Steve.
Almost on cue, Stephen's cellphone rang. Rick watched as he looked at the screen, hit ignore and turned off the cause of the annoyance.
"You're smart enough to know that you're going to have to talk to her sooner or later," Rick said.
"Yeah, I know, but right now this is between a man and his bartender. It's a privileged conversation," Stephen said. "And I'll make it worth your while by giving you a consultation fee when we're done. But first, you'd better take my car keys."
It was only 9 PM, but Stephen had been drinking for seven hours when Rick called him a cab and sent him on his way home. Stephen was drunk but not excessively so.
Tally ran to him with open arms when he walked in the front door, but he quickly stopped her hug attempt with a proper NFL stiff arm to her chest. She let out an oomph when his hand contacted her chest and looked at him with tears in her eyes.
"I'm sorry, Stephen. I'm so sorry. I can't explain it, but I had to have him," Tally said.
"Did you really have to hurt him so badly? You broke his nose and might have crushed a testicle."
"I only hit him twice. I seriously considered pulling out my gun and shooting the little fucker. I also considered hitting you, as well, for the first time in our married life," Stephen asserted.
She reddened, but Stephen was in no condition to determine if the blush was from guilt or anger.
"How long?" he asked as she sat down on the sofa, leaving a cushion between them.
"How long have you been FUCKING HIM?"
"This was the second time..." she tried to lie before Stephen cut her off.
"Lying bitch! I don't know everything, but I know enough to know this was at least the third time, and I'm betting it's been going on much longer than that!" he screamed at her.
"You're drunk. I don't have to take shit from a drunk asshole," she responded back.
"I am drunk, but you're going to take shit from this drunk asshole because he's your husband and he's right!" Stephen said.
"Now... how long... and why?"
"We've only had sex five times, counting today. I swear. But as to why, I'm not really sure I can answer you," she said, cringing slightly as he glared at her.
"It's going to sound crazy to you, because it sounds crazy to me... and I'm living it. It's like he's got some kind of crazy control over me sexually. I mean... I start sweating, my heart starts beating like crazy and my pussy starts dripping. I don't know why, but it's like he can make my pussy start tingling just by looking at me.
"I met him at the beginning of the school year... and everything in my head just went haywire... along with everything in my pussy. I came on to him. I couldn't stop myself. I don't understand it."
"Wow. Which one of us has had too much to drink?" Stephen sneered. "That sounds completely unbelievable. You're telling me that you suddenly got hit by some kind of Martian Slut Ray and just had to have sex with that little fucker.
"By the way, who is that little fucker?"
Tally shifted uncomfortably in her spot. Stephen could see sweat on her forehead.
"I know it sounds nuts, but..." she started before drifting into silence.
"The little fucker whose nose I broke... who is he? And, by the way, did I crush his nuts beyond use?" Stephen asked.
"I'd rather not tell you who he is. You don't need to know," she said. "The doctor said you bruised his balls pretty good, but he should be good to go again in a few weeks."
"Shit. I knew I should have shot him. But the name, babe, I need the name," Stephen said. "He wronged me. I might not be done hurting him. I may never be done with him."
"Which is why you don't need his name. You've already hurt him enough," she clucked.
"Not even close, babe. Not even close," Stephen answered.
"So how do we put us back together?" Tally asked tentatively.
"I'm way too drunk to think about that now. Think I'll go to bed," he said.
Tally watched open-mouthed as Stephen went up to the guest room and closed and locked the door.
Stephen staggered downstairs the next morning with a hangover. He still looked more rested than his wife as she sat at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee. She started to speak but Stephen held up his right index finger and shuffled over to a small basket of meds on the kitchen counter, grabbed three aspirin, a cup of coffee and sat down.
"The floor is yours, my formerly faithful wife," he snarked.
Tally grimaced. She wanted badly to come back at her husband, but realized his announcement was completely accurate. She hesitated, trying to sort through the myriad thoughts in her brain.
"Let me make it easier for you," Stephen said. "When last we talked, you were telling me that your pussy was telling you to have sex with some young guy and totally ignore the fact that you're married. That about right?"
Tally blushed hard, grimaced again and dropped her head. Stephen's comment was spiteful, but delivered in his usual mind-mannered way. She wondered if that was a good sign for her, or it was just a matter of his being hungover.
"Yes. That's sort of right," she all but whispered. "I told you the truth... I can't explain what's going on. But that doesn't mean I don't love you or love you any less. That doesn't mean I don't enjoy making love to you..."
"It's just that he's so much better, isn't it?" Stephen said.
Tally debated trying to hold back on her answer to make it more palatable for her husband. Then she remembered that he had already caught her in a lie the day before, and that didn't turn out well. Somehow, he knew something of her affair, but she had no clue exactly how much. She thought the painful truth still seemed to be a better option than another lie.
"I wouldn't say, 'so much better,' but with everything I feel toward him... yeah, it was better," she said, deciding at the last second to tell him "most" of the truth.
Stephen noted through his hangover that Tally couldn't look him in the eye when she answered. He realized that she was pulling her punch, trying to spare his feelings. Telling him that she had the best sex ever with her lover would be soul-crushing, just as it was when he easily figured out she was gilding the lily.
He looked at her with the saddest look of disappointment she had ever seen. She fought hard to hold back tears.
"So... tell me how it started. You met him, your pussy tingled and you just got down on your knees and sucked his dick?" Stephen growled.
"We went to lunch and I... I was all over him. He told me he had a roommate, so I had him come back to our house..."
"And you fucked him in our bed... our marital bed," Stephen interrupted. "Did you fuck him in our bed every time?"
Tally looked down and mumbled affirmatively.
"Did he fuck your ass every time?" he asked quietly.
"No. Just the last two times," the woman answered just as quietly.
"Twice. That's once more than I got in 23 years of marriage. Damn," he mumbled.
"So you're telling me that in just a few weeks' time you went from being a perfect wife to... being a slut for another man... being owned by a man not your husband."
Tally could only nod while tears fell quietly from her eyes.
"Why the fuck are you crying? You apparently got what you wanted... what you needed, while I just plain got fucked," Stephen rasped.
"Who is he, Tal? You can tell me now, or I can find out later, and when I do, it's not going to be pretty. Telling me now might mitigate some negative effects," Stephen said.
"His name is Devon Blankenship. He's a TA... a teaching assistant for Dr. Petram," Tally answered. "It's not his fault, Stephen. Like I told you, I freaked. I came on to him. We had lunch... and I kept touching him, held his hand, even kissed him. Hell, any guy would have done me after I made it that clear I wanted him. God, I was so hot for him."
Tally had lifted her eyes as she spoke, and by the end of her answer Stephen could see that his wife was getting aroused at the memory. This was as bad as it could be, he thought. In his mind, the slim chance that his marriage wouldn't end in divorce just got even slimmer.
He got up and refilled his coffee mug, more for something to do than because he wanted more caffeine. The first mug had helped clear his head, but his stomach was roiling from a combination of the hangover and Tally's statements.
"I know right now you're thinking divorce," Tally said. "But we've been together so long we finish each other's sentences. I know how you feel about fidelity... exactly the same way I did until... this. But I love you, Stephen. You're exactly who I want to spend the rest of my life with. I don't want a divorce. I'll get help. We can get counseling."
"But can you tell me you're not going to run right back to this Devon character. You say you can't resist him," Stephen said.
"I'll get help. Don't leave me. Please," Tally cried.
"I'll try, Tally, but you've told me you met him and slept with him within days and didn't even give me a thought," Stephen said. "You never even felt guilty, did you?"
She shook her head while she continued crying.
Stephen stayed in the house with Tally but slept in the guest room at night, despite his wife's pleas for him to return to the master bedroom. He rebuffed his wife when she tried to initiate sex one evening about a week later.
"Aw, Stephen, it's been a while for us," she said, "Can't we? No strings attached. I promise."
"Strings or not, babe, it's going to be a while before I can ever forget the visual of your lover buried in your ass up to his balls. Every time I think about that it makes me want to punch you... and I never thought that would be something I'd ever think about you," Stephen said.
Tally grimaced. It was something she was doing more each day.
"Can we at least snuggle tonight while we watch a movie," she pleaded.
"Yeah, I think I can at least manage that," Stephen said.
The two watched "A Walk in the Clouds," an early Keanu Reeves movie, with Tally tucked into Stephen's right side on the family room sofa. He noted to himself how much he was going to miss moments like this.
Stephen's anger had morphed into sadness. He didn't want to have Tally served, the same way he didn't want to be a cuckold. Rick the bartender had warned him that performing that act might cause his wife to go completely off the deep end and finish any chance of a reconciliation, but he had to cover his ass and get the process started. Rick also had given him the card of the divorce attorney he had called last week.
Stephen considered not answering his phone when Tally called soon after he was notified of the service, but he knew that would have been cowardly. He gritted his teeth, sighed and answered.
"Hey, Tally," wasn't very clever, but he wasn't trying to be.
"I thought you said you were going to try to give us a chance to be us again," she whined. "It's only been two weeks."
"I am giving us a chance, babe. The filing was just to get things started. We can always stop it if... if... we reconcile," Stephen explained. "But if we don't, things will be underway, so it won't take very long to get it finished up.
"At this point, I don't think you have any right to question my motives."
Tally knew that Stephen was not letting her use her best weapon for getting a reconciliation by his continuing to sleep in the guest bedroom at night. He continually rebuffed her efforts to initiate sex, although the two did start exchanging some soft kisses every now and then. They had started to touch each other with feeling, and their conversations were again comfortable and broad-ranging, as they had been throughout their marriage until Stephen caught her cheating.
Although Stephen didn't think Tally seeing a psychologist would change his mind about a divorce, he had made the offer so he followed through, but part of the deal was that her therapist had to be able to give Stephen her thoughts and concerns. After the second session, Dr. Julie Stivers gave him the news he had expected, but hoped against hearing.
"She's functional, but completely delusional when it comes to this Devon person. She has completely bought into her own fantasy that she cannot control her sexual attraction to him. Simplified, this 'amazing attraction' is her way of giving herself permission to have an affair without accepting personal responsibility for her actions. At best, she thinks it will enable you to accept her affair; at worst she thinks it will give you an out to be able to stay married to her despite the affair.
"This whole thing probably started when your son left for college: the old empty-nest thing that affects some women really badly. Your son didn't need her. She started to feel old and unattractive. Yada, yada, yada. Except your wife is completely aware that she is still an attractive woman, and she could still have any man she wants.
"I'm guessing that you're the type of husband who usually lets your wife have her way... eventually. And you've expressed to her that you would never tolerate cheating. Cheaters never figure they're going to get caught, but just in case, she worked a way around it... since she knows how much you love her."
"Yeah, I figured it was something like that," Stephen said. "Damn."
******
Devon Blankenship wasn't one to take defeat easily. He had no choice the day his lover's husband caught him and Tally in bed fucking and clocked him into near-unconsciousness before stomping on his testicles. The woman had driven him to the emergency room. The emergency room doctor had told him that his bruised testicles would heal in several weeks and there should be no future problems.
Devon knew what his response would be when he was fully healed. He would fuck that MILF again and rub it in her fucking husband's face. This time they would fuck in the safety of his apartment, but Devon would video the proceedings and send it to her husband. He would fuck her and come in all three holes... and make sure the MILF had an amazing time doing it. He would show her husband who OWNED this woman.
He was all smiles went he walked into the business school office ostensibly to leave some information for the dean. He saw Tally flush and break into a huge smile as she leaped up from the chair behind her desk. He knew she was restraining herself from coming around the desk to give him a kiss.
"Devon! How great to see you again!" the woman enthused, her hand twisting a lock of her hair. "How can I help you today?"
Devon got his business out of the way, then quietly asked Tally how she was doing.
"Not divorced yet, but we haven't had sex since Stephen caught us," she whispered back. "Are you all healed up?"
"Doc says I'm good to go. What say we do lunch on Friday, then we head back to my place? Much safer environment for me. Miss me?" he responded.
"I'm sorry for what happened, but we can talk more on Friday. I've missed you, young man," she said.
Devon left and Tally sat back in her chair. She squeezed her legs together and enjoyed the sticky feeling coming from her pussy.
******
Stephen wasn't expecting Devon Blankenship to contact him directly, especially at his place of employment. In fact, he expected to be contacted by the police within days after he beat the young man almost senseless when he caught Devon and his wife in bed fucking. He was surprised when that didn't happen, and figured that maybe the man was too embarrassed to involve the police, so when he saw an e-mail with an attachment from the man a little more than a month later, his curiosity was piqued.



The e-mail was titled "A Dish Best Served Cold." The body of the note read simply, "I win. I own her. Regards, Devon Blankenship."
Stephen knew without knowing what the attachment would show. It was a large video file. He went down to his company's breakroom, got a large cup of coffee and told his personal assistant, Beth, that he couldn't be disturbed for the rest of the day. He closed his office door and went back to his desk. He noted that the file was created just a little earlier in the day, when Tally was supposed to have been with her therapist.
Stephen watched two and a half hours of debauchery without uttering a sound, the only noise in the room coming from his computer. Knowing one's wife was a cheating whore was one thing: seeing it live on a computer screen made it seem so much worse. He wanted to look away, but it was like watching a car crash. He watched the woman who until recently was the center of his world as she swallowed a load of cum from a man not him, then fuck that man and take another load of cum in her pussy. Finally, the pair finished the performance by his wife taking a third load in her ass. He watched as Devon concluded the show by smacking that ass, then turning directly to the camera and smiling brightly.
It was obvious that Tally had no clue she was being taped. She was vocal and loud, urging her lover on to greater heights with her words and grunts.
"Oh, God, you're the best Devon! I missed you so much!" she yelled out at one point in the proceedings, right before she came for one of the dozen times that happened.
"Well, at least the fucker was smart enough not to use our bed this time," Stephen said aloud to no one when the tape ended.
He saved the file to a flash drive and put that in his pocket. It was dark outside the window of his office. His watch told him it was approaching 6:30 PM.
When he opened his office door, Stephen found the main office in complete darkness. He was surprised his wife had not called him as he would have been very late for dinner, but when he looked at his phone he saw he missed four texts and four phone messages. He didn't recall his phone buzzing or ringing while he watched the video.
Tally knew immediately from Stephen's face when he walked in the door that her marriage was over.
"I-I'm sorry, Stephen. Really, I am. I just..." she started.
"Don't. Don't even go there," he interrupted. "You wanted something to happen from the first time you saw this guy. You said so yourself. I don't know why I wasn't enough for you anymore, and why you thought it was okay to do this at all. But better I found out sooner rather than later.
"You don't have any clue that he recorded you two today, and that he sent me the entire video, bragging to me that he owns you. We've been married for 23 years, but this little fucker owns you in a matter of weeks. That's fucking perfect!"
Stephen's voice, which had started out quietly, was almost at a full roar when he finished. Tally was cringing by the kitchen table and felt faint when she heard that Devon had taped their tryst and sent a copy to Stephen.
She stared at her husband in fear and remorse... remorse for the end of her marriage and remorse for hurting her husband... but not remorse for what she had done with her lover hours before. Her mating with Devon had been... glorious, she thought, and nothing Stephen could say would ever change that.
"So how do you know you're not going to wind up being an Internet porn star now that he's got you on video?" Stephen asked to break her from her reverie.
Tally grimaced yet again, then brightened.
"Because he's not trying to get revenge against me. I'm not the one who sucker-punched him," she said in a sing-song, almost mocking tone.
"I wouldn't have had to sucker-punch him if he wasn't fucking my slut wife," Stephen growled. "Besides, what makes you think I won't post that video to the Internet. I wouldn't have to blur out anyone's faces."
The triumphant look on her face disappeared quickly.
"You-you wouldn't do that to me. You'd be embarrassing yourself as well as me... and what about Jeff?" she responded.
"You've already embarrassed me. This divorce will embarrass me. What have I got to lose?" Stephen parried back. "Jeff on the other hand... this could be on the Internet forever. 'Look kids, see how hot your grandma was back in the day?' Classy, Tal... real fucking classy.
"You wouldn't do that to me. You couldn't do that to me. You're not that kind of man," Tally said.
"I didn't think you were the kind of woman who would cheat on her husband, and I was proven wrong," Stephen said. "Don't count on me being a good guy anymore.
"But you're right about one thing. I couldn't do that to our son. That might be the only thing holding me back in the future if you piss me off.
"And as long as we're talking about me no longer being a good guy, I'm having my attorney change the divorce filing to adultery. It won't change the settlement at all, this is still a no-fault state, but it will make me feel a lot better, and maybe I won't have to answer a bunch of stupid-ass questions."
"But you just said you wouldn't show the video to Jeff..." she started.
"I'm not planning to, but that doesn't mean I'm going to cover your ass--pardon the pun--about the reason for the divorce. This is on you, 100 percent," he emphasized.
Tally looked stricken. Stephen wondered if she was finally starting to see the light. He moved into a near-by apartment two days later.
Jeff didn't take the news of the impending divorce well, especially when his father told him about his mother's infidelity.
"I can't believe that, Dad. Mom loves you beyond belief. She would never do that to you. Do you have proof or is this something someone has told you?" Jeff asked, his voice starting to falter.
"I've seen it first-hand, Jeff, but I've also got proof I don't really want to show you. It's ugly, kid," Stephen said.
"Oh shit," Jeff whispered. "So you're telling me there's no chance..."
"Not in this lifetime," Stephen interrupted.
"That bad, huh?"
"Yup."
Stephen smiled to himself sadly when his phone rang about seven minutes after he ended the call with his son. He didn't have to look at his phone to know it was Tally calling.
"Yes, Tally. I told you I wouldn't cover for you. You made a choice to cheat on me... multiple times even. You are what you are. No one is sadder than me that you turned into a slut," he reiterated.
He heard the woman growl, then disconnect.
******
Tally waited three days after her husband moved out before she called Devon. The younger man actually was surprised it took her that long to call him, figuring that her husband would have walked out right after he received the e-mail detailing Tally's infidelity.
"Did it soothe your bruised ego to throw me under the bus so blatantly?" she asked immediately when Devon answered the call. "No chance for reconciliation now. He even told our son that I'm a slut. God, you men are all alike. It's all about your huge-ass... egos."
"Does that mean that you're free to have that tight pussy stuffed full of my hard cock right now?" he asked hopefully.
"As a matter of fact..." she answered as she felt her pussy gush.
Devon pulled his car into Tally's garage 20 minutes later. He was carrying a small suitcase when he got out of the car.
"Optimistic, aren't you?" the woman asked.
Ten minutes later, she was crying out her first orgasm of the evening.
Devon and Tally basically lived together three days a week after that, most of the time at Tally's house, but occasionally at Devon's apartment when he wanted to rub in his good fortune to his roommate. Devon would put on his best performance on those nights, making sure Tally's ecstatic shrieks were easily heard across the hall in his roommate's bedroom.
For her part, Tally admitted to her surprised friends that she felt like a newlywed again with all the sex she was getting. The two were enjoying sex two to three times each night they were together.
Tally was very much enjoying her new, more exciting life as the pair spent a lot of time with Devon's friends, most of who ranged in age from mid-20s to about 30. Tally started dressing a little younger to fit in, and Devon and his friends certainly noted she had the body for that, especially when she went braless or low-cut.
Occasionally, she had to rein in the younger man when he would get a little too "enthusiastic" with his appreciation of her body in public. One of his favorite things to do was run his thumbs over her nipples when she was braless, making them stand out a good half-inch against her top and garnering verbal admiration from everybody in their group, both male and female. At those times, she was both embarrassed and proud... and would also be incredibly wet, the latter that both she and Devon enjoyed very much.
Devon also enjoyed that he was able to talk Tally into getting a tattoo above her pussy where her pubic hair once resided, until he convinced her to shave herself bare. Once it healed and stopped being uncomfortable, Tally was very proud of her "Dev" tattoo in red and blue ink. She felt alive, younger and sexier than she was as the wife of a middle-aged man.
******
A month after Stephen moved out, he received an unexpected phone call from his in-laws, Russ and Debbie Banks.
"Why are you telling people those horrible things about Tally? That can't possibly be true," Debbie Banks insisted. "Just because you're mad at her doesn't mean you can spread lies about her."
"First off, I'm not spreading anything about your daughter, but when people ask me why we are divorcing I tell them the truth. The truth. You remember that, don't you?" Stephen answered. "Your daughter is apparently playing fast and loose with that. SHE CHEATED ON ME, that's why I'm mad at her. I know she doesn't want to admit that to you, but that's what happened. She decided she wanted to fu... have sex with a 26-year-old teaching assistant at the college where she works. Apparently they've been going at it hot and heavy in my old home.
"I'm sick and tired of having to defend my actions because your daughter is a slut. Don't believe me... check your inbox in a few minutes."
Stephen disconnected the call and sent "the file" as he came to call it, to both sets of parents, Tally's two sisters and his brother. It was more than a little coincidental that none responded back, he thought.
Word about Stephen's pending divorce didn't start getting out too much in his office until he showed up at his office Christmas party alone. That set tongues wagging, and by the end of the night he had been given the phone numbers of several single women from his office... and a couple of married women. He gently explained to the married women that he could never do to somebody else what had been done to him. The two women said they understood, but were still disappointed.
******
A year after the divorce was granted, Tally had been hinting broadly at getting married to Devon. Although she enjoyed her life renaissance, she found she still yearned for the security and stability that she enjoyed with Stephen. Devon heard the hints, but had no desire to marry this woman. If her stupid ex-husband hadn't been such a bastard, he would have had his fun with this woman for several months and then given her back to Stephen with a few more miles on her pussy. Instead, Stephen ruined everything when he caught Devon and his wife together and dumped her quickly... in effect dumping the woman in Devon's lap.
Several weeks later, Devon invited Tally to his apartment for what he called a special night. He knew she would get the hint when he told her the evening was "clothing optional." The two had done this twice before, with Tally being completely naked under her coat one time, and the second time wearing just a pair of lacy red stay-up stockings. She was so wet by the time she got to Devon's apartment both times her juices were running down her legs. Devon was especially turned on and came buckets each time he exploded. She giggled at the memory.
Tally decided on see-through black stay-up stockings this time with black heels. She liked what she looked like with the frilly tops of the stockings ending a little below her vagina, and her Dev tattoo looking outstanding against her creamy white skin. She pulled her knee-length jacket on and buttoned it carefully before heading out to her car. She could feel her pussy already lubricating as she pulled out of her garage.
Tally liked the sound of her heels clacking on the walk as she approached Devon's door. She wondered for a brief second if his roommate Les would get any sleep on this night.
Devon answered the doorbell with an expectant look on his face, seeing Tally in what he called her "fuck me jacket." With her standing just outside of his doorway, the young man practically drooled before slowly unbuttoning the jacket completely. Both he and Tally were aware that anybody passing by closely would have seen the exposed woman. She felt her vaginal juices run down her inner thighs. She put her hands on her hips and stood with her legs spread apart shoulder width. She thought his leer was very sexy. After about a minute of that, he reached for her jacket and slowly pulled her into the apartment, planting a searing kiss on her lips as he closed the door behind her.
When the pair ended their kiss, Devon slowly removed the jacket from the woman's body. He then took the jacket and hung it in the hall closet, as opposed to just dropping it right there on the floor like he did the last two times.
Neither of them had said a word to this point. He took her hand and gently led her to the sofa in the living room. He left her there and brought back a glass of red wine for each. By this point, Tally was starting to breathe unevenly as she sat as demurely as possible for a naked, big-boobed woman to sit on a sofa. Her large nipples looked like bullets as they stood straight out.
Tally didn't register the sound of another woman's heels walking into the room at first, but quickly saw the beautiful figure in her peripheral vision. She started to rise from her seated position out of reflex, but then realized the only thing she had to cover herself with was a wine glass and her empty hand, so she returned to her previous position. She covered her pussy with her free hand and tried to hold her arm in front of her pendulous breasts without spilling the wine, but realized her boobs were way too big to accomplish that and just held her glass in front of her body, emitting a single high-pitched squeak as she moved.
"Oh my. She's every bit the looker you said she was for an older woman. I would have been a lot more concerned with her chasing you if I realized what a MILF she was," the unknown woman said as she stood in front of the sofa and ogled a mortified Tally.
"Wait. Wh-what the hell is happening here, Devon?" Tally queried tenuously as she blushed from head to toe.
"Tally, babe, I'd like to introduce you to my fiancée, Ava Hathaway," Devon said.
Tally jumped up this time, not caring that she was virtually naked in front of a stranger.
"What do you mean fiancée? You never told me you had a fiancée," Tally said.
"Well, she was out of the country going to school in Poland. We both agreed we could date others while we were apart. You were my placeholder, so to speak," Devon said. "Ava knew all about you."
"Well, not quite all about you," Ava said. "He never told me you had watermelons for boobs. Good God, woman. They are spectacular.
"But I have been told you might be the wettest woman this side of Europe, and that looks about right. So you really like my man?"
Ava wasn't subtle as she took a good look at Tally's dripping pussy.
"You can't have him. You should have kept your husband," Ava said.
"Unfortunately, not an option. My husband was a Boy Scout," Tally said.
"But I thought you loved me," she said, turning to Devon.
"You believed what you wanted to believe. I loved fucking you. I loved owning you. You gave yourself so freely to me. I've never been with anyone so responsive. I bet you weren't this good for your ex-husband, were you?" he said.
Tally looked aimlessly at the floor. She knew the young man had hit the nail on the head. She gave herself to Devon so much more than she had ever given herself to her husband.
"You got selfish. And you got stupid. Why would I want to marry someone old enough to be my mother? Someone probably too old to give me kids. Especially when I have someone as beautiful as Ava waiting for me," he added.
Tally suddenly realized she was naked in front of this couple in more ways than just literally.
"I-I need to go," she said, turning toward the door.
"You might want this," Ava smiled, holding Tally's coat out to her, "Although I'm sure there are enough men out there who would offer to help out a sexy naked MILF."
Tally smiled wanly as she took the coat.
******
Devon and Ava were married a year later and moved when Devon got an assistant professor job at a small university. Not quite nine months later, the two had a beautiful baby son. Ava was happy to see that Devon was thrilled with the newborn.
Alone with the baby in her room several hours later, Ava snapped a photo and sent a text that read, "My unsuspecting husband is very happy to be raising your child. Thank you for the ultimate revenge."
Stephen was sitting at the far end of the bar at UNeeda Rest when he got a text. He smiled brightly when he read the note.
"Rick, a double shot of Don Julio for me... and set up one for everybody in the bar, including yourself of course... on me. I'm celebrating," he said loud enough for the other 15 patrons in the establishment to hear.
Rick raised his eyebrows at the man who had become both a regular and a close friend, then got busy pouring shots as the patrons raised a cheer to their tequila benefactor.
"Information is indeed the new form of currency," Stephen said as he sipped his tequila.
He had remembered a quote like that last year after receiving the email from Devon that put the final nail in the coffin that housed his marriage. Devon was so proud of his revenge on Stephen for coldcocking him after catching him and Stephen's wife fucking in Stephen's bed. The young man knew the video of him and Tally fucking again, this time in Devon's bed, would devastate her husband. He was correct.
His marriage well and truly over, Stephen decided the war between himself and Tally's lover wouldn't be over until he decided it was. He decided he needed to crawl into Devon's life and learn everything about the young man. That led to Stephen discovering that the young man had a beautiful 23-year-old fiancée who was studying international economic policy at a university in Poland.
Several phone calls and texts later, Stephen had confirmed that Devon and his fiancée had an open relationship while she was in Poland.
"Yes, but how open is open?" he wondered to himself.
After tracking down a phone number for her, Stephen explained who he was and why he was calling.
"Just how open, then, is the question," Stephen said. "You need to make that call for yourself, after you view this video. Spoiler alert: pay close attention to their conversations between the sex.
Call me back when you're finished. I have a proposal for you."
A very irate Ava was practically snorting on the other end of the line when she called Stephen back three hours later.
"That bastard told her twice she was the best fuck he'd ever had! That weasel! Best fuck he'd ever had!" she shrilled.
Stephen switched the phone to his other ear and hoped that someday full hearing would return to the first ear. Yup, she hadn't missed Devon's announcement.



"So what's this proposal?" she asked in a tone so eerie it made Stephen nervous.
"Well, it kind of depends on if you still intend to marry him or not. If you do, then it depends on what you feel would be appropriate revenge..."
Stephen and Ava had sex twice each week from the time she returned to the United States up until two days before the wedding. She wore a diaphragm when she had sex with Devon, but always removed it for her sessions with Stephen.
"She cheated on you with Devon? Really? Believe me, she fucked up... well, in this case, down," Ava said after the second time she and Stephen had sex.
It was bound to happen sooner or later. Just two weeks before the wedding, Ava came out of Stephen's bathroom smiling brightly and holding a positive pregnancy test. Ava assured Stephen that Devon would never know.
"A handsome lad," Stephen thought to himself as he looked down at the photo of the baby on his phone. "Yes, indeed, a dish best served cold... ice cold."
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Rain Bradley sat quietly in the small plastic chair as the sun went down on Montefiore Cemetery in rural southern Michigan. He stared resolutely at the newly-dug grave holding the body of his wife of 24 years. He had been sitting by himself for several hours, everybody else having left more than nine hours ago.
He refused to leave when the graveside service was finished despite the best efforts of his two children and six grandchildren. He told them all to go on to the luncheon at the church after the service. He just wanted to stay a while longer with his darling Janessa.
"Dad, please, let's go," his son, Morgan, told him quietly. "The church ladies have worked hard on this nice meal. It would be rude not to attend."
"Then you guys go, please. I'll be along in a bit," Rain said just as quietly. "I've got a few more things to say to her. You know, I wasn't quite done talking with her, even after 24 years... "
"Wait. What?" his son asked. "Not 24 years, Dad... 51 years. You had 27 years the first time..."
The older man smiled gently at his son.
"No, 24 years, Bud. The first time... was two other people. That one didn't end so well for either of them. This one... was everything we hoped it would be. It went by so quickly. I wasn't ready for it to end. I'm still not ready for it to end. Just give me a little more time. You guys go ahead. Leave me your car and keys."
Rain's son handed him car keys before kissing the older man on the cheek and then leaving in the limousine with the rest of the family.
The cemetery workers completed their task of filling in the grave while Rain sat by silently. The head of the small crew nodded to Rain, received a nod in exchange and then left.
"Just you and me again, babe, just like always. What should we talk about?"
Rain quickly thought back to two days ago, when he woke up to find his beloved had apparently passed quietly during the night. Although he was heartbroken, he was glad his beloved went quietly. He also had to admit that despite her death, this was not his worst day; there had been one worse... in another lifetime.
******
Janessa was telling Rain about that year's crop of interns who had begun work that morning while she was gliding about the kitchen preparing dinner. Janessa was an actuary at Buchanan Life, and every summer Buchanan brought in a half-dozen talented interns to work in reinsurance through the first week of August.
"They say everybody's got a double out there, hon, and we've got yours, just 25 years younger," Janessa said. "He looks just like you did at that age. Got the longish, curly dark brown hair, mustache, probably 160 pounds dripping wet, runner's body."
"Ah, those were the days," Rain responded.
At 50, Rain had long since given up jogging but had gotten heavily into weightlifting. His lithe 160-pound frame had turned into a fairly muscular 180 pounds, and his hair was a little shorter and thinner. Janessa thought her husband's body was better now than as a younger man, and she also thought he was still handsome.
"I don't have any problem with these days, hon," she commented as her husband smiled back at her.
Janessa looked at her husband with hunger in her eyes. The two had been empty-nesters since their youngest left for college five years ago, and their sex lives, always pretty good, Janessa thought, got even better. It was not uncommon for the pair to make love four or five times each week, and sometimes spend most of a weekend day in bed. Rain took a little longer to recharge than when he was younger, and Janessa occasionally needed some help from Astroglide, but the pair certainly knew how to please each other between the sheets. In fact, there were times when Janessa had to put the brakes to her husband's playing because he was wearing her out with strong orgasms with his hands and mouth before even getting a chance to use his dick.
"You're kiiillliiinnng me, hon!" was a common refrain from Janessa during their recent sex.
It wasn't unusual for Janessa to give Rain a daily commentary on the comings and goings of the interns during the years, and this year was no different. The difference this year was her continued commentary on how much the one intern reminded Janessa of the young Rain.
"He's even shy like you used to be, babe. Remember when we first met. You didn't say a word to me for like the first three times we met. And, if I remember correctly, I was the one who first talked to you," she said.
Rain blushed. He remembered how tongue-tied he was around the short, curvaceous golden-haired, blue-eyed woman the first few times they met in the dorm.
That was in the beginning of their sophomore year at Michigan State University. Janessa had been in a different dorm as a freshman, but switched over to the dorm Rain was in the next year.
Rain eventually loosened up around Janessa enough to talk to her, and found out she was dating an upperclassman. He tried getting close enough to her to see if he might have a chance at getting a date, but after talking with her several times, he determined that he didn't have a chance to pry her away from the upperclassman, so he went in a different direction and scoped out other women for the rest of the year. For her part, Janessa was surprised when Rain gave up pursuit. That hadn't happened to her before.
Janessa dated the same student the next year and Rain dated several women during the same time frame. Janessa was baffled that the most she got from Rain was a quick hello when they ran into each other. He wasn't rude to her... he just wasn't interested, she noted.
By the time their senior year arrived, Rain was aware that the young man Janessa had dated for the previous two years had graduated. When he saw Janessa at a party at a friend's apartment right before classes were to start, he decided to see if he could strike a spark. While surprised with Rain's attention, Janessa figured that she shouldn't put off the young man this time or she might not get a second chance to date him. She was very attentive to Rain throughout the evening, and when they walked back to their dorm Rain asked her out for a date. She accepted.
The pair spent their entire senior year as a couple, and when Janessa got a job offer to remain in Lansing, Rain started interviewing locally and also got a job in the city in his field, which was chemical engineering. They moved into an apartment together and began their professional careers.
The two were married a year later. A son came along two years after that, and a daughter joined them another two years later.
******
Rain never worried about Janessa going out with her co-workers for their weekly Thursday evening steam blow-off. He completely trusted his wife of 27 years with the mixed age and gender Buchanan crew. Janessa never drank more than two glasses of wine at any event.
With a little help from her hairdresser, Janessa still had her golden blonde locks, bright blue eyes and plentiful curves, even if she was 15 pounds heavier after having two kids more than 20 years ago. If anything, the extra weight added to her curvy appeal, having mostly settled in her boobs and hips.
The first time Mark Masters showed up at a Thursday night get-together with the Buchanan crew, he was seated at the other end of the table and Janessa never said two words to the young man, although she kept close track of him visually as she was transfixed at how much he resembled her husband at a younger age. The young man couldn't help but feel good that a pretty older woman took note of him.
Janessa kept the seat next to her open and waved Mark over to sit with her at the next Thursday gathering. The two spent the entire evening in deep conversation and several times Janessa had reached out and taken the younger man's hand. Mark was pleased with the contact and the attention of the older woman.
Janessa didn't realize that she was so taken with the younger man that she was more than a little animated when she got home from the bar that evening. She was quickly all over Rain minutes after she got in the door. He had no idea why his wife was so amorous, but he wasn't about to pass up any opportunity to have sex with his hot spouse.
Janessa and Mark again sat together and talked intensely during the next two Thursday get-togethers and even danced together a couple of times. Janessa noticed that several of the other longtime women employees at the gathering were taking note of her and Mark.
With that in mind, Janessa told the young man that he should meet her the next Thursday at a different bar, away from prying eyes. She noticed his eyes go wide and his face split into a big grin before he agreed. She felt a little tingle in her lower stomach when he agreed.
The two had a great night talking. She continually touched the younger man on his arms, shoulders and hands. Throughout the evening she jumped back and forth in her mind between the present time and her past with Rain. She was happy and animated, and most definitely in her element. When it came time to leave, she leaned into the young man and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. He sat transfixed for a second before smiling brightly and following the woman out the door.
Janessa practically floated home. She noted she had goosebumps on her skin. She felt exactly like she did when she was first seeing Rain all those years ago. She knew she was crossing a line, but she loved Rain... and Mark was Rain. Her heart was thumping. She could hear it. She could feel the tingle in her arms... and elsewhere.
Janessa knew she had to get a grip on herself before she entered the house and saw Rain... her Rain. Ohh... she needed her Rain. She needed him now. First, though, she had to calm down enough not to seem quite so desperate.
"Hey, Ness, have a good night out?" Rain called out from the family room when he heard his wife enter the kitchen.
The woman froze as she felt a gush of moisture leak from her pussy. God, she wanted the man in the next room so bad.
"Yeah, pretty good. Same-old, same-old," she said as she moved around the room doing minor tasks. "What did you do tonight, just watch TV?"
"Yup, pretty good game on. Yankees beating the Tigers," he said as she walked into the room and sat down on the sofa across from his La-Z-Boy.
"Damn, how did I ever get that lucky?" he thought to himself as he looked at his wife as if seeing her for the first time. He saw her beauty, but he knew she was even prettier on the inside. He got up from his recliner and sat down up against his wife on the sofa, leaning in hard.
"Hey, give a girl some space," she squealed happily.
Rain put his hand on his wife's right leg, just below her hemline, and gradually slid his hand up under her skirt. She moaned when his hand reached the crotch of her damp panties. Ever so slowly, her legs parted as he rubbed along her slit.
"I think we need to take this upstairs before we have to rent an upholstery cleaner," she said quietly.
He nodded, rose and gently pulled his wife to her feet. He rubbed her crotch with one hand and patted her ass with the other before gently pushing her toward the stairs.
Janessa could see Rain's erection straining against his gym shorts when he followed her into the bedroom. She reached out and closed her fingers on it as her husband started unbuttoning her blouse. He had noticed earlier that the blouse was unbuttoned one more than the way she normally wore it for work.
Rain helped Janessa onto the bed, kissing her sensually as he lowered her down. He kissed her neck, then the inside of her left shoulder. Janessa knew her husband was a skilled lover, and in 28 years of being together he had learned all of her sensitive spots. Experience had taught her that Rain liked to vary his pattern with her and tried not to do the same thing twice in a row, so each time together would have a touch of uniqueness to it, something not easily done after all this time together. She awaited what was next with a quiver and a sigh.
Rain felt the quiver and heard the sigh, as if he needed any more encouragement than the aroma of arousal wafting from his wife. He trailed his tongue slowly down her body, stopping to slurp at her belly button. She jumped slightly and wriggled, putting her hand gently on the back of his head.
Rain got up on his arms and moved back up to his wife's large breasts, which were now topped with bullet-hard long nipples. He loved those nipples, and nibbled and sucked on each for several minutes, making Janessa squirm in pleasure. She moaned when he reached down to stroke her soaking-wet pussy.
Rain slid down her body until his face was even with her gushing sex. He dropped to his stomach and gave a languid lick along the entire length of her slit. She shrieked out her first orgasm, causing Rain to growl and stick his tongue as far into her opening as he could reach. Completely mindless at this point, Janessa bucked her pussy up at Rain's face, banging hard into his lips, as he started to lick and suck vigorously. Three hard orgasms followed in quick succession before Rain finally stopped to catch his breath, resting his head on her left thigh as Janessa lay panting heavily.
Once he regenerated his supply of oxygen, Rain re-engaged with Janessa's vagina, inching up just enough to get his tongue to her very hard clitoris. She screamed as his tongue swiped the nub twice, first flicking up and then using the bottom on the downward flick. He then gently locked his lips on her clit, tightened his grip and sucked hard, inducing a body-shaking spasm that went on for at least a minute.
Rain growled again and looked up his wife's body toward her face. She was lying on her back breathing heavily, so he couldn't see the blank look in her eyes nor the smile on her lips, at least until he climbed back up her body to sink his full length into her warm, sloshy vagina.
"Mmmrrr," he moaned as she responded back with her own sound of "oh-oh-oh."
He started a gentle motion and kept up that pace for several minutes until he felt his wife's coming orgasm, then sped up to help facilitate that climax. He kept up that pace through her orgasm before pushing in harder and faster for several more minutes, bringing on yet another climax. He held off his own orgasm until his wife was done, then emptied himself inside her with hard, deep strokes. She made unintelligible noises while he pumped air out of her lungs with each stroke.
The pair lay entwined as they came down from their sexual highs, both with a smile on their faces.
******
A combination of veterans and interns from the reinsurance department ate lunch together in the Buchanan cafeteria every day. Mark made sure to be at Janessa's table every day, although he usually sat several seats away to keep up appearances, at Janessa's request. Still, several of her longtime friends kept a watch on Janessa and the intern, having been made suspicious by the somewhat obvious growing closeness of the pair.
"He's cute and he's very endearing in a shy, goofy kind of way, you know," her longtime friend Abby Miller mentioned to her one day over coffee. "I think he's got a bit of a crush on you, Ness. He gives you those big puppy dog eyes all the time."
Janessa looked up at her friend and blushed deeply. She would have to talk with Mark about being way more subtle.
"Get out of here," she responded to her friend. "Why would a kid even give me a second glance. I'm old enough to be his mother... maybe even older than his mother."
Both women giggled at that. Janessa hoped she sidetracked her friend enough.
Rain had his own thoughts about his wife's recent behavior. After telling him about how an intern named Mark Masters looked exactly like a younger version of Rain, she spent the next month talking about the young man, giving Rain little Mark snippets every night when the two talked about their days at work. Then, all of a sudden, it was as if Mark disappeared from the face of the earth. She hadn't even mentioned the man in the past week.
Rain had considered subtly mentioning something to his wife, but every time he was going to say something, his wife had distracted him... hell, hijacked him... with another great evening of sex. He was so distracted he never put the two thoughts together.
That Thursday night Janessa was even more animated and more touchy-feely with the young man at the bar than she was the week previous. She placed several kisses on his lips throughout the evening, and he felt emboldened enough to hold her hand and even kiss her back.
"I'm not a virgin, but I'm not very experienced, Janessa. I've never done anything like this with a woman like you before," the young man said as the evening was ending. "I don't want to embarrass myself in front of you."
"We'll take it slow, Mark. I've never done anything like this before either, but this feels... right," she said before giving him what he considered a scintillating kiss.
Although she wanted to, Janessa knew she couldn't attack her husband like she did the week previous, as much as anything to avoid the appearance that her evenings out were triggering her sexual urges. She jumped into the shower in an attempt to calm herself after giving her surprised husband a quick kiss and heading upstairs.
"Want some company?" her husband's voice asked from the other side of the shower curtain a couple of minutes later.
She did indeed want his company, but she knew she really needed to be smart around her husband, who she considered to be a very smart, perceptive man.
"Not tonight, babe. I just need to get the stench of the place off me. Several people were smoking tonight, and I've got a headache that would kill a water buffalo," she said.
Rain was disappointed, but being the gentleman he was, he didn't push his wife. He was rewarded the next night with another great night of sex.
Janessa was lying next to her husband in bed enjoying her afterglow. If asked, she couldn't explain what she was feeling. She was moving closer to the younger man but at the same time seemed to be falling in love all over again with her husband. She leaned into Rain and gave him a loving kiss, enjoying the feeling of his tongue exploring her mouth.
Both Janessa and Mark knew what was going to happen the next Thursday night. As the two were having their first drink, she looked at the younger man, smiled brightly and told him the two would have to go to his apartment since her husband was at her home. His stomach practically did a flip-flop. He jumped out of his chair, leaned in, kissed the woman and practically lifted her out of her seat. She followed him in her car to his one-bedroom apartment.
Mark wasn't sure how he drove the few miles to his apartment without wrecking his car. He waited until Janessa pulled in the lot next to his car before he got out of his and opened her door to escort her to his apartment.
Once inside his apartment, Mark took on the look of a child at Christmas, Janessa thought. She realized she would have to control the pace... the flow of the evening. For just a second, she thought back to her first time with Rain, how they basically learned from each other... and now, she would be the teacher.
She strode purposely to the young man, put her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, her tongue snaking into his mouth. It took him a few seconds before he relaxed and responded back, but once he did, he returned the kiss with passion. They remained locked at the lips for at least a minute.
Two minutes later they were slowly undressing each other on Mark's single bed. Janessa noted to herself that it had been quite a while since she and Rain had sex on a single bed.
Janessa felt the young man's rock-hard dick pushing into her stomach as they kissed and his hands rubbed her large breasts. He moaned into her mouth, and she remembered that he had told her that he had only had sex once before. She knew that he would come quickly the first time so she decided she would get him inside her to not waste his first load.



Janessa could feel that she was wet enough to take the young man, so she reached down, took his hardness in her fingers and helped guide him into her depths. She vocally coached him softly as he worked his way inside, then she moved subtly to get him situated better.
Being inexperienced, Mark's first thought was to move quickly inside of the woman, but she gently took him by the upper arms and stopped him from moving.
"Whoa. Slow down. Go slow, Mark. We've got plenty of time," she told him sweetly.
"Let's make love tonight. You fuck girls and sluts. You make love to a woman. And while I can be a slut on occasion, only you and my husband will ever see that side of me. Right now, though, we're going to make love."
Mark looked deeply into Janessa's smiling eyes. He restarted his motion much more under control. She moaned an approval.
Five minutes later Mark was shooting a massive amount of cum into the woman. She had forgotten how potent a young man could be and reveled to herself as she felt spurt after spurt shoot inside her.
When he finished coming, Mark looked into Janessa's eyes for some sign as to how he had performed. The woman saw his expectant look and gave him a bright smile, which in turn elicited a smile from Mark. Although she hadn't reached orgasm, it was still a pleasurable experience, she felt, especially for their first coupling. She leaned up and gave him a heartfelt kiss.
"That was wonderful, Mark," she said softly as the young man beamed at her.
The two lay in bed talking softly for a while before Mark started to stroke Janessa's breasts and play with her nipples. She gently took his head in her hands and pulled him to her chest. He lightly started sucking on her nipples and she felt them stiffen under his tongue. Knowing she was with a 21-year-old, she reached down expecting to find his recharged dick, and she wasn't disappointed.
She stopped the young man long enough to go to her purse and get a small tube of Astroglide. She got back in bed, squeezed out a small amount and spread it on Mark's hard phallus as he watched.
"I get a little dry sometimes, sweetie. This helps," she said as he looked at her. "Now slide over here and let's do this again."
Mark didn't have to be told twice. He rolled over on top of Janessa and she once again directed his dick into her waiting pussy.
The two started out at the same easy pace they had in their first go-round. After a few minutes, Janessa told him to go a little faster and pump a little harder. That made a nice difference for her, and for the next few minutes she mentally alternated between making love to Mark and making love to her husband. The images of her husband got her keyed up even more, and she came for the first time in her life with someone other than Rain.
As she came, she wrapped her legs around the young man's hamstrings and pulled him in tighter, setting him off for another hard come.
"Wow! Oh wow! Rrraaarrrggghhh!" Mark growled as he emptied his balls for the second time of the night.
Mark continued lying on the woman with half of his weight on his arms for another couple of minutes while they both panted from their efforts. He slid onto his side when his arms got tired and started to shake in fatigue.
Janessa planted little kisses all over Mark's face as the two basked in their afterglow. It was something she often did with her husband. She laughed inside a bit when she realized what she did, and with whom she just did it. She didn't feel guilty or remorseful; it was just a fact.
After lying together for a few minutes, Janessa got up and told Mark she needed to do a little clean-up before going home. For perhaps the first time, Mark came to the realization that he had had sex with another man's wife.
Janessa saw the look on the young man's face and knew what he was thinking.
"It's okay, sweetie," she said quietly. "It's what I wanted, and what you wanted. It's fine."
"But... I thought you said you loved your husband very much..."
"I do, baby. This won't change my love for him. I've never done this before, but I really care for you as well. I needed to do this," Janessa said.
Twenty minutes later, Janessa was cleaned and dry. She gave Mark a passionate kiss before leaving for home. On her drive home, she thought hard about what she had just done for the first time in her married life. She marveled at how much alike Rain and Mark were. She knew she and the young man would do this again.
"Hey, hon, I'm home. Have a good evening?" she said as she walked into her kitchen, sounding no different on this night as she sounded any other Thursday night after being out.
"In the family room, babe, watching my usual Thursday night ballgame," Rain called back.
Janessa walked in and plopped down on the sofa, across from Rain's La-Z-Boy. While she tried not to admit it, she did feel a bit guilty as she looked at her husband's loving face.
Two days later, Rain was almost physically exhausted as he lay smiling in bed staring at the ceiling in the dark, listening to his wife gently snore as she slept. The two had finished their third round of sex on the day just minutes before, and the man tried to remember the last time he and his Ness had been this busy. He smiled again as he thought back to the couple's 20th anniversary trip to Hawaii.
"Yeah, that was it. Hawaii. That was a great vacation," he thought to himself.
Rain stroked his wife's hair gently as he started to drift off. His last thought before he fell asleep was about how great his wife and marriage were.
Janessa awoke Sunday morning with her body slightly stiff and her pussy slightly sore. She and Rain had quite the Saturday, engaging in sex several times during the day. She couldn't help thinking that between Rain and Mark, she was one lucky woman. She marveled at how good her husband had been the day before, and how well Mark had done in their first encounter Thursday night.
"How great are my two loving men?" she asked herself as she got into the shower while Rain slept.
Janessa and Mark met at his apartment three times in the next month, always making love and using a multitude of Janessa's favorite positions. She particularly enjoyed doing cowgirl with the young man so she could see the pleasure he got from having sex with her while playing with her large boobs at the same time. She couldn't help but be amazed that he got the same look on his face as Rain always did in that position. That thought alone pushed her over the edge to a spectacular orgasm the first time they tried it.
Rain and three friends had been going on a weekend fishing trip the first weekend in August for the past 10 years. That was to be the weekend before the interns' last week of work, so Janessa quietly made plans for what she considered a proper send-off for Mark. She didn't tell him anything more than he should meet her Friday night at her home, but she planned on giving the young man a whole weekend of sex, both lovemaking and fucking. She planned to rock his world and fuck him into the mattress, and since her husband wouldn't be home, she planned to do it in the comfort and familiarity of her marital bed.
Mark was apprehensive when he pulled his car into the garage alongside Janessa's vehicle, as she had told him to do earlier in the week, on Friday evening. She greeted him at the kitchen door from the garage with her best smile as he walked in carrying a small suitcase.
"You're sure this is cool. We're not going to get surprised or anything this weekend?" he asked tentatively.
Her smile stayed in place as she gave him a loving kiss on the lips and a hug, and it didn't escape her that it was the exact same thing she had done to Rain thousands of times over the years. It was so different, yet so familiar, she thought.
"He's off on his annual fishing weekend," Janessa said, not having to say her husband's name to the young man. "If you know anything about fishing, he's not coming back early unless the lake dries up. We've got until Sunday morning for you to be the man of the house."
She thought Mark's smile was so big his face would split.
The pair had sex twice on Friday night after Janessa cooked a nice meal. Several times during the lovemaking, she told Mark not to rush because they had the whole weekend. He especially liked that after they made love the second time, she didn't have to clean up and leave, like she had to all the other times they had gotten together. He wrapped the woman tightly in his arms.
"I love being able to stay here with you. I love you," he said with true sincerity in his voice.
"I love you, too, babe," she answered back quietly but with the same tone, not giving her answer a second thought.
She woke the next morning to the feeling of the young man's hardness poking at her ass. She smiled, moved slightly and slipped the hard dick into her pussy from behind.
"Ahhh. Wow. That's a great way to wake up," Mark said dreamily as he held still for a second completely embedded in the woman up to his balls.
The two began to move together like an established couple although this was the first time they had done the deed spooning. Janessa pushed back hard against Mark, several times forgetting whether she was fucking Rain or Mark. She had taught the young man well. Not only did he look like a young Rain, he made love to her like a young Rain. She came after about 15 minutes, taking the young man over the top with her, exactly as she usually did with her husband, she thought with a giggle that Mark found to be extremely sexy.
"I could get used to this," he said quietly.
Janessa heard what he was saying, but didn't answer. She would have loved to keep the young man along with her husband, but she knew that could never be. Mark knew that as well, but couldn't stop the statement from coming out of his mouth.
After the pair enjoyed another afterglow, Janessa led Mark into the shower. As she began soaping his young body, she realized he had probably never enjoyed shower sex before. She knew this was going to be another lesson she would enjoy teaching.
As she had discovered weeks ago, Mark enjoyed playing with her big boobs every bit as much as Rain did, and he especially had a good time soaping her body, if the hardness of his dick was any indication. She slipped him inside her while she was facing the wall, but she soon leaned over and grabbed the handrail as Mark took her bent over.
"Harder," she whispered. "Do me harder, babe."
"Oh yeah," he whispered back as he picked up the pace.
Mark got dressed in the bathroom when the two were done while Janessa got dressed in the bedroom. When she entered the kitchen, she was wearing a wispy white babydoll negligee that didn't hide much, and she wasn't wearing the matching panties. She got aroused when she saw the young man's eyes practically bug out of his skull.
Janessa made the two a delicious brunch, several times having to push Mark back while she made pancakes. He enjoyed palming the cheeks of her ass and several times slipped a couple of fingers inside her moistening pussy.
"Plenty of time for that later, babe. Let's eat first," she laughed. "Besides, I think I need a little help after our first two times."
Janessa barely got her last bite done before Mark started massaging her breasts at the table.
"Okay. Okay. I can take a hint. Help me pick up the dishes first," she said.
The two napped entwined after the sex. Before drifting off again, they again expressed their love for each other.
Because they couldn't take the chance on being seen together out in public, Janessa ordered Chinese delivery for dinner, something she never did with Rain because he didn't like Chinese food. She found the one difference between her husband and Mark.
Janessa had put the white negligee back on, and feeling more than a little scandalous, was standing about 20 feet behind Mark when he paid the 20-ish Asian delivery kid just inside the home's front door. The delivery man didn't notice Janessa at first, but his eyes got wide and his jaw dropped when he spotted her standing in the background. She blushed deeply but stood her ground as the delivery man stared at her, until she saw him reach for his phone.
"No. No photos. You'll just have to remember this," she said with a smile on her face.
"Oh. Okay," he said as he stared once more before turning to leave.
"Wow. That was really hot," Mark said. "Do you guys do that sort of thing a lot?"
"Never done that before, but I thought you'd really like it. And since my husband doesn't eat Chinese, he'll never see me again," Janessa said. "Yeah, it was hot."
The two were most of the way through their meal when Janessa got out of her chair, walked to Mark and slid down to her knees as he turned toward her. She pulled his hard penis out of his pants and slid her mouth over the head. He moved his chair back to give her more room as she started bobbing confidently.
Mark moaned as Janessa continued her movements. A few minutes later, he emptied his load into her mouth and watched as she swallowed it down. She stayed attached to him until he finished completely, then pulled back while a dribble of cum ran down her chin.
"Mmm. Good dessert," she enthused.
"Ahh fuck. That was... great," Mark responded.
The pair spent the rest of the day talking, kissing and stroking each other's bodies.
"I'd love to work at Buchanan if they offer me a job next year after graduation," Mark said while the two were cuddling on the couch. "Do you think that would be something you'd like?"
Janessa looked into the young man's eyes, and could see his hope. She smiled at him brightly.
"Have my two men? Ooh, that would be wonderful," she cooed.
Later that night, Janessa and Mark made love once again, this time doggy style. After about 10 minutes, the two switched from making love to fucking as Janessa encouraged him to get more physical.
"Yeah. Yeah. Ungh. Ungh. Harder, Rain. Harder," she vocalized, lost in the moment and once again going back and forth between Rain and Mark in her mind.
Mark heard Janessa call out her husband's name in her excitement, but before he could think anything else her pussy locked down on his dick and she shrieked out a hard climax, which, as usual, pulled the young man along with her. His big brain quickly forgot what the woman had yelled as his little brain took over his thinking.
Mark knew by this time that Janessa loved to cuddle after sex. He, too, enjoyed this aspect of lovemaking, so he was more than good with lying together after they coupled. He did briefly revisit Janessa calling out her husband's name during the sex, but decided it wasn't worth mentioning to her and possibly ruining the moment. He knew he was the interloper in Janessa's world, and if anybody would have to give up something, it would be him.
Janessa set the alarm for 6 the next morning, explaining to Mark that she wanted to have plenty of time to give him a proper send-off and yet have everything straightened up and aired out by the time Rain got back home sometime during the afternoon. He agreed that there was no sense getting careless at this point. They also agreed they would skip their Thursday night sex and show up with the rest of the crew for the final Thursday evening bar night.
The two again engaged in shower sex Sunday morning, then had one final time in bed. Both agreed it had been a fantastic weekend. Mark then made sure he had all of his stuff back in his suitcase, backed out of the garage and was gone by 10 AM. As far as Janessa could tell, none of her neighbors were out and about when Mark left her garage.
Janessa threw open the windows in the bedroom to rid it of any residual sex smell and changed the sheets and put the used ones in the washing machine, the latter being something she did every Sunday. She then showered for a second time to clean up Mark's two loads of semen deposited in her pussy that morning.
While Janessa thoroughly enjoyed her weekend with Mark, she was truly looking forward to the return of her loving husband and the great reunion sex that was sure to happen. She had to admit to herself that a weekend of sex with Mark followed by her husband unknowingly reclaiming her was making her hot, even though her insides were a little sore from the multiple sessions she enjoyed with the vigorous young man. She hadn't had that much sex on a weekend in maybe 15 years, she thought.
Rain got in about 4 PM with a cooler filled with fish from a successful weekend on the lake. As usual, he was excited about his weekend and chattered happily while he put away his fishing gear.
After the gear was put away, Janessa told him he needed to jump in the shower and get out of his fish-smelling clothes. He gave his wife a big kiss and headed upstairs to shower and change clothes while she began dinner.
Rain hit the shower first, then wandered into the master bedroom to get some clothes. As he was throwing a pair of gym shorts, socks and T-shirt on the bed, he noticed the wedding photo that resided on his nightstand had apparently been knocked over, and the half-full bottle of Astroglide that was hidden behind the photo was gone, probably knocked off when the photo was hit. It was not totally uncommon for Ness to occasionally bump his nightstand while remaking the bed after changing the sheets.
He almost ignored the supposedly downed objects after getting dressed, but then realized that if he didn't find the Astroglide bottle just then he would probably have to interrupt that night's sex to search for it when Janessa needed a little lubrication.
He walked over to the photo and stood it back up, noting what looked like a recent smear of fluid on the glass, then dropped to his knees to search for the bottle.
"Oh fuck!" he whispered to no one when he didn't find the bottle that he absolutely knew was on the nightstand when he left.
He heard and felt the roiling noise his stomach made.
Janessa seemed oblivious to her husband's obvious discomfit during the evening as she magpied to Rain about things large and small, happy to have him home. Rain couldn't help but be overwhelmed by his wife's secret, and the fact she didn't seem to be showing any guilt. How could he have misjudged this woman so badly after 27 years?
Rain was aghast when Janessa practically dragged him to bed that night. He knew she expected their usual welcome home sex, and he wondered if he could even perform with what he knew had happened at least some time over the weekend.
Janessa finally noticed that something was wrong when her husband still wasn't erect after she kissed up and down his body, including taking his dick into her mouth.
"Are you okay, hon?" she asked solicitously. "Umm... a certain body part doesn't seem very friendly."
"I guess I'm just a little tired, Ness. I did most of the driving home. I'm probably just a little worn out," he answered. "I guess I'm not 21 anymore."
Janessa's eyes flew wide open at that statement and for a second she wondered how her husband could possibly know about Mark. Then she realized it was a common statement that both of them had made when they talked about not being able to do things as easily as when they were younger.
Rain caught his wife's quick response to his throwaway remark and immediately knew who her lover was. He felt his stomach roil once again.
The two wound up deciding to just go to sleep, although neither slept very well.
Rain was out of the house like a shot Monday morning, barely saying two words to his wife while they both got ready for work. Janessa knew something big was brewing inside her husband, but after examining things closely, she determined there was no way he could know about her... time with Mark. She still couldn't wrap her head around referring to it as an affair, because she loved her husband deeply.



Rain had no problem referring to what he believed to be Janessa's affair as he went about his day as head of human resources at Snyder Electric, a large regional company specializing in electrical components. He was good at multitasking and was able to get a lot accomplished while working on his marital problems in his head. It was when he wasn't working, didn't have something to occupy much of his brain, that the pain came flooding in: how long had she been cheating, was the kid her only partner and, among others, why? How could Ness pretend to love him so much yet do what she was doing?
Tuesday night while they were silently eating dinner, Janessa announced to her husband that she wanted them to attend the interns' farewell barbecue on Saturday that Buchanan Vice President Greg Carson threw every year for the reinsurance interns. Reinsurance employees and their spouses were always encouraged to attend, but Janessa and Rain hadn't been for the last several years. Rain kept his face blank as he acquiesced to his wife, but his brain suddenly went into overdrive.
"I hope that you work out whatever's bothering you by then so you won't be Mr. Grumpass at the barbecue," Janessa stated in a lighthearted tone.
"Don't worry about me, babe. You know how charming and delightful I can be in public," he said with a slight grin on his face, the first one he had given his wife since getting back from his fishing trip.
"How about showing me some charming and delightful in the bedroom tonight?" she said hopefully.
Rain wasn't ready yet for the confrontation that he knew had to happen. He figured two could play at the loving spouse game for that night and a few more after that.
Rain didn't feel good about what he did that night. For the first time in their long marriage, Rain engaged in purely physical sex, just fucking for fucking sake. There was no emotion, certainly no love from his standpoint. He was completely dispassionate, but apparently was a good enough actor that his wife got off twice while he went through the motions. He listened to her small noises, then her vocalizations while she climaxed, while he thought about choking the life out of her. He felt tears come to his eyes but quickly blinked them away. He would not give her the satisfaction of seeing how much she had hurt him.
Although he really wasn't in the mood to go to the barbecue, Rain knew that Greg Carson always put out a good spread, and at least there would be good food and spirits: Delmonico steaks, hamburgers and frankfurters, several different types of salads and top-shelf booze like Maker's Mark bourbon and Don Julio tequila. Janessa liked Carson as both a person and a boss, and Rain always found him to be personable, as well, on the occasions they were together. He also enjoyed the spouses of several of Janessa's co-workers.
Before the barbecue, Rain promised himself that he wouldn't obsess over Janessa and the kid, as he often referred to Mark in his mind, during the event, although he would keep an eye on the pair. He would brook nothing untoward happening in front of Janessa's co-workers.
Rain and Janessa made a quick sweep of the crowd together, Janessa making introductions to those Rain might not have met at previous outings. One of those people was Mark Masters, but Rain didn't need an introduction to the young man. Janessa was right. The kid could have been Rain's own son for how much he looked him, Rain thought.
"My lovely wife was right. You do look like me," Rain said as he reached to shake the young man's hand. "Obviously you are Mark Masters."
The young man looked scared as Rain and Janessa approached him and a small group of people to whom he was talking. He knew from talking with Janessa that her husband was a good man and would never hassle him in public, even if he had known about the affair, but guilt is a powerful emotion. Rain thought to himself that even a blind man could see that the kid was uncomfortable.
"Mr. Bradley, so nice to finally meet you. Ja... Mrs. Bradley has told me so much about you. And yes, I guess we really do look alike," Mark said, shooting a quick look at Janessa.
"It's Rain. No formalities here. Hell, we're practically related through my wife," Rain chuckled.
Everyone in the small group of people heard the chuckle, but the small laugh held no mirth. Rain locked eyes with Mark for a few seconds before Mark broke contact.
"Uhh... I really think the world of your wife, Rain. She's been very helpful to me this summer," Mark said.
Rain grimaced at that remark, while Janessa definitely looked uncomfortable.
"I need a drink," Rain said. "Do you want a red or a white, babe?"
Rain came back to the group in a few minutes carrying a tequila and his wife's requested glass of white.
"I think I'll go mingle by myself for a bit, babe. I'll see you later," he said.
Rain walked over to the day's host while Janessa stayed with Mark and the small group. He noticed his wife gave the young man several of her best smiles before she drifted over to another group.
Mike Miller, husband of Janessa's co-worker, Abby, found his way over to Carson and Rain after a few minutes, and a few minutes later Carson excused himself when he heard his own wife call him.
"The old ball and chain is paging me, gentlemen. Time for me to do something host-like," he said with a laugh.
Mike noticed that Rain kept glancing in the direction of Mark Masters and then in the direction of Janessa.
"Yeah, Abby says the kid's quite taken with your wife... and maybe vice-versa," Mike said. "She said she's mentioned to Janessa that not everybody at work is blind to... how close the two have become."
Rain lifted his eyebrows in acknowledgement of Mike's comment. Prior to the last week, he probably would have punched Mike for that observation. Now he could only accept it for what it was. He certainly wasn't going to out himself as a... cuckold to Mike Miller.
"That's what I've noticed as well. Probably a good thing he's going back to school," Rain said through gritted teeth.
Rain casually watched his wife the entire afternoon. She and Mark were in close proximity several times, but to her credit she looked like she was trying to steer clear of the young man in Rain's presence.
The barbecue was supposed to run until 7, but Rain decided he'd had enough by 6:30. He needed to say good-bye to his host... and one other person.
"We need to talk," he said to Mark in a not-so-friendly tone as he clapped the young man on the shoulder and steered him from the back yard to a side yard.
Mark didn't see Janessa's husband moving toward him and was both surprised and hurt when Rain slapped him hard on the top of his shoulder. He tried to resist at first but the fingers digging into his collarbone were very persuasive.
"How long have you been fucking my wife, you little bastard?" Rain asked him in a menacing voice as he marched Mark to the side yard.
The pain in his arm was excruciating and Rain appeared to have a solid grip on him, Mark noted. He took a good look at Janessa's husband, and while Rain didn't appear to be much bigger than him, discretion at that point seemed to be the better part of valor. Before he answered, though, he wondered exactly how much the older man knew, which would make a difference in his response. He looked at Rain but couldn't read the older man's face.
"J-j-just a few weeks, I swear," Mark stammered. "We've made love maybe... 20 times."
"Twenty times? I should beat your ass black and blue, you little bastard!" Rain growled.
"I love her. She loves me. But she loves you even more," Mark said hastily. "She called out your name several times when we were making love."
"Making love? Really? Do you even know what that is?" Rain queried angrily.
"Yes, actually. She taught me. Janessa taught me how to make love to her just like you do. She said you were really good at pleasing her, and she taught me to do it just like you," Mark explained. "It was always Rain this, and Rain that. I know it may be hard to believe, but she really loves you, man.
"But if you don't want her, I'd take her in a heartbeat."
"How did this start? Did you chase her?" Rain asked as spittle flew out of his mouth.
"I didn't go after her. She came to me. Said I was so much like you that she had to have me, too. Something about having all of you. It didn't make a lot of sense to me, but how could I turn down a woman who looks like that and is as sweet as that?" Mark explained.
"Hell, I'd only done one other woman before her, and here is this beauty offering herself to me, offering to teach me. She was amazing."
Mark felt the death grip loosen on his shoulder a split-second before he felt his face explode in pain. Another second went by before he felt the fist in his stomach. He fell to the ground sucking in air from his mouth and his broken nose.
"That's for fucking my wife... and for taking her in my bed, of all places, you lousy piece of shit," Rain snarled.
"Consider this your summer lesson from me."
Rain left the bloody Mark where he lay and returned to the back yard. He told his wife they were leaving the barbecue immediately.
"Give me a minute," she said. "I want to find Mark and say good-bye."
"Don't worry about it. I already said good-bye for both of us," Rain rasped harshly, grabbing his wife's hand and leading her toward their car.
Janessa picked up her husband's meaning as they were halfway to the car. She stopped walking and pulled back from Rain.
"Did you do something to him, Rain?" she asked. "I'd better go find him."
"No, you'd better not, 'cause if you go to him, you'd better be ready to stay with him. Come on. We need to talk," he snarled.
Janessa hesitated and Rain started walking to the car again. She turned back to him and started heading to the car.
Despite the fact that he was practically snorting fire, Rain held the door for his wife just like he always did. She looked at his face as she sat down, realizing that the two had a problem... a big-ass serious problem. Then she noticed the blood on his right hand.
"You're bleeding, Rain," she said quietly.
"Not my blood. Let's just say we don't look alike anymore," he replied.
Janessa sat in shock with her mouth hanging open. Tears started forming in her eyes.
"Tell me why I shouldn't beat you senseless right now?" he asked as he drove.
Janessa didn't have a good answer for her husband. She knew the question was more rhetorical than real, but she didn't want to answer until she actually knew what the question was.
"Why, Ness? How could you cheat on me? I thought you loved me," Rain said, his voice starting to morph into a growl as he finished his statement.
"He's a goddamned kid, Ness. He's younger than our two. Are you going to follow him back to his college so you can fuck him in his Goddamned dorm room?"
Janessa blushed deeply. Rain had never spoken to her this harshly before. She took several deep breaths before finally responding.
"You're making this sound so tawdry. It's not like that, Rain. Let me explain," she cried.
"Grrr," he replied. "Let's see how you can spin this. The floor is yours."
Janessa hesitated briefly. She had to admit her answer suddenly sounded shaky, even to her.
"I-I know this is going to sound... unbelievable, but remember I kept telling you how much Mark looked like you, especially a younger you," she started. "Well, the more I got to know him, I found out it was more than just a physical resemblance to you. He was you... at that age... and I guess I sort of fell in love with you... you, all over again.
"I know it wasn't right... but I couldn't help myself. I... lost myself. Suddenly there were two of you, and I had to have both of you. Had to. And I got to teach you... him... all over again. I taught him everything that we do together, everything I love. There were times when I was with him that I wasn't sure if it really wasn't you. It was crazy... and amazing... and..."
Janessa dissolved into sobs as Rain watched her in between watching the road. She didn't notice that his knuckles were white as he strangled the steering wheel in his hands. She continued to cry the rest of the way home.
Janessa started heading to the stairway when they got inside the house, but Rain wasn't finished with this discussion and called her into the kitchen, where he had taken a seat at the kitchen table. He pointed to her usual spot and she sat down with the look of a prisoner about to head to the gallows.
"Do you really expect me to believe it was that simple... you just got... confused?" Rain asked softly.
"Sort of," Janessa answered just as softly. "I wasn't confused... Two of you. I can't explain it better than that."
"How many times, Ness? How many times in our bed?" Rain asked.
Janessa's eyes shot wide open when Rain asked his second question. She was still trying to figure out how he had found out and how much he knew. Her stomach tightened when it appeared that her husband knew about her "weekend out of time."
Rain didn't "know" about the weekend with Mark, but he had put two and two together and come up with the right answer, at least in his mind. He assumed that if the two were fucking, they had probably fucked the whole weekend while he was gone fishing.
"We... we were together maybe a half-dozen times," Janessa said carefully, knowing she was parsing her words to give her husband a lower number. "We only met at the house once."
Rain grimaced, knowing his wife was telling him a selective truth. As far as he knew, it was the first time in their marriage that she wasn't being completely honest with him.
Rain was mowing the yard the next morning when Janessa came out of the house with her phone in her hand and signaled him to stop. She walked up to him with the look of a child who got caught doing something wrong and handed him the phone, saying simply, "It's for you."
Rain's facial expression morphed from surprise to anger as after he acknowledged his presence on the line, the person on the other end of the call angrily identified himself as Warren Masters, father of one Mark Masters.
"I'm filing criminal charges against you for the beating you gave my son yesterday," William Masters said at a high volume. "What the fuck were you thinking?"
Rain looked at the phone in his hand as if it was a snake. Janessa stood quietly off to the side, blushing profusely. Her husband counted to 10 to control his anger before he responded.
"First off, Mr. Masters, that was hardly a beating. I was capable of doing a lot more harm to your kid if I had wanted to. Second, did your wonderful son tell you why I broke his nose?" Rain said.
William Masters literally growled over the line before answering.
"So you're telling me there's a good reason you hit my kid?" he asked.
"If you consider he has been fucking my wife for the last several weeks a good reason," Rain said calmly.
"What?" Masters yelled. "He's been fucking a married woman? I'll kill him!"
"He's lucky I didn't. I just found out last week," Rain said.
There were several seconds of silence on the line before William Masters spoke again.
"I-I-I'm sorry, Mr. Bradley. I didn't know," Masters said quietly. "I can assure you that's not the way he was raised. He deserved to get beaten. You were well within your rights. I won't... we won't... be filing charges. Hell, I apologize for bothering you... and for my son's bad behavior. I can assure you, he won't be contacting your wife ever again."
"That would be greatly appreciated, Mr. Masters, especially if she remains my wife. Good-bye, sir."
Janessa was shocked to hear her husband's end of the conversation. Until that point, she had never considered divorce an option. She took the offered phone from her husband as tears started forming again in her eyes.
"What?" Rain growled at the woman. "Don't tell me you never considered the consequences of your actions."
In truth, Janessa hadn't considered the consequences because she'd never considered getting caught. She weakly shook her head as her throat suddenly seemed to become a desert. She practically staggered back into the house.
Rain shook his head in disbelief as he watched his obviously-shaken wife.
Janessa was sitting at the kitchen table waiting for Rain when he came in from the garage after he finished mowing.
"Babe, I don't want a divorce. I love you, every bit as much as I always have," she said. "How can I make you see that?"
"Ness, I don't care about all the mumbo-jumbo shit you told me. Spreading your legs for him once was a mistake. Doing it repeatedly is way more than a mistake. You ripped my heart out. Can you put my heart back?" Rain asked.
"How can you say you love me and yet do that to me? Hell, you haven't even apologized to me for doing it, let alone for hurting me. You know why? Because you're not sorry. You're just sorry I caught you."
Janessa had no answer for Rain, other than more tears. Rain growled in return.
"You cheat on me in our own marital bed and elsewhere, but you're the one crying? I should be the one crying, you dumb bitch!" he yelled before walking off.
As Janessa expected, the shit hit the fan Monday morning at Buchanan. She could feel the eyes on her as she walked to her office. Abby Miller was already waiting for her when she got there.
"Your hubby sure did a number on the kid before you guys left the barbecue. Greg's really unhappy with Rain, but I guess he wants to hear your side of the story before he does anything. I'm guessing Rain probably won't be invited to any Buchanan events ever again," Abby said.
"How do you think he found out about the two of you? I'm pretty sure nobody from here said anything to him."
Janessa looked at her co-worker and friend like she had two heads.
"Wait. What? You guys know about me and Mark? How? Did he say something?" she questioned.
"He never said a word, Ness, but we're all adults here. You guys were way too... chummy, if you know what I mean, then you both stopped coming to the nights out on Thursday nights. It didn't take a genius to figure out you two were an item: the ice queen and the virgin, who would have thought. You're probably older than his mother.
"So what's going to happen with you and Rain?"
Janessa flushed from head to toe as she heard her friend discuss her affair with Mark as part of the office gossip. If everyone in her office knew, there was no telling how her husband had found out.
"Ness? Ness?" Abby questioned, bringing Janessa out of her reflective moment.
"What?" she asked in confusion.
The two women were interrupted by a knock at the door. Janessa's admin tentatively poked her head in the office and softly noted that Greg Carson wanted to speak to Janessa privately as soon as possible. All three women realized this was not a good sign. Janessa nodded and she and Abby both stood up.
Janessa began apologizing to Greg the moment she closed his office door and sat down in the chair across from his desk.
"I'm really sorry and embarrassed about what Rain did at the barbecue, Greg. We'll pick up any expense for anything that was ruined," she stated.
Greg's jaw dropped. It was obvious the woman had no idea exactly what her husband had done.
"I think you're apologizing to the wrong person, Janessa," he replied tersely. "When everything got sorted out, I perfectly understand what Rain did and why. I think the person in the wrong was you... and I've got to admit, you're the last person I'd ever expect to do that to your husband.
"You hardly ever come to the intern send-off, so why this year?"
Janessa knew Greg already knew the answer to the question he just asked. She was looking at her fingernails in her lap, not able to look her boss in the eyes.



"You didn't know your husband knew about you and Mark, did you? You just had to see the kid one more time?" Greg asked harshly.
"That didn't exactly work out well for the kid: a broken nose and a broken rib. I wound up calling 9-1-1 so EMS could handle things. I didn't want his rib to puncture a lung. Needless to say, my wife wasn't thrilled with your husband, until somebody explained it to her. Now she's not thrilled with you, and I can't blame her.
"I would expect that the kid or his parents will be pressing charges against your husband. Don't be surprised if cops show up at your door..."
"That won't happen," Janessa interrupted. "Mark's father called yesterday and spoke to Rain directly. When Rain told him why he hit Mark, Mark's father not only understood, he apologized to Rain for his son..."
"I didn't know that. I guess Mark's father is old school. Old school guy code says you don't go after another man's woman, even if she's the one who is making the move.
"That brings it back to you, then. Your bad choices got one of our interns hurt, and you violated company policy. Even though you were not his direct boss, you hold a higher position than him. Policy says you can't make a move on him. Now I'm pretty sure he's not going to throw you under the bus, but since it's become public and I know the truth, I have to be the disciplinarian here. I have to put a brick in your personnel file. You get to keep your job, but your upward journey is done, at least in this company. And anything else like this happens and you're history. Even a whiff, a rumor, and you're gone.
"I never thought I'd be giving you that speech."
"I-I never thought that either, Greg," the woman mumbled. "I'm sorry and very embarrassed. It won't ever happen again."
Greg sighed, then leaned back in his chair.
"Okay, now that we've done that, let's get personal for a minute. What's happening between you and Rain? Are you going to be okay?" he asked.
"I'm not sure. He's talking divorce. I've told him I made a mistake. I don't love the kid. He's taking this really personally," Janessa said.
"That's because it was personal... to him; maybe not to you, but definitely to him. Now matter how you spin it, Ness, you cheated on him. I know I'd be taking it very personally. You disrespected him and broke his trust."
Janessa knew her boss was correct. She nodded at him and stood to leave.
"If you need to take some time to straighten this out, I'm good with that," Greg said before she left his office. "Good luck, Ness."
Rain expected that his wife would catch grief for his pounding of Mark at Greg's house. He had called over to Greg at Buchanan a little before lunchtime to apologize, correctly assuming that Greg knew what had happened between his wife and Mark. Greg handled the apology very professionally, Rain thought, telling him that while he didn't approve of what Rain did, he understood the motivation.
There was an awkward moment of silence on the phone between the two, and Rain could tell that Greg really wanted to ask him what his plans were for Janessa. He wanted to ask, but couldn't pull the trigger before Rain thanked him for his time and hung up.
As Rain expected, his wife was subdued when he got home from work. She said hello but the two didn't kiss as was formerly normal when he got home. Rain expected a lot of the pair's usual interactions would now be history.
Janessa took Rain's silence as a good sign. He also continued to sleep in their marital bed, although there was very little touching of any kind at night. She knew her husband well enough not to push.
Janessa's worst nightmare came Thursday morning at her office when she was served divorce papers. Word went through the department as fast as a California wildfire. Abby walked into Janessa's office and closed the door to comfort her sobbing friend. Janessa's admin nodded to Abby as she passed her desk, whispering to her that she would hold any incoming calls.
Abby immediately walked over to her sobbing friend and lifted her to her feet and into a tight hug. Abby could feel the shoulder of her blouse moisten seriously. She wondered to herself how Janessa could have even doubted that her husband would file for divorce. She tried to warn Janessa that she was playing with fire several weeks back.
"Rain is a good man. He's reasonable. Talk to him. Be truthful with him," Abby whispered. "This is on you to fix, girl."
Rain was surprised when he didn't get the expected phone call within minutes of him getting notification of Janessa being served. He had already been emotionally drained when he called both of his children earlier that morning to inform them he was divorcing their mother. Both were shocked, which told him that his wife had not called them and informed them of her betrayal of him. He wondered if she was hoping that Rain wouldn't file and she wouldn't have to discuss her affair.
"You can't be serious, Dad!" his son, Morgan, had yelled through the phone when Rain told him his mother had cheated on him with another man and he was filing for divorce. "I'm not believing that. Mom loves you with every fiber of her being. She could never do that to you."
"Your mother confessed when I told her I knew, and her... lover also confessed, before I broke his nose and a rib..."
"You what?" Morgan yelled again. "You beat the fuck out of Mom's... lover? Fuck yeah, Dad! Way to go!"
"I guess," Rain replied sadly.
Rain didn't feel the need to give his son more details at that moment. It didn't make a difference if she cheated with a kid or an old man... it only mattered that she cheated.
He told his son he needed to call his younger sister next to give her the bad news.
Josephine, at 21 two years younger than her brother, also had a tough time believing her mother would cheat on her father.
"You caught her in the act?" Rain's daughter asked first.
"No, I didn't. I found the evidence. I didn't have to see it," he said.
"You sure you didn't misinterpret that evidence, Dad? Mom would never cheat on you," she said pointedly.
"I know you don't want to believe it, baby, but she admitted it when I confronted her. She admitted it," Rain said.
"Oh, Daddy, I'm so sorry," Josephine said. "Do you need me to come home?"
"Appreciate the offer, Phini, but I'll be okay. Just going to take some time," Rain said.
Abby drove Janessa home soon after she was served. When Rain got home that evening, his wife was sitting up on the sofa with her legs up and her arms wrapped around her shins, staring blankly into space.
"Hey, you're home. I didn't see your car in the garage," Rain said in his usual calm manner.
Janessa blinked back tears before answering.
"Abby drove me home before lunchtime. My car is still there," Janessa said softly.
"Was it necessary to serve me at the office?"
"Seems most of your co-workers knew about your affair well before I did. I didn't see any reason not to," he answered in a non-committal tone.
Janessa dropped her head in shame as she blushed deeply.
"Now you show remorse... regret... something? Maybe you should have thought about that before you slept with the kid," Rain hissed.
"Sign the papers, Ness. It's a no-fault state. We split everything down the middle. We make about the same money, so there will be no alimony. We can sell the house, or you can buy out my share. I don't want it. All the good memories have been wiped away. I'll always picture you in bed with... someone not me.
"I sleep in that bed every night, knowing what you two did... I don't know how many times. Makes my skin crawl. Maybe I should start sleeping in the guest room."
Janessa's head shot up and alarm filled her eyes.
"I will get rid of that bed. I'll get us a new one," she whispered in a frantic tone. "Yes, I'll get us a new one."
Janessa tried to enlist the couple's children to help fight the divorce, but neither was interested in speaking to, let alone helping, their mother. She was aghast when she found out that Rain had told both children about her affair.
"How could you do that to me, Rain? That should stay just between us," Janessa said.
"No, I'm not covering up for you, Ness," Rain said. "You cheated on me. You had an affair."
"But I love you, Rain. He was... he was... you. He was you, and I love you so much I wanted more you," she said.
"Well, because of that, I want less you," Rain noted.
Rain moved out of the couple's home and found a small apartment near his employment. He was alone and lonely, being on his own for the first time in his adult life. He missed Janessa's companionship, the sometimes inane and insane conversations he would have with the person he considered "his other half." He had to admit to himself that while she had broken his heart, he still loved her, even though at this point he couldn't understand her continued insistence that she loved him.
Janessa got an attorney and fought the divorce. Her attorney convinced the judge that marriage counseling could save the marriage, even though Rain did not see any way that could happen.
A few weeks later Rain was standing in line at a near-by Ikea waiting to purchase a small bookcase for his apartment when the swelling in his hands from the day's heat caused his wedding ring to get uncomfortably tight. It was a problem that happened occasionally, and to relieve the pressure on his ring finger, Rain would slowly work the ring off the finger and remove it until the swelling went down. He was in the process of trying to slide the ring off when he looked up to see the eyes of the woman standing in front of him in line, watching his efforts with a friendly grin on her face.
"You might want to try licking your finger to loosen it right now, or wait until you get home and put ice on it," the woman said brightly. "Of course your wife probably won't be happy if you're walking around in public without your ring. That's sort of like being naked, you know?"
Rain's mouth dropped open at the beauty of the woman in front of him. She had shoulder-length dark brunette hair and opalescent blue eyes, with perfect alabaster skin. For a second, he felt short of breath.
"Don't have a wife... won't have a wife much longer... it won't matter at all," Rain announced softly.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean anything offensive by the naked finger comment," the woman said, blushing in embarrassment. "I don't have one on either... for the same reason."
She waved her fingers in mid-air to back up her explanation and smiled again at Rain. Reflexively, he smiled back in response.
The pair continued to talk as they waited in line. Rain left Ikea with the woman's name and phone number in addition to his bookcase. He had a bit of a strut as he walked back to his car.
Once back in his car, though, reality slapped Rain in the face, and guilt set in like a bad hangover. Was it that easy to move past a 27-year marriage, he wondered? He wasn't yet divorced, and he was already considering going out on a date.
Rain waited two days before he called Izzy Landon. The two went to a Hungarian restaurant. He found out the 47-year-old woman was a librarian at the local small college, and had been divorced for five years after a 15-year marriage to an abusive husband.
The woman listened intently as Rain explained how his marriage fell apart. She seemed shocked that his wife had cheated on him with a man younger than one of his two children.
"That's just three years older than my son!" she exclaimed. "I'm not sure I'd even have the guts to date a 21-year-old, much less take him to bed."
"I'd feel like a perv if I even asked a 21-year-old for a date," Rain said with a chuckle.
The two had sex for the first time on their third date. Rain was still technically married to Janessa, but didn't feel bad about his decision due to Janessa's earlier infidelity. He admitted to Izzy that he was nervous prior to their having sex because it had been almost 30 years since he had a partner who wasn't Janessa.
"No, don't do that. Don't apologize because you had a good marriage for a long time and apparently never stepped out on her. We'll go slow and learn each other. Isn't that a big part of the fun?" Izzy asked.
Rain nodded in agreement before engaging her in a passionate kiss. The two kissed like horny teenagers on Rain's sofa several times before he rose, took her by the hand and led her into his bedroom.
The pair did go slow the first time that night after Rain warmed her up first with several orgasms using his hands and mouth. He couldn't help but notice the subtle differences between Izzy and Janessa: the way each responded to him, the noises each made, even the taste and feel of their pussies. As he lay snuggling Izzy to him, though, he realized he was shortchanging the woman by comparing her to his soon-to-be ex-wife, with whom he had almost 30 years of experience. He promised himself that the next time would be all about Izzy, and after a short nap together, he delivered on that promise, the woman screaming through several more orgasms before Rain finally came a second time.
"Ooh. That was wonderful," Izzy purred. "I can't wait until you really learn my body."
Rain didn't hide the fact that he was dating from Janessa, nor did he rub it in. Janessa found out after Rain had been dating Izzy about a month.
"Wait just a damn minute, bub!" Janessa practically screamed at her husband when he walked into the room where Dr. Angelina Herrera awaited the Bradleys to begin their counseling session.
Rain stopped short and looked carefully at the chair he was about to sit in, assuming his upset wife had seen something on the seat. Seeing nothing, he looked hard at Janessa.
"I have sex outside the marriage and it's the worst thing ever and you try to throw me in the dumpster, but you think you get a free pass, Mr. Wonderful. That's not how things work, Rain!" Janessa yelled.
Once he realized what his wife was yelling about, Rain sat down in the chair and confidently nodded to the counselor. He didn't acknowledge his wife's outburst, even though he could hear her practically snorting as she sat in the chair. Dr. Herrera looked at him, then looked over at his wife and raised her eyebrows. Rain knew what the counselor wanted... or needed.
"Since you freed me from our vows, I don't see the need to wait until the courts give me an arbitrary date that I can start having sex with other women," Rain said. "We hit it off. She's a nice woman. I guess I owe you a thanks for opening my eyes to a whole new world."
"Mmm. We're not even divorced. That's what we're supposed to be working on with Dr. Herrera. I don't want a divorce. Why are you making this so difficult?" Janessa cried.
"I'm not the one who insisted on counseling. I don't want it. I just want the damned divorce. You cheated on me with a Goddamned kid multiple times. You threw our marriage away," Rain said in calm, cool voice that even unnerved the counselor.
"I love you..." Janessa screeched.
"So you keep saying, but I'm not buying that, or else you couldn't have cheated on me. Can you possibly be that selfish?" Rain asked.
Janessa's mouth dropped open and the counselor sat up straighter in her chair.
As a veteran counselor, Dr. Herrera was very familiar with the fact that few marriages are equal. One of the partners is usually the more dominant personality in the dynamic, with the other submissive to a certain degree. Things go along at a steady rate unless something in the dynamic changes for whatever reason, sometimes due to an outside force.
"Do you always get your way when you two disagree?" the counselor asked Janessa.
She nodded silently.
"Yes, I guess you could say I felt entitled. I 'deserved' to have sex with... him," she whispered. "I considered him to be... an extension of Rain... and in my mind, I 'deserved' to have both of them.
"I can't even say it meant nothing to me, because it did. I taught him all the stuff we do... all the stuff I love. I care for him. I guess I love him... but like he's you... you're number one... and he's 1A. Oh my god."
Janessa broke down in tears.
"I've blown it," she continued.
"Yeah," Rain whispered.
"I'm sorry, Rain. Really, really sorry," she whispered back.
"The sad thing is, I know it," he said.
It took six months for the divorce to be final after the counseling ended. By then, Rain and Izzy had figured out they were best as friends with benefits as opposed to lovers. It was an easy friendship for both of them. In fact, Rain admitted to the woman that she was his first new female friend outside of work in more than a decade.
"Yeah, that's what happens to you pussy-whipped married guys," Izzy responded. "You don't make women friends because you don't want your wife to be mad. Making friends with guys is much easier, so you stick to that. You'll talk to unknown women as long as it's in a safe environment, but you won't really try to listen to them...
"It's almost the exact opposite of a married guy who's a player. He's looking for a possible hook-up almost all of the time, and he knows one of the ways to attract a woman is to listen to her... really listen. Women find that very attractive... a guy who will actually listen, even if he's a married man. So many husbands stop listening to their wives after a while, for many reasons, almost driving them into the arms of the players. Infidelity isn't the only reason for divorce, but there's a reason the divorce rate is now over 50 percent."
"Wow. You just described my life, at least how I viewed other women while I was married," Rain admitted. "Most of my women friends were really friends of my wife, some were wives of my friends, but they were all very safe. All I really needed was my wife. I thought we were good. We were going to go the distance, you know?"
Izzy was a revelation to Rain in so many ways there were times he wondered what might have happened if they had met so many years earlier. He found the woman to be a better lover than his ex-wife, because unlike Janessa, Izzy actually tried to please Rain as much as he pleased her. He learned new positions, new ways that Izzy liked to be pleased. Outside of the bedroom, she was fun and funny, and in the space of several months, she had become Rain's best friend. He found he didn't have to be married to someone for her to be his best friend, which was another new experience for him.
Because of his FWB status with Izzy, Rain never felt desperate to have a girlfriend or a random sex hook-up. Along with him being a nice guy, his laid-back attitude was a big draw for many women. He found it more than a little ironic that he had more sex partners in the two years after his split from Janessa than he had before his marriage.
"You're a good guy, you've got a good job, you're handsome and you're in good shape," Izzy explained to him. "You do know that single women easily outnumber single guys in our age range, right? Good ones like you don't usually stay on the market for long."
Janessa had never met Izzy, but her experience with men in the two years since her divorce would prove Izzy's thoughts correct. She had sex with only three men since her divorce, and none of the trio would ever make her forget her ex-husband.
At least she had mended fences with her children and her mother, the latter who thought her former son-in-law pretty much walked on water and was devastated when she found out her daughter had thrown away a good... no, great... marriage for an affair with a kid.
"You foolish, selfish woman," her mother had said when she told her of the divorce. "This would kill your father if he wasn't already dead."
"Yeah, I know Mom," Janessa answered quietly.
******
Izzy and Rain were eating dinner at a popular steakhouse in town several years later when a familiar face walked into the restaurant and walked to the bar with another woman on a Friday night.



Rain had to admit to himself that the blonde woman still was very attractive at 55, and in fact, she looked a little better than in recent years since she had lost about 15 pounds. He noted to himself that she was dressed a little more provocatively than she used to dress when she was his wife.
Being ever alert to her surroundings, Izzy watched as Rain's eyes followed the two women as they walked up to the bar. She noted the hunger in Rain's eyes.
"Hey, if I'm in the way, I'll take a rain check on the rest of the evening," Izzy told her friend.
"You're a great wingman... wingwoman... whatever, but you know me better than that," Rain said. "I would never leave you to chase another woman. Besides, the reason I was checking them out is because the blonde in the blue dress is my ex. First time I'd seen her in more than two years."
"Ah, so that's the former Mrs. Rain Bradley. I must say you've got good taste," Izzy said. "You going over to say hello?"
"Not planning on it," he answered. "What's in the past should stay in the past."
"I've never known you to be rude before, but knowing the story I will let it lie," Izzy said.
Izzy watched Rain glance over at his ex-wife several times during the meal. She laughed to herself, knowing that she was a lot less obvious when she looked at the ex-wife.
Dessert was being served when Izzy interrupted Rain.
"I know she's not your concern anymore, but it looks like Janessa might be having a problem that maybe you could help with," Izzy said to Rain.
The two turned their attention to the bar, where Janessa appeared to be trying to deflect the attentions of an ardent admirer who looked like a small mountain on thick-muscled legs and sporting a unibrow. The obviously drunk man had both of his arms around Janessa, with his right hand full of an ass cheek, while it appeared the woman was trying to lean away.
"Oh fuck, Iz, he's a big bastard. Why couldn't she attract smaller guys?" Rain said with a snarl. "I'll be right back, maybe... I hope... whatever."
Rain got up with urgency and went over to the bar, hoping to defuse the situation by distraction.
"Ness... long time no see," he said in a friendly a tone as possible, hoping the large man would let loose of the woman.
Still trapped by the unknown man, Janessa definitely looked frightened. Her admirer glared at Rain but didn't say anything.
"Uhh... Gulliver, that's my ex-wife you're groping. Time for you to let go," Rain said in a tone that was a lot less friendly.
The large man literally growled at Rain before turning and unleashing a vicious right hand that Rain barely ducked under. Rain knew he was in deep trouble, so he did the only thing he could think of in that situation: from his crouched position, he launched himself at the man's face, catching him flush with the top of his head and causing the man to ricochet off the bar before crashing to the floor, out cold.
Rain staggered for a second before a pair of arms grabbed him to steady him. He had blood running from the top of his head. Restaurant staff had towels and were wiping the blood while they seated him at a quickly-vacated table. They quickly determined the blood wasn't Rain's, but rather from the mouth and nose of the man on the floor.
Rain felt dizzy as he sat in the chair and looked at the man on the floor. Within minutes police and EMS were taking the man out of the restaurant. The paramedics checked Rain carefully and determined he didn't have a concussion.
Rain felt arms wrap around him and heard the sobbing of a woman near-by. The arms and sobs were both coming from his ex-wife.
"Oh my god, Rain. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. Where did you even come from?" Janessa squeaked, obviously shaken.
Rain looked directly into the eyes of his ex-wife. It didn't escape him that the two hadn't been this close since soon after the night he found out about her cheating on him five years ago.
"I was just over there eating dinner with Izzy... she saw what was happening. You should thank her... Where is she?" Rain said.
Izzy had been standing behind his chair until she heard Rain ask for her.
"I'm right here, baby," she said as she put her hand on his arm opposite from where Janessa was hugging him.
"I guess I have you to thank," Janessa said, turning to Izzy. "I'm sorry if I ruined your night."
"Not a problem," a smiling Izzy responded. "Why don't you and your friend join us for a bit. We were finishing up with dessert."
With his adrenaline finally dropping, Rain didn't know what to think of his ex-wife and her friend joining him and Izzy, but at that point he realized he wasn't running the show. Izzy was playing hostess, and doing a very good job of it, Rain realized. She had everyone at the table involved and laughing while they ate dessert.
"That wasn't so bad, was it?" Izzy asked Rain when the two got to Rain's apartment at the end of the evening. "You saved a damsel in distress, you two were civil to each other and we had a nice evening. How's your head doing?"
"I could use an aspirin or eight, truthfully. Got a slight headache. Some of it might be from stress."
"Oh, come on. She's not a monster, Rain. She fucked up. It happens. Was it stupid, yes. Was it selfish, incredibly. But that woman still loves you. Only a blind person couldn't see that. She would have done anything for you after you did that knight in shining armor thing. By the way, where did you come up with that move?"
"That was pure reflex, luck I guess you could call it," Rain said. "I was expecting him to clean my clock. He was a big bastard. I'm glad he was half in the bag."
"But yet you still went to help her. You just couldn't help yourself. Admit it, there's still something there. Maybe you should call her sometime. At least get some coffee together. You've got a ton of history, two kids.
"Present company excepted, tell me you've gone out with anyone who's prettier than her... or got a better body?"
"Wait a minute, Iz. Since when have you become Janessa's biggest fan?" Rain questioned. "Once upon a time you thought she was a stupid slut."
"Yeah, well that was then. This is now. It seems like she's changed. I know you've changed. Besides, I'm not saying you should get married again. I'm saying that you should just take her out for coffee. Coffee doesn't mean wedding bells," Izzy said.
"I don't know. I don't want to give her the wrong impression..." Rain started.
"Because you're just that nice of a guy. I get it," she said.
"You do realize that talking about my ex-wife isn't setting the mood, right?" he asked.
"Why don't you come over here and I can hum instead of talk then," she said. "I'm sure that will set a better mood."
Rain called Janessa and invited her to coffee a couple of times in the next month. Janessa was thrilled with the invitations and the company.
"I understand it's just coffee and conversation, Rain, but I'll take it. I've missed even talking to you," Janessa said.
"I've missed talking to you, too, Ness."
Izzy was apologetic, but Rain was thrilled for his friend when she told him she couldn't attend the philharmonic performance with him on Saturday night. For the last two years, Rain had bought two season tickets to the philharmonic and he and Izzy would go to dinner and then attend the philharmonic's performance. Izzy told Rain that she and her boyfriend had just decided to take their dating to the next level and become exclusive, and she had just informed Rain that she couldn't go with him.
"I get it, Iz. Don't worry about it," Rain said. "I think Monty's a great guy. I wouldn't dream of getting between you two."
"Thanks, Rain. I really feel bad, though. It's Wednesday evening. It's going to be tough lining up a date this late," she said.
"How about my friend Mary Lou D'Allesandro? You know the one with..."
Izzy held her hands several inches in front of her own chest in a cupping motion, the universal gesture for big boobs. Rain smiled brightly. Mary Lou did have some major yabos, and she was pretty and perky, a residual from her being a cheerleader 30 years earlier.
"Hmmm. Maybe I'll save her for a real date. You think she'd actually go out with me?" Rain asked.
"She's asked me to fix you two up several times. I've mentioned her to you a couple of times. You didn't seem real interested. I know 'perky' really isn't your type," Izzy said.
"No, not really, but maybe I could overlook that if she'd wear a tight sweater," Rain joked.
"Are all men pigs?" she chuckled.
"Just the straight ones. The gay ones are sensitive," he kidded back.
Friday evening Rain was watching an NBA game when a commercial for something or other came on the screen. He noted off-handedly to himself that the woman on the screen looked a lot like his ex-wife. He took that as a fortuitous coincidence as Janessa always enjoyed going to the philharmonic. He grabbed his phone.
"Hey, I know it's late notice, but you think you'd be interested in doing something a little more than coffee tomorrow evening... say a meal and a concert? I've got an extra ticket to the phil for tomorrow," he said.
Janessa was thrilled with the ask, regardless of whether it was short notice or not. She enthusiastically accepted.
The two had a good time Saturday night. At one point during the concert, Rain reached over and took Janessa's hand in his and held it for several minutes. Janessa's heart fluttered over the small gesture. Rain didn't even realize what he had done.
Rain enjoyed the date with Janessa enough that he again asked her out in what would have been Izzy's place for a hockey game the next week. She had attended several hockey games with Rain in the past, and while it wasn't her favorite activity, she had determined in her mind that she would never turn down a date with her ex-husband. If he asked her to attend a weed-growing convention, she was going to accept... and be thankful he asked.
Rain and Janessa had gone out for six weeks. They had progressed from a chaste kiss on the cheek at the end of the night all the way to a... chaste, soft kiss on the lips. Janessa was disappointed at Rain's apparent lack of interest in her sexually, but she wasn't sure how to broach the subject with him without scaring him off. She cried after he again ended their date with a soft kiss and left her at her door.
"She who doesn't ask, doesn't get," she mumbled to herself when she walked further into her home.
She resolved to take matters into her own hands if she had to after their next date.
That next date was a week later. The two went to a highly-rated Italian restaurant before attending a classic rock show featuring three 1970s acts on a Saturday night. It had been a fun trip down memory lane for both of them. On this night, however, when Rain pulled up in front of Janessa's apartment at the end of the night, Janessa asked if they could talk a moment. He nodded.
"I know you and Izzy were best friends and... friends with benefits," she said softly, blushing, in fact, as she talked. "I know she's got a steady now, so I was kind of wondering... wondering if I could have that spot now. I don't have cooties. I'm clean. I haven't had sex with anyone in months.
"I know you still find me attractive. I've seen the looks you give me. Please, Rain," she said softly before starting to cry.
Rain silently got out of the driver's side door of the car, went around to the passenger side, opened the door and held out his hand. Janessa looked into his eyes but couldn't read his face.
"Come on," he said gently. "We're both too old and stiff to have sex in a car."
They weren't too old and stiff to have enthusiastic sex on Janessa's sofa in several positions that evening. Rain had his ex-wife's blouse and bra off before either of them realized the drapes in her living room were still open. Once that minor detail was taken care of, the pair continued on to getting naked before he mounted her missionary, impaling her in two strokes as he found her pussy to be flooding in anticipation.
"Ohhh," Janessa moaned loudly as Rain entered her for the first time in over six years.
"Yeahhh," he responded back.
Janessa had her first orgasm after about five minutes. After another five minutes, the pair moved off the sofa before Rain bent her over the arm and took her from behind. Her second orgasm a few minutes later was his cue to again switch positions as he moved back to the cushions on his back and pulled his ex-wife on top of him. She started by grinding on him back and forth, having yet another orgasm before switching to bouncing up and down.
Rain watched her face as she seemed lost in pleasure while she bounced on him, making squeaking noises each time his dick bumped her cervix. Another few minutes passed before Rain could feel Janessa working on yet another huge climax, and he was able to hold off his own orgasm until her body spasmed hard.
Once Rain came hard and slid out of her, Janessa laid her body down on top of him, panting heavily. He smiled broadly and wrapped his arms around her, and the two were asleep soon after.
Light was showing around the edges of the living room curtains when Rain started to stir under Janessa. She felt the movement and opened her eyes to see Rain staring at her face.
"Mmm. God, I've missed this. I can't believe how stupid I was," she said softly. "And I can't believe how stiff I am."
The two disentangled. Once that was accomplished, Janessa jumped up and ran into the bathroom. When she came out, Rain asked her out to breakfast at the near-by IHOP.
Although Janessa became Rain's "go-to," he still occasionally dated other women, much to her consternation. The two had never discussed exclusivity. She had hoped she would be his only, but she didn't feel she had the right to ask for that.
About two months after the two had started going out on a regular basis, Rain did go out on a date with Mary Lou D'Allesandro. Janessa only knew of the woman and had seen her around, but did not know her personally. She had eyes, though, and could see that her large chest and various curves attracted a lot of attention.
Rain could tell his ex-wife was a little standoffish on their first outing after his date with Mary Lou. She had accepted the date quickly, but she had seemed a little short in her conversation, and unlike in recent weeks, had kept herself away from Rain physically. He quickly figured out her problem, and he would have enjoyed the irony of the situation... if it weren't for the irony of the situation.
"You do realize that you didn't have to go out with me if you're pissed at me, Ness. What's up?" Rain asked after 10 silent minutes at the restaurant.
"You know very well why I'm pissed. I thought we had something, Rain," Janessa said.
"You mean Mary Lou, don't you? Why don't you just ask me about Mary Lou? Ask me why I went out with her?" Rain rasped.
Rain realized that if looks could kill, he would have been dead five minutes earlier. Janessa glared at him, raised her eyebrows, then turned her palms up and shrugged.
"Why are all men hypnotized by cantaloupe-sized breasts?" Janessa wailed as customers at several close tables turned to look at the pair. "Ooh, sorry."
Rain grinned as his ex-wife blushed profusely. He then leaned in and spoke quietly.
"Why are all women hypnotized by other women's cantaloupe-sized breasts? Did you ever think Mary Lou has several other things going for her in addition to her cantaloupe-sized breasts? Did you know that she does yoga every day and still has the flexibility of someone in her 20s? Did you know that she can get her ankles up on my shoulders? Lord that woman put a hurt on me the other night."
Janessa looked at Rain as if he had two heads. She burst into tears, jumped up and fled to the women's restroom. Virtually everyone in the eatery turned to look at him. He raised his empty wine glass in the direction of his server.
Janessa locked herself in one of the stalls in the restroom. She expected that Rain would send someone in after her. After crying for 10 minutes, she knew she was wrong, and wondered if she would need to get a cab to go home. She dried her eyes and went to the mirror to fix her ruined makeup before heading back to the table to get her purse.
She was surprised when she walked back into the main room and found Rain still sitting at the table. He had apparently finished his meal and was eating cheesecake and drinking a glass of some type of liqueur, she noted. Her half-eaten meal was still at her spot.
"I didn't think you'd still be here... I'm sorry. I lost my head. I had no right to ask you anything about your date with Mary Lou. We're not exclusive, not married.
"You would never have talked to me like that in the old days. You were too much of a nice guy. Maybe that's why I felt like I could do..." Janessa stopped short and colored.
"Sit back down. Your meal's cold. I could get you another, or you could try a dessert and an after-dinner drink," Rain said, waving over the waitress.
Janessa ordered the same cheesecake and liqueur as Rain seemed to be enjoying.
"I guess now is as good a time as any to talk a bit more," Rain said.
She nodded. Rain saw both fear and guilt on her face.
"You know that sick feeling in the pit of your stomach you got a few minutes ago?" he asked. "Multiply that by 100, then you'd be getting close to how I felt when I found out you were cheating on me. It just about killed me, and it took every bit of self-restraint I had not to kill both of you."
Janessa heard the anguish in her ex-husband's voice, saw the stress on his face. He suddenly looked 10 years older. She knew this was on her... all of it.
"I'm sorry, Rain, truly sorry. I didn't totally get it until a few minutes ago, and I probably still don't really have a clue as to how you felt," she rasped.
"You don't... and won't... ever," he whispered.
Silent tears started rolling down Janessa's cheeks.
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm..." she started.
"Stop, Ness. I get it."
"But I never considered myself a bad person, despite what I did to you. I still never understood why you couldn't move past it. I do now," she said.
The two finished their desserts in silence.
On the ride home, Janessa hesitated and finally cleared her throat.
"Di-did she really put her ankles on your shoulders?" Janessa asked timidly.
"I wish... No, that came out wrong!" Rain exclaimed as Janessa started to give him the death stare.
"You know me better than that! I've never had first-date sex in my entire life! That's not who I am!" Rain quickly explained.
Janessa sighed and leaned back in her seat.
"I do know you better than that. So why did you say that?" she asked.
"Because I also know you. I knew what you'd be thinking... and honestly, I wanted you to think that. It was my way of finally getting some payback," he answered.
"I guess you deserved that, especially after all these years," she said.
"So where does this leave us, Rain?" she asked softly.
"Up to you, Ness. I'm okay with the way things are, but I get the feeling you'd like something a little more... exclusive," he said.
"I would, but I know I don't have a right to ask that," she said.
The two had pulled up in front of Rain's apartment. Rain moved around to Janessa's side of the vehicle, opened her door and took her hand. As she rose to her feet, she suddenly felt her world turned upside down... literally. Rain leaned over, lifted her and threw her over his shoulder. She felt her skirt fly up over her ass as he settled her on his shoulder, her hands not quite fast enough to stop her exposure to anyone in the area who might be around. She shrieked reflexively as Rain carried her to the elevator with her white bikini panties showing completely.
"Put me down, Rain. Put me down!" she yelled as he entered the elevator after several people first got off.



She heard the giggling of a woman as the legs of people went past the pair.
"Stop squirming or I'll drop you on your head, woman!" he said.
The two were the only people on the elevator until it stopped a few seconds later, probably at the first floor, Janessa guessed. While she lay upside down over Rain's shoulder, she heard a gasp, then what looked to be two people getting on. Her face burned in embarrassment.
The elevator didn't stop again until it arrived at the third floor, Rain's floor, then he carried her down the hall and into his apartment. She had to admit she was very impressed, as well as turned on with the strength Rain displayed.
She took a deep breath as Rain flipped her back upright and let her down on the floor. He then proceeded to slowly strip her naked while kissing body parts as he did so.
A physically exhausted Janessa lay in Rain's bed as he licked her neck and collarbones, causing her to try to scrunch up her neck as she giggled. She tried raising her arms to fight off her ex-husband, but couldn't quite seem to be able to use them.
"Stop! Stop, Rain!" she pleaded softly.
"You sure?" he asked sincerely.
She could only nod at that point.
"You certainly are a changed man, Rain!" she gushed.
"Maybe you're right," Rain said. "Are you a changed woman?"
Janessa opened her eyes and looked hard at her ex-husband, wondering if there was a right answer to his question. She thought for a second, then decided to try the truth.
"I'd like to think I am," she answered, "especially after the lesson you taught me earlier this evening."
"Well, do you think this woman could do exclusive?"
Janessa lifted herself off the bed and rolled on top of Rain's body.
"Try me!" she cried happily, gluing her face to his by their lips.
Eight months later, the pair was lying together after a satisfying session between the sheets. Their relationship was strong, even though Janessa was aware that Rain occasionally checked up on her. She knew he was verifying her exclusivity, and that she deserved that.
"I can't thank you enough for forgiving me," she whispered to Rain as they lay face to face.
Rain's face took on an unreadable expression.
"I haven't," he said quietly.
"What?" she asked, confused.
"We're both changed people. We're different people... and that's how this is working, at least for me" he explained.
"The man I was would never forgive the woman you were for ruining their marriage. But this changed man is accepting that the changed woman would never do something like that. And if you can work on that premise, I have something for you."
Rain leaned over to the night table beside the side of the bed he was laying on, reached into a drawer and pulled out a small black box.
"Oh my God!" Janessa whispered in exclamation. "Is this?"
Rain grinned and nodded as the woman started to cry silently.
"I've kept the old one. You didn't need to buy me new..." she started to say.
"Yes, I did. I never want to see the old one on your finger. Give it away, throw it out. I don't care. This new one is for the finger of a different woman. I would love to add to it with a new wedding band sometime in the near future, if you agree."
Janessa had opened the box and was looking at the new engagement ring in shock and wonder. She looked from the ring to Rain and back again, then stuck out her empty finger and held out the box. Rain took the ring out of the box and slid the ring on her finger.
"How soon would you like this near future to be?" she asked in a sing-song voice.
"As soon as the children that these changed people bring to the marriage can get the time to attend," he said.
"Ah, right. Can't forget the stepchildren," she giggled.
The pair's children, who were quietly hopeful their parents would someday re-marry, were over the moon happy with the news. Morgan was his father's best man and Josephine was her mother's matron of honor. It was a small but emotional wedding. Janessa made sure to repeat her vows very clearly and concisely, repeatedly looking Rain in the eyes. By the time the officiant performing the ceremony got to the line about kissing the bride, Janessa was sobbing heavily, her mascara running down her face with her tears. Rain added an unexpected bit of emotion when he deeply dipped his surprised, squealing wife and gave her his best, most passionate kiss.
"Oh, Rain..." she panted when he straightened her back up as the rest of the family cheered.
Janessa never forgot how fortunate she was to have Rain back. If she wasn't the perfect wife, she was awfully close, Rain often admitted to his overjoyed children. The two got the chance to grow old together, and were happily doing so when Janessa died at the age of 82.
"Aww, Ness. Wasn't ready for you to go," Rain said in the growing darkness. "I guess I'd never be ready for you to go. It was so good to be able to grow old with you. I'm glad you came back to me... had the guts to not quit on us. I quit on us. You hurt me so bad.
"But then you came back to me... and we were a great us... a great us. Thank you, babe. I love you. Wait for me. I'll be along in a bit."
******
Janessa didn't have to wait too long to be reunited with Rain. The Bradley family was back in the cemetery six months later.
"I didn't see this coming," Morgan said as the family gathered after the funeral. "He was in such good condition. No real health problems outside of some arthritis."
"Yeah, but he was never the same after Mom died," Josephine said. "I think he died of a broken heart."
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"Damn, I hate domestics!" I bitched to my partner, Jax, as we pulled up in front of the apartment complex.
"I'm with you, brother. Let's just get this over and done with," he responded.
Almost all of the domestic disturbances I had handled in my 23 years on the police force ended quietly after a lot of yelling, threats and occasionally fists, but rarely any arrests. By the time the police are called, an argument between spouses has devolved into a fairly tense situation, but when we arrive, the combatants usually come to their senses and calm down. The dark blue uniforms and the guns might play a part in it, I suspect.
Every now and then, however, things go sideways, and the guys in the uniforms wind up being the bad guys to the fighting couple. I've been punched, shoved and bitten before at domestics. I'd almost rather face a gangbanger brandishing a weapon.
When we got to the door of the couple's apartment, a tall, pretty woman with a dark red bruise on the side of her face let us in. She told us her boyfriend was in the kitchen, so I left my partner of 15 years, Walter Jackson, with the woman, while I cautiously made my way to him.
The man was standing with the refrigerator door open, sucking down a beer and looking somewhat disoriented. He had blood running down his face from a large cut above his right eyebrow. We were talking quietly for a minute or two when I felt a searing pain in my right deltoid almost at the same time I heard the percussion of a gun. I looked over to see the woman holding a small pistol and about to fire again when I heard a second blast and the woman dropped to the floor dead.
"You two okay?" Jax yelled out as he approached. "Oh, shit, Rain. You've been hit!"
I reached for my shoulder with my other hand and pulled back a handful of blood.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" I muttered.
Twenty-three years on the force and the first bullet I take is at a domestic. My arm throbbed and was bleeding heavily, but since it hurt less than the time I broke it, I was hoping it didn't do too much bone damage, if any at all.
The boyfriend got me a clean towel from a drawer while Jax moved around the dead body of the woman and called it in. By the time paramedics arrived for me, the boyfriend and I were seated at the kitchen table and I had done all the preliminaries for the call.
As the paramedics got me stabilized for the trip to the emergency room, Jax came over to check on me. With everything that had happened, I had to admit my adrenalin level was through the roof, and I was incredibly thankful that Jax had saved my life.
"Oh my God, Jax, am I glad you got her before she put a second bullet in me," I said. "You saved my ass, buddy. I owe you big-time. Anything you ever need, I'm your man."
Although Jax wound up saving my life, he got a three-day rip for actually creating the situation. Seems he let the girlfriend go to the bathroom unescorted soon after we got to the scene, and she snuck out of the bathroom carrying a.22 pistol.
It took about two months for me to return to active duty, since the small-caliber bullet only nicked a bone, but when I got back, Jax was no longer my partner. He took his 25 years on the job and retired with his pension. I tried to talk him out of that, but he said he was fed up with all the bullshit and was done being police. Damn. He was a great partner in addition to being a close personal friend.
Two months later, he picked up and moved to California to become a writer.
******
It was always a big deal when best-selling author Walter Jackson came back to town to visit. One of the television stations in town always wanted to catch up with a favorite son, and no matter where he went, people were always coming up to him for an autograph, often with one of his books in their hands for him to sign.
It was a pretty big deal for my wife, Traci, and me as well. Jax always stayed with us for the week or so he was in town, and I would usually take some vacation days so we could have time to hang out, reminisce and drink.
Both Traci and I knew Jax long before we became partners on the metro police department. In fact, the three of us had been friends since we were about 5 years old and lived on the same block. We were practically The Three Musketeers. Where you saw one of us, the other two were likely to be pretty close by. Traci was a bit of a tomboy, so she was around with us when we played baseball and army, while the other girls in the neighborhood were off playing dolls and dress-up.
Things got a little weird when we hit puberty. Traci sprouted boobs and her small, bony butt suddenly filled out her jeans and shorts. Her mother thought it was "inappropriate," so she had to stop playing football with the guys in the neighborhood, and pretty soon she was spending a lot more time with the other girls, huddled together, whispering and giggling.
It got even weirder for me when I found out that Jax had asked Traci to be his date for the eighth grade Valentine's dance. For several weeks leading up to the event, the two of them were doing a lot of whispering and giggling, then I found them kissing by Jax's locker in the school hallway. I suddenly became the odd man out. We were no longer The Three Musketeers; now it was two musketeers and an outsider. At the very least, my feelings took a huge hit, especially when the two continued to be a couple after the dance.
The two of them continued to date for the rest of eighth grade and throughout most of ninth grade before Jax made the biggest mistake of his life: he got caught kissing Mary Lou Regan under the bleachers that spring. The news was all over Robert Frost High School before the next day was over, and Traci was suddenly a free agent. I went from being almost an exile to being her comforting friend in the space of one day.
I suppose it could be said I had no pride, but I jumped in to replace Jax in Traci's heart in a nanosecond. I never interfered in the relationship between Traci and Jax, but I wasn't going to hesitate for a second to lay claim to the prize that was Traci Watson. Within a week, she was my girlfriend, and I wasn't a bit guilty about that.
When Jax's infatuation with Mary Lou ended a month later, he tried to convince Traci to go back to him, even though he knew she was with me. That was the only time he and I fought in all the years of our friendship. For her part, Traci told him she was with me and had no interest in him anymore, and after a couple of weeks he seemed to accept her decision. He slowly worked his way back into our friendships over the course of the next six months.
Jax was my best man when Traci and I married six months after we graduated from Michigan State University. He had been on the police force for two years when I joined right out of school. Eight years later I was a sergeant and he was a detective when we were paired up as partners. I considered it a great partnership.
Unfortunately for Jax, his partnership with women didn't last near as long as our union. His first marriage lasted only three years and his second went only five. Both ended because he cheated.
"You know me, Rain. I love variety. Just having one woman gets kind of old after a while," he told me one time while we were driving around town. "Traci's a wonderful woman, but I don't know how you've done it. Just one woman... wow."
Despite his inability to hold onto a woman, Jax remained a good friend to both of us and was also a really good uncle to our two children. He was always invited to our home for holidays and birthdays, and he vacationed with us a lot in the years he was unattached. All of us were sorry to see Jax head out to California, and we all looked forward to his visits back. The kids in particular were happy when he came to visit, because he always brought back great gifts for them, especially after he became a successful author.
This time, Jax seemed a little reserved for the first two days after he got to our house. I figured I would give him a couple of days to come to me to talk before I approached him. I knew it was serious when he called me by my given name of Mason when he said we needed to talk.
"Do you remember when I shot that woman in the domestic and saved your life?" he said quietly as the two of us sat in the family room watching TV while Traci prepared dinner in the kitchen one evening.
"How could I forget that? You bring it up every day when you visit us or we visit you," I said, chuckling over what had become a running joke.
"Well, I need to call in that favor you owe me," he said, leaning toward me from the chair in which he was sitting. "I'm dying, Mason. For reals. Doc says I've got about a year left. Inoperable tumor in my brain."
I looked hard into his eyes. Jax could be a great kidder, but I could tell by his eyes that he wasn't setting me up for a "gotcha."
"What do you need from me?" I said as seriously as I ever responded to anyone in my life.
"I want to take a final bucket list trip around the world, and I want to use my trip for a final book. I want to take Traci with me to share my adventure and be my transcriptionist," he said.
Wait a minute. It sounded like he was asking me if he could take my wife with him for a last trip around the world before he died. He couldn't seriously be asking me that, could he?
"You told me, 'Anything you need. I'm your man.' Remember that?" he said.
My head spun. My stomach felt like I'd been gut-punched.
"You can't be serious?" I whispered. "I never promised you my wife. I couldn't and wouldn't promise her to anyone."
"I've already talked to her, Rain. She understands what this means to me, and she said she's in," Jax said quietly but seriously.
"No. No. No. I don't care what she said. You're not taking her with you. I promised you anything. That didn't mean anyone," I said. "Don't be ridiculous."
"But you promised me," Jax whined. "You promised me after I saved your life, that you would give me anything I asked for... I know this is a lot, but I've only got a year... after that, I'll be dead and she can be yours forever."
"Did you hear yourself? I promised you anything. Not anybody. And I'm not giving you my wife for a year. I'm sorry you're dying, but I'm not pimping my wife out for a year to you... or anybody," I said, my voice rising in volume.
"You promised him, Rain, regardless of how you want to spin it. And since he's dying, I'm going to honor that promise," Traci said, standing in the opening to the room with her hands on her hips.
I looked up into the glowing-mad eyes of my wife. This still wasn't going to happen.
"He's asking me to give you up for a year. I never anticipated anything like this. Nobody could have anticipated anything like this. But I never promised him anybody," I argued with Traci.
"I'm not going to let you do it!"
"You don't own me! I'm going!" Traci practically shouted at me before walking out of the room.
"Why did you save my life if you were going to destroy it later?" I asked Jax.
"I'm not destroying your life, Rain," he responded. "I've always loved Traci. I should never have let her go all those years ago. She would get to share my final adventure... you know I'd treat her right... and then with me gone, you'd know she was all yours again... completely."
"I can't do that, Jax. I'm not giving you my wife for a year... even if you're going to be dead after. As it is, if you weren't dying and had asked me that, I'd kill you," I snarled.
"You know me as well as anybody in the world, Jax. Why would you even think I would let you 'borrow' Traci for a year?"
"Because I do know you better than anybody, Rain. You know I'd take care of her and I'd respect her. I'd never impose myself enough to make her do something degrading or... something that she didn't want to do. Then I'd be gone... forever... and not be a concern that I'd be back chasing after her in the future," he said in a manner that was way more business-like than I expected, not that his tone would influence my decision in any way.
"With your money, Jax, why don't you just take a high-priced escort, or a B-list starlet?" I asked.
"You're not getting it, Rain. I'm dying. DYING. This is it for me. I want to make my last hurrah a real hurrah," Jax asserted. "I missed my chance at Traci all those years ago, but she's always been the woman I've wanted. She's willing. Let me have this last ask. I know it's a big one, a huge one. It would stay between Traci, you and me. No one would ever have to know."
"I would know, Jax. That's not who I am. I love you like a brother, but I can't give you my wife."
"Uh, bro, I'm not sure you're in control of this situation," he said.
I knew I wasn't in control of the situation, but surely Traci would see things my way when I had a chance to talk with her. She and Jax had apparently talked behind my back, which didn't make me happy, but surely she would be reasonable, wouldn't she?
Traci announced dinner was ready about 10 minutes later. She and Jax ate heartily and were jovial dinner companions--all for my benefit, I'm sure, while I felt like I was eating my last meal before heading to the gallows. The two continued their jocularity throughout the evening while I pretended to be more interested in whatever was on television. Jax tried to invite me into their conversation several times, but I wasn't going to be sidetracked from my gloom.
Finally at about 9 PM, Traci announced she was ready for bed, which was her hint to me that it was time to talk.
Traci was already naked in bed when I walked into the room. We always slept naked, but when she started patting the bed I knew she was thinking that she'd fuck me into the mattress to help me see things her way. I kept my clothes on and sank down into the chair in the room.
"Nice try, babe, but I'm doing this with my big brain," I said.
She harrumphed, but said nothing for about a minute.
"He's dying, Rain. He's our oldest friend... and he's dying. I'm going to give this to him," Traci said, her blue eyes blazing with defiance.
"You're going to give this to him?" I responded. "As your husband, don't you think it's a 'we' decision?" I asked.
"It's my body, and it's my decision alone. You don't get a say in this..." she started.
"The vows are ours, Traci," I interrupted. "The vows that you will be willfully breaking are ours. Don't you think that gives me a say?"
She colored brightly and dropped her eyes to the bed, telling me she wasn't prepared for that argument.
"I have never cheated on you, Rain. Never even considered it. But this is different. He's dying... and he's our oldest friend. It wouldn't be love. It would be me giving my body to comfort our oldest friend in his dying months," she reasoned.
"So now you're Florence Fucking Nightingale... literally. That's pathetic, babe!" I yelled. "Are you going to start fucking every dying friend in the future?"
She growled at me before taking a deep breath and re-engaging.
"I can comfort him... and help him with his last book. I am going to do this, with or without your permission. We can sort this out after he's gone," she said.
That was exactly what I figured. There was no discussion. She had made up her mind for both of us. All that was left were the tears.
"What about the kids?" I asked.
"What about the kids? They don't need to know anything other than I'm off helping Uncle Jax," she said sharply.
"Are you fucking kidding me!" I practically shouted. "Neither of our kids are stupid. They are going to think I'm the biggest puss in the world, letting their mother go off on a worldwide frolic with our closest friend. It's bad enough you disrespect me enough to do this. I'm not letting them think I'm the biggest cuckold this side of the Rockies. I will tell them the truth, and let them sort things out."
"You can't do that. They will think I'm a slut..."
"What would you call a woman who runs off on a year-long jaunt with a man who is not her husband?" I asked.
"But this is different. He's dying. I would be comforting him," she claimed.
"Call it what you want. If you do this, I'll be calling you a slut, plain and simple," I said.
"You did promise him 'anything,'" she said.
"Nice try. I promised him anything. Not anyone," I said. "But that tells me you two have talked about this a lot... and I'm on the outside looking in.
"Do what you feel you need to do, babe, but remember that actions have consequences attached to them," I added.
I tried again with Jax the next day.
"Bro, we've been friends for like 50 years. Don't do this to me, to Traci," I said.
"It will be okay, Rain. She doesn't love me the way she loves you," Jax said. "You're her husband. I'm only a friend. She loves me like a friend, a good friend, but that's way less than she loves you. She'll come back to you completely. I'll be nothing but a memory. Hopefully a good memory, but just a memory."
"But what if I'm not here when she comes back?" I asked.
"You wouldn't be stupid enough to not be here for her when she comes back," Jax answered without even hesitating. "You love her. You guys have been married forever. This won't be very long. I'll be gone. Dead. And she'll be yours again. Just give me this, Rain, please."
I shook my head, got up and walked away.
We had barely started eating dinner that night when she started in on me at the dinner table, with Jax sitting right there. I guess she figured since I wasn't going to let her fuck me into agreeing with their plan, they could double-team me in an argument at the table.
"There's not going to be a divorce, Rain," Traci said. "You love me. I know it and you do, too. I love you, and you know that, too. And Jax is our oldest friend... and he's dying. We're going to do this for him."
"I can't promise that, Traci. I'm not on board with this... at all," I said.
We had several more discussions like that the next two days. On the third day, a limousine showed up in our driveway, and both Jax and Traci came downstairs carrying two suitcases each. I didn't offer to help with the luggage.
"So this is how it's going to be, huh?" I asked. "My wife and my best friend play house all over the world, and I'm just supposed to wait here like the dutiful cuckold husband. I guess maybe if I'm lucky you'll die earlier than expected."
Jax winced at that. My wife glowered.
"I never expected you to be so petty and mean," she cried.
"And I never expected you to be a whore, and you a predator," I said, turning from Traci to Jax.
She pursed her lips and looked like she wanted to reply, but Jax looked at her and shook his head.
"It doesn't have to be this way, Rain," Traci said.
"Yes, it does," I responded in little more than a whisper.
On that note, she followed Jax out the door.
Traci and I had never left each other without a kiss good-bye until that moment. Now she was leaving for about a year to be the wife/companion/whore/secretary/caretaker for my former best friend and I didn't even get a peck on the lips. I guess that showed me exactly where I stood these days.
******
Remember the "War on Drugs" from the 1960s? Well, in case you haven't been paying attention, we lost that. So legislators decided to surrender to the enemy. We keep making more and more things legal, but it still doesn't stop much of the drug-related crime.
We were on the verge of making a big cocaine bust, which would slow that traffic considerably in our region for a while, so I was pretty busy for the next week at work. With nobody waiting for me at home, I was able to work as much as I wanted or needed, which kept me from brooding about Traci going off with Jax. It had been five days since the two left, and I hadn't heard word one from my wayward wife. To be fair, I hadn't called or texted her either, but again, I'm not the one who left.



"Hey, Dad, how are you doing?" my daughter Stella asked when she called me while I was watching television that evening. "Do you miss Mom yet?"
"No, baby, I don't miss your mother as such, but I do miss having someone else here with me in the evenings. I'm thinking of getting a dog for company," I responded.
"Do you think she'll be gone a year? Do you think Uncle Jax has that long?" she queried.
"At this point, he could die tomorrow for all I care... and at this point it still wouldn't help our marriage..."
"Wait. What? Are you talking divorce? But Mom said you gave her permission to help Uncle Jax," Stella cried.
"Really? That's what she told you?" I queried. "Come on, Stel, you know me better than that. I wouldn't let my wife run off to play house with Uncle Jax for even three days, let alone a year."
"Y-you think she's going to sleep with him? I thought she was just going to be helping him with his book and with his medications and stuff, you know, like a Girl Friday," she said.
I had to admit I was shocked at how naïve my 32-year-old daughter was.
"He didn't need your mother to babysit him to take notes and parse his medications, Stel. Get real," I said.
There was silence on the other end of the line for a good 10 seconds before she finally whispered, "Yeah. Right. I'm sorry, Dad."
"Me, too, baby. Me, too," I whispered back.
Two days later I got my first call from my wife, and it wasn't just a happy catch-up call.
"You bastard! You told our daughter that I'm a slut!" she yelled at me over the line.
"I'm fine, Traci. I'm getting along okay without you. Hopefully you're enjoying your trip," I said pointedly.
I heard her take in a deep breath. That was one of her tells when she was pissed off, but she knew she was in the wrong.
"How are you really?" she asked in an exasperated tone. "Are you eating all right, taking care of yourself?"
"Thank you for the pleasantries, but you know you don't care one bit about me. Now, what's got your panties in a bunch?" I asked.
"You told our daughter I'm a slut. How could you do that, Rain?" she asked.
"I didn't tell our daughter you were a slut," I answered. "I told her the truth of what you were doing with Jax, after you most definitely lied to her...."
"I didn't lie to her," Traci interrupted. "I just didn't tell her everything."
"A rose by any other name, Traci. A lie of omission is still a lie," I pointed out.
I expected the silence I got.
"Look, Trace, while I'm not going to be shouting out your activities to the world, I'm also not going to lie for you, especially to our kids. If you feel guilty about what you're doing, then maybe you shouldn't be doing it," I said.
"Great. Now you're my conscience as well as my husband," she snarked.
"Well, I'm sure we can drop one of those titles fairly quickly," I snarked back.
"We discussed this. No divorce," Traci said.
"No, you talked. I listened. Not a discussion," I said.
I didn't hear any response or any noise at all, so I assumed she disconnected the call. That's one of the biggest drawbacks to cell phones, I thought.
The next night I got a surprise phone call from my former best friend. I thought about not answering the call at all when I saw who it was, but I hit record and answered.
"Come on, Rain, you know you didn't have to do that to Traci," he started when I answered.
"Like you're in any position to lecture me, fuckhead. You didn't have to steal my wife," I responded quietly, doing everything I could to hold my temper in check. "But since you did, she should have had the stones to tell Stella the truth... the whole truth, not a sanitized version to make herself look good. She's a slut, any way you want to slice it, Jax, and you're the sleaze who helped turn her into that."
I heard the heavy sigh.
"What part of 'I'm dying' don't you get? I won't be here a year from now, and you two will be sitting together cuddling on your sofa, probably not even remembering your old pal," he said. "I'm not stealing her. I'm just borrowing her for a bit while I do a final bucket list trip around the world. Would you deny her that trip, which I know you can't afford?" he asked.
"Yes, I would, because I'm a selfish bastard. She's my wife, and if I can't afford to take her on an around the world trip, she doesn't get to whore herself out to get it!" I said.
"When did you turn into such a whiny, righteous little bitch?" he asked.
"Good night, Jax."
Two nights later I got a text from my wife. It was a photo of her in a skimpy bikini with a deep tan and a frothy drink in her hand. I skimmed the accompanying text and found out she enjoyed her time on the beaches of Portugal and Spain. She told me she would try to keep me updated on "her great adventure." How magnanimous of her, I thought. I didn't respond back.
She apparently texted our kids as well, because they both mentioned receiving photos from her in the phone calls I got the next day. Stella, at least, had the good grace to sound a little upset when we talked.
You get to meet quite a few people from a variety of fields as a police officer, including a lot of attorneys. Honestly, I don't have as big a problem with them as most people do, although I have a great cache of attorney jokes. Attorneys, like journalists, are necessary evils, but are best kept at arm's length if possible. At that moment in my life, though, I needed a good attorney, so I called my buddy the prosecuting attorney and asked whom he used as his attorney when he got divorced.
Twyla Karras was probably a serious fox in her day, because she was still a goddess in her early 60s. She was wearing a fairly form-fitting black sweater-dress at our first meeting, and I have to admit that my concentration was probably not as focused as it could have been. I at least was able to keep myself from staring at the gold necklace that was draped around her neck and dipped fairly close to the opening of her somewhat low-cut front.
Her steel-blue eyes practically glowed in their sockets as she reached forward to shake my hand with a firm grip.
"Alex Middleton said you're a good man, so that earns you a couple of rungs up the ladder," she said as she directed me to a seat at the wooden table in her large office. "How can I be of assistance?"
To avoid any chance of embarrassing myself by drooling over her body, I kept my focus completely on her intense eyes as I laid out my tale of woe. She took notes and looked at me sympathetically several times as I talked.
"So there's no kids in the mix for either of you to worry about?" she asked.
"Nah, grown and out on their own. It's just the two of us now... well, I guess just the one of me," I said, more than a little self-conscious.
"I never saw anything like this happening. I loved her with every fiber of my being... and she left with him. I don't care that he's dying. She's my wife... my wife... and I don't feel one bit of guilt over this. We made vows to each other, and I'm pretty sure there wasn't a timeout clause in there for dying friends," I commented.
I told Ms. Karras I wanted Traci served as soon as possible. I could see the wheels turning in her head as she looked at me. She told me without having an agenda for the two, having her served "somewhere in the world" would be extremely difficult and very expensive.
"I need to do some checking on things, but I'm thinking that you need to slow down and let things happen much more organically. The courts won't do anything while she's out of the country, so you've got plenty of time to have her served. In fact, I'd recommend you not do that until she comes back home."
I have to admit to being puzzled by her laissez-faire attitude, but I noted that she looked every bit the shark when she smiled, and I got a sudden chill at how cold her eyes got as she scribbled some notes down on her pad.
The kids and I continued to get occasional texts and photos from Traci from different places. I looked at them but never responded back. I knew the kids had started corresponding back with Traci, but mostly kept their texting to themselves, trying to keep my pain to a minimum. I'll admit that I felt both were betraying me, but in truth Traci was still their mother, and I guess them keeping in touch with her was the right thing for them.
Of course I assumed Traci was sending texts and photos to me to try to keep our connection, but sending photos showing her and Jax looking like a happily married couple was the exact wrong thing to do. Photos of the two of them with their arms around each other, hugging close or her sitting on his lap smiling did nothing to make me feel closer to or more forgiving of my wife.
I also noticed that Traci was now wearing different rings on her left hand than the engagement and wedding rings I had given her all those years before. I first noticed that on a photo of the two of them sitting together on a chair, with Traci holding a flute of champagne in her left hand. Of course I enlarged the photo enough to see it; and proceeded to spend the next five minutes howling in rage to the four walls of the room in which I was sitting. It was probably a good thing neither she nor Jax was actually in front of me or I might have ended up in jail.
Every blue moon Traci would call and leave a message, as would Jax. They both kept up the mantra that Traci's time with him was "special," and she would return to me completely when Jax was gone.
"Way too late," I always muttered to myself when I heard those messages.
My younger daughter, Lori, called in tears one afternoon while I was on duty. I was sitting in a Dunkin' with a hot cup of coffee and two doughnuts when I got the call. Yeah, that thing about cops and doughnuts is a cliché for a reason. Anyway, it seemed that Uncle Jax's health had started to go downhill noticeably, and Traci had been calling the girls to keep them updated and also to vent, since the person she usually would have vented to was also the one who threatened to "divorce her cheating ass."
"Mom called and said Uncle Jax is probably down to his final few weeks. They're probably going to stop their world tour soon and hunker down in a big city with a good hospital, maybe someplace that would have hospice care," Lori sobbed. "Mom was in tears. She wanted to know if we could jump on a plane and meet them when they pick a hospital. Uncle Jax will pay for the tickets. We're the closest thing he has to a family, you know."
"Once upon a time, babe, we were that close, but those days left when your mother left with Jax. That 'we' you talk about won't be including me," I said.
"You can't be serious, Dad!" Lori wailed. "He's your best friend. You two have been friends... forever. He's Mom's best friend, too. You can't be that vengeful."
"Watch me," I said. "You do know that Mom's been fu... sleeping with Uncle Jax the whole time they've been on this trip?"
"Yes, Dad, Stella told me soon after they left. I guess you told Stella," Lori said.
"And that doesn't bother you... your mother having sex with Uncle Jax?" I squeaked, my voice breaking.
There was silence on the other end of the call, except for Lori softly crying.
"Your mother, my wife, has been having sex with the guy who was my best friend for the entire trip. She... they... both disrespected me because they wanted to... using the 'he's dying excuse' as their justification. She never had my assent, my permission, whatever you want to call it, to violate our wedding vows. End of story."
"Damn, Dad. That's flat-out cold," my daughter asserted.
Needless to say, I didn't go with my daughters when Traci called them a week later to say Jax was in a hospital in Japan for his final days. Six days later, Stella called me to tell me he was dead, and my family and his body would be back in the United States in two days. As Jax already had arrangements made, the funeral was set for two days after they got back.
I was more than a little disturbed with my attorney's laid-back attitude about the divorce filing when I called to tell her my wife was returning home.
"Do you trust me, Rain?" she asked. "If you do, listen to me. Do not file papers against your wife until after the reading of Jax's will..."
"I don't want any of that fucker's money!" I started to yell, before she interrupted.
"I know you don't, Rain," she said calmly. "But you want revenge... and I can get you that. Do you trust me?"
I didn't understand everything going on in that woman's sharp mind, but I trusted her for some reason. I guess time would tell.
I met the family at the airport. I gave hugs to my girls, but stopped Traci dead in her tracks with my stiff arm when she tried to hug me.
"Ooph," she said when she ran into my hand.
"Rain, we haven't seen each other in more than 11 months. You can't be that cold, can you?" she asked with tears in her eyes.
"I can be that cold. I watched my wife walk out the door with another man to have sex with him for a... year or so until he died," I growled.
"Are you still on that?" she whined. "It was just sex with a good friend. I didn't love him like I love you. I comforted him. He was dying, you bastard!"
"You just keep telling yourself that, you delusional bitch," I responded.
The funeral and burial were done locally. Because Jax was a 25-year member of our police force, the guys turned out in force and he got full burial honors. The local press was all over it, and there were even a couple of national news crews around.
Our chief of police, Rob Guilford, was overwhelmed by the press guys looking for a story, so he asked me as Jax's former partner to step up and handle the press and any requests they had. I turned him down flat and then told him the reason. Only one other person on the force knew of my wife's betrayal, so Rob was almost as devastated as me when I told him.
"I'm really sorry, Rain. I didn't know. I wouldn't have asked if I knew," Rob said.
"I know, boss. I'd appreciate it if you could keep this on the down-low for a little while. I will be filing for divorce very soon," I said.
"I'm surprised you haven't done that already," he remarked. "I'm also surprised you didn't put a bullet in your ex-partner... and your wife.
"You're not one of those who likes that kind of thing, are you?" he asked, looking sheepish.
"No, but I'm also not one of those who wants to play 'drop the soap' in the showers in prison. Ex-cops don't usually do well inside, you know," I responded.
Still, it fell to me as his ex-partner to do the eulogy. I know that made my wife very nervous, imagining what I might say. Several times while I sat at my desk at home working on my speech Traci was lurking in the background.
"Don't worry, Trace, I'm not going to give you two up for the scum you became," I rasped. "Not for him or you, but for the guys. They don't need to be drawn into your web of questionable behavior."
Her eyes flashed anger, but she figured out it was to her advantage not to piss me off more than I already was, and she would walk away.
The post-funeral luncheon was held in the local PAL Club. There were several of those big photos of Jax scattered around the room on easels, most from his police days but a few from his time as a successful writer and celebrity. Traci wanted to use a photo of Jax that she shot while he was writing at his computer during their trip, but I vetoed that out of hand.
"Unless you've told a bunch of your friends about your adventure, only two people on the force know that you're a reprehensible whore, and neither one will out you out of respect for me. You made me a cuckold. You're not going to make me a pathetic wimp as well," I declared.
Traci and the girls were appalled when I told her she was bunking in our guest room when we got home. I had moved all her clothes out of the master bedroom a week after she left. They all protested for a few minutes, until I threatened to drop all of them off at a rest stop.
"I've been living alone for just about a whole year now since my loving wife left me for another man," I said. "My loving daughters came by for a couple of days, but it's pretty much been me alone. I come and go as I please. Live my life as I want. You lived your life as a globetrotting slut. Well, welcome back to the real world."
"How can we reconnect if we're not even sleeping together?" Traci wailed. "We're supposed to reconnect and get back to where we were."
"Yeah, so you keep saying, but I can't believe after all this time you didn't know me enough to know that wasn't ever going to happen. You blew up our marriage. You slutted with another man."
"Uncle Jax was dying, Dad..." Stella started to say before I interrupted.
"Have either of you girls told your husbands exactly what your mother was doing on her year-long hiatus from our marriage?" I asked sharply.
Hearing no response, I continued.
"Why not, girls? Because you know your husbands wouldn't approve? Because there's no way either of them would let either of you do what your mother did? Why is it okay for my wife to be Slutzilla, but not their wives?"
We drove in silence for most of the rest of the way, until I told Traci about the new sleeping arrangements.
The girls went back to their husbands a few days after Jax's funeral. The house got as quiet as it was when I was by myself. I had gotten used to the silence when I was by myself, so I didn't feel the need to break my routine now that Traci was back home... especially since I didn't have anything productive to say to her.
I also continued to make my own meals and didn't partake when Traci cooked.
"This is absolutely ridiculous!" she screamed five days later when I ignored her call to dinner yet again.
"Yeah, I'm pretty sure I said that a few times, too, after you walked out on me to enjoy your slut world tour...
"And before you say it again... yes, I know he was dying. So fucking what? It didn't give either one of you the right to do what you did. It was just a cheap excuse for you two to fuck around openly. Stop trying to make it sound like you did something noble. There was nothing noble about you spreading your legs for Jax."
It wasn't lost on me that Traci had never apologized for her infidelity. I knew she felt no remorse at all for the act. Hell, she didn't even apologize for hurting me with her betrayal. Could she really be this delusional, this self-centered? Almost a year travelling the globe with another man gave me all the answers I needed.
Because Jax had no close family and knew he was dying, he had his estate set up and his will ready to go at the time of his death. The reading was set for just three weeks after the funeral, and the only ones who got special invitations were my family members. I figured we... or at least Traci and the girls... would probably inherit the bulk of his estate, which I guessed to be several million dollars. As I told my attorney, I didn't want any of his money, because I felt Traci earned it on her back. Still, she told me to attend the reading and keep my mouth shut, regardless of what transpired.
"Promise me, Rain. Promise me you won't say a disparaging word to anyone at the reading. Anything you have to say, you can say to me at our appointment the day after," Twyla said.
I promised... unhappily... but I promised.
The kids had come back home for the reading of the will, so we had a full house with the spouses and the grandkids. Traci accurately pointed out that it would be much more comfortable if she could move back into my bedroom and give the guest room to the grandkids, but I vetoed that immediately. There was no way she was going to get the chance to try to fuck me into letting her back in my life.
At the reading, I wasn't surprised when Jax left a million-dollar trust fund to each of my girls. They regarded him as an uncle, and he had always been very good to them through the years. He also left a million dollars to our community's United Way and another million to St. Jude Children's Research Hospital. There were several smaller bequests, and I could see Traci practically twitching in anticipation as each bequest was announced.



The attorney for the estate then announced that the next bequest was for the remainder of Jax's estate... $8.4 million and his home near Sacramento... and it went to... me.
Traci squealed in delight while I sat at the conference table in shock. I started to say something, but somehow was able to remember the promise I made to Twyla and kept my mouth shut. Traci stood up and moved to hug me, but stopped when she saw my glare.
The lawyer interrupted our non-moment by almost forcing an envelope into my hand. I tried to pull my hands back, but he would have none of that.
"You really need to read this, Mr. Rainwater. It might make you feel different about some things," he said.
The kids were smashing me in hugs and tears. My two sons-in-law were grinning like Cheshire cats. Traci was smiling from ear-to-ear. I felt like I was living in a bad dream. I knew I had to say something, so I invited everyone to dinner, on the newly-minted millionaire, of course.
I sat at the table mostly quiet during the meal. I'm not sure anybody really cared what I had to say. Everybody seemed happy enough.
The meeting with Twyla was eye-opening, to say the least. Like Traci had done the day before, Twyla squealed when I told her that Jax bequeathed most of his millions to me.
"To you... not you and Traci?" Twyla asked, suddenly serious as a heart attack.
"Yeah, just me. What difference does that make? Everything I have is hers, and everything she has is mine, right?" I asked.
"Not quite. Even though you are married, the bequest was made specifically to you... so you, not you and your wife, have complete control of this money..." she started.
"Wait," I interrupted. "Are you telling me that I can decide... just me... what to do with this money?"
"Exactly. And since you've said you don't want to keep the money, you can give the money away... but remember, you have to pay taxes on it first.
"Remember, I told you not to file for divorce for a bit? This is the reason why. You can give the money away. But if you would have filed for divorce, the money would be included in your assets, and be split down the middle. So, pay your taxes, donate the money, and six months from now file for divorce. You will have to split whatever assets you have then, but the bequest will be long gone.
"Sound like a plan?" Twyla said with a coquettish smile.
"Oh, and did you know there's a fund held by a private group within the state that helps out the widows and children of police officers who are killed in the line of duty?"
"Genius. Pure genius," I said in true amazement.
"Yeah, and maybe you take your own vacation trip so no one can find you until you have her served. Sell the house, pay the taxes and use that money to fund your vacay," she said.
"How did you know that he'd leave the bulk to me, and not both of us?" I asked.
"I didn't, but it seemed logical to me, based on what you had said about him. I figured he'd feel so guilty to you that he'd leave the money to you solo as a gesture, figuring that you'd split it with your wife in the divorce he knew was coming," Twyla crowed. "He never figured you'd have the intelligence nor the patience to get this done."
I got it done alright, but very quietly, thanks to Twyla and a tax expert she used.
A couple of weeks later, as I was walking back into the house after another day of work, I caught Traci looking at her phone and crying while thumbing through photos, apparently lost in grief. I shouldn't have been surprised that she would have a treasure trove of photos from her adventure, after all, she had sent me and the girls a bunch throughout the year. I pretended not to notice and went upstairs to change my clothes, but another plan was germinating inside my head.
My wife was like a 15-year-old girl with her phone. She was constantly on it and it was never out of her sight, except when she showered, which she did every evening before she went to bed. That night, as soon as I heard the shower running, I went into the guest room and took her phone. I have to admit I was surprised it wasn't password protected. I then went into her photos app and deleted everything, chuckling to myself like a spiteful bitch.
I was still chuckling a few minutes later in the family room when I deleted all her trip photos in the cloud as well. Just as I was finishing up, Traci came into the room, a towel wrapped around her wet hair. As usual, I didn't greet her. We rarely talked, except when we were exchanging information. Not that she didn't try to talk to me.
"What's so funny, Rain?" she asked. "You watching another rerun of 'The Office?'"
"Cat memes," I responded, clicking on the screen I had hidden and enlarging it. I turned the screen quickly in her direction, then turned it back to myself.
Trust me, I knew I was being childish, but hell hath no fury like a man cheated on. I may not have been a screaming lunatic like some people, but I bleed the same as anybody else when I'm cut.
I suppose I should have expected it, but two nights later, I walked in the door to the mother of all hurricanes in my house.
"You son of a bitch motherfucker!" she screamed at me as I crossed the threshold into the house from the garage. "I can't believe you did that! All my photos. Every single photo of Jax and me. Tell me you've got them backed up and hidden somewhere. Please!"
I looked at her tear-streaked, distraught face. You would have thought Jax had died all over again.
"You told me that when he was gone, he wouldn't be a factor in our lives... yet you're constantly looking at his photos, reliving your adventure. I've looked at every single photo you had. That was a helluva lot more than just comfort you were providing my former best friend," I asserted.
"But he's gone now. I can never get those pictures back, you petty bastard!" she cried.
I shrugged nonchalantly. Truthfully, I didn't give a shit.
"You don't get to be the arbiter of petty," I said quietly.
Traci spent the next two days growling at me. At no time did I turn my back to her, actually fearing for my safety. I made sure to lock my bedroom door at night and anytime I wasn't actually in the room.
******
Traci always went grocery shopping on Saturday mornings. I was sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee when she left, neither one of us having said anything up until that point in the day. She wasn't gone five minutes when I called an Uber and brought a large suitcase and a carry-on downstairs.
I had thought long and hard about what I was going to say to her in the note I was going to leave, but in the end I didn't have the words to say anything more than "fuck you," so I decided not to leave any note. I figured she would catch on sometime later that day when I didn't show up back home.
She finally caught on about 9 PM; at least that's when the first call came in. I found three more calls also came in when I turned my phone back on when I got to Lisbon, Portugal. I also found one call each from my daughters. I listened to the messages but did not return any of the calls. Hey, I was on vacation.
Since Traci had not gone back to work after her sabbatical trip, I knew she would be at the house Monday morning when the process server made his or her appearance. In the previous six months I had done all the cliché divorce things like separating our finances and canceling our joint credit cards. That would still give her more than enough to live on for up to a year, provided she didn't do something stupid like buy a Lamborghini.
I got the phone call from Twyla at about 4 PM Lisbon time. I was sitting in a small café enjoying a dry red wine and two types of cheese when my phone rang.
"According to my server, she didn't take things very well," Twyla said after we finished with our pleasantries. "She especially didn't take it well that you filed for adultery, even though it doesn't make a difference for the settlement. The photos of the two of them doing adulterous-type activities shook her pretty badly, my server said.
"Did you email those to my daughters as well, and separately to my sons-in-law like we discussed?" I asked. "For some reason, my girls seem to think her having sex with Jax was a mission of mercy. I wanted to make sure that they saw her being very merciful. And I wanted to make sure that my sons-in-law got to see what their wives consider merciful. There should be some really interesting discussions going on at those houses tonight."
"I did as my client instructed, with the appropriate wording," Twyla said.
"Thank you," I said quietly. "I'm not proud of doing that, but I'm tired of being called the bad guy. She cheated, yet somehow I'm the bad guy."
I was deeply tanned and well-rested when I stepped back into my house eight weeks later. Traci came running into the kitchen, then stopped abruptly when she saw my face. No, this was not going to be the happy reunion for which she had hoped.
"I don't know about you, but I really liked Portugal and the south of France best," I said. "But I suppose I might have enjoyed all of it more if I had brought along a fuck-buddy like you did."
She glared at me, then scrunched up her nose like she smelled something rank.
"Are you finally over yourself?" she barked. "Now can we stop this nonsense and get back to us. You know I'll do anything to make it up to you."
"Why in God's name would I want to get back to us? That apparently wasn't very good if you could just pick up and go off with another man for almost a year," I said.
"Rrrr! He was dying. He was our best friend. It was the least I could do to comfort him," she said, her voice rising in pitch and volume.
"This tired argument has lived longer than Jax. Just because he was dying was no reason for you to unilaterally decide to fuck him for a year. You were my wife. We made vows!"
"You don't own my body. I do. I say who gets it and when!" she screeched.
"Wrong. We owned each other's bodies when we made vows forsaking all others," I said.
She tried to fight the divorce, eventually getting an attorney. The first thing her attorney did was ask for an accounting of all our assets, together and individually.
It took one day for her attorney to call Twyla and ask where I was hiding the money Jax had left to me, my attorney reported to me.
"That money's been gone for months, Mr. Robertson. My client didn't want to be enriched by money his wife earned by prostituting herself, so after paying taxes, he donated the money to the state police widows and orphans fund," Twyla said she told him.
"He--he can't do that!" Traci's lawyer yelled. "That money belonged to both of them. He just can't spend it willy-nilly."
"Actually, both of them had access to their joint account at the time, but the biggest thing to consider was the fact that the money was left directly to my client, and not to both my client and his wife as a marital unit.
"I suppose she has the right to contest this, but considering it's been in the account of the charity for over half a year... she's going to look like a real-life 'The Grinch Who Stole Christmas," Twyla said. "The charity's attorneys looked carefully at this before accepting the gift. And we won't hesitate to go to the press with this."
My phone started blowing up about an hour after Twyla called to tell me about her attorney inquiring about the money. I hadn't been answering any of her attempts to contact me since she first went off on her adventure, and I didn't see any reason to change my policy.
My kids started calling soon after that, and although I knew what the calls were about, I still answered.
"Holy shit, Dad, you surely didn't give away all of Uncle Jax's money, did you? Seriously?" Stella half-asked, half-screamed into the phone.
"I surely did, Stel," I answered brightly. "The people from the fund were absolutely thrilled. And I felt that Jax would have been pleased with the donation, as well."
"But Dad, you know he would have wanted Mom to have some of that money. He loved Mom," Stella wailed.
"And there's the rub, baby. He loved my wife... and she loved him back. My wife. I guess you are allowed to love whoever you want, but you have to know when you love another person's spouse... things could go awry. And as for her, I was the only one she should have loved... that way. She crossed the line. She disrespected me. Why do I keep having to explain this?" I said.
I had moved into an apartment a couple of days after I got back from vacation, knowing that the shit was going to hit the fan as soon as she figured out I had spent Jax's money. That proved to be a wise decision.
Word got out about my donating the money after that. Most of my friends on the force thought I had lost my mind. I spent a lot of time explaining my thoughts to the guys, as well as others when they asked me about it. I was surprised that so many people felt they had a right to express their opinions to me about how I spent my money.
Because of that, I didn't go out much socially after I got back. My life had devolved into work and home. My girls didn't visit at all, being upset with me for filing on Traci and giving away Jax's money, but I did get visited occasionally by my sons-in-law. Lori's husband, Grant, was visiting me on the sly, but Stella's husband, Abel, flat out told my daughter that he wasn't going to abandon me because Traci was a slut. He told me that his marriage to my daughter was on thin ice because of her continued defense of my cheating wife.
"I just have to wonder when my day is coming, Pop," he told me one night as we were drinking a few beers on my deck. "She's got to know that what Mom did wasn't right, and I'm hoping she's just making this a show of support as opposed to actually agreeing with what Mom did," Abel said.
Twyla stopped by one evening with a bottle of Glenmorangie single malt and a 5,000-piece puzzle.
"I know you're not officially divorced, Rain, but there's a whole world of good women out there looking for a good guy like you. You should get out there and dip your toe into the pond, so to speak. I'm not saying you need to go full slut like your wife, but since you filed months ago, nobody... well, almost nobody, would blame you for trying to find some companionship," Twyla said.
"You know, it's too bad you don't have the writing bug like your late ex-partner did, because this whole thing would make one hell of a book. I mean, there's a whole bunch of details you don't know because your wife will never tell you, but you know more than enough to have the bones of a good fiction, and can fill in the rest from your imagination."
Rain raised both eyebrows in acknowledgement. He then held up his phone and smiled.
"I know a little more than she thinks I know. My ex-partner liked to rub it in my face every now and then," I said. "There was a threesome in Greece and a couple of Maori cops in New Zealand. I've got video of both."
"And you never told your attorney about that?" she asked with a bit of a rebuke in her voice.
"I knew we didn't need them to get what we needed," I answered, looking Twyla directly in her eyes. "Not that I'm a saint, though. I'm not saying I won't ever use them."
It was Twyla's turn to raise her eyebrows.
"Every time we get together, I learn something new," she said.
The more I thought about it, the more I had to admit I liked Twyla's idea to write a book. I had the time, after all, because all I had going on in my life was work. If Jax could do it, and I certainly knew he was no literary genius, then I knew I could do it, especially since I already had the bones of the story right in front of me.
Two months later, I was officially a free man. I made a reservation to my favorite restaurant and called Twyla, who was now officially no longer my lawyer.
"You remembered my number. How nice," she said when she picked up her line. "I'm assuming you're calling to celebrate being a free man. You do realize that almost everybody calls me on 'freedom day?'"
"I guess I never thought about it, although it makes perfect sense," I responded. "But how many of your former clients call you to ask you out for a date? I've got a reservation for Cyrano's tonight at 7. I know it's short notice, but I didn't want to give you a chance to think about a good excuse to say no in a sweet way."
"B-but that doesn't give me a chance to go home and change into something nice for the date," she protested.
"You forget I know you always dress well for work," I responded.
"But I prefer to dress a little less 'lawyerly' for my evenings out," she said.
"I'm pretty sure I can find something less 'lawyerly' for drinks and dessert at my place afterward," I said.
"Well, then, how can I turn that down?" she said.
Knowing she was going to be dressed well, I put on my dark blue suit for my first date in more than 33 years. I have to admit I felt like I was a 16-year-old sophomore about to go out on my first date with Emma Wysocki. Now that I had thought about that, I remembered that I threw up about 15 minutes before I was supposed to pick her up.
She had given me her address in the ritzy part of town, which didn't surprise me considering she was a successful attorney living on her own since her divorce 15 years ago from a cheating spouse. What did surprise me was that she was hardly dressed like an attorney when she answered her door. She had on a low-cut maroon dress that finished a couple of inches above her knees, was fairly cinched in on her narrow waist and seemed to flow with her as she moved. For the first time since I had known her, her auburn hair was down and flowed to just past her shoulders.
"Ooh," I said under my breath, but apparently not too much under.
"I'll take that as a compliment then," she said with a happy lilt to her voice. "I took off a little early to get ready."
I'll admit to losing my cool for a minute. I blatantly looked her up and down like she was a steak and I was a hungry lion. I realized she was looking at me. I hoped I wasn't drooling.
"I get it, Rain," she said softly. "I know you're out of practice. I promise to take it easy on you tonight."
I reached out to take her hand, and we were off.
As she had shown me when she was my attorney, Twyla was engaging, funny, smart and intelligent. The evening was unlike any I had experienced in... in forever. No knock on Traci in this case, it's just that we had such a connection for so long. Twyla was figuratively a breath of fresh air in my life.
We each ordered a piece of cheesecake to go and I drove her back to my apartment. I made coffee and poured both of us a shot of Bailey's in our cups.
"Um, Rain, can I borrow that shirt?" Twyla said softly. "You know, the less 'lawyerly' thing I promised."
"Oh yeah," I said I as I started to unbutton my white dress shirt.
She took my shirt and disappeared into the bathroom for a couple of minutes. When she came out she had her dress over her arm and her heels in her hand. The shirt was unbuttoned to her waist, and it looked like the only thing on underneath was her panties. I started to get hard immediately. She knew the effect she was having on me as we sat together on my sofa drinking coffee and eating cheesecake.
Five minutes after the cheesecake was done, we were kissing passionately on the sofa. The shirt she was wearing was gone a few minutes later, followed quickly by her panties. I moved off the sofa, leaned her body back, lifted her legs over my shoulders and dove in to the first pussy I've eaten in the last three decades that wasn't Traci's.
It had been more than 18 months since the last time I had sex with a woman. I was more than a little concerned that I wouldn't be at my best... and I so wanted to be at my best for this woman.
I started off by licking over her opening with a flat, wide tongue, and quickly stopped to let her catch up as she shrieked and went into a full body spasm that consumed her for almost a minute. When I did it for a second time, she locked her thighs around my head and proceeded to try to buck my head off my shoulders. At one point I looked up to see her eyes roll back and her back arched big.



I know all women are different, so I tried to be as attentive as possible to what Twyla seemed to like. After I got her fifth screaming orgasm, I moved up slightly so I could reach her clit with my tongue, and then started to go to town on her pleasure button.
Truthfully, I've never been with a woman who seemed as responsive as Twyla. I gave her another five orgasms before I had to stop so she wouldn't put me in the hospital with a concussion or drown me with her fluids.
I crawled up her body, lined up my hard dick and pushed into the hottest pussy I've ever been in in two tries.
I wasn't sure how long I would last, considering how long it had been since the last time I had sex, but I decided that the first time I should be aggressive and more physical. We were going at it pretty good when she suddenly stopped and asked if I had any lube. Fuck, I never even gave that a thought. Fortunately, she thought enough for both of us, and got up to retrieve the tube she brought in her purse.
"I'm sorry, I should have..."
"Not to worry, babe, now get back in bed and let's get to it!"
Neither one of us being youngsters, we went at it hard for about another 20 minutes before I came really hard. We were kissing when I lost control, but somehow Twyla was able to keep her lips attached to mine while I emptied my load inside of her. When we finished, I got off her body and we snuggled together upright on the sofa, giggling like kids.
Twenty minutes later, Twyla told me she should go back to her place for the night because she still had to go to work in the morning. I understood completely, although I wasn't on until 3 PM.
"I want you to know I don't sleep with just anybody, and you're the first former client I've ever done this with," she told me. "And, in case you're wondering, I again learned something new."
I felt myself blush at what I hoped was a compliment.
"You are one helluva woman. Can I call you again?" I asked, knowing I sounded like a lost puppy.
"I will be crushed if you don't," she said. "But I'll totally understand if you want to play the field for a while."
"No. No. No. How about we see where this goes? I know everybody would tell me to take my time, but why can't I take my time with you? If I like chocolate ice cream, why do I need to first try vanilla before I have a second bowl of chocolate?" I said.
Yeah, I actually said that, to my eternal shame. But she giggled, and then said she agreed. We made a date for the following Saturday night, which was my next day off.
Writing a book was so far out of my wheelhouse that it was ridiculous. I mean, throughout my career I had written hundreds of reports, but that was the extent of my writing experience. I had never written anything in the world of fiction, either. Police reports were straight non-fiction. "Just the facts, ma'am." No style. Grammar was nice, but not required.
Fortunately for me, I had read my fair share of fiction, including all six of Jax's books. Like I said earlier, if Jax could do it...
One advantage I had over Jax was that I had lived this particular story... or at least a good amount of it. Yes, I didn't know Traci's side of things, but then again, since this was fiction... I was really going to fiction the hell out of it. I tried to play above-board and that didn't work: she turned my girls away from me. It was time for me to stop being a nice guy. That meant I was also going to use Traci's additional extracurricular wanderings against her.
Putting down the parts of the story that I lived was far from cathartic. In fact, it was downright hurtful. Sometimes I would write for 10 minutes and then get up from my desk and smash something, usually a coffee mug. When I smashed the last of my set of eight crockery mugs, I went over to Walmart and found a set of hard plastic "indestructible" mugs. I was only able to destroy six of the eight of those before finishing the first draft.
One way I kept my sanity was to go over the top with my slut's adventures. In addition to her having sex with her dying fuck-buddy on the around the world trip, I had her do an additional two dozen men, including the threesome and her "Maori weekend" that Jax had texted me multiple photos of. Knowing Traci the way I did, I was pretty sure that she had no idea Jax sent me those photos. I guess she'd find out.
I had Twyla do my first read for me. Attorneys are usually pretty good with words. Also, I trusted her judgment on good taste. I knew there were going to be spots where I crossed the line, and I needed someone to reel me back in occasionally.
The first thing she questioned was my choice of using "Traci" as the name for the cheating wife in the book. She knew that truth is a defense against libel and defamation, but naming the second-lead character after my ex-wife was almost inviting a lawsuit, which would still chew up money defending.
"And you would in essence be outing yourself as a cuckold," she said. "You played it real close to the vest while she was traveling around the world cheating on you, but you would be shouting this from the rooftops if you do it this way."
"As much as anything, I did that trying to protect my kids, but since they jumped on Traci's 'crazy train,' I don't feel the need to be their offensive line. Bring on the blitzers," I said.
After six months of dating Twyla, I knew I had found the woman with whom I wanted to spend the rest of my life, and she didn't hesitate to say yes when I asked. We had a small wedding six months later. I moved into her house, and life went on for both of us, except...
I had contacted Jax's publisher when I felt my book was done. I was not too proud to use Jax's name and my connection to him. It was the least my former friend could do for me.
His publisher liked my first few chapters and had me send the entire book to one of the company's house editors. She made 17,000 edits and had me re-write two different chapters completely, but in the end, she was really enthusiastic about recommending the manuscript. I had my house attorney, the recently renamed Twyla Rainwater, negotiate some terms on my behalf... which in reality meant that we took their first offer because as a rookie, I had no negotiating leverage.
I guess the industry calls what I wrote a "bodice-ripper." The audience is mostly women over the age of 40. Let's face it, nobody under 40 reads books anymore. Still, my "ripper" ripped through its first limited printing in several weeks, and the publisher tripled the run for the next printing.
I'm not going to pretend to know the book industry, but the publishing company ran three more printings of my book in the next several months. It became a "surprise" best-seller. Who knew?
"How did you know about the threesome and the Maori guys, Rain?" Traci asked softly when I answered my phone a few months after the book release. "I know most of what you wrote was just pure filth to get readers, but you definitely got two parts completely right, and I don't believe in coincidences.
"Who gave me up?"
A million thoughts went through my head at that moment. Being a good guy wasn't one of them.
"Your lover," I said harshly. "Stupid fucker sent me videos of both of those engagements. He just had to rub my face in your infidelity."
"Oh, God, no. I never meant for you to ever see that," she said. "I'm sorry."
"I'm sure you are," I replied. "I never rubbed it in your face. Never showed the girls, even when they defended you. But that's over. I will tell them the truth, show them the videos, when they ask. And they will."
"Is there anything I can do to get you not to show the girls those videos?" she asked.
"There was, but you were not smart enough to do it at the right time. Now that time has long since passed," I commented.
It took a week before my younger daughter called, and she was ripping mad.
"I know it's supposed to be fiction, Dad, but you knew when you wrote it that a lot of people were going to assume that's Mom, and you made her out to be the biggest slut ever. I thought better of you," Lori lectured me through the phone.
"Uhhh... that wasn't all fiction," I said. "Some of it was based on actual events. I know you don't want to hear it, so I'll just send you the videos of two of the events. I'll be waiting for your apology. Then you can send those videos to your sister, and she can apologize as well."
I hung up and sent the two videos. Combined, they were about 30 minutes long. About 35 minutes later, my phone rang. I answered immediately without looking at the caller ID.
"I'm sorry, Daddy. I didn't want to believe Mom would ever hurt you like that. It was one thing to help Uncle Jax, but this was something else entirely," she said.
"Actually, baby, it wasn't one thing for her to help Uncle Jax. She cheated on me with him... and him being sick was not a good reason. She cheated on me because she wanted to. End of story," I spit out.
I got the second apology about an hour later, combined with a lot of tears. I wished it didn't have to be that way, but it was what it was.
I didn't become rich directly from the sale of my book, but I did when one of the big movie studios bought the rights to it to turn it into a movie. In fact, they gave me enough that I could retire immediately if I so wanted... and I did. The only reason I was still working was that the divorce delayed my retirement from the force by three years.
The movie was made about a year later, and I was paid a handsome fee as a screenplay consultant. It took about nine more months before the movie was released, and then shit really hit the fan. As Twyla explained to me, it was one thing to read the words. It's totally another thing to see the acts; a much worse thing, actually.
"Aww, Dad, did you have to go that far?" my older daughter asked over the phone.
"I'm pretty sure we've had this conversation before," I corrected. "Your mother went that far. You're blaming the messenger... again."
"Sorry, Dad," she replied softly. "It's just that you've got a pretty good life with Twyla and she's got... not much."
"Her choice, babe. Actions have consequences. She chose to walk out the door for a 'fun year' trip around the world with a man not her husband. I loved her. I warned her. She didn't love me enough not to do it.
"For some strange reason, she thought she could have her cake and eat it, too. Hell, real life doesn't work that way. She destroyed my life. If I hadn't found Twyla, my life would be pathetic. Your mother made her choice and threw me away. Threw me away. I'm not wasting once second of my life worrying about how her life is turning out. She stepped in shit. Why is she surprised that her life smells like shit?"
The music in the background was starting to get loud. Carnival in Rio de Janeiro is sort of like Mardi Gras in New Orleans on steroids. Twyla and I had decided we needed to take our own trip around the world.
"I'm sorry, baby, but the music's getting too loud to keep talking. Give my best to everybody back home. I'll talk to you later," I said.
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Nicholas Lance found a nice chaise on the patio near the in-ground pool and settled into it slowly, making sure not to spill the frozen margarita in his right hand. He let a small moan escape his lips as he settled in.
"You look good like that, Nick," his ex-wife, Aubrie, said, as she approached with her own glass of white wine--expensive white wine, Nick knew. "You know, this could have been your life everyday..."
They both knew why Aubrie let her thought hang in the air.
She settled into the chaise next to his.
"Quite the place, Aubrie. You've had a really great run these last 10 years. I guess you were right," Nick said matter-of-factly.
She sat quietly. She had run this conversation over in her head so many times, but real life was so different from how it seemed in her head.
"We could still share this, Nick," she said softly. "I've gotten more than enough real world experience to last the rest of my life. We could get back together, grow old together, share all of this and someday die in each other's arms, as we always said we would.
"The timeout in the middle doesn't even have to count."
"But the reason for the timeout would always count, Aubrie. You gave up me and you gave up us for all of this," Nick said, spreading his arms wide. "The Aubrie I married wouldn't have made that trade, not for this or all the money in the world.
"Too much water under the bridge. Too much disrespect to me. Too much lack of trust for you. It was one of your brethren, so to speak, who coined the phrase, 'You can't go home again.' He was right."
"At least think about it, Nick. Please," she said as three of their grandchildren came running out of the house toward the matriarch and patriarch of the Lance family.
"Come on, Nanna. Let's go, Grandpa. It's time to cut my birthday cake and open presents," yelled Lucy, the middle child in the stair steps of grandchildren who ran out to them.
"Right you are, Gingerbread," Nick said to the redheaded child as he rose from the chaise. "C'mon, Nan. Birthday cake awaits!"
Aubrie rose as well, realizing that she couldn't disappoint her 5-year-old granddaughter. Her heart was heavy, though, knowing she might not get another chance to talk to her ex alone until the next grandchild had a birthday.
A wealthy woman, Aubrie had paid a private investigator a handsome sum to pry into her ex-husband's life. She knew he had dated some but never had a long-term significant other in the 10 years the two had been apart. He lived well—why shouldn't he after getting half of the fortune she had built in the divorce—but always seem to live within the means of his own salary as an accountant. She had given him the house they owned in the settlement, and from what their two children had said had made only superficial changes to it—most of those to erase her presence from the abode.
Aubrie had moved to an upscale neighborhood immediately after the divorce before having a new palatial home befit for someone of her fame built on the outskirts of the city two years ago. Since then, every family event and holiday had been held there. There were enough bedrooms for both children and their families and even a bedroom for Nick if he wanted to stay the night—and not sleep in the same room as his ex-wife. Although she had hoped that room would never be used because she hoped to lure Nick into her bed, it had still never been used because her ex had steadfastly refused to spend the night in her home, choosing to make the trip back to his own home an hour away.
******
"I'm not sure how to say this, Nick, but my last two books haven't sold up to par, and Wanda thinks I may be getting a little stale. She thinks I need to spice things up a bit... by experiencing things first-hand again. She thinks that my mindset isn't as fresh after 15 years, and I need to get out in the world again," Aubrie said.
Nick looked at her in confusion for about a minute before the light bulb went on.
"Wait a minute. Are you telling me Wanda wants you to freshen up your writing by going out and having sex with other men?" Nick practically yelled.
Aubrie literally jumped back from where she was standing when Nick cried out. He had never yelled at her before in their 25 years of marriage.
The two were standing side-by-side at the kitchen sink doing the dishes when the conversation started. It was not uncommon for the pair to discuss important things while doing the dishes.
Nick put down the dish he had been drying and glared intently at his wife. She gulped and put down the plate she was washing.
"Ummm... sort of... yeah," Aubrie whispered.
Nick looked absolutely alarmed. Who was this woman who looked like his wife, but gave answers that his wife would never consider.
"Don't you think you need to explain that... dear?" Nick said pointedly.
"Ummm... you know that my books have a lot of sex in them, and I've been using our experiences to write about since I started... well, Wanda thinks I'm not connecting with my audience because I don't have anything... new to offer. She says she can tell that I'm not excited as much as I used to be," Aubrie said.
"So she wants you to fuck other men so you can have new experiences to write about? Seriously?" Nick cried. "What kind of an editor is she?"
"She's an excellent editor. Look what she's done for me for the last 15 years, and for several other writers as well. I think I really need to consider what she's said," Aubrie replied.
Nick couldn't answer his wife. He sat down at the kitchen table and stared blankly at the wood grain.
"Nick honey... don't panic. Let's think about this carefully and I'm sure we can arrive at something," Aubrie said in as soothing a tone as she could manage.
"Something?" Nick whispered. "No. No. No. No."
******
Life was breathed into Skye Avalon when Aubrie was a stay-at-home mom before the couple's two children started school. An English major in college, Aubrie started writing stories for several fiction websites, making a little extra money for the family. She graduated to writing "bodice-ripper" books, and when her third effort netted her $10,000, a career was born. Two years later, her kitchen table scribblings had netted the family more than $400,000 and she was offered a three-book deal for $1.5 million.
Things really picked up for Aubrie when veteran book editor Wanda Saranick contacted her and the pair began a very lucrative partnership. A year later Aubrie was among the best romance novelists in the country, her earnings well over the million-dollar mark.
Nick was ecstatic with Aubrie's career and the money it generated. Nick made a nice six-figure salary, but Aubrie's yearly income had topped $5 million for the last 13 years before she dipped a bit the last two years. The couple had plenty of money in the bank, both drove nice cars and took great vacations.
Another plus to Aubrie's career came in the bedroom. They had a good sex life before Aubrie started to write, but the writing seemed to kick her libido into a much higher gear. The two would make love or fuck every day—sometimes twice a day—while Aubrie was in what Nick called "Skye mode."
As the manager of the couple's finances, Nick knew Aubrie's sales numbers and income better than his wife did. He knew her last two books hadn't generated the same sales and income, but he was realistic enough to know that not every book was going to be a New York Times bestseller. He was surprised then at his wife's reaction.
"Kathleen Woodiwiss and Judith McNaught aren't having slumps," she railed when she and Wanda were talking numbers one day. "What am I doing wrong, Wanda?"
Wanda knew Aubrie used the couple's sex life as the model for the sex in many of her books. She thought the couple was way mismatched as Aubrie was a stone MILF but her husband was more than a few notches beneath that.
"You know your books would be hotter if you could imagine yourself having sex with a hunk of manflesh instead of your husband," Wanda said, not for the first time.
"We've talked about this a few times through the years, Wanda. You know I could never cheat on Nick," Aubrie whined.
"Yeah, but I keep telling you it wouldn't be cheating if you told him about what you were going to do and were open about it. It would be even better if he would love you enough to give this to you... especially since you are far and away the breadwinner in the family," Wanda explained.
"Wow. So you're telling me to just hammer him, crush his ego, leave him bleeding in the dirt. Perhaps that explains why you've been married and divorced twice so far, Wanda. I'd like to remain married... if possible," Aubrie said.
Wanda was a trained communicator. She accurately heard the last two words of Aubrie's answer. Without saying the words, Aubrie told the other woman she was perhaps open to her suggestion.
"Maybe now is the time to broach this to hubby, while you're still on top of the pile," Wanda said. "Tell him the truth. This isn't about sex, it's about your brand. If he loves you and respects your work, he'll get it, especially if he likes all the fun things those big dollars can buy."
Aubrie's brow furrowed markedly. If she was being honest with herself, her thoughts weren't all about her brand.
******
"It's not all on Wanda, babe. I think she's right. I need to shake things up. New experiences will give my writing a freshness, a joie de vivre," Aubrie said as the two sat down at their kitchen table with a bottle of wine and two glasses.
Nick couldn't look his wife in her eyes as he was afraid of crying in front of her. She smirked as he fidgeted noticeably.
"We made vows to each other, Aubrie. We've always agreed that marital fidelity is important to both of us," Nick said.
"I agree, but this wouldn't be cheating if I told you what was happening and you let me do it," Aubrie said. "We made those vows, and upon agreement, we can change them."
"I suppose they are our vows to do with as we want, but that's just it. Wouldn't we have to agree upon changing them, sort of like congress has to vote on amendments to the Constitution. What if I don't want to change our vows? I like them just as they are," Nick said.
"Nick, we are soul-mates. Nothing could ever break us apart," Aubrie said.
"You're wrong, babe. This could break us apart," he said. "Soul mates or not, I won't have somebody sleeping with my wife. I'm not put together like that."
"What about if I'm very discreet... so discreet that you would never who, when or where? You know, the old 'what you don't know can't hurt you,'" she said.
"That's incredibly trite... and naïve of you," Nick sneered. "Since I would know you'd be cheating on me sometimes, I would assume you would be cheating on me all the time. In fact, even if you were to tell me now you wouldn't do it, I wouldn't believe you. Trust is a funny thing, babe. It's like virginity. Once it's gone, you can't ever get it back."
Aubrie shook her head as if she had just taken a punch to the face. She started to speak once, twice, three times before taking a long gulp of her wine.
Nick watched her carefully. He believed he had just given her a definitive no.
"Couldn't you just give this to me for Skye—for my career as Skye. She's put a lot of money into our pockets, given us a pretty nice life," Aubrie pleaded.
"I can't, Aubrie. I'm sorry. I love you too much to share you," Nick answered.
"Why don't you just let it go? We don't need you to ever write another book. We've got more than enough for the rest of our lives."
"I'm not ready to give it up just yet, Nick. I'm only 48. Please," she begged.
Nick loved his wife with everything in his heart and soul. His heart was breaking to think his wife of 24 years was putting her career ahead of their marriage.
"I'll think about it hard, as you should, too," Nick said slowly and clearly, "but I can't guarantee that I'll agree to this, or be able to accept it even if I do."
Nick got up from the table and went into the family room to watch a baseball game. He didn't see the smirk on his wife's face when he left the room.
Aubrie knew to give her husband space for several days. She made sure the two shared an enjoyable weekend together, spending a significant amount of time in their bed and less than subtly showing her husband how much she cared for him.
"He's close to being my bitch," Aubrie bragged to Wanda on the phone Monday morning. "I fucked him into the mattress this past weekend. I own him."
No one was more surprised than Aubrie when Nick told her two days later that he couldn't and wouldn't abide by her plan to have sex with other men.
"I don't think I'll be able to handle that, babe. Why don't we just call it a day now and leave on a good note? You can then do what you want to and I won't have to eat any more pain than just that of a divorce," Nick said.
"Don't do this, Nick. I don't want a divorce. I love you. I just need... a little freedom to get things going again with my writing. It won't be long. I promise," she said.
"But you already made me a promise... 24 years ago. Remember that? If you can't keep that promise, I'm not sure you can keep a new promise either," Nick asserted.
"I can, Nick. Give me that chance. Give us that chance," she said.
Nick hadn't slept much in the two weeks since the last time the two had any meaningful conversation. He had loved this woman for so long that divorce seemed completely incomprehensible, but so did allowing her to have sex with other men so her writing career could continue to flourish... assuming that was truly the reason for her outlandish request. Several weeks ago, Nick would have taken everything his wife said at face value... now, not so much.
Where Nick's old routine arriving home from work would have included a kiss with his wife, his new routine had been to put his keys and wallet down, grab a beer from the refrigerator and sit at the kitchen table until the beer was done. Aubrie would go about her business getting dinner ready, and few words, if any, would pass between them. On this day, though, Aubrie had decided to break the stalemate that had become heir married lives.
"Man up, Nicky. I can't take this silent treatment anymore," she said. "You're not going to hold our marriage hostage. I will be going out with Mimi on Friday night. We're going to a club and we're going to dance and flirt and... whatever else happens from there.
"Get over yourself, Nick. I'll get my career jumpstarted and then we can go back to the way things were. You'll see, this will be good for us."
"The only thing I can see is that this will absolutely be good for you: us, not so much," he said, rising from his chair and spilling his beer on the table. "I've thought about nothing else for the last few weeks. I LOVE YOU, Aubrie. This is killing me. It's eating me up from the inside. I think I've got an ulcer working.
"I don't want a divorce, but I'm positive I won't be able to handle you dating... no, fucking other men, for whatever reason. I can tell you I'll try, but we both know the truth... sooner or later I'm going to divorce you or kill you. You're not leaving me any good options!"
Aubrie was aghast to see tears flowing down her husband's cheeks. The only other time she had seen that was when his father had died five years ago.
"I need this, Nicky... not for me, but for Skye. I can't just walk away from this part of my life. I can't go back to being a housewife. I'm Skye Avalon, one of the top romance novelists in the country. I need to keep moving forward, and I need this to do so," she said.
Nick noticed Aubrie's emphasis. He also noted that she didn't—or couldn't—elucidate that emphasis. As he went to the sink to get a sponge to clean up his spilled beer, he was struck by another thought.
"So, do you already have a man picked out to be your... first?" he asked.
"No, of course not," she replied. "I keep telling you. I'm not looking to have an affair... well, at least like you're thinking. I'm just looking to have... some adventures so I can use them for future books. One of the things I need to do is go home with somebody from a night out. I need to know how that really feels, both intellectually and in the pit of my stomach. I need that excitement... Skye needs that excitement."
"Skye needs that excitement," Nick muttered. "Jesus, Aubrie, listen to yourself, talking in third person!"
"Baby, consider this research that I can use for multiple books. All of my old research has been used up after a quarter of a century. I'm just going out to get research for the next quarter-century," she said.
Nick saw the tears in her eyes and knew that his wife was sincere about what she was spouting. Sincerity, however, wouldn't make her actions any less horrible in his eyes. He grabbed a second beer from the fridge and sat back down.
"You said you would be discreet, but you've already told Mimi what your plan is, haven't you? You've already told one person. How many are going to know that your plans is to cuckold me for a while... maybe forever?"
"No baby, not forever. I'm telling you the truth. It will be just long enough to gather some research.
"I had to tell Mimi if we're going out together. I need her help because she's been divorced for several years and this is her world. I'll probably go out with her several times," Aubrie said.
"You do remember that she has been married and divorced twice, just like Wanda, so maybe listening to her just may not be the smartest thing to do," Nick said.
"God, Nick, I'm not taking marital advice from her. I'll be taking dating advice," she said.
Aubrie could see in his eyes that Nick wasn't convinced. She tried to plaster a confident, serene look on her own face.
"So explain to me what the outline of this game plan looks like, Aub. I know you well enough to know that you've got some sort of a plan. You always do an outline for your books. I know you're not just winging this," he said.
Aubrie did indeed have some sort of a game plan, but the wheels in her head started to spin faster as she had to quickly decide how much of that plan to tell her husband. She decided to be economical with her words.
"I just need to get some more experiences," she started. "Maybe feel what several different men are like since I've just been with you for so long. I'm not looking for anything long-term; this isn't about love, it's about lust. After all, that's what I mostly write... stories about lust."
"So you're going to be mixing it up, not having a long-term lover that you might fall in love with," he said, working hard to keep his voice neutral.
"Exactly," his wife answered, knowing full well that she wanted to try at least one man several times so she could get the "affair experience."
Nick nodded, his eyes blank. He knew his wife was being sparse with her plans, so he was trying to be sparse with his, as well.
"Then when you're done gathering 'your research,' you'll go back to being my faithful wife and we can grow old together," he said, trying to sound upbeat.
"So you understand then?" she said, cautiously optimistic that he really did understand.
"Sort of," he responded.
"So you will let me have this?" she queried brightly.
"No, I won't let you have it, but I will let you take it. I won't give you away. You're a grown woman and can make your own decisions. I will not condone this, but I won't stand in your way. But I can't guarantee that I won't change my mind and file for divorce at some point. Consider that you are taking my acceptance at gunpoint," Nick explained. "You've already told me you are going to do this whether I'm on board or not."
Aubrie's face reflected her sadness. She was hoping to get a more positive acceptance from Nick.



"Just remember, Nick, it's you I love. It's you I will always return home to," she stated.
"It will be tough to remember you love me while you're having sex with other men. And maybe after you start having sex with other men, I won't care if you return home to me," he said.
Aubrie's mouth dropped open at that statement.
"Why are you making this so hard on me, Nick?" she whined.
"Because I don't want you to have sex with other men. Isn't that obvious? You're my wife. Mine. You shouldn't be having sex with other men," Nick said.
There wasn't too much more discussion in the Lance home the next few days.
Aubrie was upstairs in the couple's bedroom getting ready for her first date in more than 25 years that Friday when Nick trudged in the door after work. This time he headed for his liquor cabinet, pouring three fingers of Glenmorangie single-malt in a leaded crystal glass. He didn't put the bottle back in the cabinet.
He took his scotch with him when he went upstairs to change out of his work clothes. He encountered his wife humming happily while she got ready for her date. He barely acknowledged her presence, although he did notice the new dress she had hanging on a hook and the sexy new lingerie she was wearing.
"Fuck me," he muttered to himself as he changed into jeans and a T-shirt.
Aubrie walked into the family room looking like a walking wet dream, Nick thought. Her dark blue dress was open to the middle of her large breasts and finished about five inches above her knees. It flattered her curvy MILF body, and Nick was very aware that she hadn't dressed like that for him in a very long time.
Her blonde hair was combed out straight over her shoulders, and she had more eye makeup on than he had ever seen her wear before, which played up the dark, radiant blue of her eyes.
Nick stared gaped-mouth at his wife. She did a cheeky twirl as she giggled. His groan morphed into a growl as he ogled her body.
"Thank you for that compliment," she said.
Mimi's car pulled into the Lances' driveway soon afterward. Aubrie didn't try to kiss her husband on the way out of the door.
"Have a nice night, Nick," she said and was gone.
Nick sat like a mute, the only sound in his ears the loud thumping of his heart.
Mimi took Aubrie to an upscale club frequented mostly by professionals in their 30s and 40s, trying to make her friend feel comfortable with the surroundings. Mimi would have preferred a club where it was a little rowdier, with more men in their 20s, but she figured Aubrie would need to be led there slowly.
Mimi had also salted the crowd with several men she would consider players, having told them during the week that she was bringing in a hot friend who was just opening up her marriage. Although Aubrie had told her she wasn't planning on having sex with anyone on this first outing, Mimi knew that in the right circumstances, even a somewhat reluctant woman would give it up if her juices got flowing. She knew Aubrie could be a passionate woman. She just had to set the stage to change the "could" to a "would."
Mimi and Aubrie quickly found a stand-up two-top to perch at, each setting down their first, but certainly not last, drinks of the evening. It took mere minutes before the wolves started circling, and soon both women were on the dance floor.
Aubrie quickly lost herself in the rhythm of the music, the novelty of the situation and yes, the large amount of testosterone in the club. She hadn't felt sensations coming from her insides like those she was now experiencing since she first started dating Nick.
Ari was in his mid-30s, obviously of Mideastern descent with darker skin, short curly brown hair and big brown eyes. His clothes were expensive, as was his wristwatch and the gold chain around his neck. He recognized that Aubrie was a woman who had money of her own and was comfortable with him, and seemed somewhat receptive to his advances despite the sizable engagement ring and expensive wedding ring she wore. He enjoyed the sight of her sizable breasts bouncing as she danced to the fast numbers and the feel of her ass in his hands when she molded to him on the slower numbers.
She danced with several men throughout the evening, but continually returned to Ari. At about 11 PM, he whispered something in her ear, she smiled brightly and the two returned to the table hand-in-hand to pick up her purse. She whispered something to Mimi, Mimi nodded and smiled back at her, and the two left the club.
Aubrie squeezed her legs together and felt the material of her sodden bikini panties hugging her vagina. She was beside herself with a heady mixture of feelings, chief among them arousal.
Aubrie felt her juices sliding down her legs as Ari deftly slid her panties down and off, tossing them on top of her dress before leaning into the now-naked woman for a passionate kiss, their tongues dueling in her mouth. In the next second, she was lying on the edge of the bed with her legs over Ari's shoulders and his face buried in her sopping pussy. When the man slid a finger into her opening, the world as she knew it exploded into a million rays of colorful light.
Aubrie wasn't sure if she passed out or just lost a moment in time, but when she came back to earth Ari was nibbling and sucking on her clit and already driving her toward a second orgasm, which hit her like a freight train as she shrieked loudly and tried to buck her paramour's head off his body.
Ari kept tonguing the woman until she finished her climax, then turned her onto the bed and climbed up her body, stopping for several minutes to lick and suck her diamond-hard nipples. After feasting for some time, he continued his journey up her body until his hard cock was touching her vaginal lips. He took his hand and rubbed his dick up and down her dripping pussy before pushing himself inside her steaming opening.
"Ohhh fuck!" Aubrie moaned loudly as Ari started to pump his dick in and out of her body.
Aubrie almost felt as if she was having an out-of-body experience as Ari fucked her with long strokes. A tingling heat began building again in her squelching pussy before a third spectacular climax overtook her, triggering the man's own orgasm. She screamed in ecstasy as the fit man emptied what felt like a gallon of cum in her creaming pussy.
Ari pumped all the way through his orgasm, then covered her lips with his as he tried to suck her tonsils out of her mouth. Aubrie kissed him back eagerly.
The pair lay together as they both came down from their orgasms.
"I hope it was okay to come inside of you. I'm sorry I didn't ask first. I got a little carried away," Ari said gently to her.
"I wouldn't have wanted it any other way," she answered. "That was wonderful. I'm on the pill."
Aubrie smiled brightly at her lover. Her lover, she thought, liking the sound of that phrase in her head. She knew she was right to travel this road.
She moved into Ari and gave him another passionate kiss, her hand sliding down to his cock as she did so. Ari fondled her boobs as they continued to kiss, and within a few minutes Aubrie felt the unit in her hand start to revive. She dropped her head to his groin a minute later and licked and sucked on his phallus until she felt he was hard enough for round two. She turned the man onto his back and climbed atop his stiff pole, sinking down oh so slowly until she felt his cockhead nudge her cervix.
"Mmm. Oooh," she groaned before she started to grind slowly forward and backward. She did that for several minutes before switching to bouncing up and down while Ari played with her tits.
"Ah. Ah. Ah. Ungh. Ungh. Ungh," she moaned in enjoyment.
Ten minutes later, Aubrie came for a final time, and Ari lasted another couple of minutes before he came again. She giggled as she felt his come shooting up inside her.
It was closing 12:45 when Aubrie came out of Ari's bathroom after cleaning up her vagina and straightening up her makeup. She wasn't sure if she'd see her husband when she got home, and didn't want to appear to be too disheveled if he saw her.
Those thoughts of her husband marked the first time all night she had thought of Nick. She made a concerted effort to experience the evening as if she was a single woman so she could soak up the experience for Skye Avalon, and because she was so successful at that she didn't have time to compare... her lover... with her husband. Now that the night was almost done, however, she knew she had to return to real life, which included her husband... her probably not very happy husband.
She accepted Ari's offer to drive her home, and 30 minutes later his BMW pulled up in the Lances' driveway. She saw the outside light on and a light on in the living room, and remembered how Nick always waited up for the couple's daughter when she went on a date. She briefly thought how sweet it would be for him to have waited up for her... sweet, but awkward.
She never noticed the living room curtains move just a bit as Ari leaned over to her for a deep good-night kiss before she departed the car. Nick was back in his place on the living room sofa when Aubrie quietly walked in the front door.
A quick glance around the lit room revealed Nick sitting at the far end of the sofa. Reality suddenly took over from fantasy, and Aubrie felt... distinctly uncomfortable.
"Oh... you waited up for me. That was sweet, babe," she said as she walked toward him with her arms out like she expected a hug.
"Don't, Aubrie," he said quietly, noting to himself that she apparently had tried to straighten up before coming home. "You need to shower before you go to bed. I'll be sleeping in the guest bedroom tonight."
She had stopped walking toward her husband and stood a few feet away with a hurt look on her face. She had to admit to herself when the evening started that Nick being angry or hurt was not out of the realm of possibility. It appeared he was both.
Although both got to sleep late, Nick was up early Saturday morning and started on his weekend chores. He hadn't slept well, but having chores to do at least sidetracked his brain somewhat from what his wife had done the night before.
Aubrie slept like a baby after her night of sex and a shower. When she woke at 11 AM, she lay in bed going over the night's events. She thought the sex with Ari was some of the best she'd ever had, although not particularly because of her lover. In truth, he was a little smaller than her husband and not quite the pussy-eater her husband was, but the circumstances of the night had her revved up to a fever pitch. Sex with Ari was the triple crown of sexual experiences: he was new, he was different from her husband and the whole act was just so wrong... especially with her husband being at home knowing what she was doing. She knew she had told Nick she was doing this for her career, but she enjoyed it completely on a personal level as well. She was already thinking of the next time she would do it.
The one thing she was not thinking of was the emotional state of her husband, who at that moment was again debating whether his love for his wife was strong enough to withstand the pain she was inflicting upon him, supposedly for her writing career.
Nick came in at lunchtime to find his wife making lunch for the two of them. He acknowledged Aubrie with a nod, then sat down at the table. She set plates down for the two of them. They ate in silence for the first five minutes before Aubrie exploded.
"Damn it, Nick! At least have the balls to acknowledge my existence! We've been married for 24 years," she practically screeched.
"As if those 24 years mattered for something," he replied bitterly. "If it did, you wouldn't be going out on dates and fucking other men."
"Oh, for God's sake, get over yourself, Nick. It's research for my career. You know that," she claimed.
"No, I don't know that," he sneered. "That's what you keep saying, but I don't believe a word you say anymore. If you told me water was wet, I'd still have to find somebody to confirm that for me, because I don't trust anything you say."
The two ate in silence for another five minutes before Aubrie asked Nick where he wanted to go for their Saturday date night dinner, a weekly thing they had been doing for the last seven years.
"Not going out with you," he said. "Didn't you get enough 'out' last night?"
Aubrie audibly harrumphed her displeasure with her husband.
"My research should have no bearing on our marriage and what we do. We've talked about this," she hissed.
"Yeah, we talked about this... well, you lectured and I listened, then I disagreed with you. Just because you're doing this doesn't mean I'm on board. I told you I didn't think I could do this... but all you heard was 'wah, wah, wah.' What I want apparently doesn't matter if it doesn't go along with your plans," he said harshly.
Aubrie muttered something under her breath and walked out of the room. Nick didn't feel like he won that point, however.
Aubrie felt smug when Nick returned to their marital bed that night, although neither one initiated anything.
Sunday was more of a normal day for the couple. Aubrie thought Nick was more like his usual self, both in demeanor and conversation. For his part, Nick decided he would not dwell on his wife's cheating if he could avoid it. He was, however, eating Tums by the handful.
By Wednesday of that week, Aubrie was very aware that Nick had not made a move on her of a sexual nature, something that was almost unheard of for him when he was healthy. The pair still had a very good sex life; in fact, they had made love three times the previous week. It wasn't unheard of for Aubrie to initiate, so she decided to take matters into her own hands—literally—that night.
As had been his pattern since Aubrie's date, Nick crawled into bed that night and turned away from his spouse. He felt his wife scoot her body over to his and then felt her arm reach around his body before she took his soft penis in her hand.
"Don't, Aubrie," he said slightly above a whisper as his body stiffened.
"It's been a bit, Nicky. Please," she said.
Nick grimaced unseen in the darkness. He knew this moment was coming, and he knew Aubrie wouldn't react well.
"We can't do this, babe... because I'm pretty sure you fucked your date bareback last week... and you haven't gotten yourself tested, have you?" he asked quietly as he rolled over to face his wife in bed.
"Wh-what? Ar... he was clean... I'm sure of it!" she cried.
"You might be willing to take that chance, but you're not playing VD roulette with me," Nick explained. "As long as you're 'researching,' we won't be having sex. I'm not taking those chances for your career. And you do realize that it can take up to six months for HIV to show up?"
"You're serious, aren't you?" she asked softly.
"Hell yes, I am. The fact that you don't seem to be really bothers me. Are you going to have a character in one of your upcoming books get an STD? Is this part of your research?"
"You mean we're not going to have sex at all while I'm... researching?" she asked, her eyes wide.
"Not if you're not going to use condoms," he said, exasperation dripping in his tone.
"But using condoms isn't near as good as natural. You know that. How can I research if I have to use condoms?"
"You could stop this stupidity. Then you wouldn't need to worry about condoms, and we could go back to being us," Nick asserted.
"But... but... but..." Aubrie stammered.
Nick couldn't help but smirk. He knew that was a mistake, because his wife would take that as a challenge to overcome, as opposed to a good reason to stop. On cue, he heard her growl under her breath.
"Every great artist has to suffer for his or her art," Wanda told Aubrie the next day when Aubrie called her editor for some verbal comfort. "You'll just have to get more from others while he'll just have to get more from his right hand. You still win.
"Just make sure he knows that."
When Aubrie ended her call with Wanda, she called her other co-conspirator.
"Hey, girl, can we try some of those younger studs you keep telling me about this week?" Aubrie asked Mimi. "Ari was great last week, but it's been a long time since I've had a 25-year-old hunk pound me into the mattress... 23 years ago, as a matter of fact. Maybe I can find one of those former college football players you've mentioned."
Both women giggled.
Nick felt totally powerless as he walked into his home Friday night. He knew without a doubt in the world that he loved his wife, but he was having a hard time reconciling his love against her recent behavior. He was both incredibly angry and heartbroken when she had sex with another man last week... under the guise of research for future books. Hah! He took a small bottle of Tums out of his pocket and put three into his mouth.
He knew Aubrie was upstairs at this very moment preparing for an evening out with another man. He expected her to come downstairs with a look of lust on her face and clothes on that he felt would be an announcement of her availability. He had no clue how she could do that to him if she professed to love him as much as she said she did. They had both agreed before they were married that fidelity in their marriage was an absolute.
Nick called his favorite neighborhood pizza place and ordered a double pepperoni and Italian sausage pizza. As he ended the call, Aubrie breezed into the room, wearing perhaps a bit too much perfume that wasn't her usual White Shoulders and definitely a bit too much eye shadow. He winced inwardly, he thought. He believed his wife was still a beautiful woman at 48, and she always put on a discreet amount of makeup. He felt that her increased makeup usage made her look somewhat trashy. The cleavage and short skirt just added to that image.
"What?" she asked, concerned. "Something wrong with the way I look?"
Nick realized that he apparently wasn't at good as hiding his feelings as he thought.
"You look... very fuckable," he answered, watching as she flinched at his words. "It's a little over the top, if you ask me, but then again, I know you're not asking me. Nothing I say really matters to you."
Aubrie looked away from her husband, telling him more than words could.
Aubrie recovered her self-confidence a few moments later. Damn, he's good, she thought to herself, she almost fell for the guilt trip. She gathered her purse from the counter, said good-night in an annoyed tone and flounced out of the kitchen.
Nick could only sigh in exasperation as his wife got in her car and drove off.
Aubrie was surprised at how many of the young men at the club Mimi knew on a first-name basis. She quickly wondered how many her friend had previously sampled.
Aubrie had to admit her friend knew some good-looking, larger, younger men. She was hoping that what the men had between their legs was proportional to their body size. She was surprised at her own thoughts. Until recently, none of this would have been a consideration in her life. Now, however...
Handsome young men were at Mimi and Aubrie's table immediately.
"Did you doubt me?" Mimi said to her friend, who smiled back brightly.
The two women were popular dance partners for the first couple of hours, until Aubrie agreed with one lucky youngster that it was time to go to his apartment. There were several disappointed men who had their hands on the woman's body during the evening that had hoped she would go home with them.
Aubrie's pick was a 26-year-old junior executive at a local factory that had been a linebacker for the local university's football team several years ago. Todd Monick was a handsome guy with shoulder-length blond hair and striking blue eyes to go along with a 6-4, 235-pound fit body. The young man just about sealed the deal early in the evening when he crushed the woman to his body and she felt a rather large erect appendage bumping into her stomach.



Aubrie felt her pussy start to lubricate immediately upon contact with the young man's body. Todd could tell the older woman was both surprised and pleased at what was happening, and not-so-subtly squeezed both of her ass cheeks under her skirt. She gave a girlish squeal but didn't pull away, so the big man leaned down, covered her lips with his and snaked his tongue into her mouth. She moaned into his. When they finished kissing, he took her hand and led her out of the club.
Halfway to his car in the parking lot, the young man pulled the woman to him and again kissed her passionately, this time placing a large hand down the back side of her bikini panties and squeezing an ass cheek. She could hear people somewhere close, but was too lost in lust to care if anyone was watching.
Aubrie wasn't sure how she and Todd got into the far reaches of the parking lot, but before she could figure that out her panties were off and the young man's large phallus was invading her soaking, squishy pussy slowly but surely as she was bent over the cool metal of a Mercedes-Benz. She groaned as the invading dick lifted her body off the vehicle before strong hands on her hips pulled her back onto him until he was hard up against her cervix. The pair repeated this maneuver several times as electric butterflies worked their way from the woman's lower stomach to the spot at which she was joined with the younger man, the resulting explosion causing someone to shriek unintelligibly.
Aubrie wasn't sure how long she was out, but when she came back to reality she realized the shrieking had come from her and that the young man was still inside of her, pounding her pussy for everything he was worth. By this point she noticed several people watching her and the young man from a safe distance. He was growling with each inward stroke and she was helplessly responding with corresponding grunts every time he hit bottom. Somewhere along the way she realized her skirt was up on her back and her panties were on the ground near her feet.
A second orgasm several minutes later by Aubrie was witnessed by a small crowd, as was Todd's following noisy finish. The dozen or so people watching broke out in applause as Aubrie's upper body was sprawled out on the car while she lay panting.
Todd noticed the phones recording the action and smiled. His dance partner didn't have a clue.
By the time Aubrie got her wits back about her, the crowd had dispersed. Todd had stuffed his dick back in his pants and handed Aubrie her panties. She tried to be nonchalant as she stepped into the article of clothing. He then kissed her hard and led her over to his car.
Ten minutes later the two were in his apartment, naked and rutting like animals on the sofa. Todd was big, powerful and took what he wanted, and Aubrie realized that even if she wanted to, she could not stop this freight train of a man. Her body responded quickly, her pussy lubricating freely and stretching to accommodate his size, her limbs moving as they were directed. Her mind was on overload with the sensations he was creating within her. She had no choice but to follow his lead, moaning, groaning, grunting and shrieking her only means of communication. She couldn't have formulated a complete sentence if her life had depended on it as she went from mind-blowing orgasm to mind-blowing orgasm.
The visceral assault only ended when Todd finally blew another massive load of cum inside the woman as she lay almost bent in half underneath his body. Aubrie both heard and felt the young man's screaming roar as he finally came in several long bursts. He collapsed half on the sofa, half on the floor next to her.
"Goddamn, woman, that might have been the best fuck of my life!" he exclaimed in an exuberant growl.
For her part, all Aubrie could do was nod. She was covered in sweat, saliva and cum from head to toe and had hickeys, bite marks and as-yet unseen bruises all over. In a rare moment of lucidity, she knew that experience would end up as several scenes in upcoming books.
Todd leaned in close to the woman for a gentle kiss, perhaps the first time since they entered his apartment that he showed any softness.
Aubrie had no clue as to how long the two were at it. She looked around the room and saw clothes and sofa cushions scattered about.
"What say we re-hydrate, and then try the bedroom this time?" Todd asked, sounding nothing like the crazed wild man he had been moments earlier.
She brushed aside a lock of sweat-soaked hair and smiled brightly as she headed for the kitchen naked with Todd. The young man felt only the smallest bit guilty when he saw the remnants of the coupling on her body.
The next two couplings were gentler than the one on the sofa... at least they started that way. Aubrie learned the difference between what she previously thought was physical sex... and Todd's version of physical sex. She was also reminded that a 26-year-old man in top physical condition could fuck most of the night with the right motivation.
Aubrie woke the next morning with her head on Todd's chest and a large arm draped across her body. She was sore, stiff and somewhat foggy mentally... as well as a little remorseful that she had not gone home during the night. She hadn't meant to spend the night in another man's bed, at least not this early in her "research," but things got way out of hand... in a very good way, she thought.
She looked up into Todd's smiling blue eyes when she felt his body stir a few minutes later.
"I'm going to need to shower before I go home," she said softly as the young man's smile widened.
Although it wasn't a large tub and shower, the two managed to have sex while taking their shower together. Todd paid special attention to Aubrie's large boobs, which had several hickeys and bite marks from the previous night, while Aubrie paid special attention to Todd's hard cock with her tongue and mouth. She noted to herself that Todd's cum tasted slightly different from that of her husband, perhaps the first time since she left home that she had actually thought of Nick.
It was after 11 AM when Todd dropped off Aubrie at her car in the parking lot of the bar. The two shared a gentle and meaningful kiss before she exited his vehicle.
"Thank you for a wonderful night, Todd. I hope we can do this again sometime," she said sincerely.
"You've got my number. Anytime you want, I will be there. You are one hot babe," he said enthusiastically.
After sitting up past 2 AM in his living room waiting for this wife to get home, a thoroughly pissed-off Nick finally went to bed in the guest room that night, having spent most of the night half-watching sports and half-thinking about his home situation. He didn't feel any better when he woke up a little after 7 AM and found the master bedroom empty.
"Fucking bitch!" he yelled to no one before he went stomping around the entire house.
He checked his phone for the 15th time that morning to make sure he hadn't missed a message.
Nick was sitting in his favorite La-Z-Boy in the home's family room drinking a cup of coffee when Aubrie finally walked in the house a few minutes before noon, looking very much the worse for wear and tear. She had a tired smile on her face as she walked into the room where Nick was sitting.
"I'm sorry I didn't call you to let you know I was staying the night. That was rude of me. I apologize for making you worry," Aubrie said.
Nick slurped a little coffee and glared... not at his wife, but through her.
"I guess I knew this was going to happen sooner or later, but I had hoped you loved me enough to make it later," Nick said barely above a whisper. He pointed at his wife. "And this... just screams disrespect.
"I'm sorry I no longer do it for you... at least anywhere near as much as whoever did you over and over and over again last night. You keep telling me you love me, but this tells me you are definitely lying to me... and probably to yourself as well. I'll get with Jeff and have him find us a good divorce lawyer. Assuming you still want to remain friends somewhat, since we share the kids, maybe we can both use the same attorney since the state is no-fault and everything will be 50-50."
Aubrie had lines of tears running down her tired face. Her eyes got wider the more Nick talked.
"No, Nick. I don't want a divorce!" she wailed. "We're so good together. Just give me some more time to do this. I'm right. This has been so good for my writing. Wait until you read what comes out of this."
Her eyes brightened when she talked about her writing and what her experiences were giving her. If Nick didn't know his marriage was over when Aubrie didn't come home the night before, he knew it then. There was not an ounce of remorse in the woman.
She started to approach her husband and widened her eyes as if she wanted to hug him, until she saw the horror on his face. He looked truly disgusted at her well-used appearance. She stopped short, burst into tears and ran from the room. She didn't see his exhale of relief. Although he hadn't raised his voice too much above a whisper, it took every ounce of his resolve not to beat his wife to a bloody pulp. She would never know how close she came to being the first woman Nick had hit since he punched Susan Mason back in kindergarten.
Aubrie didn't bounce Nick about their Saturday night dinner out. The two barely said two words to each other the entire weekend. She figured she would give him time to cool down before engaging him again about her research. She couldn't tell her husband that Todd had given her the greatest night of sex in her life, and while she certainly didn't want to divorce her husband, she wasn't going to give up nights like the last night.
Nick, too, didn't want to divorce his spouse, but he had been completely honest with Aubrie about his probable inability to handle what he considered cheating. Her first night out about killed him; spending the whole night out with another man was without a doubt the death of their marriage. Only a blind man couldn't see that she was rode hard and put away wet, and had obviously loved it.
Nick wasn't stupid and could see that Aubrie was covering up some marks on her body when she came back downstairs in a baggy sweatsuit after showering Saturday afternoon. He could still see some marks, though, and was aware that she stayed in the en suite bathroom in the master suite until Nick turned out the lights. Nick noted to himself that he would inspect her body in the morning when he rose to go to work, while she slept in to 8 AM as usual.
Nick got out of bed carefully as usual the next morning as he always tried not to wake his wife. He carefully lifted the sheet from her body and had no problem finding most of the marks another man had left on her, including what appeared to be grip marks on her hips. Whoever she was with obviously was strong and had no qualms leaving evidence of that on another man's wife. His eyes turned steely as he gently replaced the sheet.
Nick started separating finances Monday morning, as much to protect himself as anything. As an accountant, he had always managed the household finances, including his wife's writing finances. He had always been involved in her contract negotiations and was always able to get her top dollar. Aubrie trusted Nick implicitly, plus she knew her own skills handling money were somewhat suspect. Nick had been balancing Aubrie's checkbook even before the two were living together.
Like the first time she went out and had sex with another man, Aubrie's libido was running white-hot after her encounter with Todd, but she knew Nick was not going to break his personal moratorium on sex with her. She felt even more jumpy than after her first encounter, and used her own fingers to bring herself off twice on Monday after Nick had gone to work.
She found herself still aroused and ultra-horny on Tuesday morning and decided she needed to run some errands to get her mind out from between her own legs. She hit the grocery store for several items and then stopped at a local coffee shop. As she waited her turn in line, she had to admit that the college kid working as the barista was indeed a handsome young man. She felt her pussy twitch in anticipation and suddenly realized that she had given herself permission to do exactly what she was considering. She blushed a light pink when she got to the front of the line and stared at Bob's nametag and then into his big brown eyes.
Bob did his best not to come in his pants when the pretty older woman looked him up and down, her gaze blatantly settling upon his crotch.
"So, Bob, what time is your shift over?" she purred to the young man, whom she guessed was younger than both of her children.
She shuddered at the very thought of what she planned to do.
"I-I'm off in 20 minutes, but I've got a class in 30," he said, barely breathing.
"No class today, Bob, as long as you're at least 18," she cooed.
The young man nodded like a bobblehead.
"Nineteen as of last week, ma'am," he mumbled.
"Good. Meet me at that table over there. We'll take a short road trip if you're up to it."
Bob nodded again, unable to speak.
Twenty minutes later, Bob was lurking alongside Aubrie's table. She rose and gave him a soft kiss on his lips, not caring if anyone was watching. The young man moaned and dutifully followed the woman out to her car.
Few words were spoken on the 10-minute drive to Aubrie's home. She did hear several gulps from Bob on the way over.
Bob had seen Aubrie at the coffee shop several times. He saw the rings on her finger and knew she was a married woman, in fact a MILF of epic proportions. While he always looked, he had never even considered approaching the woman. This was a fantasy come true.
One hour later, the young man was laying in the Lances' marital bed staring at the ceiling, a smile so wide it split his face in two. The woman was insatiable, first sucking his dick to completion and swallowing, then fucking him into the mattress. He had only had sex four times previously, and none of those others was even in the same area code when it came to quality.
As Aubrie expected, the young man was only one step removed from a virgin, so she wasn't disappointed with his performance. She blew him first, hoping to prolong his staying power when she fucked him, but she still only got 10 minutes out of him before he blew his load like Mt. Vesuvius in 79 A.D.
That was good enough for Aubrie to get off twice, thanks mostly to her being way aroused over the incredibly naughty prospect of having sex with a boy barely legal. She laughed inwardly, knowing how men often responded to the thought of sex with a barely legal teen.
"Now remember, Bob, you can't go around bragging about this to anyone if you ever expect me to give you a second chance sometime in the future. If I get the vibe that someone's looking at me funny because of you, I'll send my husband to re-arrange your face. He doesn't mind me fucking other men, but he'll get real crazy if it's spread around. Capisci?" she said as she squeezed his now-flaccid dick.
His eyes were wide as he nodded.
"Okay, Bob, where am I dropping you off?"
Aubrie showered and changed the bed sheets when she got home after dropping Bob off at his apartment. She felt much more in control of herself after the interlude with Bob. She admitted to herself that she very much liked having sex with younger men.
Nick followed the routine he started after Aubrie made her life-changing announcement when he got home from work, not expecting anything out of the ordinary but still checking. He had set up several concealed cameras in his home, even though Aubrie assured him she would be discreet and respectful. Once trust is gone...
So far, the only thing the cameras had shown Nick was the complete accounting of the bruises and marks left by Aubrie's lover this past weekend. They were much more extensive than his brief look under the sheets had shown him Sunday morning.
On Tuesday evening, however, his quick run-through on his computer was interrupted by video showing his wife entering the bedroom with another man... a boy, actually, wearing a nametag that showed him to be an employee of a local coffee shop.
"Fuck, she's doing a Goddamn barista!" he whispered to himself while he watched the video. "But he can't be the one who put those marks on her. He's not near big enough nor strong enough to do that. How many guys is she doing?"
He felt the sting of tears building in his eyes. Assuming she didn't start cheating until she told him of her intentions, she seemed to be moving awfully fast, he thought.
Nick was surprised at how easily the attorney he met with Thursday afternoon believed his tale of woe. He was living it, and could hardly believe it.
"I have been doing this for 20 years now, and the stupidity and selfishness of people no longer amazes me," Ruby Wheeler said. "It explains why more than half of all marriages now end in divorce."
Nick practically ran up the stairs into the master bedroom when he got home from work Friday night. He walked into the bedroom to find his wife changing into a mid-thigh length jean skirt to go along with a thin, tight white blouse showing off a good amount of her sizable chest. She jumped a little in surprise when Nick entered the room.
"Wow. You never dressed like that for me. Somebody's getting lucky tonight," he said blandly.
Aubrie was surprised at her husband's lack of venom. She watched in some wonder as he quickly changed into jeans, a Western shirt and his cowboy boots. Aubrie had to admit to herself that her 48-year-old husband had taken good care of himself through the years and still looked hot.
"Looks like you're heading out, too," she said, trying, but not succeeding, to hide her surprise.
"There's a Margarita out there with my name on it," Nick said. "Dak and some of the single guys from his office are heading over to a country-western bar, and he invited me along."
Dak Martin was a younger friend of Nick's from the neighborhood. He was a handsome single guy and was known as a bit of a player, Aubrie knew.
"Hey, just remember you're not a single guy," she said with some irritation before she realized the hypocrisy of her comment.
Nick picked up on what he considered the stupidity of her comment immediately. He waggled both eyebrows at his wife. She winced in return as she realized she never considered the possibility that her husband wouldn't just stay home and wait for her to return. Nick knew he wouldn't ever cheat on his wife. Aubrie pretty much knew that, too, but at that exact moment, considering what she was doing, she wouldn't have made book on it.
Aubrie only worried about the possibility of her husband having sex with another woman for a few minutes. She finished getting ready for her evening out, knowing that the possibility—no, probability—of her having sex with another man was almost 100 percent. She purred inwardly. So far her plan was working out rather nicely.
Her plan worked out very nicely on this night as she did the first double-team of her life. The two 30-something men DPed the highly-aroused woman for most of the night, marveling at how well the MILF did with two cocks for what she claimed was the first time.
"Damn you're a hot bitch, Aubrie," said the man fucking her doggy while she deep-throated the second man.
"Oommphhh! Mammmkkk!" Aubrie replied with a large dick in her mouth before the two men high-fived each other over her body.
Aubrie took six loads of cum in various holes on her body before she cleaned up and left Michael Welker's apartment a little after 2. She was both elated and fatigued and she knew that this experience, too, would wind up in one or more of her books down the line.
Assuming that his wife would again spend the night out, Nick still left the outside and living room lights on, just in case she did come home, but he went to bed about 1 in the guest bedroom as he now did on nights she went out. She knew Nick was home because his car was in the garage, but the fact that he wasn't waiting up for her greatly pissed her off. She knew it wasn't rational, but still she felt that a loving husband would be up to check to see if his wife was okay.



Aubrie's sense of entitlement only grew stronger with each sexual encounter. She failed to realize that the strong emotional connection she once shared with Nick was barely a fraction of what it was. Nick, on the other hand, was completely cognizant of the fact that he and his wife were now little more than roommates, acquaintances as it were without benefits. He wondered often how Aubrie could not see the direction their marriage was moving.
To a point, Nick had come to grips with his wife's behavior and was able to modulate his anger. He tried to treat her with the respect he wished she had for him, and tried to keep the snide remarks out of his conversations with her... in other words, be the same nice guy to Aubrie that he was with everyone else. The only problem with that, however, was that his wife took his nice guy persona for acceptance of her behavior.
"Aren't you the least bit interested in what I do when I go out?" she asked him one night while they were eating dinner.
He dropped his fork onto his plate in shock, and then swallowed his mouthful of food.
"Seriously?" he inquired. "Why the fuck would I want to hear about you and other men?"
"According to a lot of what I've read, a lot of men really get off on hearing about what their wives do with other men. Some even like to watch. I figured maybe if I tell you, we could... sort of share my experiences. That might be fun and bring us closer," Aubrie said.
"That wouldn't be fun for me... and most assuredly wouldn't bring us closer," Nick stated flatly. "I don't know what you've been reading, but I don't think it's accurate. I don't think I'm unusual in my disdain for what you are doing."
Aubrie looked like she wanted to argue, but apparently thought better of it and didn't fire off a comeback. The rest of the meal was eaten in silence. She wasn't convinced her husband was telling her the truth, and was more than a little annoyed with his attitude.
Aubrie was still annoyed with Nick the next day while she was writing in her office, which might have been the impetus for what happened when an Amazon truck showed up at the Lance house mid-morning. Feeling a little randy and noticing that the delivery man was a good bit north of handsome, Aubrie wasted little time practically dragging the tall, dark and handsome cliché into the master bedroom, where she proceeded to fuck his eyeballs out, coming three times before the man exploded hard inside her.
"Fuck you, Nick. I don't need to take shit from you. I can still get any man I want," she thought to herself as the unnamed driver roared out his climax.
"That was wonderful, but I've got to get moving so I can make up some time on the route," the driver said as he practically jumped up out of bed and got dressed immediately after coming. "Can we do this again the next time I've got a delivery? Hell, I'd send you a package myself just so we can do it again."
Aubrie tweaked both of her hard nipples as the driver watched intently. She saw the man re-adjust his cock in his pants.
"Of course, sweetie," she cooed. "You can give me your package anytime you have a delivery."
Needless to say, Nick wasn't very happy when he looked through the home video that night. He knew the marriage was over, but this just seemed to be over the top disrespect. Surely she wouldn't be surprised when she was served divorce papers.
Nick would have lost money had he bet on his wife not being surprised. She seemed to be in shock when he got home from work after she was served the following Monday at the Lance home.
"How could you do this? It's only been a month. You said you'd try," she whined pitifully when Nick entered the home to see his wife sitting at the kitchen table with the divorce papers scattered about.
"What world are you living in, Aubrie? I never said I'd give you any time to try this. I told you I didn't think I could handle this... and I can't. Plus, you told me you'd be discreet. I don't consider you bringing guys home to fuck in our bed discreet," Nick hissed.
Aubrie didn't miss the fact that Nick somehow knew about her fucking two men in the couple's marital bed. That surprise pulled her up short and blunted her argument against the divorce. She sat quietly crying.
"You know I never wanted this," Nick said. "You forced me to go along with this... because I loved you. But I can't do this. I still love you, sort of, but I can't brook this disrespect... and apparent lack of love for me. You keep telling me you love me, but then you keep sticking the knife into my body. This is all about you, babe."
Aubrie knew Nick was speaking the truth. Why shouldn't she be somewhat selfish. After all, she was the major breadwinner, one of the best-selling romance authors in the country. Why shouldn't she demand some... extra consideration?
"We've been over this before. I need this..." she started.
"Yeah. Yeah. For your career," he interjected. "But that's part of it. You've put your career ahead of me, ahead of us, even if I could forgive the sex.
"Do you think Teresa Denys or Judith McNaught are stepping out on their husbands once or twice a week for 'research?'"
"Ernest Hemingway did a lot of the stuff he wrote about," Aubrie snipped sharply.
"First of all, that was a hundred years ago. Second, Hemingway's reputation as a writer has taken a huge hit in recent years. In reality, he's turned out to be as much of a social phenomenon as an actual literary star, so don't with that guy."
"I'm going to fight this, you know," she rasped.
"I know you're going to try, but it won't matter," Nick answered. "Even if you'd stop cheating right now, I wouldn't stop the divorce. But you know you're not going to stop now. You're enjoying yourself way too much. I see it in your body language. I see it in the way you walk. I see it in your eyes.
"You're convinced you are right. You've got some good stuff for your future books, and you want more. We've been together so long I know what's going through your mind."
Aubrie sighed. Nick was right, and both knew it.
Nick had spoken to both of the couple's children and had them come home for the Labor Day weekend so he and Aubrie could tell them about the divorce. The divorce was filed on irreconcilable differences and both agreed to tell the kids it was because they had grown apart. Which was exactly what was said when the family sat down to eat their lunch meal on Saturday afternoon.
"Bullshit. We call bullshit on that. Let's go to the replay booth," the couple's son, Ryan, cried out, using a popular sports metaphor at the end.
"You guys love each other so much there's no way you've grown apart," the couple's daughter, Lindsay, agreed. "Sometimes you guys were so sickening in front of other people it was embarrassing for us."
"Which one of you cheated?" Ryan asked pointedly.
Aubrie and Nick looked at each other. Nick swallowed hard. Aubrie wrinkled her nose and closed her eyes.
"She did," Nick whispered.
"Nick!" Aubrie squealed.
"I'm not covering for you. I'm not the bad guy here, and I'm not taking the blame for this," Nick said.
"So, Mom, what haven't you been telling us?" Lindsay inquired angrily.
Aubrie did her best fish out of water gasping for air imitation. Again, Nick spoke up.
"You mother has been stepping out on me to have sex with other men as 'research' for upcoming books. She told me she felt she needed this. I told her I didn't want her to do it, and I wasn't sure I could cope with it if she felt she had to do it..."
"You didn't even try to cope with it," Aubrie interrupted.
"I warned you I probably couldn't. I told you the choice was up to you: our marriage or your career. You didn't even blink. It was your career," Nick said.
"I've only been going out on Friday nights for the last several weeks," Aubrie said.
"And the two times you brought home guys that you fucked in our bed!" Nick quickly followed up.
"Mom! You're a slut! A despicable slut! How could you?" her daughter shrieked.
"Was that really necessary, Nick?" Aubrie yelled at her husband.
"You tell me, babe. Was any of that really necessary?" he replied.
Aubrie looked at the angry faces of her children and didn't answer.
Aubrie's attorney tried to get the judge in her case to agree to marriage counseling. That was denied when the judge asked Aubrie if she was going to stop having sex with other partners.
"Well... when I've finished my research..." she started.
"Not good enough," the judge replied, denying the counseling.
Although Nick was willing to accept less than half of the marital assets, his attorney convinced him that on behalf of all divorced men, he needed to take his fair share, which amounted to almost $8 million. Aubrie almost had apoplexy when the judge ruled on the assets.
"You're stealing my money, you bastard!" she screamed at him upon the announcement, causing the judge to hit her with contempt of court charges.
"Once upon a time, our marriage meant more than money," Nick said quietly to his attorney. "I guess she no longer gets it. I know she did at one time."
Aubrie never slowed down with her newfound sexual adventures, continuing them while the divorce was pending and after it was official, although perhaps with less discretion than while Nick was still in the house with her. Her adventures included multiple threesomes, a few older gentleman types, several gangbangs, another woman and she even took the virginities of two barely-legal college freshmen. She particularly enjoyed sex with younger men due to their ability to go several times in a night.
She called upon Todd Monick occasionally as well, particularly enjoying the young man's forceful nature with her. While others tried it with her from time to time, only Todd was able to find that certain button that turned her into a raging sex monster. Almost every evening out with Todd included some type of risky and risqué sex, among which were more outings in the dark end of parking lots, blowjobs in the man's car, his inserting fingers inside her dripping pussy in a crowded elevator and the two of them having sex in a stall in a men's room.
"That kid turns me inside out," she told her friend Mimi while the two were having coffee one day. "The minute he puts his hands on me, I can't say no to him, even when he wants to go outside the box. He makes me feel like I'm a 22-year-old hottie... but I certainly don't want to have to explain to my kids why their mom got arrested for public indecency."
"But hasn't he been great for Skye Avalon," her friend said.
Both women laughed heartily.
With Nick out of the picture, Aubrie had no reason to hold back sexually. By day, Skye Avalon was churning out pages of copy. By night, Aubrie and her paramours were providing Skye with plenty of fodder for those pages.
Nick no longer followed Skye Avalon's career nor read her books. She was his past. His future included his house in town and a nice beach house on a lake in northern Indiana, about 90 minutes away. He had a nice bank account, was still a nice guy and, thanks to now being single and able to spend more time at the gym, probably the most fit he had ever been in his life.
Aubrie's sexual adventures continued hot and heavy until she started menopause at about 53. She suddenly had little interest in the debauchery of recent years and longed for the closeness and companionship that she had in her marriage to Nick. She still enjoyed sex, especially after her menopause ended, but she now longed for evenings out that were more than obvious preludes to sex, as well as talking and cuddling after the act, more along the lines of what she and Nick once had. Maybe it was time to settle down and find someone with whom to grow old.
Nick's friends tried to get him back in the dating scene right after his divorce was final, but he was resistant due to his trust issues. He soon realized, though, that dating didn't mean he had to look for Aubrie's replacement in his life; he could take a page from his ex-wife's book and just look for her replacement between the sheets.
A fit, handsome, intelligent 49-year-old single man without major issues was somewhat of a unicorn in the world of single women older than 40. Nick didn't lack for female companionship and even had a couple of relationships that lasted for several months. He just never found the right woman to marry again.
******
"It's always so good to have the family back together. I can't thank you enough for smoothing things over with the kids several years ago," Aubrie said while she and Nick settled back into the chaises again to sip their drinks on the patio near her in-ground pool.
"They were mad at you because of me... sort of. They took my side, which to some extent was at least gratifying, since you were the one cheating," Nick said.
Aubrie's lips were pursed together and a backlog of thunderbolts was building in her eyes.
"Yeah, I know you still don't think you were cheating, and that I should have given you some time for your precious 'research.' But the Aubrie I married understood the importance of keeping wedding vows. Lord, I miss that woman every day," Nick said.
"She's right here, Nick," Aubrie answered. "The train may have left the track for a spell, but it's found its way back."
Nick sighed, took a big sip on his Margarita and looked his ex directly in her eyes.
"Self-deception is the worst kind of deceit, babe. I told you not to do it, told you I probably couldn't accept it even after you forced it on me. Sometimes... the words 'I'm sorry' aren't enough to overcome the deeds. Words are easy, but it's deeds that count.
"Am I just supposed to conveniently ignore the men you slept with while we were married and then while the divorce was being finalized, and the dozens you had sex with after we were divorced, not to mention the little bout of VD? Nobody has that amount of forgiveness in them. Nobody."
Aubrie looked shell-shocked. How did Nick know so much about her life after the divorce? How did he find out about her getting VD? As her mind raced, she had to admit to herself that her arrogance might have won out over good sense.
"Aubrie, have you ever actually read one of your books, from start to finish?" Nick asked.
Aubrie could tell by the look on Nick's face that this wasn't a trick question, or a joke of some kind. He could tell that the wheels inside her head were spinning without traction.
"I write the books myself, without ghostwriters. Of course I know what's in them," she finally answered.
"That's not what I asked you," Nick rejoined. "After the books are published, do you ever just sit down and read them all the way through, like someone who has bought one would do?"
"I did the first couple, but not all the way through, start to finish, since then. Why would I?"
"You know sometimes your editor has you re-do some sections, because they're just not right, but you didn't see it when you wrote it? It's like that, I think, when you don't read your own stuff all the way through. I think you miss some things."
"Okay, smart guy, what have I missed?" she asked defiantly, her eyes boring into his.
"Somewhere along the way, you drifted away from reality. You became Skye Avalon. Your world became all about sex and lust. The Aubrie Lance I knew and loved disappeared a long time ago," Nick said.
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I was kneeling on one knee holding a ring in front of an empty chair at a crowded restaurant.
The normal buzz of conversation had ceased in the area around me almost as if all sound had been sucked out of the room.
Every eye in the place around my table was on me, most displaying abject pity, with several people's jaws wide open in shock.
"Well, that didn't exactly go as planned," I said quietly to no one in particular as I rose to my feet, put the ring back in my pocket and then sat back down in my seat opposite the empty chair.
"Uh, could I have another, a double please," I added as I held up my empty glass of Woodford Reserve.
I could feel every eye in my section of the restaurant upon me. My field of vision had shrunk to a small window.
I suppose things could have been worse. The restaurant could have gotten sucked into a giant sinkhole... or another dimension.
"Here's your Woodford, sir," a disembodied voice said as a glass of bourbon over ice showed up magically on my table.
"Th-thank you," I mumbled as sound suddenly restarted in our area.
I lifted the glass of bourbon and took a big sip, comforted by the smooth burn of the liquid as it reached my stomach. Smooooth, with three or four of the letter "o" in the middle. I guess the day wasn't going to be a total loss.
I put the bourbon down and picked up the remainder of my steak sandwich. I looked across the table to the half-eaten Cobb salad sitting in front of the now empty seat. I took a wild guess that the most-recent occupant of that seat wasn't coming back to finish her meal.
The disembodied voice was back, telling me that a new drink it had put down on my table was courtesy of the two businessmen who were sitting somewhere to my right. I turned my head in that direction and nodded blankly, not focusing on my benefactors.
"That was pretty cold man. We're sorry," came a voice from the table.
"Thanks. I appreciate that," I responded quietly without looking at them.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. How could a day that was supposed to include a signature moment in my life go so wrong? She was supposed to say yes when I popped the question, maybe burst out in tears; not yell, "Oh no," jump up and run from the restaurant crying.
Somehow, another bourbon showed up at my table. I nodded and raised my hand, trying to indicate a friendly gesture at whoever sent this one over.
How could I have missed the mark so badly? I sipped some more.
******
Traci Proehl appeared to be perfection from the first time I saw her on the campus of The Ohio State University in the fall of my senior year. I was playing Frisbee with several friends in an open grass area when this dark-haired goddess and three other pretty girls walked past on the way to class. It was a warm fall day, and she was wearing a tight white crop top with a low "V" front, and skintight short jean shorts. She was my definition of a walking wet dream.
I had just done a behind-the-back catch and was about to release a throw back to one of the guys when I spotted her. I'm pretty sure I sprained my tongue drooling as I watched her walk past.
"You'd better make sure to wipe off the spit before you throw that thing back," Harry Davidson yelled to me, breaking me from my indecent reverie of the moment.
I heard the girls titter, blushed a bit and fired a laser bolt back right at Harry's smart mouth.
None of the girls in the group was less than an eight on a 10-point scale. While I never lacked for confidence, I knew I was no more than a seven. I was athletic but not heavily muscled at 6-foot, 170 pounds. I was okay looking, I thought, with big brown eyes and a mop of curly shoulder-length dark brown hair that never did the same thing two days in a row.
I know I should have let the four keep walking, but at that point the little brain was doing all the thinking. I trotted over to the group, introduced myself--Jake Arnett, by the way--and asked for a date with the goddess of my dreams.
"How long have you problems communicating with girls, Mr. Arnett?" asked the tall blonde standing next to my goddess.
"Never done this before, but, what the hell, nothing ventured, nothing gained," I said doing my best Mr. Cliché impression.
The goddess blushed deep red. Her big green eyes seemed to get wider. Then the most amazing thing happened. She smiled and said yes. I somehow resisted the urge to jump up and down and do my best touchdown dance.
"You can't be serious, Traci. This yahoo doesn't look he can afford a haircut, let alone a date," commented the short brunette with the pixie cut.
I know I glared at the one who spoke, but held my tongue. I was smart enough to know that you should never insult a member of a girl's inner circle if you expect to get close to said girl.
We set the date for the next Friday.
I was absolutely thrilled to have a date with this goddess, but I was realistic. Once was a miracle that would never be repeated, so I might as well enjoy my time with her. I told her to dress casual. I took her to play miniature golf, then we went go-karting. Our meal was at my favorite soul-food hangout, a place I'd bet she had never been in before, and probably never would have if it weren't for me.
I waited a week before I asked her out a second time, anticipating a rejection... and was shocked, to say the least, when she said yes again.
A second date led to a third, and a few weeks later we were a confirmed couple. We had sex on our sixth date, and I found out that night I was only her second partner. Her first had been her high school sweetheart, who she had been with for six years until he unceremoniously dumped her three months before I came along.
I was her first boyfriend since her ex blew her off and quickly left town with the daughter of a rich man. She told me she was devastated when the boyfriend vanished because they were talking marriage.
She did seem a little skittish with me at first, but by the time we graduated seven months later, I would have said she was completely over him. In fact, we moved in together after we both got jobs in the same city after graduation.
Our new careers were starting off good. Traci was in human resources at a big manufacturing company, and I was in marketing at a pharmaceutical plant with a national footprint.
I thought we were better than good both in and out of bed, so as our second year together approached, I quietly went to a jewelry store and bought an engagement ring. I made a dinner reservation at an upscale restaurant for a Friday evening.
There's an old saying that says if you're going to ask a woman to marry you in a public setting, you had better be sure of her answer. I would have said I was 98 percent sure. Obviously, I was a complete schmuck.
******
By the time I was ready to leave the restaurant... very much alone, humiliated and not engaged, I had consumed a total of six double bourbons, all but the first one sent over to my table by my well-meaning fellow diners who had witnessed Traci's denial of my proposal. I had asked my waiter to call me a cab. I didn't want to add drunk driver to my list of accomplishments for that evening.
Traci wasn't home when I got dropped off at our apartment, more than a little worse for wear. It didn't look like she had gone home after she ran out of the restaurant. I took off my jacket, tie and dress shoes and popped up ESPN on the box, hoping it would be one of those nights where Nicole Briscoe was still trying to prove she was hot by wearing clothing not quite professional. I just wanted to look at some tits and legs while I wallowed in self-pity and tried to puzzle out what was next in my life. I knew a key to that would be talking to Traci, but honestly, at that moment, I just wanted to be left alone.
I got what I wanted as Traci never came home that night, and I fell asleep in my good clothes on the sofa. That was okay, I liked my dry cleaners, and I needed to give them some business.
Because I was drinking my bourbon straight the night before, I woke up Saturday morning without a hangover. Still, the shower felt wonderful, and the coffee helped my soul as well as my brain clarity.
Traci walked into the apartment almost straight-up noon, wearing jeans and a casual top and carrying the clothes she wore at the restaurant in a bag. I was sitting on the end of our sofa in the living room quietly drinking my coffee; the television being turned off. She didn't spot me until she heard me set my coffee mug down on the coaster on the table next to the sofa.
"Oh!" she exclaimed as she jumped back when she heard me. "I didn't think you were home. I didn't see your car in the lot when Marcia brought me home. So I'm assuming you were too drunk to drive home last night. Umm... how's your head feeling this morning?"
"My head's feeling great this morning. I just didn't want to take the chance of a DUI last night," I answered. "My heart, however, feels like it's been run through a shredder.
"What the fuck, woman? I thought we were all that."
Traci walked into the living room like she was walking the plank in a pirate movie. She never once looked into my eyes.
"I... uh... I... suppose I owe you an apology and an explanation," she said as she sat at the far end of the sofa and faced me.
Traci explained about her relationship with Don Fielding and how devastated she was by his betrayal. That made perfect sense to me, until she told me that she still had a thing for him, and if he ever came back into her life, she wanted one final night with him for closure.
"Wait. What?" I gagged. "You still love him and want to fuck him one final time? Is that what I'm hearing?"
"Well... kind of," she rasped. "I doubt he would ever come back into my life, but... yes, I would want... closure. I guess if you would love me enough to give me a hall pass... on the off-chance he would ever come back... that would be the ultimate way to show me your love... then I guess I would agree to marry you."
She still couldn't look me directly in the eyes. I stared at her in shock for... I don't know how long. I finally heard her ragged breathing as we both sat in silence.
"A hall pass on the off-chance he would ever come back... the ultimate way for me to show my love for you," I mumbled.
She finally looked into my eyes, and I realized that she was actually hoping that I would agree to this... insanity.
"I love you more than I can ever tell you, Traci, but I don't hate myself enough to ever put my head in that noose," I growled. "That would be a disaster waiting to happen."
"B-b-but the chances of Don ever coming back are remote" she said. "As much as anything, the hall pass would be your way of committing to me..."
"My way of committing to you would be to take vows of fidelity, the same way your way of committing to me would be to take those same vows. We're not sticking in a... reserve clause on fidelity. No, I won't do that. Do you see a lobotomy scar on my forehead?" I answered.
"But I thought you wanted to marry me!" she cried.
"Apparently not enough to consider throwing away my self-respect," I said. "I'm sorry, babe. Not happening in this lifetime. I'll move out as soon as I can find a place to stay."
"That's it? You're not willing to discuss this further? You don't even want to consider my needs?" she said.
"Needs... or wants? Either way, not happening," I said. "How about my needs... or wants?"
I got up off the sofa, grabbed my phone and left as Traci sat sobbing. It took every fiber of my being not to wrap her in my arms and tell her everything would be all right.
The Uber I called had barely gotten out of the parking lot when she started blowing up my phone with texts and calls, none of which I responded to.
"We thought you'd call last night to tell us how thrilled Traci was," my mother said when she picked up my call.
I had told my parents of my plans a week ago. They were excited for both of us as they really liked Traci.
"Yeah, well the evening didn't exactly go as planned," I said.
My parents were as shocked as I was when I explained the story to them.
"So you're done then with her?" my father asked. "Not going to think about this or give her a chance to change her mind about the hall pass?"
"No, she told me she still has strong feelings for the guy. I won't be marrying someone who still has strong feelings for someone else," I said.
I was hanging out with my best friend, Bryan, and another friend, Scott, at their apartment that night when my phone rang with a call from Traci's parents. Although I had ignored dozens of calls from Traci, I respected her parents too much to ignore their call.
"Jake, we think you should sit down with Traci and work this out," Traci's mother said harshly. "If you love each other, there should be some way you can work this out. You know the chances of her asshole ex coming back into the picture are slim to none."
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Proehl, but I'm not giving her a hall pass, because if it ever comes to pass that he does return and she fu... has sex with him, we're done. Right then. I won't ever share my wife with anyone," I emphasized.
"Foolish pride," she answered. "You won't ever find another woman as beautiful as my daughter. I can't believe you are willing to give her up for a miniscule chance of her having sex with another man."
"So you're telling me she's willing to risk giving me up for a miniscule chance of her having sex with another man? I guess that doesn't say much for me," I said.
Bryan made a call to another friend of his who was seeking a roommate, and before the night was over, I had a new place to call home. I moved in the next day. Traci tried to talk me out of leaving the apartment before it dawned on her that I wasn't just moving out of the apartment, I was also breaking up with her.
"Why do we have to break up, Jake, just because we can't agree to get married right now? I love you. You love me. Maybe down the line you'll change your mind," she said.
"That attitude right there is why we're breaking up, babe. At no time have you ever considered changing your mind," I said.
Traci called me every few days to talk. She actually asked me out several times, but I repeatedly turned her down. I tried to act indifferent to her, but the truth is my spirit was crushed.
Several of us were at a popular bar/dance club on a Saturday night about six months after I broke up with Traci when she and Bryan showed up together and went over to an open table on the other side of the room. The conversation at our table got quiet as the other three guys at the table watched the pair walk in.
"Whoa. That's uncool. Whatever happened to bros before hoes?" Fred Winkler asked.
"Don't worry about it, guys," I responded. "They can both go out with whomever they want. We haven't been together in forever. It's not a problem... unless of course Bryan tries to cross the street in front of my car."
I got some nervous laughter from the other guys. I smiled and shrugged.
I thought about leaving but decided I was not going to run and hide. About 30 minutes later, a nervous-looking Bryan showed up at our table to say hello. We all acknowledged him and were polite, but it was a forced conversation. Nobody mentioned his date for the evening, and he seemed happy enough not to mention her either.
I saw a lot less of Bryan in the following months as he and Traci continued to date. None of the guys talked about him in my presence, which was fine with me. I did catch that Traci had moved in with Bryan about a year after they started dating.
I'll admit to feeling a twinge of jealousy when I found out Bryan and Traci were engaged, but I also wondered if she had hit him with the hall pass thing as she did with me. I would never ask, though, as I didn't want anyone to know that I still cared a bit.
The pair was married a year later. I was invited, but had to send regrets because on the big day I was scheduled to be three states away as part of a motorcycle ride. I had bought myself a used Harley Fatboy and spent a number of weekends on the road with a group of new friends.
Love is like a ninja. It sneaks up and overwhelms you when you are least expecting it. Five years after I broke up with Traci, I got married to an Asian-American munchkin named Lee Mendelstein. Yup, you read that right: Asian-American and Mendelstein in the same sentence. Turns out her father was a Jewish lawyer from Chicago who fell in love with a Korean businesswoman while he was visiting South Korea on business. As you can imagine, she was the lone Asian in her Hebrew school class.
Lee began to work at the same company where I was now an assistant vice president a year after she graduated college. She was 4-10, 100 pounds of athletic, bouncy energy, with long straight black hair that went to her waist. She was also smart and more than a bit of a wise-ass. I liked her right off the bat, and two weeks after we first met, I asked her if she wanted to ride behind me on a short 100-miler with the club. She accepted, and I got the shock of my life when I went to pick her up and she appeared in a tight red T-shirt and even tighter blue jeans and boots, with her hair in a loose braid down her back.
I had completely lost touch with Bryan as the years went by. I knew he and Traci had three children while Lee and I had two, so no one was more surprised than me to see his name come up on my phone when it rang one day about 12 years after he and Traci married. Yeah, I had a pretty good idea why he was calling.
We exchanged forced pleasantries for a couple of minutes. He apologized for not keeping in better touch with me through the years. I took some of the blame for that. Then he spilled the reason for the call.
"This is awkward for me, Jake, and I'm not sure you'll answer me, but I have to ask. Did you break up with Traci because... she was still in love with her first boyfriend?" Bryan asked.
I was wondering if he could feel my smile through his phone. I know I was silent for several long seconds.
"Yes."
More silence.
"Okay, I get it. But we... I... I, I guess, need to talk... to you. I need more than one-word answers," he whined.
More silence as I made up my mind on what I was going to reveal.
"Okay. Here's the deal, Bryan," I started. "I've never told any of my friends before... but since you haven't been a friend in a long time, here it is. I asked her to marry me... and after first telling me that she was still in love with... Don Fielding... she told me she would accept my proposal if I would give her a hall pass... a get out of jail free card so she could fuck Don Fielding one time if he ever came back into her life.
"There was no way on God's green earth I was going to let her fuck another man for whatever reason. We were never going to agree on that, and I wasn't going to live my life knowing that she was holding back a piece of her heart for another man."
"Yeah, she didn't tell me about this Fielding character until I asked her to marry me," Bryan said. "Then she hits me with this hall pass thing, saying that the chances of her ever using it are pretty small, but if I really loved her..."
"And you wanted that pussy so bad you agreed," I finished for him.
"Yeah," he sighed heavily. "Well, guess who showed up in town a couple of weeks ago? I don't know how he found her, or she found him, but after we argued about it for a week, she put her foot down and said she was going to do it because I had agreed to let her do it. And if I tried to divorce her, she would take me for everything she could and ruin me with my kids.
"Lord, I can't believe this is happening to me. I thought I had everything."
He sounded distraught. I felt bad for the guy.
"Why didn't you ever say anything... especially after we started dating?" he asked in a grinding voice. "I thought we were friends."



"Yeah, I thought we were friends, too, and then you started dating my ex. A real friend would have at least talked to me first, and I might have told him what he needed to know," I said.
"Okay, point taken," Bryan said. "But she was gorgeous, and honestly, I wouldn't have listened to anything you would have said. I wanted her, really wanted her."
"And you got her. If you were worried about me trying to claim her back, that was never going to happen... and now you know the reason why.
"So, what are you going to do? You know, you gave her the hall pass. You can't claim she cheated on you. Are you going to suck it up so you can keep the relationship with your kids?" I asked.
"Probably. I love them more than life itself. I would have said that about... Traci up until a couple of weeks ago. I mean, I still love her, to some extent, but it's hard having it rubbed in my face that I'm only number two on her list, and I'll be looking over my shoulder for the other guy to someday come back and take her from me completely," he said.
"In the meantime, I'll just have to live with her one night with her favorite lover haunting me forever."
"You took your chances and you got burned, buddy. Truthfully, part of me wants to jump up and down that it wasn't me who got burned. Part of me, though, still feels bad for you," I said.
"Thanks, I think. Appreciate the talk," Bryan said before disconnecting.
I had to chuckle to myself. There but for the grace of God, go I. Somehow, I lost a goddess but gained... everything. Since the day I met Lee, I always thought myself to be the most fortunate man on the face of the planet. Sometimes, it's nice to get confirmation.
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Rafael Bayne and I were sitting at breakfast in our hotel chatting idly, both of us probably figuring up the healthy commissions we were going to make when Zimantou Inc. executives signed our company's software proposal for $12 million later that Wednesday morning.
We then would fly back from Wichita, Kansas, to Indianapolis, Indiana, then I would drove home to Fort Wayne and be eating another of my wife's great dinners by 6:30 PM.
Not many men had it as good as I did, I thought as I sipped my coffee. I had a beautiful 47-year-old wife who looked 10 years younger and who was an excellent cook, and, of course, a healthy commission check about to come my way.
Life was indeed good, and then my Goddamn cellphone ruined things by ringing.
I looked at the caller ID and did a double-take, which caused Rafael to look up concerned as well. The caller said he was someone with the Ohio State Highway Patrol. I was pretty sure I didn't know anybody in Ohio.
"Les Kendall here," I answered as I would any other business call. "How may I help you?"
I heard an intake of breath, then a hesitant, young-sounding voice came on the line.
"Uhh... Mr. Kendall... this is Sgt. Michael Derwitz with the Ohio State Highway Patrol. Your wife, Emily, has been in a serious auto accident and was taken to the University of Toledo Medical Center..."
The voice talked for about a minute longer after he told me my wife was in the hospital, but I honestly only heard, "wah, wah, wah." The only thing that mattered now was getting to Toledo.
"What's wrong, Les? Anything I can do to help, just ask," Rafael quickly communicated.
"Emmy's been in a car accident near Toledo. You have to finish the paperwork on this deal and I have to get to my wife. Got it?" I said rapid-fire.
"I'm on it. You go and see to Emmy. I'll let the office know what's happened. Good luck with everything," he responded.
I literally ran back up to my room, gathered my suitcase and stuff and called the airline to change my flight back to Indianapolis. Wichita is not exactly a major hub, so there aren't a lot of flights from there to anywhere, but I was able to get on a 9:45 back to Indy. Fort Wayne has its very own airport, but Wichita to there wasn't happening.
I knew it would take me about nine hours to get to Toledo, so I called my in-laws from the car first and told them what was happening. They lived in Pittsburgh and could be in Toledo in about four hours. I then called our son at the University of Georgia and our daughter at the University of Colorado and told them what I knew, which wasn't much. It was my son who was the first to wonder what his mother was doing outside of Toledo in the early morning hours when she had to teach in Fort Wayne that day.
"Not a clue in the world, Jake. Not a clue in the world. I guess I'll find out when I get to the hospital," I told him. "Mom's parents are heading there now. I suppose they'll call me when they find out."
I pulled off the highway about halfway through my trip and called the hospital. First, I endured the switchboard bingo, then I got the runaround from the emergency department. I hung up and called my father-in-law.
"What's going on, Dad? I'm not getting answers from the damned staff there when I call," I said.
"It's not good, Les. She's in a world of hurt," he said. "Apparently a semi moved over on top of her. Crunched her pretty good. There's a lot of people scrambling around. The only thing we've been told is that she's hanging in there."
I was probably an hour away from the hospital when my father-in-law called back, sobbing. He was mostly incoherent, but I figured out he was telling me Emily was gone. I pulled the car over to the shoulder of the road, turned off the engine and exploded into tears. My wife of 24 years, my best friend and my soul mate, was gone.
I must have cried for 15 minutes before I was able to get a grip on myself and pulled back onto the highway, although at a much slower speed. I called both kids and gave them the bad news. They took it about as badly as I did.
My in-laws and I hugged it out in the room with Emily's dead body when I got to the hospital. She looked horrible. The doctor came by and told me she died of massive internal injuries, although she also endured many broken bones, cuts and scrapes.
A state trooper found us after some time and gave us the details of the accident report. The accident happened at approximately 5:45. Emmy was heading west toward Fort Wayne on US 24.
Admittedly, my brain was in a fog, but prompted by what my son had asked, I was more than a little confused as to why my wife would be outside of Toledo at 5:45 when she had to be in Fort Wayne to teach at 8. The trooper had no clue either when I asked that question aloud. I noticed both in-laws looked surprised as well, although my father-in-law's surprise seemed much more intense.
My in-laws followed me back to my house in Fort Wayne and the kids flew in. We took turns calling various friends and relatives with our sad news. The funeral was set for five days later. I think combined we all shed enough tears to help fill the three rivers in the Fort Wayne area.
The kids and in-laws left two days after the funeral. My parents stuck around one more day. Then I wandered around the house like a zombie for two days before I decided to start living again.
God, she was a beautiful woman. I remembered looking into those big brown eyes for the last time Monday morning when we kissed each other good-bye before I left for the airport and she left for school. I usually travelled once a month, and one of us always called the other every night I was gone. She told me that Tuesday night that our house always felt so empty when she was home alone. Now it was my turn to be home alone... every night.
I sipped my shot of Angel's Envy rye as I sat remembering our last conversation. Then Jake's voice in my head interrupted my reverie. If Emmy was home alone Tuesday evening at 9 when I called, why was she outside of Toledo Wednesday morning when she was involved in the accident?
The police had used the driver's license in Emmy's purse to track me down on the day of the accident. They returned both the purse and her cellphone to me, but I hadn't touched either of them in the weeks following. They were both sitting on a counter in the kitchen where I had put them when I got home after the accident. I honestly had never looked through my wife's phone before, because I totally trusted her and would never consider invading her privacy.
After charging her dead phone, I was surprised when I tried to open it and it was password-protected. I hadn't used her phone in some time, since I have my own, but the last I knew, it didn't have a password. Not that it was that difficult for me to figure out, since I am somewhat of a computer geek, and I knew all of her important dates and events.
Perusing the text messages, somebody named Simi—who names their kid Simi, anyway—Valentine had almost as many recent texts as her best friend, Rita Hawthorne. So he was the first one at whose texts I looked. I didn't have to go any farther.
The two had been texting each other several times almost every day for months, maybe longer, I stopped going back after a while. The only gaps in the texting seemed to be when I was away from home. The messages of the texts were both flirty and sexy... boyfriend and girlfriend at least, lovers at worst. I was both sick to my stomach and outraged as I read more. There was no doubt in my mind that Emmy was engaged in a torrid affair with this guy. Goddamn, I never saw the signs. Was I that clueless or too trusting? I guess at this point, did it really matter anymore?
Once done with her phone, I turned to her purse, gently dumping the contents on the counter. The only thing of interest I found was her keychain. It contained a fob for her car, her house key and a key that said "Covington Arms 265" on it. I had no idea what Covington Arms was, so I went to my good buddy, Google, and found out that it was an upscale apartment complex in Toledo. Shit, she had a key to another man's apartment? I saw nothing good coming from that.
The next day I worked until noon, then took the rest of the day off and drove to Toledo, arriving there mid-afternoon. I walked into the lobby of the Covington Arms like I owned the place and rode the elevator to the second floor. Assuming that the apartment owner would be working at that time, I used the key and walked in... and knew immediately that Simi Valentine and my late wife were more than lovers.
At a quick glance I saw several Thomas Kinkade collectibles throughout the entryway and into the living room and knew they were bought for or by Emily. Our house has more than a few of those trinkets as well.
I sauntered through the apartment checking things out. I could tell it was a man's place, but that a woman had been spending time there. I noticed several women's toiletries in the bathroom, but the biggest giveaway was when I checked in the closets and drawers in the master bedroom and found more than a few clothing items of Emmy's. Even though by this point I knew what I would find, I was still gutted by seeing everything.
I went to Simi's refrigerator and found several Coronas, along with an uncut lime, which I quickly cut into usable pieces. I then sat back waiting for the man of the manse to return.
He walked in the door about 4:20 and almost shit himself when he saw me sitting on his sofa. Recognition then flashed on his face, quickly followed by concern.
"Shit. Something's wrong, isn't it? I knew it. She hasn't responded to a single text or call in the last two weeks," Simi said, not bothering to introduce himself or waiting for me to say anything.
I was shocked that he seemed to know who I was and didn't seem to fear that I would stomp him. Maybe because of that, I figured I would start out by giving him the benefit of the doubt.
"She hasn't texted or called because she's dead. She died in a car wreck two weeks ago... driving home from here," I snarled.
His face turned a deathly white before he let out a howl like a wounded animal. He crumpled to the floor and burst into heartfelt tears.
I was stunned into silence by what seemed like genuine grief. He carried on as if there wasn't a strange man sitting on his sofa drinking a beer. He wailed for five minutes before I heard his crying letting up.
"Hey, dude, you want a beer... got lime cut up," I volunteered.
He looked at me as if I had two heads.
"I know it hurts, man. I've had two weeks to get used to it," I said.
I got both of us a beer and handed him one. He just kept looking at me, waiting for an explanation. I took a pull on my beer, then gave him that explanation. He listened attentively with tears rolling down his cheeks.
"I didn't know," he rasped. "I'm so, so sorry, Les."
My name rolled so easily off his tongue it was almost as if he knew me personally. He could see my surprise... and discomfort.
"Of course I know who you are, Les. Emily talked about you all the time. Called you the love of her life," Simi said.
"But why you then?" I practically whispered. "If I was the love of her life, why did she need another man?"
He smiled self-consciously, I thought. He looked down at the carpet, then back up at me.
"She didn't need another man," he said. "She was my angel. She helped put me back together after my wife died from cancer five years ago. I'm a teacher as well, and we met at one of those teacher seminar things. My wife had died a few months earlier. Emily was so easy to talk to. She brought me back.
"We kept in contact after the seminar, and when she told me that you gave her permission to be with me occasionally, I was just stunned at your graciousness. We always tried to be discreet, so she would usually come here, usually when you went out of town. But it was more than just sex. We had a great connection. She called me her second husband. She always said you were the love of her life, but I was a pretty good understudy. I was happy to even be considered that."
I was gobsmacked. I never gave her permission for anything like she did.
"I never... NEVER gave her permission to become your part-time wife!" I practically yelled. "I would never give her permission to do that. She lied to you big-time."
"Oh fuck," Simi said quietly. "I even asked her again to make sure after she told me that. She confirmed it for me. I just thought..."
"You just thought I was one of those guys who liked for his wife to fuck other men?" I asked with vitriol in my voice.
"No. No. No," he rejoined quickly. "I just thought you were one of those super-confident guys that didn't mind his wife getting a little extra."
"That's definitely not me," I said forcefully.
"I'm sorry, man. Really," he said. "I believed her totally. I wouldn't have... done her if she didn't tell me that."
"So you and she had been doing it for the last four years... at least two days a month, sometimes more, I'm guessing," I said.
"Yeah... and... for the whole five days of the education seminar every July," he said. "We each had our own room, but we only used one of the rooms the whole week. That was probably the only time we weren't real discreet. There were usually one or two teachers from her school who knew what we were up to."
"But nobody ever ratted her out to me. I wonder if she told them, too, that she had my permission," I said.
He shrugged sheepishly.
"By the way, how old are you?" I asked.
"Thirty-one," he answered.
"Fuck," I said.
Despite being 16 years older than the kid, I had no doubt in my mind I could have cleaned his clock because I was bigger, stronger and meaner. I truly believed, however, that he was telling me the truth about Emmy telling him I had given her permission to have sex with him. Regardless of how much I wanted to get revenge against Simi, I knew it wasn't the right thing to do. This was mostly on my late wife.
"Explain to me how her visits usually worked. I need to know why Emmy was on the road so early," I said.
Simi explained to me that my wife usually left Fort Wayne immediately after her school day was over on the first day of my trips. She would then spend the night but get up an extra hour early to cover the extra driving distance so she could get to her school on time, then leave again for Toledo at the end of the school day. She would repeat the procedure on the second day and leave again for her school on the third day, returning to our home from school that afternoon so she was home several hours ahead of my return.
"Seems like a hell of a lot of driving for a bit of extra," I mumbled out loud, more to myself than him.
"I wasn't a bit of extra," he said defensively. "She said she loved me. We loved each other. I was willing to be her second man."
"It was much easier during the summer," he added. "Since we were both off, she headed over here as soon as you left for a trip, and then she stayed overnight until the day you were scheduled to be back. And then the last two years, you let her have a couple of five-day breaks with me in the summer. I always thought that was above and beyond what a loving husband would do for his wife."
At first I was puzzled by those five-day breaks to which he referred. Then I remembered Emmy and a couple of friends had gone to Mackinac Island in Michigan for five days both this past summer and the one before. At least that's what she told me. The hamster on the wheel that was my brain was running for everything he was worth at that point. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. She even took time from me when I was home to fuck her lover. I had no comeback. We both sat in silence.
His eyes unfocused and he started to cry again. I got it. I even felt somewhat bad for the guy. Not his fault he became friends with someone who eventually stole his heart but lied to him almost as much as she lied to me.
We sat in silence for another few minutes as we finished our beers. Maybe in another time and place we could have been friends.
"Do you want to take her stuff home with you?" Simi asked. "The only thing I want to keep is this photo of us. I'm pretty sure you don't want that."
I had overlooked the photo earlier when I was wandering around his apartment. It was a photo of them with Simi holding her from behind, his arms wrapped around her protectively. The two were smiling brightly looking at whoever took the photo. They looked to be every bit the lovers they were. My heart sunk even lower than it already was.
"That's a great photo, Simi. You can keep that and everything of hers that's here. I don't want a thing," I said, trying to keep the anger out of my voice.
I got up and walked out of the apartment without even giving him a proper good-bye.
The ride back to my house felt like it took forever. Anger... no, rage, was rapidly replacing my grief. Emmy had lied to me and cheated on me for four years. She had abused my trust in her and had disrespected me in a most heinous way... and worst of all, I had no way of getting closure from her... the fucking bitch!
About halfway home my focus shifted to what I would tell my kids, our parents and the rest of the families. My plate was filled with pain, and trust me, I really needed to share. Why should I be the only one to eat this meal?
I've been told that one of my better qualities is my analytical nature. I've never really been prone to going off half-cocked, especially under fire. Some people have criticized me for this trait, taking my calm under pressure for a lack of passion.
In particular, I weighed the advantages and disadvantages of telling my children... that their mother was a lying slut. I know both kids loved Emmy to the moon and back, but I now know she didn't deserve all that love. By lying and cheating on me, she would have caused the break-up of our family, which now wouldn't happen because she was dead. Dead because she was driving to Fort Wayne fresh from her lover's apartment in Toledo, when she should have been in our home getting ready for her day. She didn't cause the accident, but she shouldn't have even been there... if she hadn't been cheating on me!
Telling the kids would probably break their hearts and shatter their worlds, but by not telling them, I was in effect covering up for her duplicity and eating more pain. Why should that all fall on me?
Yet being a parent—a good parent—in my mind means protecting your children from as much pain as possible. When all was said and done, I knew I would take Emmy's betrayal of me to my grave rather than tell my children. Them finding out on their own would hurt, but it wouldn't have the same sting if I came out and told them: you know, blame the messenger kind of thing. I was pretty sure Jake already had an inkling that his mother was literally in the wrong place at the wrong time, because of the wrong reason.
The more I thought about that, though, the madder I got. Because she died in a freak accident, she gets to keep the kids' total love and devotion. If she hadn't died, would her cheating have come to light... and then what would have been the kids' reactions. I guess we'll never know, so I would do right by my kids.
My thoughts on the parents, however, weren't anywhere near as charitable. I figured with both sets I could share my pain—unfiltered—and they were going to have to swear never to let the kids know anything.
I invited both sets of parents to a nice dinner at a favorite restaurant the night before my kids were scheduled to come home for Christmas break. I figured my parents would have an easier time with my news but would be there to help Emmy's parents get through what I'm sure would be traumatic at best. I loved Ralph and Phyllis almost as much as my own parents, but I had to offload some of my pain so I could maybe heal and move forward with the rest of my life.



I had loved Emily with everything I had for 24 years. Then in the span of two weeks, I first had to endure her shocking death, then learn of her stunning infidelity for the last four years of our marriage. I went from the high of a practically perfect marriage with a practically perfect wife to the low of finding out my now late wife was a lying, cheating slut and my marriage the last four years was a sham.
By this point I had spent several months beating myself up for not seeing Emmy's cheating, and any role I might have had in pushing her to cheat on me. Obviously, I had done something to make her go to another man's bed. Did I not satisfy her? Was my dick not big enough? I know what Simi had told me her reason was, but I'm just your average man... and being cuckolded after 20 years of marriage hurt like a bitch.
From what Simi said, Emily told almost no one about her cheating. A friend or two had discovered her and Simi at the seminar, and I'm guessing the two friends she used as cover on the shopping trips probably knew, but it seemed like my late wife was smart enough to remember the old adage about keeping secrets: tell no one, but if you have to, tell as few as possible.
Our house was always a holiday focal point when Emily was alive. We've got five bedrooms, a big kitchen and both the living room and family rooms were also sizable. That meant we usually had several people stay with us for several days, and several more family members were in and out for the holiday. Emily, who as a teacher always had a long Christmas break, was a marvelous hostess and a great cook, and she flew around the house like an oversized Christmas elf.
The four parents and I had reservations at a high-end Italian restaurant for the first night of our family gathering. The five of us were enjoying antipastos and wine for the first course when I clinked my knife on my wine glass to get the attention of everyone at our table.
"How many of you knew that Emily had been having an affair for the last four years of her life?" I asked boldly and clearly.
My mother dropping her fork on her plate was the only auditory response I got immediately. My parents and Emmy's father all looked horrified while Emmy's mother just looked blank. The others missed it, but I didn't. I knew I needed to have a private chat with my mother-in-law when we got back to my house.
I gave both sets of parents a pretty detailed account about Emily's affair as far as I knew. My father-in-law, Ralph, did his best to be stoic in public, but I could see tears running down his cheeks. Emily was a daddy's girl, and I knew this had to be hurting him almost as much as it hurt me when I found out. I needed that outlet, but I honestly wasn't very proud of myself when I was done with my story.
The drive back to the house in my Escalade was made in near-silence. One of the few things said was when I warned everybody in the car not to mention a thing about Emmy's affair to any other family members—my children in particular. They didn't need to ever know, I said, but if they were eventually to find out, I didn't want it to be done on the first Christmas without their mother. They deserved that, at least, and the others agreed with me.
Looking extremely frazzled, Ralph and my parents all went upstairs to their respective bedrooms as soon as we got home. Before the three went up, my mother-in-law told her husband she was going to sit up with me and have a glass of wine. When the others went up, I poured a glass of cabernet for my mother-in-law and a shot of Glenmorangie 12-year-old Scotch for myself and the two of us headed to the living room.
Phyllis Rogalski was still a handsome woman in her late 60s, and because of that I always felt confident that Emily would hold her looks for a long time. Right then, though, Phyllis's face had taken on a deathly pallor as she sat next to me on the sofa, for all intents and purposes studying the pattern of the living room carpet.
"You knew, Mom? Really?" I choked out barely above a whisper. "How could you let this happen? How could you not say something? How could you not tell me?"
Phyllis swallowed a sip of wine and sighed heavily. She turned her body toward me, but couldn't look me in the eyes. She started to tremble and tears fell down her cheeks.
"Fr-fr-from what Emmy said, he was a really nice young man who was in such sad shape after his wife died from cancer. They met about a year after she died at one of those education conferences and they hit it off instantly. She said she felt so good about being able to get him to finally talk about it," my mother-in-law started.
"Emmy went to his house several times when you were on the road and they would just talk for hours before one day she finally kissed him. It wasn't much longer before they... got physical. She said she loved him... not as much as she loved you, Les, but she had real feelings for him."
"And you did what, Mom? Just sat there? Encouraged her? Reminded her she was a married woman, the mother of your grandchildren?" I hissed.
"I... I guess... I encouraged her, okay. He was a good-looking young guy, and the kids were both gone to school, and with you gone on your little trips, why shouldn't she get a... little on the side. Don't tell me you never cheated on her on any of those sales trips..." she said.
"Never! I never broke my vows... ever! How could you even think that?" I rasped.
"I'm sorry, Les. I guess in my mind I was rationalizing the unthinkable, giving her an out. I was so wrong," she said in between sniffles.
"Think about this, Phyllis," I continued. "Maybe if you hadn't encouraged her, she wouldn't have been on that road at all and would still be alive. Just maybe, you might have played a part in her death."
I could see the wheels spinning in my mother-in-law's brain. If it was possible, she looked even more stricken than she did a few minutes earlier.
We sat in silence for several minutes. She finally looked directly into my eyes.
"I'm so sorry, Les, for any role I might have had in getting my daughter killed... and for her cheating on you. You didn't deserve her betrayal, nor mine either. Thank you for not saying anything at the restaurant in front of Ralph. I knew you figured it out then. He'd never forgive me and... I guess I wouldn't blame him.
"I probably need to apologize to your parents, too, sometime in the next few days when I can get them alone."
She stood up, took her glass to the kitchen and went upstairs, leaving me alone with my thoughts.
My kids got in the next day, and our first Christmas without Emmy went pretty well overall. I had a lot of Christmas-type food and snacks catered in, and for the holiday meal virtually every woman relative and several of the males made some type of dish. Emmy's name was brought up constantly and various great memories were shared. I caught both my parents and Emmy's casting glances my way occasionally.
I was both surprised and relieved that my son never revisited why my wife was on the highway near Toledo when she died.
Emily's parents usually stayed with us until New Year's Day, but for some reason they left for their home a couple of days early that year. I was surprised when Ralph gave me the news, until I saw the black eye my mother-in-law was sporting. She claimed to have fallen down the night before after drinking too much wine in the kitchen with my mother.
I wished him a safe trip home and just nodded at her. That was about the most I acknowledged her since she made her confession to me.
My parents walked into the living room a couple of hours later, both with big smiles on their faces. My mom was holding an ice pack on her right hand.
"Never fuck with a mad mom," Dad said as he wrapped Mom in a big hug. "You know your mother always has your back. She popped that stupid bitch a good one when Phyllis told your mother what she had done."
"Thank you, Mom. Killer right, from what I saw a couple of hours ago," I said with a chuckle.
I waited until everyone went home after the holidays before I started redecorating my home. I had given the kids their picks of Emmy's possessions. I tried to give her engagement ring to Jake, but he turned me down flat.
"Nope. I wouldn't give any girl I'm going to marry that ring. It's tainted," he said, not explaining himself but assuming I knew what he meant.
Most of Emmy's remaining possessions were given to the Salvation Army, although my daughter wanted her prized Kinkade collection. Things like photos with her and the kids, they each split up. Any photos of just the two of us, the kids left for me, but after they were gone, I chucked them into the garbage, including the big wedding photo of the two of us that always hung in our bedroom.
Both kids noticed the disappearance of Emily's presence from my home when they came to visit. I had even replaced several pieces of furniture throughout the year.
Jake had graduated and gotten a job on the East Coast, so he stopped home to gather what he wanted from his room. He was home for three days before leaving to begin his career.
On his last night home, he finally addressed the elephant in the room. For most of his visit, we barely mentioned Emily, and I could see he was trying to tiptoe around me a bit. We had eaten dinner and were both enjoying a beer afterward.
"She cheated on you Dad, didn't she?" Jake asked quietly. "She was coming home from her lover's place when the accident happened, right? That was the only reason she could have been on the road there and at that time."
I looked over and saw remorse in his face. I chuckled, knowing that I had never seen that emotion from his mother in all the time she cheated on me.
"Yeah, Jake. For the last four years apparently," I answered just as quietly as he asked. She was driving to school from her lover's place when she got run over by the semi."
"Did you know, Dad, I mean before the accident?" he queried.
"Not a clue, Jake. You were the one who got me thinking, though, when you first asked why she was where she was when the accident happened. Once I got over my initial shock, I began to wonder the same thing. I knew when I checked her phone, but decided to do some investigating on my own when I found a strange key on her key ring in her purse.
"It turned out to be for her lover's apartment. I took an afternoon off and went over. She had clothes there, toiletries, even some of those fucking Kinkade pieces, can you believe it?"
I saw his mouth drop open in shock.
"You actually went into this guy's place? You could have been arrested," Jake said.
"Maybe, but I had a key that was obviously given to your mother, so...
"But the worst came when he finally showed up. He greeted me like a personal friend... long story short, he thought that I was fully aware of your mother's... activities. Said she told him I had given her permission... and he thanked me. His wife had died a couple of years earlier, and your mother had 'saved' him, he said."
"You believed him, then?" Jake asked.
"Oh yeah. He gave me every answer, too. Nothing to hide, even when I told him your mother lied to him. He sort of apologized at that point, but noted he believed her completely when she told him I had agreed to it. I considered kicking his ass just for the hell of it, but honestly, I'd put this mostly on your mother. I never would have thought her capable of it," I said.
"So... you're real pissed at her... still," he said more than asked. "Her being gone doesn't factor into how you feel... even though you were married for all those years."
He looked at me hopefully. I just shook my head.
"If she hadn't died and I had found out, I would have divorced her ass in a heartbeat, plain and simple. She cheated on me for four of our 24 years together. Dying doesn't earn her a free pass in my heart," I asserted.
"Unfortunately, I get it, Dad," Jake said.
Marley came home after her junior year and was busy trying to enjoy her last summer before she started a professional career after her senior year. She had gotten an internship in the public relations department at a local firm. If she noticed that her mother's presence in the house was almost nil, she didn't say.
I had gotten a seven-figure settlement from the company whose truck rolled over Emily, and along with the life insurance proceeds I would be able to retire in a much better style than what I had originally planned on, but at 48 I figured I had at least a decade before I called it quits. The only thing was I had no one with whom to share my life... nor the desire to seek that person. Getting burned off as badly as I did by Emily left me very wary of women in general.
I'll admit that being alone in my house after Marley went back to college for her senior year got old after a bit. I didn't go out much at first, as much as anything because I didn't have a clue how to do it... date that is. Emmy and I had been married for 24 years and together for 26, which means the last time I went out on a date people were debating about whether or not a blowjob was considered a real sex act.
While I was trying to figure out what to do about dating, serendipity in the person of Sylvie Helman came calling—literally. Sylvie was one of Emily's best friends from the school where she taught, so I didn't think too much about it when she called me one evening about six months after Emily died. I figured it was one of those 'thinking of you' calls, because we had met several times through the years at school events.
I could tell Sylvie was uncomfortable when we exchanged simple pleasantries, but she recovered nicely a minute later when she told me she was calling to ask me out on a date. I was surprised and flattered. Sylvie was about the same age as me and was still an attractive woman with curves, shoulder-length auburn hair and green eyes. She had been divorced about 10 years ago from a cheating husband.
"Emily always bragged about what a great husband you were... and... I guess I don't want to see a good man go to waste. I mean... if you're ready to date," she said softly.
A first date led to a second and then a third. The third was significant because she invited me into her home at the end of the night, and we both knew sex was on the table, so to speak.
I didn't have to point out to Sylvie that it had been close to a quarter-century since I had had sex with anyone but Emily. She started out the aggressor, but in deference to me, I think, she took everything slow and easy...
Fifteen minutes in I had brought Sylvie off about a half-dozen times with my fingers before sliding down her body and introducing my tongue to her very wet pussy. She shrieked out an immediate orgasm, which only served to encourage me on. I had always loved it when Emily got loud, and it was no different with this new woman. My tongue probed inside her folds, I sucked on her labia and then flicked her clit, the last move causing her to clamp my head in between her thighs while her body started to buck. Her scream was muffled to me because of how tightly her legs were wrapped around my head.
I had to extricate my face to grab a lungful of oxygen before going back to work. Her bucking and screaming continued on until I needed to rest on her thigh.
Getting my second wind, I gently licked my way from her thigh back to her neck, taking a moment to stop and insert my hard dick into her steaming pussy in two strokes. We took another moment to settle ourselves more comfortably, then I gradually worked my way to a strong rhythm, slowing but not stopping for two final climaxes before I finally blasted noisily inside of her.
I guess I shouldn't have been surprised by how noisy Sylvie was in the bedroom because she was a bit of a chatterbox outside it. After we cuddled silently for a couple of minutes, she reverted back to form, blabbering a blue streak while we laid face to face.
"Oh my God. Oh my God. That was wonderful, wonderful, Les." Sylvie gushed almost stream of consciousness. "You're so much better than Emily said you were. I can't believe she had both you and Simi. What a lucky woman."
I waited until she finally stopped blathering before I kissed her hard. Her eyes were closed and she had a huge smile on her face. She drifted off to sleep soon after, while I laid awake digesting what she had just revealed before I, too, finally drifted off.
We showered together in the morning, and I brought her off twice more under the water. We then went to a local Panera for breakfast. I could tell she was feeling what I call "sex mellow," so I figured the time was right to get her talking again.
"Did Emily really say I wasn't good in bed?" I asked quietly during a break in our conversation.
Sylvie blushed deeply, apparently just remembering what she had told me the previous night after sex. She looked around for a couple of seconds before facing me.
"Yeah, she did," Sylvie practically whispered. "That's why Nancy and I encouraged her to go for it when Simi started chatting her up the first time at the conference. She said that a lot. Said you were a great husband, a great guy, but a lousy lay."
She looked guilty when she glanced over at my eyes, seeing the hurt expression on my face.
"I-I guess we did the wrong thing encouraging her... regardless of whether you were any good in bed."
"Ya think?" I grumbled. "She cheated on me for four years, with you and Nancy encouraging her and covering for her. I know about her supposed 'trips to Mackinac' with you guys."
She blushed deeply again.
"At least I know she was lying about your performance in bed. You're... great in the sack, Les. I would do this again in..."
She stopped mid-sentence when she looked at my face.
"I fucked up big-time, didn't I?" she inquired.
"I would say both you and Nancy," I answered. "You do realize she died on the road coming back from her lover's place. She shouldn't have even been there. Maybe she wouldn't have been there if you and Nancy hadn't been so damn encouraging."
Needless to say, there were no more dates with Sylvie.
I occasionally hung out after work at a quiet Irish pub a few blocks from my house. They had great food and stocked good liquor, the kind you didn't have to add stuff in it to be able to choke it down. Most of the crowd was probably 35 to 50, doing pretty good, but there weren't a lot of single women there. I knew that I had to get out of my comfort zone if I was going to search for women to date.
Several of the women in my office offered to fix me up with friends or relatives. I had turned them down for the first year or so, but I figured it was time to get some help. I walked into the office of our first vice president of sales, Jeri Holmes, who earlier had offered to help me, and sat down in the chair across from her desk.
"Okay, I'll admit I'm pathetic. I need some help trying to meet women," I said to her.
Jeri smiled at me.
"So do you want me to fix you up or give you a list of names and numbers?" she asked as I sat in my chair and fidgeted.
"Where do your single friends go to meet men? How about telling me that?" I asked.
"I can give you several places to go for that," she related.
She gave me a list that included five places. I planned to check them out on the next five Friday nights.
The first Friday night I went to an upscale restaurant/bar featuring a classic rock jukebox. There was a decent amount of women there, but I only talked to two or three during the evening. The second Friday night the establishment was really a bar that also served food and had a small dance floor.
I was sitting at the bar when a group of five women came in and walked over to a booth at the side of the establishment. I waited until the waitress took their orders before I checked them out... and found one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen in the Fort Wayne area.



She couldn't have been more than 25 years old, with long black braids down to her elbows, big brown eyes and the face of angel. She was wearing a peach-colored, low-cut dress that revealed a large chest and came only halfway down her muscular, well-shaped mocha-colored legs.
I know I stared for at least a minute before I was able to tear my eyes away... and discovered a pretty, curvaceous woman of about 45 sitting right next to her. The two looked enough alike that I thought they might be mother and daughter.
As could be figured, a swarm of young guys soon descended on their table, with the incredibly beautiful woman the target of most of the men's eyes. She soon went off to dance with one of the young studs and the crowd dissipated a bit, leaving the other four women sitting in the booth.
Seeing an opening, I walked over to where the pretty 45-year-old sat and asked her if she'd like to dance with a slightly inept but well-meaning middle-aged guy.
"Yes, where is he?" she sassed, before giving me a thousand-watt smile and reaching for my outstretched hand.
I'm pretty sure half of my brain shorted out because I don't remember much of the next 15 minutes. When I came to, she was sitting across from me at a two-top table, her beautiful white teeth smiling in my direction and her left hand in my right.
When the waitress came over and asked what we were drinking, my dance partner looked at me and told her she would have whatever I was drinking, so I ordered two shots of Don Julio tequila over ice.
"You don't strike me as a straight tequila drinker. Are you sure?" I asked.
"Absolutely," she said as the waitress moved off. "What do I strike you as?"
"A beautiful, confident divorced woman who is here to watch out for her incredibly beautiful single niece and her two pretty friends," I answered confidently.
"That was incredibly accurate. Do you also do height and weight?" she said. "By the way, I'm Pastel."
I blatantly looked her up and down, raising my eyebrows and nodding as I did so.
"I would say more mocha, but I never argue with a beautiful woman. I can go with Pastel."
She giggled and smiled. Her voice was lyrical. Her giggle was adorable.
"And you are?" she asked.
"Completely smitten," I answered breezily. "I'm also Les."
"Oh, no. You are definitely more," she retorted quickly. "More of what remains to be seen.
"How did you know I'm divorced?"
"That's easy," I responded. "You're beautiful, not a kid anymore and not wearing a wedding ring. A woman as pretty as you would definitely be married by this time, so you have to be divorced or the biggest bitch on the face of the earth, so I'm guessing divorced. And you look enough like the pretty young lady at your table that you could be her mother, but going out with your mom isn't cool, so you have to be a favorite aunt."
She looked at me askance. She then took a blatant look at my left hand and I could see the wheels turning.
"You're also divorced because you're not wearing a ring either," she assessed. "You seem to have a pretty good shtick going with your guessing thing, so I'm thinking you've been single for a while. And since you're a good-looking white boy, I'm thinking you're a player."
"Wow. I'm not sure if I've been insulted or not, but I'm definitely not a player. You are almost the first woman I've been one-on-one with since my wife died in a car wreck almost two years ago," I said.
She furrowed her brow at my statement.
"I'm sorry about your wife..." she started, but I quickly stopped her.
"Would have been divorced, but a truck rolled over the top of her on one of her trips home from her lover's place," I interjected. "That's sort of how I found out she was cheating on me.
"This is only the second time I've been out on the hunt, so to speak."
I found out she had been divorced 10 years ago from a husband who had cheated on her twice. She forgave him after catching him the first time, but was done when she caught him again five years later. Even after 10 years, she still had trust issues, she admitted. I told her I understood completely.
It turns out, she really was 45, and had a 25-year-old son.
We must have talked for an hour when one of the other women who was at the table with her and her niece came over and said the group was going home. Pastel got up and thanked me for a nice time, then took a pen out of her purse and wrote her number on a napkin for me. I had risen from my seat when she did, so she leaned into me, put her hands against my chest and gave me a soft kiss on my lips. Her lips were sumptuous and pillowy; her perfume was subtle but delicious; her mop of black curls proved a curtain for our faces as we kissed.
"Mmm. Please call soon," she purred softly.
The young woman waiting on her raised her eyebrows in surprise. Pastel took her hand and the two headed toward the door. I stood there mesmerized, feeling like I was 15 again and just gotten my first real kiss from Suzy Barlow.
I threw the rest of my tequila down my throat and headed for the door. Once outside, I dialed her number.
"You like waffles? I know a great Greek breakfast place that does killer waffles," I said. "Then we could do botanical gardens, or putt-putt if you want to get your adorable butt beat."
"You do realize I'm in the car with four young girls, so keep your thoughts about my butt PG, please," she said with a giggle. "Yeah, I'd love to do breakfast with you... and the botanical gardens sound nice, too."
I heard the others laughing and haranguing her while she gave me her address so I could pick her up in the morning. I heard someone ask her if I knew she wasn't a virgin anymore, which caused me to guffaw into the phone.
"He heard that, you bitch," she said to those in the car. "Don't ruin this for me. He seems like a nice guy."
"I am a nice guy. Just ask me," I said, causing her to giggle.
"This is what happens when you try to be nice and chaperone these young kids. No respect," she said to both me and them.
Maybe because I had been with Emmy for so long, dating Pastel was completely new and exciting, like I had been given a second chance to relive my dating youth. She was fun and funny, smart and witty and sensuous and passionate... and we hadn't even had sex after six dates. That was on me... and she called me on it.
We had been making out like horny teenagers on her sofa for quite a while, and I wasn't quite sure if I should make my move. Yeah, I know, lame, but it had been so long for me.
"Umm... Les... stop thinking and start doing. It's time," she said, looking me straight in the eyes.
I smiled sheepishly.
"I'm sorry I haven't been more aggressive, babe. You're probably not going to believe this, but I've only had three sexual partners in my entire life, including my late wife. In fact it's only been one since my late wife," I said quietly.
"Time for number four, hon," she asserted with a beaming smile. "I'm assuming you remember how to undress a woman..."
Fortunately, I still remembered my way around a woman's body without a road map. What I didn't count on, however, was Pastel's strength, which far exceeded Emmy's. When I first tapped her opening with my tongue, she screamed, jumped and then wrapped her thighs tightly around my head. Her jump smashed my top lip into my teeth, but all I could do was moan until I pried her thighs open enough for me to get a breath of air. She then proceeded to ride my face like a pony for a second orgasm before she screamed and jumped again when I slurped on her clitoris like a freeze pop.
Several minutes and two more orgasms later, I slid up her sweaty body and planted my diamond-hard dick inside her squishy, molten pussy. She came again several minutes later, this time about bucking me off her body. When she finished spasming, I planted my knees on the bed and started pounding her hard. Fifteen minutes later she shrieked out a last climax and took me over the top with her. I think I might have pulled a brain muscle or something because everything went black for a second or two while I came.
A minute later Pastel started to leave the bed, ostensibly to clean up, before I grabbed her arm, turned her back to me and gave her a searing kiss with her drying fluids all over my lips and face. I don't think she had ever tasted herself before because she looked surprised, then pleased. I pulled her closer to me and wrapped myself around her.
"We're not done until we snuggle for a while. It's part of my process of connecting," I said.
"I like the way you think, Les."
Pastel liked the way I thought so much that she agreed to marry me a year later.
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I did not see that coming.
And because I didn't, my life as a happily-married man ended after 22 years, five months, six days and who gives a shit how many hours.
All because I wanted to order a fucking pizza, and was too lazy to walk into the kitchen to get my phone off the charger.
Surprisingly, my wife's phone was on the end table at the other end of our sofa. I say surprisingly, because it's a rare time when that thing isn't attached to her hand or stuffed into a pocket. Especially during these last few months, now that I think about it, when she's been leaving the room to text, not to mention to talk.
I heard the shower running upstairs, which I thought was odd for a late Saturday afternoon, but I really didn't give it a second thought when I grabbed her phone to place a carry-out order at our favorite pizza place. We hadn't discussed any plans for the evening, and with nothing already cooking in the kitchen, that usually meant a pizza for me and an order of Pasta Primavera for her. Except when I hit her home button to get into the phone, the damn thing asked me for a password.
I've got to admit, I looked at the phone like it had just cursed at me, and gave it a hard squeeze in retaliation. "Fuck you, iPhone," I thought before I immediately started wondering what the damn password would be. It was only as I was trying to guess that did the more important thought as to why it was locked smack me in the face. We'd had matching iPhones for years, and neither of us had ever locked them before. The last time I'd actually used her phone, maybe eight months ago, was to check on the weather, and it wasn't locked then.
I'm an amateur computer/phone geek, so I took the password request as a challenge. After a minute's thought, I punched in the last four numbers of her Social Security number, knowing that was the combination she had set for our home safe that had all our important papers in it, like our birth certificates and our passports. The phone opened up right away, showing her messages screen. I noticed her best friend, Jan Jefferson, was at the top of the list, meaning that Traci had texted her last before going up into the shower.
I probably shouldn't have peeked at the message tree, knowing it was a violation of her right to privacy, but then again, she was my wife, so I didn't think it was that big of a deal if I just peeked to see what she and Jan had been texting about. Could the price of an expensive pair of shoes really be that private?
Life-changer...
The pain I suddenly felt in my chest would have knocked me over had I been standing up. I started to suck in air like a man who was being suffocated. Things got squirrely; I wasn't sure if I passed out, but when I next felt lucid, I realized I had tears in my eyes and I couldn't focus.
Suffice it to say, I had found out why my wife was in the shower, and that her evening's planned activities with someone named Neville weren't their first go-round.
I read the entire conversation and had started to scroll through to see if there were others when I heard the shower end, so I closed out of the app, locked her phone and put it back exactly where it was when I picked it up. Feeling like somebody had just hit me in the stomach with a baseball bat, I flopped back down onto my end of the sofa, staring into... nothingness.
Sometime later, Traci came downstairs and walked into the family room. She was dressed nicely, but not over the top nice... a good touch, I thought to myself. I was pleased that I didn't jump up and choke the shit out of her. I decided to see where this was going to go.
"Hey, babe, I'm going to meet up with Jan and the girls tonight. You don't have a problem with that, do you?" she asked, innocence practically dripping off her every word.
I watched her carefully as she moved about the room. If she felt any guilt, I certainly couldn't see it. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
"I'm good with that, sweetie. I'll just order a pizza and chill watching the Twins play the Rangers tonight," I answered, keeping my voice as neutral as I could. Two could play the acting game.
"By the way, you look good. I've always liked that blue dress on you. Maybe I should come along to fight off any guy who might get the wrong idea," I said.
She didn't realize I could see her grimace a bit when I said that. I knew the last thing she'd want tonight is my "vanilla" ass tagging along.
"I really do love him, Jan, but he's so... vanilla," she had texted her friend earlier. "Neville is anything but. I get wet just thinking about him."
She grabbed her phone from the end table and headed out the door, probably leaving quickly so I couldn't make good on my threat to go with her. I knew she was meeting Neville at the Red Lion for dinner before they headed back to his apartment for several hours of carnal pleasure. I wasn't serious about tagging along, but this vanilla guy was definitely going to make an appearance before the night was over.
Knowing I had some time to kill, I sat back on my sofa and reminisced about my marriage. Up until a little bit ago, I would have called our marriage just about perfect. I never had a clue that Traci thought I was boring in bed and was unhappy with my performance. I always made sure she was never left wanting, and if her screaming was any indication, I couldn't have been too boring in bed.
I had a lot of questions swirling around in my head, not the least of which was how long this affair had been going on. We had been married for 22 years, and just that fast I knew we weren't going to make the quarter-century mark.
By profession, I was a certified public accountant, and probably by temperament as well. I was analytical and quiet, not given to flights of fancy or anger, which may explain why my wife thinks I'm vanilla. Considering we've been married so long and raised two children, though, she's seen that I can be passionate in both life and in the bedroom. I was confused and hurt, and my anger was starting to heat up like a stone-hearth oven.
I knew my wife and her fucker had 6 PM reservations, so I pulled into the back of the Red Lion parking lot at 7 to watch the door. My game plan was to follow the two to Neville's home, since I had no idea who he was beyond his first name.
I remembered back to the first time I laid eyes on the woman who would become my wife. She was making ice cream sundaes at a Sunday social at my church, and I, along with several other guys, were immediately taken with the curvy brunette with green eyes. I had to wade through several other young guys to get a chance to talk with her that day, but it was well worth the wait. She was smart and well-spoken, in addition to being pretty.
I got her name and number that day, but didn't call her for two weeks. I figured that would give time for all the pretenders to get out of my way.
Our courtship was relatively quick. We dated for eight months before I asked her to marry me. We were married eight months after that. We had our son, Larry, two years after that, with our daughter, Delilah, coming along 18 months later.
Both kids were now in college, which, in hindsight, might have been the beginning of the end for my marriage. I noticed Traci seemed to be pulling away from me slightly, but when I tried to bounce her about it, she told me I was being paranoid. Paranoid, thy name is Daniel.
I was shocked when Traci came out of the restaurant about 7:20 followed closely by a tall, fit young guy who looked to be about 20 years younger than her 47. I really had no expectations as to what her lover would look like, but I certainly wasn't expecting a fucking kid. I suppose he was handsome, although I am hardly a good judge of the male of the species. He had a mop of curly brown hair. He looked to be about 30 pounds and three inches bigger than me. Considering he was fucking my wife, I wondered if his dick was bigger than mine as well.
I watched the two of them kiss before getting into his car and driving off. I followed them a decent distance behind, knowing that the last thing they were expecting was to be followed by me, in my vanilla car, of course.
They pulled up in front of an apartment building after a 15-minute drive and walked into the building, the bastard ushering my wife in with his arm around her waist. A minute later I saw a light go on in a third-floor apartment. Considering I knew that they had done this at least several times, I didn't feel the need to rush up there instantly. I wanted to give them a chance to get started, then put the kibosh to that.
I waited about 15 minutes, my anger rising with each minute, before I went to the apartment door I assumed was Neville's. That was confirmed by my wife shrieking out a loud orgasm, then crying out for more. What the fuck? I'm in the hallway hearing her screaming, when at home she acts like she's in a fucking church.
"Fuck me harder, Nev. Fuck me harder," she yelled.
My incessant banging on the door finally got a result as Neville, wrapped in a robe, answered the door looking none too happy. That made two of us and I hauled off and hit the big bastard square in the nose, staggering him backwards and causing blood to explode from his face, before my second shot hit him square in the chest, knocking him on his butt.
I stomped into the apartment past the prone bastard and headed toward where I figured the bedroom was, finding my apparently-naked wife cowering under the sheets. She had heard the quick altercation, but didn't know exactly what had happened and who it was at the door, so when I appeared in the bedroom doorway her eyes got as big as an owl's. Her mouth opened, but nothing came out.
"Don't come home. You don't live with me any longer," I yelled, spittle flying out of my mouth. "Call me in a few days and I'll let you come by and get your stuff."
She finally found her voice and answered back as I turned to leave.
"No. No. Wait. It's not..." she started, but then suddenly stopped. "I guess it is... But we need to talk."
"Truer words were never spoken, slut, but this is neither the time nor the place."
Lover-boy was stretched out on the floor moaning into his hands when I was about to walk past him. Still running on 100 percent adrenalin, I slammed my foot down on his unprotected mid-section, hearing what I assumed were ribs breaking. I walked through the door of his apartment without pulling it closed behind me, got into my car and drove home.
I suppose having rage and surprise on my side worked out well for me, because the last time I fought anybody was in sixth grade, and I got my ass kicked then. Neville was considerably larger than me, but I don't think it took me more than 10 seconds to put him on his back. Not bad for a vanilla guy, I thought as I pulled my car into my garage.
Still in somewhat of a rage, I grabbed a bottle of Jack Daniel's from my liquor cabinet and poured three fingers into a regular drinking glass, then went stomping about my house, destroying several knick-knacks Traci had bought by throwing them against the closest wall. I then grabbed my favorite knife from my bedroom end table and impaled it through our wedding photo in our bedroom. I might have done more damage but the doorbell ringing brought me back to reality.
I can't say I was surprised when I found two police officers on my doorstep. I opened the door and beckoned them inside. The first officer responded by waving me back, then with his hand resting on his gun walked in, followed by the second officer, also having his hand on his gun. I watched them both take a good look around at the debris I had left on the walls and floors from smashing knick-knacks.
The police told me they were responding to a complaint made by someone named Neville Douglass. It seemed Mr. Douglass had been attacked in his apartment and had suffered a broken nose and two broken ribs. Although Neville wasn't sure who the attacker was, the woman who was at the apartment with him confirmed to the cops that it was me, her husband. I thought it was rather nice of the cops not to call me her cuckold husband.
"We understand you were completely justified in beating him senseless, but we can't allow every jilted husband to exact revenge with his fists," the first officer said to me. "He wants you arrested and brought up on charges."
"Okay. I get it, but for the record, I didn't beat him. I only hit him twice," I said quietly, hoping that telling the truth would lessen my sentence.
Both officers looked me up and down, then appeared to be impressed.
"Huh. I guess Mr. Douglass just picked the wrong woman's husband then," the second officer noted.
I agreed to go with the officers quietly after they said I could have a few minutes to get some personal things done on my computer. While they watched me carefully, I moved half of our checking and savings into an account that was only in my name, and then paid off and closed our two joint credit cards.
"I wish I had done that first when I caught my wife cheating on me," the first officer said. "It took me almost a year before the courts made her give me back my share. I had to live with my parents just to get by."
"Well, if I don't miss my guess, I'm not going to have to worry about my living arrangements for a while," I chuckled. "I guess lover-boy didn't like having his clock cleaned by a vanilla old guy."
I saw the two officers give each other looks at what to them was my cryptic statement. I didn't feel the need to let them in on the joke, such as it was.
I was at a complete loss when Traci fought the divorce I filed while I was in jail. I was going to be incarcerated for a while, so I thought this would have worked perfect for Traci.
"I love you, Dan. I have some feelings for Neville, but I don't love him like I love you," Traci told me when she visited me in jail.
"How can you profess to love me when you've been cheating on me for... I don't know how long?" I questioned. "Neville excites you. You get wet just thinking about meeting up with him. Me, I'm just vanilla. I no longer excite you. I'm just here... as what? Your back-up plan?"
I watched as several emotions played across her face, the most prevalent one being shock. She had no clue I had seen her phone, so she was confused when I gave her a Reader's Digest version of that text conversation with her best friend, Jan, which I had seen.
"I didn't plan on this, Dan. It just happened. He's a co-worker and a friend. He's a really nice guy. I think you two would get along if you had met under different circumstances."
It was probably a good thing we were separated by a table, or I might have tried to choke the shit out of her. I grimaced and growled.
"How long, Trace? Are there... were there... others?" I snarled through my teeth.
"I guess about eight months now. Neville is the only one," she responded. "I had been feeling so old and out of sorts with the kids gone. He... he re-invigorated me. You and I are the same old... same old... He was... something new... and he's forceful.. and I enjoy it... him.
"But that doesn't mean I don't still love you. I do, very much. I don't want a divorce, Dan."
"That makes absolutely no sense to me. You don't get to have a husband and a lover. That's not how marriage works, Traci. At least, our marriage..."
"So now you're going to be in jail for a while," she interjected. "Why don't you just put the divorce on hold until you get out. Think about it. Nothing has to change while you're in jail. We can make the big decisions when you get out.
"Why did you have to beat him so badly, Dan?"
"I didn't beat him. Why does everyone keep saying that? Vanilla guy only hit him twice," I asserted.
"Only twice? He's so much bigger than you... and younger... and fitter," she said.
"Rage is the great equalizer, babe. And surprise. Fucker went down like a sack of shit."
She pursed her lips and breathed out heavily through her nose. I could tell she was thinking hard.
"H-how did you find out about us?" she asked. "I thought we were so careful."
"Did you really just ask me that question?" I growled.
She refused to sign the divorce papers, knowing that I wasn't going anywhere for a few years.
Six months later I found out from my son on a visit that she had moved Neville into our home with her. That was the same day I got into a fight in the prison library and sent another convict to the infirmary, earning me a month in solitary confinement.
"He's not such a bad guy, Dad, and he keeps Mom from being lonely," Eric said.
"If he's not such a bad guy, then how come I'm in here and he's sleeping with that cheating skank you call your mother?" I asked rather pointedly. "Technically, we're still married. I wanted to get a divorce. She refused to sign. So you think it's okay with her living with her lover?"
Eric grimaced, then got up and ended our visit.
My kids alternated their visits, coming once each month. Six months later, my daughter, Sherry, accidentally dropped another bomb on me, mentioning how cute her mother looked with her growing baby bump.
"What the fuck did you just say, Sher?" I interrupted while she was chatterboxing away.
"About which thing, Dad?" she asked.
"You mother's growing baby bump?"
Sherry's mouth dropped open and she blushed crimson.
"Oh, I wasn't supposed to say anything about that. Can't we just pretend I never said anything?" she queried.
"Baby, you might have just given me the keys to the kingdom," I commented. "Start talking."
Five minutes later I found out that Traci was three months pregnant with Neville's child. Seems like she wasn't quite regular with her birth control pills after I went to jail, even after Neville moved in. Five minutes after that, I was on the phone to my attorney.
Our case judge had been reluctant to grant me the divorce while I was in prison since Traci was dead set against it, but with Traci now pregnant with another man's child, he did a 180 and signed off on it, on my terms, without Traci's signature. My attorney also got an order prohibiting my name from being put on the birth certificate of Traci's child. Needless to say, she was not happy. I couldn't give a fuck about her happiness.
******
The gate opened and I walked out, a free man for the first time in 778 days.
I still had almost three years of probation on my five-year sentence for third-degree felony assault, but unless I screwed up major-league, I was never going back inside.
I chuckled to myself, knowing that I wasn't exactly honest to the parole board several weeks ago. I told them I had truly regretted my actions that got me put in jail, and I would absolutely do my best to never repeat that mistake. In reality, the only thing I regretted was getting arrested, because if given the chance to do it again, I would do it again in a heartbeat... and maybe do worse.
My lawyer was waiting for me beyond the gates. We shook hands, got in his car and he drove me to my new digs, a one-room apartment one town over, back in the town I lived in when my life as I knew it was destroyed. I didn't return to the scene of the crime, so to speak, willingly. I just figured it was the easiest place for a former convict to find employment—people knew why I spent time in jail so it would be easier to find a job rather than having to explain the whole thing to someone who didn't know me.
That strategy worked out well for me. Two days later, I got a job with Wilkie Outdoor Concepts, an excavating and landscape company, probably because the owner is also an ex-con. Anyway, it was gainful employment and I was happy to have it.
The biggest disadvantage to my strategy was that I knew one day I would run into my bitch ex-wife and/or her lover and baby daddy. It would be tough to hold my temper in check, and I really didn't want to go back to prison and finish my sentence.



I ran my fingers down the scar from the side of my right eyebrow to the middle of my cheek, about three inches worth. It was my constant physical reminder of the worst stretch of my life, and that I was able to survive it.
I had the world by the ass three years before... or so I thought. I had a loving wife of 22 years who was my other half, two great kids in college, a good job and a nice house. That was before I found out my wife had been cheating on me for several months with a much younger, bigger man who helped her get past feeling old and unwanted after our kids left home for college.
Word of advice here, kids: no matter how tempting it is, never punch your wife's lover. It felt great at the time, but it cost me more than two years in prison. For the record, I broke his nose and two ribs.
******
My job was primarily three-season work, with layoffs happening in winter. I made good money when we were on, though, so with careful budgeting and unemployment, I could get by easily. I probably could have gone back to working as an accountant, hidden in the back room of somebody's firm, but I really enjoyed the physicality of the landscaping work, along with the fact that it didn't require too much thinking. In fact, it was almost the exact opposite of my previous work experience.
After working outside for three years, my skin had actually darkened some and taken on a ruddier appearance, and I had gained about 20 pounds of muscle while losing what little body fat I had. Closing on 50, I was probably in the best physical condition of my life, with visible abs and bigger arms, chest and back muscles. My once close-cropped dark brown hair had gone to seed and was now a salt and pepper shoulder-length mop of curls, which I occasionally pulled back into a ponytail on windy days so I could see better.
I even indulged myself and got a tattoo on my left forearm: the word "Vanilla" in cursive, covering an area of about five inches. It served as a reminder that I needed to be less of a nice guy and more take-charge in my life, even if sometimes it made others unhappy. I would never forget my ex-wife's indictment of me in her text to her friend, telling her friend that her lover wasn't a nice guy like me but just took what he wanted, and how much that turned her on. I resolved to be that guy for the rest of my life, but I still didn't have the guts to have "fuck you" written on my arm. "Vanilla" would have to serve my purpose.
I got the tattoo about a year after I got out of prison. I've had to explain its significance about two dozen times in the two years since I've gotten it.
"You're Dan Washburn... Traci's ex, aren't you?" said a very sexy voice to my left as I sat at the bar at DeVito's Place, a quiet bar about 15 minutes from my apartment one Thursday night. DeVito's had Peacock and I didn't, so it was a good excuse for me to be social as I watched Thursday night football and drank a few beers.
Although I didn't know her very well, I recognized the woman belonging to the sexy voice as Jan Jefferson, my ex-wife's best friend and, yes, that Jan Jefferson. To a degree, I blamed her for helping ruin my marriage, although I knew in reality that in her texts with Traci, she neither encouraged nor discouraged her friend's affair. Still, it was the old "shoot the messenger" thing because those texts were how I found out about Traci's affair.
"Yeah, that's me," I responded to the tall, thin, pretty woman. "What gave it away: the tattoo on my forearm or the one on my forehead?"
"I guess the lighting in here is not very good. I can't see anything on your forehead," she said earnestly while her eyes searched.
"If you look closely enough, it says 'schmuck.' I thought I had a great marriage. She thought otherwise," I said with more than a little snarl in my voice.
"You're looking good, Jan. To what do I owe the pleasure? Do you want to rub my ex-wife's infidelity in my face, or do you want to tell me I was a fool for divorcing her?" I queried.
I watched Jan's face morph from a smile to a grimace before I blatantly ran my eyes down her body. She was wearing a dark blue floral print sundress with spaghetti straps that ended about four inches above her knees and showed off a good amount of tanned skin. She was about the same age as I was, and I had to admit that she had taken good care of herself. I would have done her if the opportunity presented itself.
"I could give you a twirl if you'd like," she said with a bit of playfulness in her voice.
All right. Let's see where this will go. I raised an index finger and made the motion for her to twirl. She did so with a smile on her face. The sundress lifted a bit higher as she did, which brought a smile to my face.
"Nice. Very nice legs," I said as I wondered how they would look wrapped around my body.
She gave me a small frown, and I had to wonder for a second if she could read my mind.
"I know I was mostly Traci's friend and we didn't know each other real well, but I wanted to come over and see how you were doing. I know the last several years haven't exactly been good ones for you," she explained.
"I'm doing okay now. It's taken a bit, but almost everybody in town has been pretty helpful. Everybody knows the whole story by this point, and I've gotten a lot of support. No one treats me like a criminal... well, a former criminal," I said.
"For the record, I didn't condone Traci's affair. I knew about it, but I didn't condone it. I thought it was wrong, and you always seemed like a decent guy. I told her that she should have gotten a divorce from you before she screwed around, but she kept insisting she loved you and if you never found out, she wasn't hurting you. We argued over that, because my ex cheated on me before I divorced him."
"Did you ever consider telling me?" I asked.
She blushed hard and dropped her eyes.
"No," she whispered. "She was my friend, and I only knew you a little bit. I guess you could say I was loyal to a fault."
Jan was at the bar with a couple of friends who were also single. She invited me to join them at their table, and I did. The other women, Mary Jo and Ellie, were also friends with my ex. We had a pretty good evening talking. The only topics off-limits were my divorce and my ex.
"I really like this new look you've got going on," Jan said at one point during the evening. "Very..."
"Not vanilla?" I interjected.
"Definitely not vanilla," Jan said while tracing the tattoo on my forearm. "But you know, to some of us, vanilla isn't necessarily a bad thing. To some of us, it means you're a nice guy... and nice guys don't always have to finish last, if you get my drift."
She blushed lightly and her friends smiled in return.
At one point during the evening, all three women put their digits into my phone. Mary Jo started it by boldly asking if she could give me her number, and the others made sure they weren't outdone.
Two days later, I called Jan for a date. She suggested that in the interest of fairness, I should also call Mary Jo and Ellie and ask them out as well.
"I'm sure you won't be disappointed. Then you can make an informed decision if you want to go forward with one, two or all three of us!" she enthused.
I laughed with her and told her that sounded like a good plan.
It turned out to be a very good plan and I had a good date with each woman. It wasn't an easy decision, but I decided to try Jan as the one with whom to move forward.
"Are you going to keep dating all three of us?" she asked when I called for a second date. "I would understand that, but I'm kind of hoping you'd give me first chance at locking you down. Too forward? I know if I don't ask, Mary Jo will."
"Not too forward," I assured her.
We had sex on our next date. No, that would be an understatement of epic proportions. We made love for half the night. Yes, neither one of us was what we were at 25, but there's a lot to be said for experience and emotion... an awful lot. I brought her off to several spectacular orgasms with my fingers before I slid down and just about wore off a layer of skin from my tongue. She screamed unintelligible syllables while I was doing that, and she was crying in pleasure when I finally stopped and crawled back up her body to plant my stiff rod in her warm and very wet velvet glove. The only time I understood her was when she moaned, "Oh, Dan!" after her last orgasm of the night, right before I filled her for a second time. We kissed passionately for several more minutes before my hard-on finally softened and I slid out of her. She was asleep in my arms almost immediately.
I woke up the next morning to the feeling of her ass pushing back into my morning wood. As she said she was a little sore, we made very gentle love, then lay together in our afterglow.
"Vanilla for the win," she whispered to me a few minutes later.
Jan and I dated for six months before I asked her to marry me. I never asked her if she maintained her friendship with Traci and if they ever talked about me as I really didn't care; that part of my life was long since over. She at least thought about it, because when she stopped crying after I asked her to marry me, she told me that she would never pull "a Traci" on me.
"One man, one woman. That's it. It might be vanilla for some, but it's perfect for me," she said.
Epilogue:
The relationship between Traci and Jan ended several months after Traci found out that her best friend was dating her ex-husband.
"You stole my husband, you slut," Traci accused Jan as she recalled the conversation to me.
"No, I didn't. You gave him up. He divorced you," Jan replied. "You've got Neville now."
"Oh, right," Traci said quietly.
Traci and Neville never married, so they didn't have to divorce when he walked out on her and their young son several years later, I found out. From what my kids told me, Traci had become a shrew, pointing out to Neville that she didn't enjoy raising a child at a time in her life when she should have been enjoying past accomplishments and grandchildren. Apparently, his take-charge attitude in the bedroom had run its course, and the two didn't see eye-to-eye on too many aspects of their home life.
She found a note on the kitchen table one day when she got home from work, my daughter told me.
"Shit happens," I replied blankly.
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Thank you again to blackrandl1958 for her editing and encouragement. This one is not for everyone, but continues my trip down the road of writing something different.
For the third time in my life, I was stunned into amazement by the miracle of childbirth.
Watching a baby come into this world is a combination of all that is good and bad and beautiful and disgusting. There are few other words that can describe it.
I had moved down from my wife's side to the side of the doctor delivering the child so I could get a better look at the baby coming into the world. I had done the exact same thing for the birth of my two children. Why should this time be different, even if the child coming out of my wife's womb wasn't mine? A miracle is a miracle.
Everyone in the delivery room was cognizant of the fact that the child was not mine. I was there strictly to support my wife in her time of need, "for better or worse" as the vows say. This was definitely the "worse" part.
The child in question was the daughter of my wife and her boss, Simon Green. Nobody in the room knew that I knew who the father was. Traci never told me who the father was, but she had told her gynecologist and his staff, so the name would go on the baby's birth certificate, which I, in theory, was never to see. Yeah, it was complicated.
As agreed upon by my wife and me, I was leaving my home one month after she and the baby got home. As I said, the month was for support, something I felt I owed her for 17 years of marriage and two great children.
The reason I didn't owe her more was the affair that led to the baby. She and her lover had been sleeping together for about a year, she admitted to me when she told me she was pregnant seven months earlier. I had gotten a vasectomy 13 years after our second child was born.
To say I went nuts was the understatement of the year, but she held her ground and wouldn't tell me who the father was... because he had a wife and three kids and she didn't want me to blow up his family.
"The fuck! It's okay for him to blow up my family, but you don't want me ruining his! You sweet, stupid martyr!" I yelled.
We were done at that point, but I stayed in the house for the sake of our two kids, Millie, 15, and Gary, 13. After weeks of screaming and fighting, we came to the plan that I would stay for a month after she had the baby. She said the father wanted nothing to do with the baby, so I agreed to go to the childbirth classes with her, be in the delivery room and stick around until she and the baby could get settled. Then I would be gone.
I'm a CPA. It's not the most exciting of jobs. I don't have a military background, I'm not any kind of a spy and I don't have mob connections. Surprisingly, though, I do have some pretty good connections through my business dealings, so I'm not totally without resources. Inside of two weeks, I had Simon Green's name, address, phone number, bank account numbers and his personal history back to eighth grade.
I didn't tell my wife any of this.
******
I moved back up toward my wife's head as the doctor cut the cord and gave the baby to a nurse to check and clean.
"She's beautiful, almost as beautiful as ours," I said snarkily as I brushed a sweaty, stray hair out of her eyes.
I knew my comment hit home from the sad look in her eyes. Then her eyes rolled back into her head as the low buzz in the room became a cacophony of noise. People started moving quickly and one of the nurses told me I had to leave immediately and pushed me toward the door. I went numbly in the direction she had moved me.
Several minutes later, the doctor walked slowly out of the birthing room, with an awful lot of blood on his gown. He told me that something unforeseen had happened, a bleed had developed and he couldn't get it stopped in time. He was sorry, but Traci was gone.
I remember slumping to the floor before darkness overtook me.
******
"Are you going to contact the father to take the baby?" I asked the doctor when he and a nurse got me revived.
"Ah... uh... I'm not sure what we have to do," Dr. Robert Krimkat said. "I think I need to speak to the hospital administrator about this."
Although I knew I didn't want to raise Traci's baby, I didn't want the child going into the foster care system, especially when there was a legitimate parent around to raise her. I pushed hospital administration into calling Simon Green. I was in the room when the administrator made the call and explained the circumstances of Traci's death. From the administrator's end of the conversation, it didn't sound as if Simon wanted to step up to the plate.
I showed up on Simon Green's doorstep an hour later, knowing his wife, Valerie, was a stay-at-home. We had met several times in the six years that Simon and Traci had worked together. She was shocked when she heard about Traci's death, and she wondered why I was at her house instead of being with my grieving children.
I pulled out my phone and showed her a photo of Traci and Simon's baby. I didn't need to say a word.
"That rat bastard!" she screamed.
It took several minutes for me to calm her down enough to talk. I explained to her that if she and Simon didn't take the baby, my in-laws—Traci's parents—would try to adopt the child. Despite the fact that my in-laws and I were currently at odds due to Traci's behavior, I knew they would do their best to raise the child, but first I felt the surviving parent should be given the chance.
"And this also gave you a primo chance to fuck up my husband's life and marriage as badly as he did yours," Valerie said harshly.
"I can't say that thought didn't enter into the equation," I admitted. "But at the same time, why should the baby not have her only parent. I'm not saying that you shouldn't come out of this with nothing, but I think that's a negotiation between you and your husband. And that also includes you making sure that I don't get arrested or sued by him when I get my physical revenge... because that will be coming someday."
I went home to my distraught kids. My in-laws and my parents were also at the house.
"You're not going to leave now, are you Dad?" Gary asked while we sat around the dinner table later.
"No, Bud. I'll be cancelling my alternative arrangements now. We'll stay together as a family," I responded.
I could sense the unease at the table. I knew what the unasked question was. I wasn't going to answer it until somebody had the guts to ask. It was left to my mother-in-law.
"What about the baby, Damian?" Marilyn asked. "Will we be able to raise the baby?"
"Right now, it's up to the father to make the decision," I answered. "It's his child legally. He would have to terminate his rights before you would get first shot."
"Will we ever get to see our sister... half-sister?" Millie asked, changing her question mid-stream when she looked at my face.
"I suppose that would be up to the baby's father if he chooses to do the right thing and raise the child. Your rights as half-siblings aren't near as important as his rights as father," I answered.
"If the father would allow it, could we have her here sometimes?" Millie queried as I felt all eyes turn to me.
"No," I answered blankly. "I don't need that reminder of your mother's cheating on me in this house. If you want to spend time with her, and the father allows it, you could see her at Grandma and Grandpa's."
Without looking at them, I could feel both of my in-laws cringe. At least I didn't refer to my late wife as a slut this time, not that it would have been inaccurate.
The viewing and funeral were difficult. Most of our families and close friends knew about our estrangement due to Traci's affair. Most of them knew that I had a vasectomy years ago, so they knew her pregnancy was from another man. While I didn't wish her dead, we were in the middle of a divorce, so I'm sure many of our relatives thought my grief was somewhat hypocritical. Hell, I'll admit that I thought I was being somewhat hypocritical. We did have 16 good years of marriage—I wasn't counting the last year—and were together for three years before that. That's the Traci I would miss.
******
I'll admit that the first thing I noticed about Traci was the tight T-shirt covering what looked like a pair of cantaloupes as she and a friend sauntered around the Michigan State University campus early in what was the sophomore year for both of us. She was 5-7, maybe 120 pounds, with much of that weight in her shirt.
"Motherfucker! Look at that!" I rasped to my roommate, Benji, as the two women crossed in front of us.
"Wow!" Benji replied. "Wow!"
Benji was never going to be a best-selling author or songwriter.
We turned in the direction the two women were heading. I got to watch her long blonde hair and her tight ass as they walked in front of us.
I was smitten, and I didn't even know if she had a personality or a brain.
It took me two weeks to learn that her name was Traci and that she was a finance major. Finance isn't much less boring than accounting, but you can't major in it without a brain.
She accepted my offer of a date. Not only did she look like a goddess, but she had a great personality, a snide streak a mile wide and she was a big sports fan. Bingo!
My conservative nature was completely overwhelmed by this force of nature. All I knew was that I needed... NEEDED... to make her mine. By our third date, we had decided to be exclusive. We had sex on our fourth date. I about sprained my tongue trying to give her the best oral sex I had ever given. Judging by the amount of screaming and shaking she did, I think I succeeded.
We were married a year after we graduated and settled in Denver, Colorado. I got a job at one of the better accounting practices in the state, and Traci got a job at a big Denver bank.
Millicent came along two years later, with Gary completing the family two years after that. We both had good jobs and made good money. Life was good until it wasn't.
******
I never saw it coming. She never upped the sex or cut me off. She never got bitchy with me or the kids. She worked late some nights, but she did that her entire career. I worked late some nights, too.
She said the kids were at her parents for the weekend; not unusual by any stretch. She was finishing up what looked to be a special dinner: beef of some kind, with the good silver and cloth napkins on the table. Our crystal wine glasses. I was thinking that maybe I was going to get lucky... for the entire weekend!
The meal was amazing. My expectations were through the roof as Traci served a chocolate torte with coffee for dessert. I had been waiting the entire meal for her to make some sort of announcement. She finally cleared her throat.
"I'm pregnant, Dame," she whispered, her eyes glued to the table.
I gacked. I hacked. I choked. I puked... all over the gorgeous lace tablecloth. End of a perfect evening... end of my marriage as I knew it.
Traci screeched when my vomit hit the table.
"Aaaah noooo!" she cried before she jumped up and grabbed the roll of paper towels.
I also jumped up, but I immediately ran into the downstairs bathroom and heaved up the rest of that scrumptious meal. When I came back into the room, I had cleaned my face and dried my tears. Traci had removed the tablecloth and had it cleaning in the washing machine and had cleaned the table completely.
"Fuck, Traci. Why didn't you just plunge a big knife into my heart and get the job done quickly?" I rasped. "You can't be fucking serious!"
"I-I-I'm sorry to spring this on you, Dame. I just thought we could have a great meal and discuss this like adults," Traci said.
I fell back onto the sofa in the family room, my stomach fighting my head for the body part that felt the worst. My heart probably would have felt worse if my wife hadn't just ripped that organ from my body.
I had so many questions...
"Who, Traci?" I finally asked.
"You don't need to know that for now," she said calmly and quietly. "He's got a family and you don't need to ruin things for them."
"Why is it okay for your lover to ruin our marriage and blow up our family, but you're protecting him. You obviously love him more than you love us," I accused.
"I don't love him more, but I do care for him very much," she answered. "We've been having an affair for about a year. I wasn't looking for it to happen, Dame. We had been friends for a while, but we finally made the connection."
"No. No. We are supposed to have a connection. Just you and me. Not you and me and you and a lover," I said.
"But it never affected you and me. It was outside of us, Damian," she said. "You would have never known if I didn't get pregnant..."
"Which brings up yet another problem. Not only were you having an affair, you were fucking him bareback. Couldn't you see this coming, or did you just not care enough?"
Traci blushed profusely but did not answer.
"Why, Traci? Wasn't I enough for you? Don't I do it for you anymore? Oh my God..." I said.
"Maybe it's not about you, Dame," she rasped. "Maybe this is just something I needed. I've been a good wife and mother. I'm still a good wife and mother. I've told you before, this didn't affect you or our kids. I never denied you anything. I never took time from our kids."
"A good wife doesn't step outside of the marriage. You said it was something you needed. I'm thinking it was something you wanted. Big difference, although in the grand scope of things, it still doesn't matter. You cheated. End of story," I said.
She sat on the other end of the sofa from me. The silence was incredibly loud.
"So I'm assuming the reason you told me about the affair is because you intend to keep the baby," I said somberly. "Otherwise, you would have eliminated the problem quietly and just told me that you had some sort of yeast infection to avoid sex with me for a while.
"Which makes assumption number two that you plan to divorce me, because you know me well enough to know that there's no way I'd ever raise another man's child."
Traci glanced briefly at me, but quickly turned away before she caught my eye.
"Actually... that is a wrong assumption, Dame. My partner wants nothing to do with this child, but I'm not going to give it up. I want us—me and you—to raise the child... as ours," she said.
My jaw dropped. I felt... faint.
"What the fuck?" I mumbled. "Please tell me I've dropped into some sort of weird dimension. My wife can't be asking me to raise another man's love-child, knowing that enough of our friends know it can't possibly be mine. Why don't you just ask me to let you cut my balls off with a rusty pair of scissors, in front of a huge audience?"
"I know this is big... huge... okay, astronomical. I know this seems crazy, but it's my baby. You can do this for me. I'll spend the rest of my life making it up to you," she pleaded.
"Don't make this about your ego. You are a strong man, Dame. You can do this for me... for us. PLEASE."
"Nobody with a shred of self-respect is that strong, woman. You're asking me for my man card... and those of my descendants for the next three generations," I growled.
"Forget the child for a second. You've been cheating on me for a year. That's a no-go, you slut."
Traci recoiled at my comment. I'd never before addressed her that brutally.
The next day I was on the phone calling in a few favors.
At least Traci didn't try to ambush me a week later when she asked to talk. She came clean and admitted that her... partner... would not be able to support her during her pregnancy, and tearfully asked me to stay in the house with her and the kids, at least until the baby was born and things were settled. When I assented, she surprised me with one more ask.
"I know I don't have any right to ask anything else, but... could you do the childbirth classes with me again and come into the delivery room again," she asked shyly. "I know you loved going into delivery the first two times. This should be easy for you."
"You're right about that. You know I'd volunteer to go into the delivery room with any woman who asked. Why not with you? You've got a deal, but I'm gone a month after the baby is born," I declared.
Traci and I sat the kids down and told them what was happening when Traci first started to show. Neither child took the news well.
"Perfect. My mother's not only a slut, but she's a knocked-up slut. The first person who says something to me is going to lose some teeth, I'll tell you that," Millie yelled.
"Well maybe my friends will stop drooling over you when you get all big and fat," Gary said.
"Not necessarily, Gary. Her boobs will be the size of basketballs. Your hornball friends will be over at the house all the time staring at them," Millie said harshly.
Traci started crying when the kids made their comments. This would have been the spot where I normally would have stepped in and laid down some harsh words, but I had nothing, especially since I announced my plan to leave a month after the baby was born.
"Your mother made a mistake, but that doesn't mean she still doesn't love you guys. And that mistake does not mean that you can show her disrespect, especially around me. We will all get through this, in some way. Things will be changed, yes, but she is going to need your support and love more than ever," I said.
"Says the guy who's going to bail after the baby is born," Millie huffed.
"I can't say you're not right, but my situation as the betrayed husband is a little different from yours as her kids. The baby just makes everything more obvious and awkward. I would have divorced your mother even if she wasn't pregnant," I explained.
Traci started to sob harder and stood to leave, but I grabbed her hand and pulled her back down to sit again at the kitchen table with us.
"You don't get to run and hide and do the waterworks act. You... and your lover... created this situation, and you will sit here and get pelted with all the rocks the kids want to throw. Own it," I growled.
The kids asked several questions of both of us. Traci refused to name her paramour when Gary asked with whom she had cheated. He surprised me when he changed tack and asked if she would at least tell him if it was somebody the family knew, so he could avoid that person in the future. I could tell the question surprised Traci as well as she silently studied her son before answering in the negative.
"Have you at least told Dad who this douchebag is so Dad can punch this guy's lights out?" he immediately fired back.
Traci's face turned crimson. I saw anger in her eyes first before she looked guilty.
"I haven't told your father for that very reason," she said. "I'm afraid he'll do something stupid and wind up in jail."
"Not like you would ever do something stupid," Millie chimed in sarcastically.
Traci flinched and started to growl in anger. For the first time ever, I saw my daughter challenge her mother on what I would call a purely female level.
"Don't even think about it, bitch! I'm not sure your pregnant ass wants any piece of me right now!" Millie screamed as she jumped up and headed up the stairs to her room.
I glared at my wife as I got up from the table and headed upstairs to try to calm my daughter.
It took a few days, but Millie apologized to Traci for being disrespectful, and I thought they became a little closer again as the days passed. I saw them having quiet conversations several times over the next few weeks.
As I figured, the word slowly spread in the community about Traci's pregnancy not being from me. I'm not blind or deaf, and I could see and hear several co-workers and acquaintances discussing my life when I would enter a room. I usually got pitying looks from the women and lecherous smirks from the men. Nothing was ever said too loudly in my presence, of course.



My wife found things a bit different, however. She told me as the weeks went by and her stomach and boobs grew, several of her female co-workers and friends became more brazen with their snide comments and jokes.
"Mary from the loan department observed quite loudly as I passed by today that my tits could probably feed a small third-world country," Traci told me when I got home. "Everybody in the area kind of chuckled. Then Janet observed that it probably took a small third-world country just to manufacture my maternity bras. Nobody tried to hide their laughter at that as I walked away. I was so embarrassed..."
She started to cry and I went and gave her a light hug, one of the few times I had touched her since she told me of her betrayal. She looked into my eyes and could see the anger just under the surface.
"I know my own stupidity caused this whole thing," she whispered in apology. "I was selfish in so many ways. I never gave a consideration to the rest of the family."
It got worse when Millie came home a week later and reported that a friend of hers had heard three boys at school talking about finding dates for the spring formal. They were deciding who would get to ask Millie, because "if her mom's that big of a slut, surely Millie would be one, too."
"Jeez, Mom, thanks to you I'm the school slut despite the fact that I'm still a virgin. I hope you're happy."
Perhaps the worst moment came two weeks later, Traci told me. She and Joyce, her best friend in the neighborhood, were having tea and doughnuts at our house on a Saturday afternoon when Joyce admitted to Traci that several of the neighbor women got into a discussion about Traci. Seemed that one of the women had heard she was having sex with four different men, while a second heard the rumor about three.
"When I tried to defend you and said it was only one, the others called me either naïve or a liar," Joyce said to Traci.
"God, I am such a moron," Traci cried to her friend.
We had been getting along pretty well together for several weeks. I was sleeping in the guest room since Traci's confession. I didn't know if she was still boffing Simon, but I didn't feel the urge to be in the same bed as her. She urged me several times to come back to the master bedroom, but I made sure she realized that wasn't happening, until...
I still had some stuff in the master bedroom, so I wandered in one night a little before my bedtime to get something just as Traci was coming out of our en suite bathroom, drying herself after a shower. She was about six months along, and I guessed she had gained about 20 pounds, all of it in her pregnant belly and what were now gigantic boobs. I stopped and took a lascivious stare. I'll admit to always having a bit of a kink about pregnant women, and I absolutely loved when Traci was pregnant the first two times.
"See anything you like, stranger?" she purred.
I'm pretty sure I drooled before I walked over to her and hefted her boobs like one does with large melons. Her nipples and areolas had grown with the rest of her boobs, and I happily thumbed both nipples as she groaned. I dropped my hands down to rub her belly, then rubbed the palm of my right hand on her mound, causing her to shudder and give out a bone-stiffening moan.
It had been a long time since we last had sex, and I'm pretty sure right then I just lost my mind. I immediately crushed my lips to hers, and when she returned my enthusiasm, we were on. I gently pushed her back on the bed and before she could really situate herself, I had her legs over my shoulders and was giving her pussy a tongue-lashing for the ages. I was a little busy, so I couldn't exactly be sure of what she was doing, but I know she started out whimpering before the screaming started. She then locked her thighs around my head, screeched at a pitch level that would have killed a dog and levitated off the bed. I licked and sucked for all I was worth while she spasmed like a mackerel out of water for about a minute.
When she finally released my head from her grip, I sucked in air like a drowning man, then nipped at her inner thigh before going back to licking her pussy. She stopped me after her fourth orgasm, begging me to move up and fuck her. Who was I to argue? Because of her belly, I pulled her to the edge of the bed, stood on the floor, lined up my hard dick at her opening and did what I had done so many times before. She came twice more before I couldn't hold off anymore and spent myself completely with a roar.
We snuggled together afterwards. I felt drained and sated physically, but was restless emotionally. I had no idea what Traci was thinking, but I knew what we did was purely physical. I had no connection to Traci emotionally while we were fucking; it was, as the term goes, "just sex." I needed her to understand that.
"That was amazing, Dame, as good as we've ever done!" Traci gushed as she lay with her head on my chest. "We don't need to divorce. We just need some time to work through this."
"I'm sorry, Traci, but I can't work through what you did to me," I said. "This... this was wonderful, but it was just physical on my part. There... was... no... connection. You just turn me on so much with your big preggo belly and those humongous tits."
She sniffled loudly. I knew I just crushed her, but I didn't want to let her get her hopes up for no reason. Although she wasn't honest with me, for some reason I felt the need to be honest with her... at least about this.
"Thank you for the honesty, babe; I think," she whispered.
"You two have something to tell us?" Millie inquired brightly as Traci and I staggered into the kitchen the next morning.
Traci blushed crimson when she realized to what Millie was referring. Both Millie and Gary had huge smiles on their faces. Traci couldn't look at either child.
"Sorry, kids. I guess we got carried away last night," Traci rasped. "No. We have nothing to tell you."
The smile almost literally fell off both kids' faces. They suddenly got busy eating their cereal.
Traci and I talked more about what happened after the kids left the house to do whatever it is kids do these days.
"I don't want to fight, Traci, but you seemed pretty needy last night. Are you not getting any more from your lover-boy?" I inquired.
"We've kind of cooled it in recent weeks," she responded. "I'm not really sure he's that into my pregnancy... at least anywhere near as much as you seemed to be last night."
She smiled easily at me and it reminded me of the way things were until a few months ago. I smiled back in acknowledgement of how much Traci's pregnant body always affected me. She took my hand in hers.
"You know, we could at least help each other out," she said. "You remember how horny I get when I'm pregnant... and I certainly know you love my preggo body. No strings attached. Just two... old friends scratching an itch for each other. And who knows?"
She wiggled her eyebrows at me lecherously. Goddamn, why did she have to fuck up all our lives?
"Since the kids are out, how about we head back upstairs?" she asked.
It was my turn to wiggle my eyebrows.
For the next two months, until her doctor said no more sex, Traci and I tried really hard to wear the skin off my dick. We fucked every day both morning and night for more than two months, and despite her condition, it wasn't often soft and gentle. It was high-octane, take no prisoners sex, and we both enjoyed it to the maximum. We got a bit loud from time to time, too, which embarrassed Traci more than anyone else in the family.
"My 13-year-old son is practically charting my orgasms from down the hall," she whined one time after we finished fucking hard. "No boy should learn about sex from listening to his pregnant mother having sex."
"Maybe, but as a former 13-year-old boy, I can tell you there are worse ways of learning about sex," I said with a huge grin plastered on my face.
She smacked my arm and buried her face in my chest. We drifted off into a short nap.
Traci called me at work several weeks later to tell me her water broke. I informed my boss and headed home to get Traci and take her to the hospital. I called my in-laws so they could get to my house to take care of my kids.
"These last few months have been so good, Dame," Traci said as I drove. "I really fucked up. I got complacent. Complacent as a wife. Complacent as a mother. I got too close to someone else, when I should have been talking to my husband. None of this was on you, Dame. I'm sorry for hurting you, and, yes, I'm sorry for doing what I did.
"Can you ever forgive me?"
"I've been working on it, babe. Maybe someday in the future after the divorce we'll be able to be friends. That would be nice, because we do share two kids... and I'm not giving up your parents either," I said, smiling.
"They are pretty good parents, aren't they?" she bantered back.
"I really, really want to thank you for this--doing the classes, the birth, everything. You could have told me to fuck off, but instead, here we are. Thank you, baby."
******
Valerie Green turned out to be one hell of a woman.
I know I couldn't have done it, but she wound up adopting her husband's love child with Traci. I would have loved to have been a fly on the wall for that discussion.
She called me a few weeks after I met her on the day Traci died to tell me she had decided to adopt the child so she and Simon could raise it as one of their own. She explained that she and her husband had a severe "come to Jesus" meeting, and it was her decision... not their decision... to raise the child.
"The child shouldn't suffer because my husband couldn't keep it in his pants and your wife died. But he's going to be the best father any child could have, once he heals up," Valerie said.
There was a long silence on the line as I considered what Simon Green's wife had just said. She picked up on my confusion.
"If you remember, you told me you were going to get some sort of vengeance on my dumbass spouse, and that I was just supposed to let you have it. Well, how about if your vengeance kind of merges with mine..."
We met in the darkened back part of a parking lot of a fairly expensive restaurant in town a few weeks later. Valerie had told Simon they had a reservation for dinner. He was surprised when I stepped out between two parked cars soon after he exited his vehicle. We had met several times through the years, so he knew who I was. His face registered shock when I walked directly up to him and swung my right hand with everything I had from about chest height.
The sickening crack of Simon's jaw easily overrode the pain from my hand. I watched him bounce off the door of his BMW and then hit the ground. He lay there moaning while Valerie slowly walked around the car and came to my side. I handed her the roll of nickels I had in my right hand and she put it in her purse. I nodded at her and stepped back deeper into the shadows, but did not leave.
"While I don't think you two are anywhere near even, Damian assures me that this is the only time he will seek revenge on you for fucking up his marriage and his life, not to mention impregnating his late wife... unless I tell him you've returned to your pussy hound ways in the future. You will not retaliate and you will not press charges against Damian, because I would then have to tell the police that I didn't see a thing.
"Now give me your keys and I will drive you to the emergency room to get the bruise you got from slipping to the pavement checked over. Any questions, dear?"
Simon moaned continuously but got up off the ground and handed his keys to Valerie.
Epilogue:
Valerie hasn't ever called me to re-adjust her husband's attitude, so I assume he hasn't cheated on her since our "meeting of the minds" in the parking lot 15 years ago.
My children tell me their half-sister is a great kid, well-mannered, smart and pretty. My in-laws also speak highly of her. I'm glad Valerie has allowed those interactions through the years.
Ariel, that's what they named the child, knows that she is not Valerie's biological daughter. She also knows about Traci and how I fit in as the father of Millie and Gary. She calls me "Uncle Dame" on the rare occasions we are at the same event. I don't blame Ariel for anything that went down, but she is a living, breathing reminder of my personal loss.
I underwent counseling for several years. I'm not sure it's really helped.
I haven't dated much in the past 15 years. At this point, I doubt that I'd ever remarry.
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Let them go
"He loves me so much I'm sure he'll give this to me. It's not a big deal," Kelly Reed said to her friends as they sat at a local bar drinking mojitos. "It will just be for six months. That gives us a month to smooth over any rough edges, then we'll be married and together forever."
There was a lot of murmuring from the four women who were going to be her bridesmaids in seven months.
"Wow, babe. That's really pushing it to the edge, you know, even if he loves you as much as any man has ever loved any woman," said a tall blonde named Annie. "You're asking him to take a shot to the nuts, then come back smiling."
"Yeah, Jamie's the best, girl. Why would you want to do him like that? I'd take that man in a heartbeat," said a brunette named Karen.
"I just feel I need to do this... for me... before I get married and stay with one man for the rest of my life," Kelly answered. "I've only been with one other guy besides Jamie. I think I need to have more experiences... more men... before I commit to just one man for the rest of my life."
"Why? Has Jamie had so many women you feel you need to catch up?" Annie queried.
"Actually, Jamie says he's only had two other women besides me. So this would be good for him, as well," Kelly voiced.
"But why did you wait until now?" asked Rosie, a chunky, vivacious redhead. "It wouldn't have been that big a deal if you had done this before you two got engaged. Now, aye, aye, aye. This looks like you want to jump into a pool filled with shit."
"Yeah, my timing could have been better, but since we're not married yet... I think I deserve this. I think this will make me a better sex partner for Jamie in the future. This has nothing to do with me and Jamie as a couple," Kelly said.
"A better sex partner... Has Jamie ever complained?" the fourth woman, another brunette named Helen, asked.
"No, but wouldn't every man want a better sex partner..." Kelly started to answer before Rosie interrupted.
"Not if it meant he had to sit on his hands while she was getting that experience with other men!" Rosie announced.
"But he could be getting experience with other women at the same time. He wouldn't be sitting on his hands," Kelly rebutted.
"Did you ever consider that this could be the beginning of the end for you two?" Helen asked.
"I've thought about it, but have you ever seen someone more in love than Jamie is? I'll be surprised if he doesn't cry in relief when I tell him that it's just for six months, and we'll get back together in time to get married," Kelly said.
"Well, if I get a vote, I'm voting that you not do it," Annie said. "I don't see anything good coming out of this for Jamie.
"God, I'd kill for a great guy like Jamie. You all know that all of the guys I've dated couldn't add up to one Jamie."
The four other women at the table all nodded in agreement at Annie's statement.
"So when are you ruining his world?" Helen asked.
"I was thinking that tonight is the night," Kelly said. "It's Tuesday, so this way he'd have three days before my first date."
"Wait. Wait. Wait. You've already got a date lined up for Friday night?" Rosie queried.
"Well... nobody specific, but hope springs eternal, you know? Aren't we doing girls night out this Friday?" Kelly asked.
******
Jamie Breyer walked into the home he shared with his fiancée that night and smelled his favorite meal cooking: pot roast with roasted potatoes. For at least the thousandth time, he thought to himself that he was the luckiest man to walk the face of the earth.
Jamie and Kelly had been together for more than four wonderful years. They had met as freshmen at Michigan State University and were an item right from the start. He was enamored that the 5-6 blonde could be as sweet on the inside as she was beautiful and curvaceous on the outside. She was taken with his boyish good looks, curly dark brown hair, athletic body and a strong, quiet confidence she hadn't found in anyone else his age.
They both thought their love was storybook: love at first sight and apparently getting stronger by the day. He had asked her to marry him on their graduation day. She didn't hesitate to say yes.
Kelly had been with only one other boy besides Jamie. He had been with only two other girls besides Kelly. Their lack of sexual experience became a bond of sorts as they experimented, learned and laughed together, starting on their sixth date. They read books about sex together and spent literally hours trying different positions. Everything they did together was an adventure of epic proportions.
Kelly was sitting in the living room drinking a glass of wine when Jamie found her. She looked nervous, Jamie thought, as he went to her for a usual hello kiss before going upstairs to change into casual clothing. He noted that Kelly was still in her work clothes, something unusual for her once she got home.
"Jamie-babe, why don't you get a drink and join me back here before you go change. I've got something I need to tell you," Kelly said.
Jamie saw the serious look on Kelly's face and did as his fiancée bade him. He assumed something bad had happened during Kelly's day at Transglobal Shipping.
Jamie sat at the other end of the sofa from Kelly. He took a sip of his Jameson's Black Barrel Irish whiskey, and not for the first time wondered how the Jameson people could make their whiskey so smooth. He stared at his fiancée as she shifted in her place.
"Jamie, I have something important to tell you, and I need you to listen carefully before you ask me any questions. Okay?" Kelly said.
Jamie nodded silently. He was too concerned to speak, wondering if his fiancée was ill.
Kelly dropped what amounted to a nuclear bomb on Jamie's life. Several times he went to speak, but she held up her hand in a stop motion.
"You promised," she declared. "If I don't get this out all at once, I'll never finish."
Jamie's forehead was furrowed as he listened. His heart was breaking more with every sentence the woman spoke. When she finished, she nodded at Jamie.
"I thought you loved me," he whispered. "How could I have been so wrong?"
Both had tears in their eyes, Kelly because she knew how much she was hurting her fiancé.
"You're not wrong. I love you more than anything," she cried. "This is something I just need to do for me. I know it seems selfish, but if I don't do this, I'll wonder forever about what I missed, and it might pull us apart in the future.
"But the same rules that apply to me also apply to you. You haven't been with very many women. This will give you a chance to expand your horizons and knowledge as well.
"We would both be better partners for each other in the future."
"I don't need a better partner for the future. I love you just the way you are," Jamie said. "And I don't want to expand my horizons and knowledge without you. Is that what you want from me?"
Jamie was experiencing a mix of anger, sadness and confusion. He felt that the person in the world he most treasured and trusted had ambushed him.
"Let me get this straight. See if I follow you... You want both of us... to be able to date and have sex with other people for the next six months. Then we'll come together again, get married and live happily ever after. Is that what you want? Seriously?" he questioned.
"Yes. Exactly," she answered brightly, pleased that Jamie seemed to understand what she proposed.
"And what if I say no to this cockeyed proposal of yours?" Jamie responded. "I am not good with this. I won't share you with other men."
Kelly's face went from smiling to frowning in a millisecond.
"It wouldn't be like sharing. You'd have your dates and I'd have mine. They wouldn't have to involve sex, but they could. After all, that's how we'd both get more experience," she said.
"And this way, you could be trying out my replacement," Jamie said quietly, looking directly at Kelly.
"No. No. No. I'm not looking to replace you, Jamie. I love you. I want to marry you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you," she claimed.
"You say you love me, but you want to rip my heart out of my chest and have sex with a bunch of other men before we get married. That doesn't sound like love to me. That sounds like lust. Lust. The same four letters in lust are also in the word slut," Jamie said.
"I am not a slut! I'm not going to be a slut!" Kelly insisted.
"I... I don't believe you," Jamie said. "I don't believe anything you say anymore."
"Was this your Looney Tunes idea, or did it come from one of your friends? I thought they liked me," he added.
"They do like you. This wasn't from any of them. This is all my idea. I just think I need to have more than two men for my entire life, so 10 years down the road, I'm not wondering... and thinking I need to step out on you to find out," Kelly said.
"I'm willing to have only three women for my entire life, as long as you're the one I end up with..." Jamie started.
"That's just it," Kelly interrupted. "You would end up with me. After six months, we would come back together. I promise."
"Like I trust your promises now," he said.
"I'm still the same me you've been loving for more than four years. I'll be the same me when this is over," she said, tears coming to her eyes. "Why can't you see that?"
"No, you won't be. The minute you spread your legs for another man, you won't be the same... not in my eyes, never again," Jamie said, a sad look coming over his face. "Hell, you're not the same in my eyes right now, just for telling me what you intend to do."
Kelly was stunned with this turn of events. Jamie had made it quite clear that he was not going along with Kelly's plan. She would have bet... hell, she was betting... that her sweet, loving fiancé would give her this. Yes, she knew he wouldn't necessarily be happy, but he loved her beyond reason; this would work out. She held that view for about a half-hour, until she saw Jamie coming out of the bedroom with two suitcases. She was sitting at the kitchen table, picking at her food when she saw him.
"Wait. Where are you going?" she whined as she jumped up from her spot.
"I'm gone. We're done, babe. I would have killed for you up until a little while ago. Now it's taking all my self-restraint not to kill you," Jamie said.
"You can't go. We're getting married in seven months!" Kelly shrieked.
"That's past tense now, Kel," Jamie said quietly. "Not going to be any wedding. No longer an us to be married. Apartment's paid up through the end of the month. Get yourself a roommate, keep it yourself, whatever. I'll figure something out for myself.
"Now you're free to have sex with whomever you want, as many whomevers as you want."
"Nooooo! This isn't supposed to go this way. Don't you love me?" Kelly cried. "If you love me, you should give this to me."
Jamie looked sadly at his ex-fiancée. Where was she getting this drivel, he asked himself.
"We were supposed to be a team... you and me. If you loved as much as you claim you do, you would never have made... your little speech," Jamie said.
Jamie could almost see the wheels turning in Kelly's head. The color had drained from her face.
"I... I... guess that we don't need to try other people," she backpedaled as tears started falling from her eyes. "It was a stupid idea. I'm sorry."
"It was a stupid idea, and I am sure you are sorry... now. But you can't unbreak my heart. You want what you want, and if you don't do it now, you'll do it when we're married, and do it behind my back," Jamie said. "At least by telling me now, we can end it before we're married, before it gets costly."
"Oh my God! Daddy's going to kill us! He's already out a bunch of money, and I don't know how much of it is refundable," Kelly said.
"Not my problem. That's on 'daddy's little girl,'" Jamie grumbled, making air quotes with his fingers.
"Please don't do this, Jamie," Kelly begged.
"Tell me you didn't have a Plan B. What on God's green earth ever gave you the idea that I would let you fuck half the male population of this city and then marry you..."
"Not half the male population," Kelly interjected. "Just a few guys here and there."
"That makes it so much better. How many do you already have lined up?" Jamie asked.
"None. I haven't done anything yet. I wouldn't do anything before I told you. What do you think I am?" Kelly questioned.
Jamie looked at the woman with raised eyebrows.
"Do you really expect me to answer that?" he asked back.
Tears poured out of Kelly's eyes as Jamie took his suitcases to his car and then came back to the apartment.
"I'll get whatever I left sometime in the next few days," he said. "Have a nice life."
"Please don't do this. I haven't done anything. I've never cheated on you. I won't. I promise," the woman sobbed.
Jamie hesitated for several seconds. He felt his stomach roiling. God, he had loved that woman. Now he couldn't get away from her fast enough.
Jamie had made plans to stay several days with his cousin Sam, who lived about 15 minutes away from his apartment. Once he got settled in with his cousin, he got on his laptop and updated the two social media sites on which Kelly had set up wedding pages.
"Dear friends," he wrote. "The wedding between Kelly Reed and Jamie Breyer has been cancelled due to Kelly's expressed desire to experience sex with men who are not her fiancé. For more information, feel free to contact Kelly."
The note was short and to the point, and put the blame squarely on Kelly. Jamie didn't feel the need to be gentle on his ex-fiancée. He re-read the note several times before he posted it, then made sure to change the password to lock out Kelly. He repeated the process on the second site, then shut down his computer. Even though he told people to contact his ex-fiancée, he knew his phone would start blowing up quickly, even though it was now midnight.
It took four minutes for the first call to come in, and it was from a friend of Jamie's. He ignored it and the several that came in quickly after. The fourth call was from Kelly. He ignored it, too, and a minute later got a text from her asking why he did what he did.
"I'm not taking shit from anybody for the clusterfuck you created. I didn't trust you to tell the truth. Don't contact me anymore. Have a nice life," he responded back before turning off his phone.
******
Kelly sobbed at the kitchen table for several long minutes after Jamie left before she called Rosie, her closest friend in the city. Rosie could barely understand her friend through the sobbing, but she knew what the sobbing was about. She called the other three women who were supposed to be bridesmaids at Kelly's upcoming wedding, and the four were at the apartment that used to be occupied by Jamie and Kelly within 30 minutes.
"So we can assume that you completely misread Jamie, and he walked out," Karen said as the women drank wine in the living room. "How can we help?"
"I'm not sure you can," Kelly said. "Not only did he leave, but he cancelled the wedding. Said he couldn't trust me anymore. I never thought he'd just walk away without even talking to me. Said we were done the minute I told him my plan. I told him I changed my mind, but he said it was too late already.
"I thought he loved me. I guess I was wrong," Kelly said.
"No, you weren't wrong, but you hurt him about as badly as you could. Some men are all or nothing kinds of guys," Annie said.
"Or he didn't love you nearly as much as you thought," Helen said. "What's that old saying, 'If you love something, let it go. If it comes back, it was yours. If not, it never was.' I'm saying it never was."
Rosie and Karen nodded in agreement. Annie grimaced.
"What?" Rosie asked.
"We all know Jamie's a good guy. Let's face it, we all knew this could have gone wrong seven ways from Sunday," Annie said.
"Yeah, I'm not sure I could have handled something like that if the shoe was on the other foot," Helen said.
The women continued to talk, drink and provide support for Kelly. Just after midnight, her cell phone rang. She had hoped it was Jamie calling, but it was another friend who wanted to know what was going on with the wedding being cancelled.
Kelly was astounded that somebody else already knew about the cancellation.
"Damn! I am so screwed!" she yelled as she hit a saved number on her phone. The person she was calling didn't answer. She typed out a message, and got a quick return.
She gasped when she read the message. She showed it to the others, who also gasped.
"It's probably a good thing it's so late. My parents are asleep by now, or else they would be calling. My dad will have a heart attack when he finds out about this," Kelly said.
Kelly was awakened by her phone ringing incessantly. It would ring until the message picked up, then it would ring again. Even in her sleep-deprived and slightly hungover state, she knew without looking at the phone who was on the other end of the line.
"Hi, Daddy," she said meekly when she finally picked up.
The next 10 minutes were among the most unpleasant of the young woman's life. Her father found out from a friend telling him about the messages Jamie had put on the wedding sites. He went to both sites to see for himself before he called his daughter.
"Are you out of your fucking mind? Who announces to their fiancé that they want to be a slut before they get married?" her father yelled at her. "Even without announcing it, who would do such a thing? You've got to be fucking kidding me!"
"It wasn't quite like that, Daddy," Kelly said, not elaborating while her father hyperventilated on the other end.
"No? Then tell me what it was exactly like," he growled.
"Umm. Okay, it was exactly like that," she rasped.
"Aarrgghh!" he screamed. "Talk to her, Kathleen. Talk to her before I reach through the phone and strangle the life out of her."
Kelly heard her father hand the phone to her mother.
"Oh, baby, what the hell were you thinking?" her mother said, the disappointment in her voice practically dripping through the phone line. "We love Jamie. We thought you did, too."
"I did... do, Mom. I love him. I do. But I need to experience more of life, more men, before I get tied down forever to just one man," Kelly said.
"Couldn't you have done this before you agreed to be his wife? Some men... like your father and apparently Jamie, think that once you agree to marry them, that means you are exclusive with them... forever. Crazy them, huh?" her mother said.
"You've screwed up huge, baby. I'm not sure you'll be able to get him back. Damn shame. We really liked him."
"You cost your mother and me a bunch of money... and I can't even be mad at him," her father said after taking back the phone. "He's not the dumbass here. Damn, girl."
Her father sighed and ended the call.
Since she was awake, Kelly tried calling Jamie. When she didn't get an answer, she left him a text asking if she could talk to him. She then looked through the dozens of messages she had gotten since last night.
"Fuck," she whispered aloud to no one.
******
After a restless night of sleep, Jamie showered and went to work. He figured getting buried in work would take his mind off his current problems. When he took his coffee break, he turned his phone back on and found about 50 messages. He ignored all but the one from his parents. The call came from his father's phone, but he knew his dad would take his call at his office. He made the call and spent the next few minutes giving his father the rundown of what happened the day before.
"Are you sure that you want to end it this way?" he asked his son earnestly. "It seems pretty cut and dried the way you've done it. No second chances. No negotiating. Done. Just like that."
"I could never trust her again, Dad. I'd always be waiting for her to want to do it again once we were married, or wondering if she was cheating on me anytime she was out of my sight," Jamie said.



"I totally understand, son. Your mother and I will not be giving you the 'please take her back speech,'" he said. "We're always here if you need something. You know that."
******
Kelly's close friends Rosie, Helen and Karen practically dragged her out on the town the week after Jamie left her.
"You wanted more dick, girl. You can't do that crying by yourself in your sad apartment," Rosie encouraged.
The four laughed, drank and danced all night. Although she wasn't planning on starting to sample men on this night, as the evening wore on and the alcohol took control, Kelly found herself grinding up against her dance partners. One in particular realized that the hot blonde seemed to be ready to go home with somebody, and he made sure that he was around when that time came.
They say that the brain is the ultimate sexual organ, and Kelly was more than ready to enjoy her first new man in more than four years, and only the third of her life.
She was a bit hungover and confused about where she was when she woke up the next morning in a strange bed with a man who was not Jamie. He was handsome, though, and as she lay there, she remembered back to the great sex the two had shared. She leaned into the sleeping man and laid a tender kiss on his lips, watching his eyes open. He smiled brightly and kissed her back passionately while running his hand down to her ass. Two minutes later she was bouncing up and down on his hard dick with the fervor of a well-paid hooker.
The tingling began in her lower stomach and moved into her pussy as the strong man played with her bouncing tits while she rode him like a champion thoroughbred. She heard moaning in the room and realized it was coming from her before the noise morphed into shrieks as her entire body went into spasm. She felt her molten pussy grab onto the man's hot, hard phallus as he roared out his own orgasm. It was only as she felt his hot cum gushing into her did she realize that the man was not wearing a condom.
After laying together cuddling for several minutes, the two got into the shower together and cleaned up. The man... what the hell was his name, she kept wondering... fixed them toast and coffee before he drove her home.
"That was some night. I'd love to do that again," the man said when he stopped his car in the apartment complex parking lot.
"Yeah, me, too," she said shyly. "Put your numbers in my phone, baby."
The two then kissed. It wasn't a quick peck on the lips, but it also wasn't as passionate as it had been the night previous or earlier that morning. It was a... lover's kiss, and Kelly smiled brightly when she thought of that. This was exactly what she was missing in the years she was exclusive with Jamie. Fuck him, if he didn't want to play it her way, she thought. Pretty women like her didn't have to play by someone else's rules.
Two weeks later, Kelly let another handsome man pick her up and take her home. She again enjoyed the night. When her date brought her home the next morning, she invited him into her apartment. The pair wound up in Kelly's bed, where her partner fucked her into the mattress before leaving.
Kelly had sex with three different men in the first month after splitting from Jamie. As she had told her friends at lunch during the week, she was enjoying her newfound freedom. What she didn't tell her friends was that she missed having a connection to the men with whom she was having sex.
******
Jamie didn't jump back into the dating pool for several months. It wasn't something he was familiar with as he had been with Kelly for more than four years. His two best friends from the company he worked at took him out several times after work on Friday nights.
"You had a fiancée for God sakes. I thought you had some game," John Wheeler said to Jamie one Friday night. "You've got to forget about looking for Miss Right when we're trawling, and look for Miss Right Now. The Miss Right stuff is for dating."
"Thanks for the advice, Dad. I'll try to remember that," Jamie responded.
Two hours later, Jamie was sitting alone at the bar of a fairly upscale hotel restaurant drinking a double shot of Angel's Envy rye. The bar was mostly empty, so Jamie was surprised when a pretty redheaded woman in a fairly sexy yellow sundress sat down in the seat next to him. Jamie turned sideways and appraised the woman blatantly while she ordered a glass of red wine. He guessed her to be about 45, with large braless breasts and slightly heavy, nicely shaped legs showing as the dress barely reached mid-thigh. His first thought was that she was dressed about 10 years too young, but for some reason she was able to carry it off. He found himself somewhat attracted to the woman.
"Like what you see, young man?" the woman queried as she turned to face him after being served her wine.
Jamie couldn't help himself as he took a good look at the woman's ample chest in her half-unbuttoned top. He smiled self-consciously. He was not expecting her to reach her hand out and place it gently on his cheek.
"You look like you've got the weight of the world on your shoulders. Care to talk about it?" she asked with more than a hint of cheekiness.
Jamie again looked at the woman's chest and smiled. She purposely took a breath in, then let it out, watching as Jamie looked on, transfixed.
"I suppose I should be thankful that I can still interest a man young enough to be my son," she said, shifting in her seat and pulling down the hem of her dress slightly as Jamie watched.
Jamie told the woman, Naomi Ballinger, his entire tale of woe as they sat, drank and split an appetizer. The woman proved to be an excellent listener, occasionally asking a question for clarification, and didn't seem to have any problem with Jamie taking an occasional visual examination of her breasts. She noticed his bright smile every time he did so, and she had to admit to herself she enjoyed the young man's attention to her body.
It was a little before midnight when Jamie went to say good night to the woman. She surprised him a second time when she leaned into his personal space and planted a soft kiss on his lips.
"I would very much like it if you would come upstairs to my room and... spend the night," she said.
"Yeah, you know you had me the first time you breathed," Jamie said.
The woman giggled lyrically. Jamie paid both of their tabs, then took her outstretched hand and walked with her to the hotel elevator. Naomi looked at his young face and licked her lips. She saw the look in his eyes and just knew.
"You've... never done this before have you; taken a woman upstairs to her hotel room?" the woman asked.
"This is a first for me," he whispered as he colored.
"Then I'll make sure your first is your best," she whispered back.
Jamie was all smiles the next morning when he woke up with Naomi wrapped in his arms. Her hair was a mess, her makeup was gone and he thought she was even better looking than when he met her in the bar the night before. He stared at her for several minutes until she opened her eyes sleepily.
"Oh, God, I must look like hell. When was the last time you woke up to a 46-year-old woman? If I had to guess, probably never," she said softly.
Jamie leaned into the woman and gave her a searing kiss.
"If this is hell, sign me up," he said happily. "You look wonderful."
Jamie pushed the blanket down from their bodies. He pinched her nipples until they were both standing straight out, then he palmed both of her large breasts.
"God, I could play with your body all day," he said.
"I wish you could, but my flight back to Wichita is at 1," she answered.
He pulled her nipples again, then ran the fingers of his left hand down the inner lips of her pussy. She shivered and moaned.
"If I was 20 years younger, you'd never get rid of me," Naomi said. "You are a catch, young man. Don't change for any woman. They should change for you."
She moaned again as Jamie continued playing with her body. Two minutes later she shrieked out a noisy orgasm, and the pair were again off to the races. The younger man soon had his hard penis inside the woman, plumbing her depths lustily for the fifth time in the last 10 hours.
"Oh, God, I forgot just how many times you youngsters can come," she rasped as the two lay panting.
The two showered together, with Jamie very careful to make sure all the woman's internal parts were extra clean. When the handsome, young electronic components quality control officer left her room, she was sated and nearly exhausted. She had Jamie's phone number and promised to call if she ever got back to town.
Annie Leonard also had Jamie's phone number, but he hadn't answered any calls or texts from Kelly or any of her close friends since he split from his former fiancée. More so than the rest, the tall, lithe woman was desperate to speak with him. She had no idea where he had moved to either, so in desperation she showed up at his company's office about four months after the split.
Jamie was surprised and angry to see Annie waiting at the reception desk when he was called down with the announcement he had a visitor. Jamie had given his company's receptionist a list of names of people whose calls were not to be allowed through, but he never thought Kelly or any of her friends would have the temerity to actually show up at his place of business.
"What the fu... hell are you doing bothering me where I work, Annie? I won't put up with this..." he started to say.
"Trust me, it's not what you think," the blonde woman interjected. "Can we go somewhere private and talk?"
His face softened a bit and he told the receptionist that he and his guest were going to the diner down the street for a few minutes. He motioned her to the front door, and they quickly and silently walked to the diner a few minutes away.
Jamie had always marveled at the fact that a woman as pretty as Kelly had a cadre of pretty friends. He jokingly called the five "the coven of cute." Annie was a tall blonde with an athletic body and a great personality, Jamie thought. He thought she was the most down to earth of the group.
"What the fuck is so important that you'd interrupt my workday, Annie?" he asked harshly after the waitress had taken their coffee order and moved off. "I'm not going to change my mind. Kelly's toast."
"I'm not asking you to change your mind," she answered. "You probably haven't listened to any of the messages I've left you, but I think you're right and she's wrong. It was an awfully shitty thing she did to you.
"That's why I called... at first. But now I'm calling for a different reason. Would you... consider dating me?"
Jamie's head came up like someone jerked on his hair. He looked directly into Annie's green eyes and saw nothing but... hope?
"You're serious, aren't you?" he asked quietly.
"Absolutely serious. I've always thought you were a great guy... and since neither one of us is dating anyone at the moment, I kind of thought... well... maybe," she said.
The woman's breathing was erratic. Her face was flushed.
Perhaps if he hadn't been engaged to one of Annie's closest friends, he might have said yes, Jamie thought to himself. This just felt wrong, even though he had been told by several friends that Kelly in recent weeks had dated several of his closest friends... correction, ex-friends.
"I can't Annie. I just can't. It's not right, even though Kelly and I are no longer engaged," Jamie said.
"You do know that she's..." Annie started to say.
"Yeah, I know way more than I want to about Kelly and her... adventures, but that's her. I'm not going there, though. I'm sorry, Annie," Jamie said.
"Me, too, more than you know," Annie said. "Can we at least go back to being friends again. You know, I call you occasionally... and you answer. And you call me occasionally."
"As long as this doesn't turn into a Kelly thing. You don't tell me anything about her, and don't tell her anything about me. Got it?" Jamie commented.
"I'd really like it that way. I don't need to be in the middle," she said.
******
For one of the few times since she started on her journey "to get more dicks inside her," as Rosie came to call it, Kelly came away unsatisfied from a coupling. She knew she should have stuck to her personal policy of "not boinking the boss."
Fred Waring, Kelly's immediate supervisor at the global telecommunications firm she worked at, was a dashing and charismatic man in his early 50s. He had been hitting on Kelly almost from the time she began working in the office. She had been gently rebuffing the man, citing her engagement when that was a reality, and telling him she wasn't ready after that. Apparently, she was finally ready after the firm's Fourth of July barbecue.
One of the things working in Fred Waring's favor was the fact that Kelly hadn't gotten laid in more than a week. When she lived with Jamie, the two were going at it almost every day, often several times a day. When Jamie left, she was getting it once or twice a week once she got started, but her date this past weekend had to cancel due to illness, and by the time the barbecue rolled around, Kelly's pussy was practically suffering from withdrawal. When Fred started flirting...
Another advantage in Fred's favor was the fact he was married. If she was going to get involved with a boss, him being married gave her a way out when she wanted to end the proceedings, she felt.
The two wound up back at Kelly's apartment. Within a few minutes, Fred had the woman on all fours and was pounding her hard doggy. Kelly, hardly the inexperienced woman she had been several months before, was not exactly enamored with what she felt was almost no foreplay and little technique. She finally was able to work hard enough to get her own mild orgasm, but she was very pleased when Fred came after only 15 minutes. She was even more pleased, although she tried to act sad, when he told her he was only good for one go a night.
A month later, Kelly and her four closest friends were out celebrating her "non-wedding day," the day she was originally to have been married to Jamie. She and Rosie organized the evening, which was starting in a bar she and Jamie used to frequent occasionally.
All four of Kelly's friends were acutely aware of what the woman had sacrificed to have an elevated number of sexual partners before getting married. Three of the four had at least partially supported her decision, even though they had misgivings about her giving up a man they all thought was practically perfect. Now, seven months later, Kelly had upped her number of partners from two, to two dozen, and if nothing else, her friends would have to admit her personal confidence was sky-high.
Rosie had moved in with Kelly about a month after Jamie left, so Kelly no longer was by herself in the apartment. Her sexual successes had her confidence soaring to the point that not only did she not often think about Jamie anymore, but when she did she usually thought of him as the villain in this story.
The women appeared to be having a great time, occasionally breaking into bouts of raucous laughter. The five women at the table across the bar were loud enough for everybody to hear them, including a man who was celebrating the same exact day, although obviously for a different reason. Although he had asked his friends not to keep him informed about Kelly's activities, he still knew way too much. He knew of at least six friends--now former friends--that she had fucked, among the more than a dozen fuckbuddies. If he knew about that amount, he was sure there were a lot more that he didn't know about.
He drank his Glenmorangie single malt quietly, reveling in the flavor. He smiled inwardly, thankful at least that she had expressed this desire to be a slut before the two were married, rather than after. You've got to take your positives where you can get them, he thought.
******
Two nights later, Jamie got a call from Annie.
"I saw you at Laughlin's the other night," she said. "I didn't go over to you because I didn't want the rest of them to know you were there. I wasn't trying to be a snob. I figured you probably didn't want them to know that you were celebrating as well."
"I definitely wasn't having as much fun as you ladies," Jamie said. "Were you celebrating our wedding day... or yet another notch on Kelly's bedpost?"
"If you were anybody else, I'd say that I was hearing sour grapes. But from what we've both seen, I'd have to say you were on the money. I've never seen anyone go from practically virgin to Kardashian wannabe that quick," Annie asserted. "But in this instance, we were celebrating the wedding that never was. You know, she's still pissed at you for not sanctioning her... renaissance, I guess would be the nicest way to put it."
Jamie chuckled. "Renaissance. That's a good one, Annie," he said.
"Did you call just to say, 'Hey,' or is there something I can do for you?"
"Umm... I need a favor, Jamie," she said somewhat hesitantly.
"No, I'm not getting back together with Kelly," Jamie said with a chuckle.
"No, I said favor, not cataclysmic event," Annie said.
"Okay, what's this favor then?" he asked.
"There's a family wedding coming up... and my cousin Brooke needs a date, a plus one. I thought you'd be perfect for the role. You're handsome, you can hold a decent conversation and you can eat food without drooling," she said.
"Damn, I sound like a perfect catch," Jamie said. "So what's cuz like?"
"About 5-5, blonde hair, blue eyes, kind of a bookworm. She's got a great personality, too," Annie said.
"Whoa. Whoa. Whoa. The old 'great personality' ruse? Really?" Jamie whined.
"Seriously. She's really great. You're going to love her," Annie enthused.
Jamie sighed heavily. He knew he'd been suckered.
"Okay. You got me. When and where?" Jamie asked.
Jamie's eyeballs almost fell out of his head when he met Brooke at Annie's house a month later prior to heading to the wedding.
"And she's got a great personality?" Jamie asked through his smile.
"Oh yeah. I wouldn't lie to you," Annie enthused.
In actuality, Annie didn't lie to Jamie. Brooke had a great personality, in addition to being a seriously hot blonde woman with bright blue eyes, thick, kissable lips and a curvaceous body. It took all of Jamie's willpower not to drool during the evening.
"Hey, show some cool, Jamie. Has it been that long for you?" Annie giggled at one point during the evening.
"No, but... I was expecting... you know... a 'great personality,'" Jamie said.
"You owe me, Jamie. You OWE me."
"Yes, I do," he agreed.
Brooke Martin was a 26-year-old junior accountant who until a few months ago had been in an exclusive relationship with a man she thought might have been "the one," until he got drunk at a party and hit the woman several times afterward. End of relationship.
The bruises went away, but Brooke became wary of men and relationships. She had only been on a couple of dates since the incident. She wasn't sure of going to the wedding with a blind date, but she had confidence that her cousin would find her a "nice guy,"--the male equivalent of a "great personality." She was more than a little surprised when the handsome, fit Jamie showed up.
******
Could it have been mere coincidence, or was it bad karma, Jamie wondered, when Kelly showed up at his table at a Starbuck's several months later. He was out running errands and had stopped at the café to get a salted caramel latte and a bagel. While he usually drank black coffee, Kelly had introduced him to the latte when they were together, and he occasionally had one when the mood struck him.
"Hey, stranger, mind if an old friend sits with you?" Kelly asked.
He knew it was petty, but Jamie looked around and behind the woman, then back at her.



"Aren't you the funny one?" she said sarcastically. "Can I sit?"
He pointed to the chair, giving her tacit permission, while he chewed a mouthful of bagel. He looked her over, noting that she was still every bit as beautiful as when they were together. She caught him looking and smiled inwardly. That was a good sign, she thought.
The two sat in silence until Jamie was finished chewing.
"You look... uh... great, Kelly. How are you doing?" Jamie asked.
"Been better, but you know that," the woman said, trying not to sound too bitter.
She looked down for a second to regain her composure. Then she looked directly into Jamie's eyes.
"Been dating anyone seriously?" she asked.
Kelly watched as Jamie's eyes flickered. He was wondering how much to tell her, deciding upon a version of the truth.
"Been dating a woman pretty regularly for the last couple of months. She's... got a great personality," he said, knowing immediately what Kelly would think.
"How many are you dating?" he queried, the words just escaping his lips before he realized what he had asked.
The woman flinched. She knew she deserved that, but she hadn't expected Jamie to be so blunt.
"I'm not dating anyone seriously right now," she responded.
"Hmm," Jamie responded, having taken another bite of his bagel.
Kelly was surprised she couldn't read the expression in Jamie's eyes. Once upon a time, he was an open book to her.
"You know, I've had more than enough time to get the experience I felt I needed. I would think that if we got back together, we could be just as good as we used to be," she said.
"I'm glad you got that experience that you felt you needed," Jamie said. "I never wanted to hold you back.
"I, too, got some experience during that time, although I definitely didn't want it and I'm still not sure I needed it."
"Why can't we try again, Jamie? We were so good together," Kelly said.
"We were really good together, Kel. That's what hurt so much," Jamie said. "I loved you with every ounce of my being, but you didn't love me the same way. I didn't need to have sex with other women before we married to be satisfied. But you were quite vocal that you needed something more than me before you could be satisfied enough to settle down."
"Okay, I fucked up," she admitted, "but I'm past that now. We were good. We could get back there again."
It was Jamie's turn to flinch. If half of everything he'd heard about Kelly's sexual behavior since they split was true, he doubted she could ever again be faithful to just one man. There was also the specter of "the unspecified venereal disease" for which she was still being treated, he knew.
"No, we can't," Jamie said. "You cut my heart out, then stomped on it. There's no way I could ever forget that. If I can't forget, I'd never be able to forgive. NEVER."
The woman's eyes misted up before she shook her head to clear them.
"Well, your loss," she said blithely. "If you ever change your mind, I'm still at the same number."
******
Annie was a beautiful bride at her wedding two years later. Her four best friends were her bridesmaids.
The reception for about 200 people was just getting rolling when Kelly spotted Jamie sitting at a table with a beautiful blonde woman.
"What's he doing here?" she asked Annie.
Annie followed Kelly's eyes to Jamie. She smiled brightly, and yet awkwardly as well.
"I'm still friends with him, Kel," she answered. "Just because you threw him away, didn't mean I threw him away. Besides, he's married to my cousin, Brooke. Has been for over a year."
"How did I miss that?" Kelly asked.
Annie smiled and leaned over to her freshly-minted husband, Greg, and gave him a sensual kiss. The two moved off to the front of the hall as the best man started speaking.
"Did you know Jamie had gotten married?" Kelly asked the other three bridesmaids.
They all shook their heads negatively.
"Not any of our concern," Karen said. "Besides, why do you care anymore? You've had more sex since you split with him than the rest of us combined. You've obviously moved on... and on... and on."
Rosie and Helen both giggled and rolled their eyes. They moved off with their dates.
An hour later Kelly looked up from her seat at the bride's table to see Jamie and his wife standing in front of her.
"Kelly, I'd like to introduce you to my wife, Brooke. Brooke, an old friend... to be accurate, a former fiancée, Kelly Reed," Jamie said. "She's the one."
Kelly's mouth dropped open as she scanned the beautiful woman in the tight, short, expensive blue dress with diamonds dripping off her ring finger, her neck and her earlobes. Jamie, too, looked impeccable in his expensive, dark blue pinstripe suit, and his smile looked relaxed and sincere, she noted.
"Without trying to seem flip, I guess I owe you my thanks," Brooke said. "Well, you and my cousin. When she said she was going to fix me up with a 'nice guy,' I thought, 'great.' And then this man showed up at my door..."
Kelly thought briefly of reaching out to smack the smug woman standing in front of her; then realized that what she considered smug was the self-confidence of having made the right decision in her choice of her spouse. Upon further reflection, Kelly realized that her selfish decision to make her pussy happy had changed the course of her life, and not for the better.
"I'd like to say you're welcome, but honestly, I can't. I screwed up badly... and took a good man's love for granted.
"I might have loved him, but apparently I loved myself more."
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"Open this door now, you bastard!"
I tried ignoring the disembodied voice coming through the hotel door and pumped hard several more times into the pussy of my lover, Evie, but the shrill sound was really throwing off my game.
I looked down into Evie's eyes and could see both sadness and disgust, before she finally whispered up at me.
"Damn! Couldn't she have at least waited another few minutes. I was so close. You owe me now, you know?"
"I do know. I promise I'll make it up to you. I know I owe you a lot for what you've done for me so far... and I know I'm going to owe you more for what's going to happen from this point forward. You've been a good friend... and an amazing lover," I said, stopping my pumping, rising from the bed and putting on my briefs and pants while the banging on the door and the shrieking continued.
"Ready?"
Evie nodded, pulling the sheet up to her chin to cover her naked body.
I yanked the door open, grabbed my hysterical wife and pulled her into the hotel room.
Momentarily stunned by the swiftness and power of my manhandling, Maci had finally shut up... until she saw Evie lying in the bed. Up until that exact moment, she would have said Evie was her best friend.
"You!" my wife screeched at Evie, then turned to me. "You!
"Aarrgghh! What the fuck do you think you're doing? What the fuck do you both think you're doing? My husband. My best friend. What the fuck do you think you two are doing?"
"Well, up until you interrupted us with the yelling of a fishmonger, we thought we were fucking up a storm!" I answered brightly, smiling as I looked at my disheveled, harried wife.
The only sound in the room for several seconds was Maci's heavy breathing. I realized I was being a wise-ass when I thought that she really needed to up her cardio if a little banging on the door was going to negatively affect her breathing this badly.
Maci stepped toward me and swung her right fist at my face. I anticipated the move and caught her hand in my left hand, flexed my hand hard and ground together the bones in her hand. I knew from experience the hand grinding hurt like a bitch.
"Oww!" she cried as I let her hand go and she quickly pulled it back toward her body. "What the fuck do you two think you are doing?"
I had never before heard my wife use the f-bomb at me, so hearing it for a second time meant she must have been really serious... and not quite believing what I told her a few seconds earlier. Still, I didn't feel the need to repeat myself. Instead, I went to the mini-fridge in the room and pulled out two bottles of water. I walked over to the bed and handed one to Evie, who thanked me and proceeded to sit up with her back against the headboard, the sheet still covering her naked body.
I twisted the cap off the bottle in my hand and proceeded to take a sip.
"Oh, where are my manners? Would you like a bottle, Maci?" I asked calmly.
Still breathing heavily, Maci looked at me like I'd lost my mind. She looked from my face to the bottle of water in my hand, then back to my face.
"You cheating bastard! I'll kill you! I'll cut off your balls! I'll..."
"I guess our fun here for the day is over. I'll get dressed and be going," Evie interrupted. "Call me."
The last comment from Evie was a statement, not a question. Maci looked at her friend gape-mouthed.
"Shut the fuck up, you... you... you man-stealing slut! How could you do this to me?" Maci screamed.
Evie gave her what I considered to be an evil smirk, but didn't answer. She got out of bed and started getting dressed.
"I thought we were best friends. How could you betray me like this?" Maci yelled.
Evie again didn't respond, but pursed her lips and looked hard at me. I don't know if Maci caught the interplay.
Maci didn't waste any time laying into me as soon as Evie was gone, although she kept her distance from me physically, probably remembering the hand grind I gave her. She must have yelled for a good couple of minutes before the word "divorce" finally came out of her mouth.
"Divorce. Huh. Whatever," I said quietly as I started to get dressed.
The heavy breathing continued, and I wasn't sure if spittle wasn't sliding out of her mouth. Her eyes were lasers.
"H-how long has this been going on?" Maci rasped.
"About two months... we've done it maybe six or eight times. She's a helluva..." I started.
"She's a low-born gutter slut!" Maci yelled. "She's my best friend. How could you two do this to me. How could I not have seen this before it got to this point?"
I had an easy answer to that question, but decided to remain silent for the moment as I got dressed.
"Are you heading home or going back to work?" Maci said, glancing at her watch.
"Going back to work, just like I always do. I don't let my personal life interfere with my professional one," I said. "My boss deserves my best and not to get short-changed. I wouldn't think of giving him less."
"But you'll shortchange me, you cheating bastard," she growled. "Well, this is far from over. Be ready for hell when you get home."
I stood by the door after I held it open for her, indicating she should leave before me. I wasn't born yesterday, and wasn't giving her the opportunity to trash the room before she left.
I had a productive afternoon at work, which didn't surprise me. I went in and talked to my boss a little before the end of the day, updating him on the state of my marriage and letting him know that I would need some personal time in the coming weeks. John Moore was a great boss. He told me he understood, was sorry for my situation and patted my shoulder as I left his office.
Maci told me she had ordered a pizza for dinner when I walked in the door, so I should go upstairs and change into something comfortable for what she was sure was not going to be a pleasant discussion. I noted to myself that she seemed to have calmed down considerably from earlier in the afternoon.
The tears started soon after we sat down at the kitchen table. She was always an emotional creature, and this was, without a doubt, a very emotional situation. She quickly questioned my love for her, my respect for her and my morals. She noted our five-year marriage, our total of seven years together and the fact that we had planned to start a family in a year or two as all being in jeopardy due to my actions.
"You're a real piece of shit. I may never be able to trust you ever again," she said angrily. "Did you never consider the fact that I would catch you?"
Maci hadn't touched either piece of pizza on her plate and had only taken a few sips of her red wine. I was on my second piece of pizza and had just taken a swig of beer.
"I really wasn't trying too hard not to get caught," I answered. "I was kind of disappointed that it took you as long as it did... although it turned out to be fun while it lasted..."
It got ugly when she spit her wine across her plate as she sputtered.
"Wait. What? You wanted to get caught? W-why the fuck would you want to get caught?" she shrilled.
"I didn't exactly want to get caught, but I... we, really... certainly weren't being that discreet. Not as discreet as you were trying to be, not that the result was any different for you," I stated.
I hadn't moved from my spot despite the fact that wine seemed to be dripping everywhere on the table. Not my problem.
She tried to speak, but came up with gibberish... the first two times. Finally...
"You... you knew? You knew about my cheating? But you never said... anything," she said barely above a whisper.
"Yeah... part of the plan. I decided to get mine for a while before we got down to nut-cutting time," I responded. "You couldn't unfuck your lover, so that wasn't going to change my plans. I decided that what was good for the goose..."
She looked stricken. I watched as 14 different emotions played across her face. I almost expected the word "tilt" to show up across her eyes.
"How long have you known? What are you going... to do? Oh, never mind. I guess you've been doing it, haven't you?" she asked, before finally getting up to clean the table in front of her.
"No. I've only done half of what I'm going to do. The other half will be done tomorrow when you get served divorce papers," I said.
I wasn't sure why she exploded in a burst of tears. She had to know that was coming. A long time ago we had had the discussion of what marital fidelity meant to both of us.
"I-I'm sorry, Roger. I don't want a divorce..."
"What did you expect I would do when I caught you?" I interjected.
She looked at me with vacant eyes. How quickly things had changed with the shoe on the other foot.
******
I knew as soon as I pulled up at my house and opened my garage door that my life had turned into a terrible cliché. I had gotten home a day early from an out-of-town trip, and there in my car's garage spot was a car I didn't recognize. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
The only light I saw on as I pulled up to my house was our bedroom night light, as we called it. Since no other lights went on as the garage door went up, I assumed the door going up hadn't been heard, meaning... exactly what I thought was happening was indeed happening: the bedroom radio was playing, as were my wife and her visitor. When my wife gets rolling, she is very noisy, which I've always loved before. This time, not so much.
I wasn't quite in ninja mode, but I was quiet as I ascended my staircase. Fuck, I could have stomped up the stairs in work boots, because my wife was outdoing herself on this night in decibels. Just in the time when I got into the house until I got just outside of my bedroom, I heard moans, groans, squeaks, squeals and finally a shrieked-out high-intensity orgasm. Not only did I peek in, I got my phone out and shot some video, including the finish of her orgasm and his that followed with a growl.
I seriously considered picking up one of my big carving knives or my cleaver as I passed through the kitchen from the garage, but decided my soon-to-be ex-wife wasn't worth jail time. Also, as I walked up the stairs listening to their noises, I got the feeling that this wasn't the first time the two had been together. Besides his car being in the garage, the sounds of sex seemed too practiced, not wild and crazy like I'd figured they would be if this was a brand-new occurrence--my wife's volume notwithstanding.
In my mind, we were done whether this was their first time or their 100th. I guess my "fragile male ego" wanted to know the answers to several questions: chief among them why. I thought we had a great marriage, a real connection and the sex seemed to be wonderful and plentiful. What the fuck had gone wrong?
They say the opposite of love isn't hate, it's indifference, but at that moment as I descended the stairs, I would have said the opposite of love is rage--a quiet, seething rage. I again considered getting my cleaver from the knife drawer.
I wasn't blind or naïve. I knew Maci was a beautiful woman and probably got hit on all the time. She had a mop of shoulder-length, dark brown curly hair, bright blue eyes and dimples, with a lithe runner's physique. She was intelligent, well-read and flirty, the latter which had been a problem from time to time as several guys thought her playfulness was geared directly at them, and I had to occasionally "rescue" her from an uncomfortable situation.
While I wasn't a "10" like her, I didn't think I was exactly chopped liver, so unlike some men who are married to beautiful women, I didn't feel like she was out of my league. I was a design engineer, so I tended to be reflective, and I made a good wage working for a national aerospace firm.
I wasn't impressed with the physical specimen with whom Maci had chosen to cheat. I was a fit 6-1, 185 pounds, and this guy didn't look to be maybe a buck-50, at about the same height as me, I guessed. It was a runner's body, and I wondered if my wife had met him through her running group.
Nobody is ever going to rate Waffle House highly among chain restaurants, but in my opinion it's a good place to get a solid breakfast meal at almost any time of the day. I had a Belgian waffle as I felt sorry for myself and wondered how my life was going to go forward as a single man. I felt as if I wasted the past five years of my life.
It was after midnight when I walked out of Waffle House. I slept in my car for a few restless hours, then went over to my work and put in a few hours to stay out of sight, even though it was a Saturday and I usually didn't work on the weekends. I changed out of my rumpled clothes, had a nice meal and then went home, pulling into my empty garage spot at about the time I would have gotten home had I stuck to my original schedule.
Knowing what I now knew, it took every ounce of my restraint not to scream at her or even push her away when she came over to give me a big welcome home kiss. We didn't have our usual welcome home sex that night, though, as I begged off saying I didn't feel well.
As much as anything, I was completely blown away by how normal she acted that night and the next day, Sunday. I had no way of knowing how many times she fucked her lover over the weekend, but if I hadn't seen them at least once, I wouldn't have had any clue based upon her acting ability. Meryl Streep had nothing on my wife.
Two days later I told my wife that I had another trip in just two weeks. It was total bullshit, but it would give me a chance to do a little reconnaissance. I supposedly left on Wednesday of that week, like usual, but in reality, I checked in at a hotel just one town over.
I had installed a couple of small video cameras in my house, one pointed directly at my bed, when Maci was at work, and I also had my Ring camera. I was sitting in my hotel room Wednesday night when my wife's lover pulled his car into my empty spot in the garage. While I knew it was going to happen, it still didn't feel good. I didn't watch the footage from the video cameras. I knew what they would show me. I just checked to see that the two lovers hadn't left the house from the time he showed up Wednesday night until he left early Saturday morning. I wondered if they got together every time I went out of town, and how long this had been going on. It wasn't going to change my future actions, but I just wanted... no, needed to know. You know, the fragile male ego thing.
I was busy for the two days that I sat in my hotel room. Since I paid the bills and did our financial stuff at home, Maci wouldn't have any clue that I separated accounts and lowered the credit card limits. I left the hotel long enough to meet my attorney and get her going on the divorce paperwork. Before she dropped it on my wife, though, I had some revenge to get. I knew my revenge wouldn't make me any better than her from the moral standpoint, but fuck it, I was going to get my pound of flesh on my cheating, lying slut of a wife. Fuck this shit about being a nice guy. That guy died: what was left was a guy with a very rusty moral compass.
As I said earlier, I was not exactly a troll, and through the years I've heard my share of come-ons and teases. I never once acted on any of them because I was a happily-married guy and I believed in my wedding vows. Again, as I now knew, that combination just made me a chump. Well, chump no more! If a good-looking woman wanted to play, I was in! Hell, as long as she wasn't hideous, I was in! I wasn't going to wait for playmates. I was going to hunt for them.
It felt incredibly wrong to be looking for bed partners on my next trip away from home three weeks later, but it also felt... thrilling and empowering. I had to wonder if this was part of the attraction for my wife.
One type of woman that was definitely off my list was those with rings on their left hands. No matter how pissed I was at my wife, I wouldn't do to another guy what had been done to me.
I struck out Thursday night when I went out on the prowl, but I hit the jackpot Friday night with a pretty secretary who was out with several friends for a night of drinking and dancing. We spent a lot of time talking and dancing, and when I asked her up to my room for a nightcap and more, she didn't hesitate.
Sex with my first new partner in about eight years was a revelation of sorts, but I'm not going to say it was life-affirming... or even amazing. It was fun, it was good... but much of that was because she was a new and different partner... and it was illicit. Maybe I was being too analytical and just should have let go. I don't know. Fun--yes. Great--not hardly.
If it wasn't for the revenge thing, I could never see cheating on the woman I love for just some random sex. Maybe my libido wasn't high enough... or maybe I just believed that my vows meant something that lust just couldn't trump. Apparently, though, my wife didn't share that last sentiment.
I scored good-looking women on two of my three nights out on my next business trip out of town, and enjoyed myself with both women. The first woman was about my age, I guessed, and the night was purely about lust: we fucked twice and used a half-dozen different positions--two of which she taught me. The second night was a little more than "just sex." The woman, a very hot 45-year-old, was more worldly, and she knew something in my life wasn't quite right. I told her my story of woe as she listened intently. She was also the victim of a cheating spouse, whom she divorced. We connected a bit, and our sex was both soothing and emotional. That gave me more insight into what my wife might be experiencing, which would have further added to my woes if I hadn't already made the decision to divorce the cheating bitch.
Allison Wainwright left me with several things to consider in my revenge plan: chief among them was that maybe I needed to be more personally involved with my partner... like my wife apparently was. I thought about this for several days before I made what I considered to be an out of the box phone call.
Evelyn "Evie" Langston had been my wife's best friend in town since we moved to Cincinnati right after we graduated from Michigan State University. Evie and my wife both belonged to a Shakespeare club in town, and bonded quickly. Evie was a year older than Maci and me and was a nurse at a doctor's office. She was also a divorcee.
Evie was almost an opposite of Maci: long blonde hair, big boobs, curves everywhere, bright green eyes. She was not as bubbly and flirty, but was smart and thoughtful.
I told her I was cooking up a surprise for Maci when I invited her to lunch, so I knew she wouldn't say anything to my wife. We met at a restaurant way away from Maci's workplace.
I was seated at the back of the restaurant when Evie walked in. She smiled brightly as she walked up to my table. I rose, we hugged. Although she was Evie's best friend, we had become friends as well... to what extent, I was about to find out.
"So what's this surprise you're cooking up? Her birthday and your anniversary are both months away," Evie said.
I pulled out a photo of Traci's lover from a folder I had on the table and laid it in front of Evie after our waitress took our orders. She gasped and jumped back slightly, which told me she at least knew who Traci's lover was.
"Umm... ohh... umm," she started.
"Yeah. That's what I thought," I said, trying my best not to growl. "Spill. Who is this fucker?"
Evie looked stricken. For a second, I thought she was going to bolt from the table.
"Ohh... umm... that's Eric Johnstone. He's a friend of Traci's, from her running group," she said barely above a whisper. "Umm... what do you want me to say?"
Evie's breathing picked up, and small drops of sweat broke out on her forehead, despite the restaurant's air conditioning working perfectly.



"The truth. Just tell me the truth... everything you know, because if I find out you're holding back from me, we are done as friends, and I'll go out of my way to make life unpleasant for you."
She dried her hands on her napkin and dabbed at her eyes.
"H-h-he's... sweet on your wife... and she has a thing for him as well. She told me this herself, when she told me she was considering... a fling with him," Evie said hesitantly, not able to look me in the eyes. "I told her she was nuts to even consider cheating on you. I warned her that you wouldn't put up with her messing around on you. Sorry wouldn't cut it for you. You know I love you to death, Roger.
"She looked me in the eye and told me she wouldn't cheat on you. I believed her... but it looks like you're going to tell me she lied to me. This was several months ago."
I nodded sadly. I had to take a sip of my wine to lubricate my throat enough to speak.
"She's been cheating on me for at least the last couple of months," I hissed. "Whenever I go out of town, he comes over to the house and spends the next two days fucking her into the mattress... my mattress. I don't know if they've been meeting up any other times."
"That lying bitch! She looked me right in my face and told me she wouldn't cheat on you. I believed her. I'm sorry, Roger. I should have told you what she was considering, but I trusted her..."
"Yeah, she broke your trust, too," I interjected. "So... how about we break her trust, both of us?"
Evie looked confused for a few seconds before the light bulb lit up over her head.
"You would do that?" she asked brightly. "Seriously? I always thought you'd be the last person who would ever cheat."
"I am the last person. I don't consider this cheating, because my marriage ended the minute I saw them in my bed," I said.
"You caught them? Wait. I thought you didn't know who he was," she said.
"I did catch them. Only they were too busy to notice me... and I didn't want to disturb them. My marriage was over at that point, and I was afraid if I did anything, I wouldn't be able to hold back and I'd hurt him really badly. He's a little fucker, and I was really, really mad. But I could never hurt her physically... and she NEEDS to be hurt. So I need to be really vindictive... and here we are.
"I've already enjoyed a few trysts of my own on my last two trips, but I found out that random hook-ups are only enjoyable physically; not so much emotionally. I guess I'm old-fashioned. At the least, I want somewhat of an emotional attachment. I'm not necessarily looking for my next wife, but..."
I raised my eyebrows and smiled. Recognition spread across her face. She smiled back shyly.
"If you would be able to get away occasionally, you could come with me on my trips if you'd like. Then, at some point, we'd have to slip up and get caught... and then the real fun would begin," I said.
She giggled lyrically, then got a sad look on her face.
"I don't know what she's thinking, Roger. She's told me repeatedly how much she loves you... but then she does this," Evie said. "I'm sorry, but at the same time... I'm not going to pass up a chance with you while you get your revenge. I know you're not looking for Maci's replacement. We're just two friends looking to have some fun, no strings attached."
Evie flew out with me on my next trip. We enjoyed several nice restaurants, a few tourist adventures and three nights and a morning of very enjoyable sex, judging by her screams. I made sure to give my newest bed partner my absolute best effort, and I believe she tried her best to match me. I have to admit, it was a far cry from the mediocre sex I had been experiencing with Maci lately, not that I'm laying all the blame on her. However, having a responsive, engaged partner--something that I hadn't had in several months--spurred me on to up my game.
I didn't notice how much Maci and I had taken each other for granted sexually until I started sleeping with other women. As I thought back on it, I was pretty sure I was able to figure out when Maci stopped trying as hard in bed. That had started about six months before I caught her and shithead, so I did the math and assumed that was about the time they must have started their affair.
"Penny for your thoughts, Rog," Evie whispered to me as we lay entwined Thursday night after fucking like animals once and then making gentle love once. You're not thinking this was a mistake, are you?"
"This... was definitely not a mistake, babe. I'm actually amazed at just how right this felt. I don't have any guilt. I should feel guilty. I probably would feel guilty, but I feel completely comfortable with what we've done... because I no longer feel connected to Maci. Initially, when I found out she was cheating, I felt rage. Now I just feel sadness, heading toward indifference. I really would like to know why, you know, if I did something wrong," I commented.
Her eyes drilled into mine... actually, they drilled into my soul, deep into my soul.
"Yeah. I remember that exact same feeling when Jonah cheated on me," she answered. "I assumed it was because of something I did, when in reality it was all about Jonah and his desire to feel good below his belt. It truly was 'just sex' with Jonah. He didn't love the little tramp, but he also didn't love me as much as I loved him. I would never have cheated on him. He didn't love me near as much as I loved him. It took a therapist to explain to me that sometimes people don't love at the same level."
"Huh. I suppose I need to spend some time with your therapist, then," I said with a sigh.
She leaned up and gave me a soft kiss, which I returned. I briefly noted to myself that although this was my plan, I no longer felt like I was in control. Maybe that was a good thing.
We had checked in the day before as Mr. and Mrs. Roger Finderson. Evie smiled and told me that it had a nice ring to it. Thursday night she asked me if she was passing the audition so far.
"Oh yeah," was all I could think of to say.
Evie was walking a little stiff when we got on the plane to fly home Saturday morning. She noted that she hadn't had that much sex since she divorced her husband about 18 months ago.
She had driven herself to the airport so no one would see us together. I walked her to her car in long-term parking and gave her a soft kiss, not really caring if anyone saw us. I could tell by her face she was confused.
Maci was also confused later that day when I got home and again wasn't all over her. In fact, I again begged off sex when she started getting a little aggressive. This time I claimed fatigue.
"Tough trip. Long boring meetings with lots of 'yada, yada.' Let's binge watch something that I can lose myself in. Let's play tomorrow night," I said.
I'll admit to wondering which one of us needed the break more after my big weekend with Evie. I took a quick peek at the video cam footage of the weekend and saw that she and Eric seemed just as busy as Evie and me. If she was truthful, she was probably as tired as I was.
"Hey, what would you say about me inviting Evie over tomorrow for dinner? I've been a little busy lately and she and I haven't connected for a bit," Maci asked.
I choked a bit and gave my standard joke that I had a hairball.
"Yeah. That would be a good idea. Tell her to wear some tight short-shorts," I said, wiggling my eyebrows.
"You are such a perv," Maci remarked. "It's a good thing she knows you, or she might actually be offended. I'm going to tell her what you asked for, you know."
I smiled to myself as I pulled Maci to me on the sofa, running my hands over her breasts as I did so. After this past week, I had begun to think of her body as Eric's, and that I was kind of putting one over on him.
Evie was again Mrs. Roger Finderson for my next two trips. I think both of us were surprised at how compatible we were outside of the bedroom. I mean, I think we both expected the sex to be good, and we were friends of a sort to start out, but I don't think either of us would have predicted how well we fit together when we were vertical, so to speak.
"How did I not know you were such a great guy?" Evie asked somewhat rhetorically one night at dinner. "I mean, I knew you were a great guy, but I had no clue you were this great of a guy. You understand?"
Actually, I did, and I told her so.
"Our friendship was through Maci... and both of us were too upstanding to look beyond anything closer. There are boundaries, and we both observed them until Maci stopped paying attention to hers. I-I'm kind of glad I've gotten to know you better. I'm going to be sorry when this ends," I said.
She nodded shyly before responding, "Yeah, me too."
It was time to let Maci know about my "affair" and see how she liked being on the other side of the cheating. The plan was for Evie and me to get seen by someone enjoying a cozy lunchtime meal, and then head over to a hotel for some dessert sex... assuming that someone would tell my wife what she had seen and where we were heading. We even made it as easy as possible as we ate our meal within walking distance of our hotel, so we could walk over holding hands.
Evie knew just who to pull into our little drama. Christine Gentry was a friend of both Maci and Evie, and Evie figured she would be on the phone with Maci within minutes of her seeing us. She was also a gossip of epic proportions, so she would probably call everybody she knew after talking with my wife.
"Hey, if this is going to cause you any undue hardship..." I started to say.
"Nah. I will speak directly to Chris and give her our "official" version soon after Maci catches us," Evie explained. "Chris will absolutely go crazy when I tell her that you and I began our affair in response to Maci fucking around with Eric Johnstone. Yeah, I might get some mud thrown on me, but it will be worth it for you."
"You're a helluva friend. Thank you," I said.
She smiled, sadly, I thought. I owed her big-time. I wasn't sure it was a debt I could truly repay.
******
"I guess I didn't think you'd catch us," Maci said. "The only time we fu... met up was when you were on one of your trips... and we never left the house. So how did you catch us?"
I smiled and shook my head sadly. I guess I thought she'd prostrate herself on the floor and beg forgiveness big-time. A "sorry" just didn't seem like she was that serious about seeking forgiveness.
"I came home a day early several months back, and you and Eric were tearing up the sheets--our sheets. You were so into it and so loud that I probably could have set a bomb off and you wouldn't have noticed. You two had no clue that I stood and watched you for a bit... got some video even," I said.
She cringed when I mentioned the video. I smiled.
"I got some more video a couple of weeks later, too. I told you I had another trip, but I didn't. I set you up so I could see if this was a regular trip thing, which you confirmed for me."
"But how come you just didn't break things up either time? Were you enjoying the show perhaps?" she asked with a smirk on her face.
"Not hardly, babe," I growled. "I could see that you two had been doing this for some time, so my stopping you wasn't really going to matter much. So I got the evidence I might need and came up with a better revenge plan... that included my getting some strange of my own.
"Then I decided to approach Evie and see if she wanted to play in my revenge game. She's a beautiful woman..."
"And a slut!" Maci shouted.
"I don't agree at all," I said quietly. "She knew about Eric... and she told you not to do it. You lied to her, so she had no problem helping me."
The truth of my story lit the lamp of recognition in her eyes. She dropped her eyes guiltily.
"Yeah. She had found out about my growing friendship with Eric, and she warned me not to do anything. I told her... I told her nothing was going to happen. Shit," she said.
"You said you went after Evie. Were you always hot on her? Do you perv on all my friends?" she asked rapid-fire.
"Never would have considered doing anything with anybody... least of all your friends, if you hadn't been, to use your parlance, a slut," I said.
"The big question, Maci, is why? Wasn't I enough for you? Did I screw up somehow? That's really the only thing I want to know," I said.
"I'm sure that's not the only thing you want to know, but... it's not your fault, Roger. I mean, it was just fun. Sex is fun, right? Well, I wanted to have fun with a person other than you, in addition to you, but I knew you wouldn't let me. I guess I was being selfish, but since we had been talking about having kids soon, I started to think that I wanted to have sex--fun--with somebody else before we started having kids. It had been a long time since I had sex with a different person, and I knew that once we started having kids, it would be a really long time before I'd try someone new. I would never... cheat on you once we started having kids..."
"But you felt you could cheat on me up until we started having children? What kind of fucked-up logic is that?" I asked.
"I guess it is kind of selfish," she whispered. "I'm sorry for that. I never meant to hurt you."
"How can you say that?" I inquired. "You knew that if I found out, I'd be hurt."
"That's why I tried to make sure you didn't find out," she said softly. "I don't want to lose you."
We went round and round for several long minutes before I finally asked, "Why him? I mean, I've seen you two going at it, and I know it's not because he's got a horse cock or because he's built like a Greek god. So why him, Maci?"
"Well, he's kind of cute and we just kind of hit it off. He's witty and funny..."
I wasn't smiling.
"We took vows, Maci! Didn't those mean anything to you? Come on, woman! Vows!"
"Okay! Okay! I won't see him anymore. Jeez, Roger. We don't need to divorce," she whined.
"Seriously? You think a half-assed apology and a promise not to do it again will work? You broke your vows to me. You deceived me..."
"You broke your vows to me as well. Are you forgetting that? You gave up the moral high ground when you had sex with other women," she remarked smugly.
"Not worried about the moral high ground. You cheated, and the moment you did you nullified our vows, releasing me from mine," I asserted.
"Rrrrrr! You can't have it both ways. Cheating is cheating. We've both done it now. So let's just start over at zero," she said.
"Not happening. I could never trust you again. You so easily started up with another man and fucked him for several months... just because you wanted some fun. Someday in the future, when I go looking for another woman, it will be a woman who respects her vows as much as I value mine. One who loves me as much as I love her.
"That will be the woman with whom I will have children."
She sniffled and fidgeted. Tears leaked from her eyes.
"He was just fun. There was no love like we have," she said.
"No love like we had. Had. Past tense. You obviously don't love me like you think you do, or you couldn't have cheated on me for months. Months. That's not love in my book," I said.
She was sitting at the table crying with the divorce papers laid out when I walked in the door the next night.
"We can get past this, Roger. I know we can. Don't overreact like this," she said while sniffling.
"You have been cheating on me for months. This is hardly overreacting. Why can't you see the obvious?" I asked.
She must have apologized 14 times over the next half-hour. I got that she was sorry, but it was too late to put the genie back into the bottle.
"It's too late for sorry. It was too late for sorry the minute you fucked him the first time. You knew that, yet you still did it," I said. "Apparently your desire for his dick was stronger than your desire to continue our marriage.
"Sometimes, Maci, 'I'm sorry' isn't enough. This is one of those times."
My in-laws tried to intervene on Maci's behalf. I got along great with Jerry and Pat, but I couldn't forgive what their daughter had done to me.
"But you both cheated. Why can't you forgive her and start over? Get some counseling and start over," my father-in-law said.
"We did both cheat. Technically that's true. But I wouldn't have cheated if she hadn't been doing Eric Johnstone for several months when I found out. Hell, I caught them in the act. You can't imagine how I felt when I saw them. I'm actually proud of myself for not killing them both in my bed. My cheating on her was part of my revenge plan. I wanted her to feel some of the same pain I was feeling," I declared.
My in-laws both grimaced when I told them about catching Maci in the act. That told me she didn't exactly tell them the whole story of our demise as a couple.
"She didn't tell us you caught her in the act," Jerry said. "So you're telling us there's probably a little more to the story than we've been told."
I nodded solemnly. I didn't think I needed to verbalize my answer.
"We're sorry, Roger. We didn't know the whole story. Still, do you think there's any chance you two could reconcile. You were so good together," my mother-in-law said.
"I thought we were good, too, Mom. I never thought for one minute we weren't... until I came home early from my trip that one night," I said.
"Maybe you need to tell us your side of this, son. Sounds like there's a lot we don't know. What's the term for that... lying by omission?" my father-in-law queried.
"She wouldn't have to leave stuff out... if she felt good about everything she did."
"I could never trust her again," I said. "Every time I travel. Hell, every time I leave the house, I'd be worried that she would be fu... banging someone else. We've only been married five years.
"How long would this have gone on if I didn't catch her when I did?"
We lived in a no-fault state. What little we had accumulated was split down the middle. Naturally, she asked for marital counseling. The judge granted six sessions, with the possibility of a full dozen if the counselor thought there was a chance of reconciliation. I was pissed, but realized that it was out of my control.
I sat quietly for most of the counseling sessions, talking only when I was directed. After the first two sessions, at which I sat attentive but mostly mute, the counselor asked me directly if I wanted to reconcile.
"No, because I will never again be able to trust her. I shouldn't have to live like that," I said.
The counselor, a roundish woman in her 50s who looked to be an "everywoman," nodded her head, but didn't respond verbally. She did spend considerable time subtly working on getting Maci to accept the fact that we were done because of the trust factor. I appreciated her efforts, even if I knew my wife wasn't totally buying into what the counselor was saying.
Our counselor declined her option to extend the number of sessions to 12. She made it a point to thank me for at least being polite and allowing the sessions to move forward.
While all this was going on, my relationship with Evie was growing stronger. We started dating like a regular couple and continued sleeping together. She told me that several of the mutual friends that she and Maci shared had accused her of stealing me away from Maci, so she set the record straight that she didn't steal me, but that Maci had opened the door to letting me get away by cheating on me. That fact usually caused eyebrows to raise. It seemed that none of Maci's friends knew she was cheating. I could take solace in the fact that she was at least discreet.
Evie and I may have started out as a revenge thing, but every time we were together, we grew closer emotionally. She became the soul mate that Maci had started out to be. I was conflicted between having real feelings for this woman, while at the same time being afraid she would eventually do to me what Maci had done. As a divorcee herself, Evie said she understood the dichotomy going through my mind, and suggested I talk to a professional. I had the perfect person in mind.



Dr. Sylvia Ellis was surprised to receive my call about six months after my divorce was final. She was even more surprised when I told her that I wanted to examine my feelings in the wake of my divorce. She knew about Evie's role in my revenge and that Maci blamed her in part for our splitting up, but she was smart enough to know that Maci was solely responsible for my filing.
I asked Dr. Ellis if she felt my relationship with Evie was a rebound thing, and she turned it around on me. Ultimately, she determined that I at least needed to pursue my relationship with Evie.
"I know it's early and you're afraid of using her as a rebound partner, but what if she could be the one, and you just dismiss her out of hand due to the timing," Dr. Ellis explained. "Love doesn't work on a schedule. You'd be foolish not to pursue this with all your heart... give it everything you've got to find out. Then make your best decision."
My best decision... was that Evie was exactly what my heart needed to heal. Now I just had to hope her heart agreed with mine.
We were lying entwined kissing and snuggling after another great session of lovemaking. She got my connection thing completely, right from the start.
"So... how about we examine this connection a little more closely," I said. "Like for the next 50 years or so. Make the next time we register as Mr. and Mrs. Roger Finderson... be accurate."
I reached behind me into a drawer in the cabinet at my bedside and then handed her the ubiquitous small black box.
"Yes, I will treasure your heart all the rest of the days of my life," she said tearily as she slipped the ring on her finger.
She got it completely.
Epilogue:
Two years after we married, Evie and I became parents of a son. Two years after that we had a daughter. Life was good... and getting better.
Evie and I both lost track of Maci after she moved to California about five years after our divorce. She was still single, and it seemed like she was hoping a change of location would help her chances of finding a long-term partner.
Although I couldn't accept Maci cheating on me, at least she didn't lie about one thing: the affair between her and Eric Johnstone was purely lust, with no love mixed in. When Maci tried to get Eric to up his game with her after our divorce, he broke off the relationship, a friend of Evie's reported to her.
"You're a great fuck, babe, but I'm not looking to be the next husband you cuck," the friend said Eric told Maci.
With me out of the picture, the single and divorced men in Maci's world practically queued up to date her, I later found out. Well, date her might have been optimistic. I knew most of the men who chased her, and it was all about sex. As Maci later complained to a friend who was also friends with Evie, she dated a lot of guys just long enough to have sex with them several times... then they would ghost her. As one explained to her, "You're a great fuck, babe, but everyone knows you're an unfaithful slut."
Two years later, Maci determined she needed to find new men who hadn't heard about her first marriage. She needed to get off the "slut circuit," as she called it. She accepted a transfer to a branch of her company several states away, Evie found out.
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My face was covered in my wife's juices and some Astroglide, and her ankles were on my shoulders as she finished her last orgasm of the night, quickly followed by my own release.
As I regained full use of my brain, I pumped the last bit of semen inside her as I kissed her hard on her lips, my tongue snaking inside her welcoming mouth. We kissed several more times until my softening dick gradually slipped out of her hot, moist pussy. I rolled to the side and just held my bride of 27 years as our breathing gradually returned to normal and the light sheen of sweat on both of our bodies dried.
We lay in each other's arms like that for about 10 minutes. Her eyes were closed and she had a contented, tired smile on her face. Since her eyes were closed, she couldn't see that I, too, was smiling. Making love to my wife for an hour and getting her to orgasm many times on my fingers, tongue and dick had me feeling pretty good... no, great actually. She was everything in life to me, and I loved pleasing her to the extreme. Everything in our life was perfect, I thought.
I would soon find out that perfect was a fleeting concept.
Our lying in bed after making love was an important part of our process. The snuggling and cuddling, the little thoughts we exchanged in our afterglow were part of "connecting," as we called it. Very often we exchanged an, "I love you," or similar feelings. Sometimes it was nothing more than her purring and me humming my agreement. On this night, however... she whispered something softly into my neck that I was sure I didn't hear correctly.
"Wait. What?" I asked in a voice that started softly but finished full strength as I moved my face away from hers so I could study her.
"I've been seeing another man for the last several months," my wife repeated, this time only slightly louder but not garbled by the sound of my flesh.
"Fuck! You've got to be kidding me! Tell me that this isn't some kind of cruel joke!" I yelled as I jumped out of bed.
She continued to lie on the bed, but turned her head to look at my now standing form.
"I've been seeing another man, Joshua. I'm serious. This is not a joke," she said. "I've needed to tell you this for some time because the guilt has been killing me, but I've determined there was never going to be an ideal time to do it, so I just felt like I should do something this important during a time when we were at our closest..."
"Wait. Wait. Wait," I interjected as the light bulb above my head suddenly went on. "So you're really telling me that you've been fucking another man; having an affair? That's what you're telling me when you say you've been seeing someone?"
As was our habit when we made love at night, the only light in the room was from a clock on my wife's nightstand. We could see each other well enough in the mostly dark room for playing and lovemaking, but the soft lighting wasn't enough for me to see into her soul through her eyes, which is why she picked this time to make this confession, I guessed... assuming for the moment it was a confession.
The silence in the room stretched out for what I felt was an eternity, but in reality, was probably no more than a few seconds.
"Yes. I have been having an affair," she admitted softly.
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck," I said just as softly. "I thought you loved me. We just finished making love..."
I staggered to the side of the bed and sat down, then realized I still had her juices on my face. I headed into the en suite bathroom, clicked on the light and started to clean my face. She came in a few seconds later to do some clean-up of her own.
"I do love you, Joshua. I always will. That hasn't changed," she said as she gingerly cleaned her lady parts with a washcloth.
I stood at my sink feeling like someone had just hit me in the stomach with a baseball bat. I hadn't cried since my father died about 10 years ago, but I was coming close.
"How could you be fucking another guy if you love me?" I asked, trying my best not to sound like a whine-ass. "You don't cheat on somebody you love. I would never cheat on you because I love you."
"I'm glad you feel that way, Joshua, but my having sex with another man doesn't diminish my love for you in any way," she explained slowly, like one would to a slow child. "I care for him differently than I care for you. A person can have feelings for more than one other person. You have different feelings for me and the kids and your mother, but you still love us, right? I have feelings for you and the kids and my parents, but I still love all of you. I've just added another person to my list."
"So you love this guy? What the fuck, Monique?"
"I do have feelings for him, Joshua, but not on the same level as the feelings I have for you. You're my husband, my number one love," she said, still using that superior tone.
"There's not supposed to be anything after number one," I rasped. "You don't fuck anyone else besides your husband."
"Do you have to keep being so crude and using that term? You know I hate that word. You've never used it when you've talked to me before," she lectured.
"Excuse the fuck out of me. I've never been told by my wife before that she's fucking another man!"
I put on my robe and went downstairs to the family room. I turned on the TV although I knew I wasn't going to watch it. Reflex move. I just needed some time to think.
Apparently, that wasn't going to happen, though, because less than a minute later Monique came downstairs in a short robe, as opposed to her long, fluffy robe. She wasn't stupid. She wanted to distract me, and she knew her body always had that effect on me.
At 50 years old like I was, Monique looked like she was maybe 40, despite having two grown children. She worked out three times a week and her body was both curvy and yet muscular. Her mop of blonde curls went down to her shoulders, and I could get lost in those azure eyes forever.
"I need some time to think about this, Monique. You coming down here is not going to speed up my thinking," I said harshly.
"No, we need to talk about this, baby. I love you, and what I have with Paul...err, doesn't interfere with what we have. It's really outside of us," Monique said as she tried to settle into my lap.
"Before I told you about Paul, didn't you think we had a practically perfect marriage. That's because I was discreet with Paul, and nothing I did took anything away from you. I never turned you down for anything, did I?"
I pushed her off my lap. I had to admit that I never suspected anything was wrong in my marriage until Monique confessed. Our sex life was pretty good for a couple of 50-year-olds, and I noticed no fall-off in recent months. The only thing I did notice recently was that Monique seemed to be happier; she often hummed while she made dinner... oh fuck! The happiness was obviously coming from her affair, not from boring old hubby.
"I did think we had a practically perfect marriage, Mo. But now I've found out that your happiness apparently was being generated by your affair... with Paul. Paul who, by the way?"
"You... you don't need to know that. All you need to know is that we have been discreet," she answered, her tone suddenly clipped.
"I do need to know, Monique," I answered sharply. "Somebody named Paul has been fu... boffing my wife for the last several months, and I think it's important to know who this fuckhead is. Paul who?"
She blushed crimson and fidgeted in her spot on the sofa. She kept her eyes down as I glared at her.
"You have to promise you won't hurt him if I tell you his name," she said, her eyes coming up quickly.
"Can't promise that. I will only promise that I will not kill him."
I could see the wheels turning in her brain. She squirmed. She blushed some more. She opened her mouth to speak several times, but nothing came out.
"I'll take it that you are protecting 'Paul' because you care for him more than me if you don't tell me," I said, making air quotes when I said her lover's first name. He obviously knows you are married, and I'm sure you've talked about me some. Yet I know nothing about him. You have kept something from me, which makes you a liar by omission, in addition to a cheater. Oh, yeah, let's also add untrustworthy and disrespectful."
I watched as several emotions flew across her face. Tears dripped from her eyes. I was guessing she never considered her dishonesty and disrespect in this episode, and I knew my accusation would unsettle her further. An hour earlier, her obvious discomfort would have caused me to wrap her in my arms. Now, it was all I could do to keep myself from strangling her with my bare hands.
"Paul Vickers. He's a teaching assistant at the university," she said barely above a whisper.
I know my jaw dropped at her admission. Monique was the administrative assistant to the dean of the fine arts department at our local small university. All of the teaching assistants in fine arts were younger than 30 years old, as far as I knew.
"You've got to be kidding me," I rasped as I slowly sat down on the sofa, my head suddenly starting to ache. "You're fucking a kid."
"I told you I don't like..." she started to say.
"I don't give a fuck what you like anymore. We can add pervert to your list of offenses, I suppose," I accused.
She started to respond, thought better of it and sat there silently.
"So why did you confess, Monique? You had everything going your way, including having a clueless husband. Why confess to me? To rub my face in it?" I asked.
She finally looked at me, although the tears continued to run down her cheeks.
"I had to tell you. The guilt was killing me," she said softly. "I love you, Joshua. Keeping this from you was taking a toll on me."
"You felt guilty because you knew it was wrong. You knew it was wrong... because it was wrong," I sneered. "You stepped out on your vows.
"Why, Monique? Am I that terrible a husband. Am I that bad in bed?"
"No. No. You're a great husband. You're great in bed," she answered quickly. "This wasn't about you. It was about me. We didn't plan it. It just happened."
"It just happened? Really? Paul Vickers was just walking by one day and his dick just fell into your cunt. Yeah, I got it."
She glared at me for a moment until I glared back. We sat there with our eyes locked on each other for a few seconds before she broke off.
"Well?" I asked.
She huffed and blew out a deep breath before telling me that Paul was a shy, gentle 25-year-old. Their first conversations were strictly business, but after a while they started talking on a more personal basis. She was surprised to find out that Paul was still a virgin. She found it very endearing when he blushed and told her that in almost a whisper, telling her he just wasn't very good with girls.
Much to my chagrin, my wife had always been what I call a fixer. Through the years she had insinuated herself into the broken relationships of several friends, trying to get that friend and an estranged partner back together. To my amazement, she had been successful more often than not. I've always been afraid that when she failed, both parties would blame her and end their friendships, but so far that hadn't happened.
She and the kid started going out to lunch occasionally, she continued, and she started building up his ego. It was during a Friday lunch with two margaritas that Paul leaned over and gave her a soft kiss. She said she knew she should stop him at that point, but she was so pleased with his increased boldness that she returned his kiss. They kissed several more times, and when she got back to the fine arts office, her boss, Dr. Linley Hicks, pointed out to her that her lipstick was a bit smudged.
"He's certainly a cutie," Monique said Dr. Hicks told her.
A few days later, Dr. Hicks told her that she wouldn't be averse to Monique taking a longer lunch hour occasionally, and the two shared a knowing look. She took her boss's advice, and the next time the two went to lunch they wound up back at Paul's apartment, where they made out like horny teenagers for a while before Monique started to undress the younger man.
"It... it was tender and sweet as I guided him through losing his cherry. For a first-timer, he was very attentive and it was one of the best experiences of my life, honestly," she said, her voice dreamy while her eyes looked unfocused at the memory.
"It was wrong and sweet, and he was so appreciative when we were done. I've got to admit that I felt really good about what we had done. And that was the beginning. After that we had long lunches once or twice each week. I taught him several positions and how to satisfy me orally. Once we got rolling, he even asked about several other... options, and we worked through everything either one of us could think of or wanted to try."
She started out her story in a tentative voice, but she finished in a clear, concise tone, and her face was... glowing. Fuck. I put my head in my hands. Hopefully she didn't see the tears in my eyes.
"Fuck," I finally whispered. "You're so proud of yourself for fucking a virgin and making him a man... even though we are married."
After what I felt was a long silence, she finally said, "I care for him greatly, Josh, but I don't love him the way I love you. You're my husband, and you'll always be..."
She stopped herself from saying it again.
"He's a really great kid, Joshua. I think you'd like him if you two ever meet."
"Pretty sure that would be a really bad idea, Mo. You do realize you're... fucking a kid who is the same age as our oldest child?" I queried.
She shrugged. Once again it took everything I had not to choke the shit out of her. Who was this woman? Where was the woman I married?
I didn't know about her, but between the sex we had earlier and what she had dropped on me after, I was absolutely exhausted. I saw that it was 3 AM and was glad that it was Sunday and I had the whole day off.
I shut the television off and headed up the stairs. Monique followed me, until I turned in to the guest room. She stopped in the hallway and looked at me, confused. I shook my head sadly, shut the door and locked it.
I woke—sort of—at 8:37. I'd slept—sort of—for slightly more than five hours. I hoped my wife slept just as poorly as I had. I staggered downstairs and made a pot of coffee. Monique must have smelled the brew, because she staggered downstairs five minutes later, fortunately looking every bit as bad as I felt.
I got up, poured her a cup and added a splash of milk. She smiled weakly at me. We both drank our cups in silence.
"Another?" I asked as I got up with my cup.
She nodded.
I poured her another cup and added the requisite milk.
"I don't think you're seeing the big picture here, Joshua," she finally said to break the silence.
I stared at her in disbelief.
"Okay, you have the floor. Explain please," I said.
"Like I told you a few hours ago, I've never turned you down... and I never will," she started. "As you know, I love sex. Always have, hope I always will. Paul adds another element to my sex life. He's new, different and yes, part of the fun has been because it's been risky.
"But in the last few months I've never felt so alive. I've got my loving husband and my young lover. You and I are still going at it pretty good for a pair of 50-year-olds, then I've got an adorable young stud who thinks I invented sex. He makes me feel like the sexiest woman alive... and we go at it hard. He's a wonderful lover."
"And I want to hear this why?" I snapped. "Are you telling me that you'd prefer him in bed? And I'm supposed to be happy to hear this?"
"You're the best man I know, Josh, and I know you'd want me to be happy because you love me so much. I know that. So what I want is to keep the status quo for a while longer. He'll finish his doctorate next year and then move on, and you and I can then ride off into our golden years together," she explained.
"What the fuck are you talking about, woman?" I growled. "Not only have you been having an affair for several months behind my back, but now you confess and expect me to let it continue for another year or so? How stupid do you think I am?
"I'm thinking maybe... maybe... we could keep this marriage together if you would get counseling, and you're thinking that I'll let you keep your lover? You must be fucking nuts. What have you done with my wife?"
"We've been incredibly discreet so far. We will continue to be incredibly discreet. Nobody but the three of us has to know," she argued.
"And your matchmaker boss, of course," I snarled. "How many people do you think she's already told?"
"Dr. Hicks won't tell anybody. She's a friend," Monique remarked.
"A friend would have tried to talk you out of this insanity, not given you time off from work to fuck around on your husband," I said, my voice rising in volume. "You told me before that she's a bit of a 'free spirit,' to quote you. 'Divorced once, gets some on the side occasionally' while married a second time, I remember you telling me. I'm sure she's very pleased to know she's not the only slut in her department."
Monique's visage changed from guilty to angry at my slut comment. I didn't care and wasn't holding back.
"I'm not a slut!" she claimed. "Paul and I have been very discreet."
"You've been sleeping with another man behind your husband's back! That's the very definition of slut in my book!" I raged back. "I'll find a lawyer tomorrow and get started on a divorce. You can keep him. I'll leave."
"Divorce? I'm not going to agree to a divorce. Haven't you been listening to me? I love you!" she screeched.
"Actions speak louder than words, babe. You fucking another guy hardly says love. Stop fucking this kid and get some counseling. If I think you're sincere I won't file."
"No, I'm not going to let you control my life. He won't interfere in our marriage. I promise," she said.
"He's already interfered. He knew you were married. You told him. And it doesn't matter who made the first move. You. Broke. Your. Vows. To. Me. With him.
"Why did you really confess, Monique? You told me it was so you could relieve your guilt over your cheating. It was to make you feel better over your cheating. You felt guilty because you know this is wrong. Telling me doesn't change what you did. You cheated. Whether you feel guilty about it or not, you still cheated. Cheating is wrong.
"You just told me you're going to continue. So what choice do I have?"
"There are way more choices than divorce. We've been together for 27 years, have a great marriage and... boom... one mistake and we're divorced?" she asked incredulously.
"Ah, if it was just one mistake," I replied. "A one-time slip, a mistake in judgment. But you've been cheating with him for several months. You had your one-time slip, then kept slipping and slipping, over and over again. You put the knife into my heart, then just kept stabbing me again and again. Hardly a one-time mistake. This is a planned betrayal. You've lied to me, cheated on me, disrespected me. Yet you keep telling me that you love me.
"Answer me this: have you lied to Paul, cheated on Paul or disrespected Paul? Of course you haven't. You love Paul. Then why did you do all of those things to me... if you love me?"
Large tears were leaking down her cheeks. She looked frustrated because I wasn't going along with her version of love.
"If you don't want a divorce, show me that I'm your one and only love and drop him now," I said.
"I've told you. I can love more than you, but you are my number one. But I have real feelings for him. It's not cheap, tawdry sex. I have feelings for him. We make love like you and I do, but you are my husband, you get me whenever you want. He only gets to have me occasionally, and he understands that. Why can't you understand that and live with that? He gets that and he's only 25. You're twice that and you don't get it. Wake up and join the 21st century," Monique lectured.



I could tell by the look on her face that she thought she scored a direct hit on that one. Her going from demure to slut wasn't 21st century; it was merely throwing away her principles to rationalize her recent poor decisions.
I realized then that this was an argument I would never win because she was no longer the same woman I had married 27 years before. She had evolved, for want of a better word, into a different person: one who could accept her own infidelity because of her self-absorption. Where once we had been a team, now we were two individuals, with her being the important one and me there to complement her. I realized that if I gave in to her now, this would just be the first of many such occurrences. Regardless of what she was saying now, after Paul there would be others; she had needs and apparently, I could no longer fulfill all of them. I had become her steady, loving back-up plan; she would find others to rock her world.
Nah, not happening.
When I went in to work Monday, I told my boss what was happening in my life and told him I needed to take off every afternoon for the next week to do some errands and reconnaissance. He was sympathetic to my plight and told me I had more than enough personal time banked. He also gave me the name of the attorney he used when he divorced his wife for cheating on him several years ago.
Based on what Monique had told me, I rented a non-descript car for the week and was planning to be outside of her office every day at noon waiting for her to go to Paul's apartment for their weekly or twice-weekly trysts. She didn't leave her office for lunch on Monday and on Tuesday I followed her to a near-by McDonald's. I hit paydirt on Wednesday when she went to an old house in the neighborhood of the university that had apparently been made into several apartments. I barely got my car parked when she walked into the house after a quick knock on the door.
Since we lived in a no-fault divorce state, I didn't need proof of her cheating for the court, but I wanted some confirmation for myself. I sat in my car with binoculars trained on his apartment door and was rewarded with my confirmation when she came out of the apartment about 90 minutes later with him following to the door shirtless, wearing a pair of jeans. She leaned into him at the door and the two were a lot less than discreet as they tried to suck each other's tonsils out for about a minute. Looking back, the passionate kiss broke my heart and probably was the dagger in the heart of my marriage.
The fucking kid—literally—stayed at his door and watched with a gaze of adoration on his face as Monique got in her car and drove off. Quite frankly, I was surprised with his look. He had longish, stringy dark brown hair and was thin to the point of being gaunt. In the past, Monique and I probably would have commented on his "meth head" look. At twice his age, I looked to be much more fit and better looking, if I say it myself. I honestly wondered what my wife was doing with this guy. I mean, I guess I figured that if I was going to lose my wife to another man, I wanted it to be somebody I considered "worthy" of her beauty, not a refugee from a perp walk.
My appointment with the attorney was on Thursday. He assured me he could have her served Monday at her office. I was going for maximum embarrassment. The gloves were off.
The first phone call from Monique came in at 10:35, which by my way of thinking meant that she probably got served at 10:34. I didn't pick up. This went on four more times. Then I got a call from the office of the fine arts department dean. I knew she was getting desperate when she brought her friends into the act. I still didn't answer. I had already told the company switchboard to tell her I was out for the day when she called in.
Monique always got home before me from work, so I knew she would be waiting for me—understatement of the year—when I walked in the door at home, after first taking a deep breath and letting it out.
"How could you do that to me?" she cried. "I thought you loved me. You know I still love you."
"How do I know that you still love me? We've already gone over this. You've been cheating on me for months, and have told me you don't plan to stop even though I now know it's happening. That's not love. That's you being a selfish bitch. I loved the woman that was my wife up until a few months ago, not the cheating slut she's become."
"I am not a slut! Don't keep calling me that!" she yelled.
"You're wrong. You are a slut. You're a cheating slut, regardless of what you think. Sluts fuck men who aren't their husbands. That makes you a slut."
I spied her phone on the kitchen counter and snatched it up.
"Wait! What are you doing? You can't invade my privacy!" she screeched.
"That's rich. Call a cop... or a lawyer. A wife who's not a slut shouldn't worry about her husband looking at her phone. Here, to be fair, you can look at mine."
I reached into my pocket, grabbed my phone and tossed it on the counter. I then opened her phone and saw that her last five outgoing calls were to her lover.
"Yeah, this just screams 'I love you.' Did the little fucker comfort you in his bed today?" I asked.
If her eyes could shoot lasers, I would have been dead. She stammered several times trying to speak. It was somewhat disgusting when spittle started shooting out of her mouth.
"If you would just use your head, you would see that this hasn't hurt us... our marriage," she finally blurted out. "My being with Paul hasn't taken anything from you. If anything, it's added to our marriage. You have to admit I'm happier, and we probably have sex more than most of our friends because I'm happier and more satisfied."
She might as well have just kicked me in the balls. I stood frozen for a couple of seconds before my brain came back to me.
"So you're telling me that you're fired up sexually for me because of what your lover gives to you. It's down to him. So he's your sexual go-to. He's number one. I'm second. That's just fucking perfect.
"We're done here."
"No. No. No. I didn't mean it like that. You're my husband. You're number one," she cried.
I slowly shook my head. I heard exactly what she said. I wasn't born yesterday.
"No, Monique. You said exactly what you meant," I said. "I heard it. Message received.
"Now you just have to own the consequences. I go my way. You go yours. Yours can include that fucking kid if you want. It won't matter to me anymore."
"That's not what I want. I want you. Just give me a little more time with him and then I'll be yours forever," she wailed.
"You either can't see it or don't want to see it," I said. "I'm talking divorce... and you're still trying to negotiate interjecting the kid into our marriage. No kid or no marriage... and even then, it's not a done deal."
Two days later I was again parked outside of the kid's apartment, this time not waiting on my wife to show up. I was specifically waiting for him to get back from whatever he was doing, so the two of us could talk... well, sort of. An hour later, he finally showed up. I waited for him to get out of his car before I approached.
"Paul Vickers," I called as I approached.
He stopped walking and let me get close... too close for him unfortunately. I walked straight up to him, balled up my right hand and hit him square on the nose, causing blood to spurt and him to fall to one knee. As he grabbed his face in pain with one hand and tried to hold up his other arm to fend off another attack, I could see recognition register in his panicked eyes, even though we had never officially met.
"Yeah, that's right. I'm Monique Hardesty's husband," I yelled down at him. "She taught you how to fuck. Now, I've taught you what happens when you fuck another man's wife. Assuming you've got a father, he most certainly should have taught you that."
His visage of recognition morphed into one of fear. He could see I was bigger, fitter and had rage on my side. He whimpered, waiting for me to finish my attack. He will never know how close I came to beating him to a pulp.
I looked down at him and literally growled in anger, seeing him trembling in fear, but then good sense won the day and I decided that I didn't want to spend a good chunk of the rest of my life in prison.
"You're not worth it, you little shit. But just so you know if she hasn't already told you, I've served my slut of a wife with divorce papers. You can have her."
He remained down on one knee, whimpering like a pathetic bitch. I watched him for a few seconds while my breathing returned to normal. Then I walked back to my car and drove home. I probably could have been arrested for steering wheel abuse I was gripping it that tightly.
I was reclining in my La-Z-Boy drinking a shot of Jameson Irish Whiskey when Monique walked in and marched right up to my chair, practically breathing fire.
"H-how dare you beat that boy!" she screamed. "Do you feel like a big man now? Do you feel better?"
She was breathing fire and spoiling for a fight. Time was my ally here. Deliberately I picked up my whiskey and took a sip before responding.
"I actually feel only a little better. I probably would have felt much better if I would have beaten him senseless. I only hit him once... just once. I could have done much worse to him... the little fucker.
"You taught him some lessons. It was my turn to teach. You don't fuck another man's wife!"
I glared straight into her eyes. I could see her fists were balled, until my last statement. She unclenched her hands and started to cry. Fuck, I was getting tired of all the waterworks. Why is it that she fucks up but figures she has the right to cry?
"You only hit him once?" she asked in a very small voice.
I nodded, picked up my glass and took another sip.
"I suppose you expect me to thank you for not beating the snot out of him?" she asked.
"At this point, I don't expect, nor want, anything from you, except for you to leave me the fuck alone and sign the damned divorce papers," I shot back.
We lived like roommates for the next few weeks. I got myself dinner each night and slept in the locked guest room. We only talked when it was necessary communication.
I was watching English Premier League soccer one evening when she sauntered into the room wearing a tight T-shirt, braless and barely covering a pair of small bikini panties. It was a look she knew I liked very much, and considering we hadn't had sex in several weeks, she knew how it would affect me.
I was sitting on the chaise end of the sofa, and Monique settled in right up against my right side. A few minutes later, she shifted her legs up next to mine on the chaise, and settled in closer. We had done this often since our kids had left the house.
I was well aware of what Monique was doing, but it had been so long since I had gotten anything from her, I was willing to go along with this and see how it played out.
It played out exactly how I thought it would: we were both into it, and 10 minutes later she was lying half on top of me and had my hard dick out of my jeans and was stroking it strongly. A few minutes later we were both naked on the sofa before she straddled my hips and slowly... very slowly, slid down my hard dick with a sexy moan.
She started out grinding back and forth on my hardness before she started slowly bouncing up and down while I braced her body with my hands holding her boobs. She leaned forward and crushed her lips on mine, our tongues dueling in her mouth as she slowly picked up speed.
The only sounds in the room for the next 10 minutes were her moans and my grunts. Soon after her breathing started coming in erratic gasps, she stiffened briefly before spasming through a hard orgasm. I let her enjoy it all the way through, having slowed my stroking, but I re-engaged on my end when her eyes came back into focus.
We quickly resumed our kissing, moaning and groaning, going several long minutes before her second massive orgasm overtook her and took me along with her.
She laid on top of me for several minutes as we both enjoyed our afterglow in silence, my arms holding her body tight. Lord, I was really going to miss this woman.
"That was fantastic as always, Joshua. You know you're going to miss this if you leave," she said quietly.
"That was really great, Monique. You're right. I will miss this when I'm gone," I said.
Her eyes shot open in horrified shock.
"Wait. You're still going to leave... after that?" she inquired. "Seriously? We're so good together."
"Did you really think I was going to fall for that? You were going to fuck me stupid?" I replied. "It was absolutely wonderful, but it didn't change anything. I was just using you, the way you've been using me since you started your affair. I've become your safety net. We both know it."
She at least had the good grace to look guilty.
"Still, you can't deny we are good together. I don't want a divorce. I want you."
"But not enough to stop fucking that kid, right?"
"God, you're a one-track recording, aren't you? He's outside of us. Can't you get that through your head? I only want him once or twice a week. You and I do it much more than that, and I want you to be with me for the rest of our lives," she said.
It was more of the same old, same old. Blah, blah, blah. This thing with the kid just wasn't going to go away anytime soon. That meant I had to go away, as soon as possible. Fuck. I remember when she cared about me that way.
I had to be the one to tell our two kids, Lori, 25, and Rance, 23, about the divorce and the reason for it. Lori was shocked at both Monique's cheating and the age of her lover.
"Oh my God, Dad, he's the same age as me. Am I going to have to watch her around my boyfriend?" Lori asked, sounding dead serious.
Our son has always been a bit protective of my wife. I could tell by the sound of his voice that he didn't want to believe my accusation was true.
"That doesn't sound right, Dad. Mom loves you beyond reason," he said.
"Past tense, Rance," I answered. "She's been trying to get me to let her keep this kid until he gets his doctorate next year. If you don't believe me, ask her yourself. She won't lie to you if you ask her directly."
"I'm sorry, Dad. I would never have thought..." he let the statement go unfinished.
Monique called me at least once a week trying to get me to change my mind until the divorce was finalized six months later. Since she always refused to stop having sex with the kid, my answer was always the same. I knew that doing the right thing for myself was definitely not the easy thing. I supposed I would always love her, but I'd never be able to respect myself if I allowed her to continually disrespect me.
The divorce being finalized didn't mean much for me right away in terms of my social life. I knew very few single people, and in truth, it had been almost 30 years since I had been on a date with someone not named Monique.
I assumed Monique would increase the amount of time she spent with her lover. I know I increased the amount of time I spent at my office. My boss actually sent me home several times, citing my own mental health.
Our divorce shocked most of our friends. While I didn't go seeking out people to tell, I didn't lie if they asked what had precipitated the event. To most people, Monique was seen as almost prim and proper so the thought of her cheating, especially with a 25-year-old college student, was just about scandalous. I could practically feel the eyes and hear the whispers whenever I saw close friends of my ex-wife when I was out and about.
I certainly wasn't keeping track of my ex and her lover, so I wasn't aware when he earned his doctorate a year later. I found out when Monique called to tell me... and asked about the possibility of us getting back together now that Paul had accepted a job several states away.
"I told you it would end when he got his Ph.D.," she said. "I was never going to go with him when he left. I'm old enough to be his mother."
"You are also old enough to know better than to be fucking a kid, but that didn't seem to stop you, did it?" I snarked back.
"But that's old history now. How about we get back together? You know I still love you," she said. "Why can't we start over fresh? You don't seem to have a lot going on at the moment."
"Are you insane, woman? Do I have to quote you chapter and verse why that will never happen?" I responded.
Monique didn't feel the need to hide her dating once the kid left and she started dating people more in her age range. I ran into her two straight weeks at two different places... with two different guys. She greeted me both times with enthusiastic hugs.
She saw me look askance when I realized that her date the second time was different than the one she was with the week before.
"You don't get to criticize anymore. What can I say? This little... adventure has shown me I like sex... and variety. You had your chance," she said.
"Not criticizing," I said. "Just surprised, as much as anything. I suppose after what you did to me, I shouldn't be surprised, but I guess I still thought of you as a moral person, a good person. What happened to the woman I once married?"
It was easy to see that she wasn't happy with my assessment of her metamorphosis.
"Fuck you, Joshua," she said harshly, the first time I had ever heard her use the F-bomb.
"Not in this lifetime ever again," I said as she stalked off to where her date was waiting.
Monique was married about a year later, my kids informed me. They said my successor was about 10 years younger than their mother, but seemed to be a good guy.
I decided I needed to do something nice for myself and break out of my personal slump, so it was time to dump my SUV and buy a Ford Mustang Shelby GT500. Yes, I've heard all those jokes about older men needing to have something flashy to entice women, but for me it was about style and horsepower and... who am I kidding... enticing women. I giggled like a schoolgirl as I got on the Ford site and looked at all the Mustang models, options and colors. I decided on a bright blue color and went with the stick. If I was going to buy a statement car, of course it was going to be stick. You don't buy a hot car to sit in the seat like a prim grandma. Sorry, granny.
My favorite car salesman at my local Ford dealership had retired and moved south, so I wound up with a guy I'd never seen before. He seemed really full of himself and introduced himself as Rob Martin. I chuckled inwardly. If I was going to be buying a cliché hot car, I guess it was only fitting that I buy it from a cliché car salesman.
When I stuck my hand out to shake his and introduce myself to him, he cut me off, saying, "I already know who you are. You are my wife's first husband, Joshua Hardesty. Hey, if this is going to be too weird for you, I can get you somebody else."
In another lifetime I probably would have switched off to another salesman or gone out and bought a Corvette instead, but sometimes my puckish side takes over. It was time for Monique's influence on my life to be tossed aside. I decided he was going to be my salesman, but he was going to earn the sale.
"Nah, we're good, unless you're going to ask me to take her back or something," I said with a chuckle, to clearly show him I was kidding.
I knew he wasn't expecting that. He looked surprised, but then caught himself and chuckled back, clearly playing along.
"Not a chance of that," he said with a laugh of his own.
I had perused the lot earlier, so I knew there were four Mustangs on the ground, one of them a six-speed, so naturally that was the one I wanted to test drive.
"I-I can't drive a stick," Rob said, the perpetual smarmy smile suddenly gone. "I'll get one of the guys to bring it up here, then we can hit the road."



"Nah. Let's walk out there and get it ourselves. Give me the keys, I'll get it out from wherever it is. I didn't figure you could drive a stick. Not many people under 50 can. You look about 40. That figures. I know Monique has a thing for younger guys," I said cheerfully.
"I'm 41," he said as we walked toward the Mustangs on the lot. "I guess that would make me 10 years younger than you. Monique has told me you two were the same age."
"Hmm. Still makes you 16 years older than the guy she cheated on me with. So she obviously didn't find you at the university... or in the parking lot at the high school," I said with another chuckle.
Rob didn't look quite as full of himself as we got into a black Mustang to drive.
"She's a beauty, moves really well," I said as we drove around town.
"Yeah, she still is hot, and she really is something in bed, too. Best fuck I've ever had. I can't believe you divorced her over a little sex. It had nothing to do with you, bud," he said.
"Uhh... actually, I was talking about the car, Rob, but I'm sure Mo is still pretty good in the sack, too."
He dropped his head in embarrassment, and I did my best not to smile at his discomfort.
"As long as we're going to go there, Rob, you should be aware that Monique knew that in my world there was no such thing as 'a little sex.' I was under the impression that we thought the same about infidelity... until she decided to change the rules. Then I guess after the kid left, she had some 'middle-age crazy' and went through guys like she changes shoes, but by then it wasn't my problem," I said in the most even tone I could manage.
"Just so you know, I-I wouldn't have turned her loose for her affair. She's way too much woman for just one man," he answered.
"I made my choices. You make yours. I'm glad you're happy with her," I said.
"Now, let's order me a Mustang."
Rob was a pure salesman. As soon as I mentioned spending money, our previous conversation was forgotten... at least short-term.
We went back into the dealership and I ordered a bright blue Shelby GT500. Rob was very happy with me putting some commission dollars in his pocket. I had to wonder what the talk would be at his kitchen table on this night.
A few months later my daughter, Lori, got married. She and Monique did a great job of organizing the wedding, and I paid the freight. Rob and I were at the bride's parents' table together, and you would have thought we were best buddies. I know Monique was a bit put off by how friendly her husband was to me.
I danced with a lot of women during the evening but my ex was not on my dance card. At one point during the evening, she even asked me to dance, with Rob's agreement, but I politely declined.
"You know, Joshua, you're going to have to get yourself a life someday. You can't be pining over me for the rest of your life," she lectured. "Have you even had any relationships since our divorce?"
"Your concern for me is touching," I said. "Too bad you didn't care about my feelings like this toward the end of our marriage."
I felt my anger rising, and I had promised my daughter that I wouldn't do anything to ruin her big day. I quickly looked around and spotted Monique's cousin, Katelynn, a large-chested single 40-something, sitting alone at a table. The band had just started up again after a break, so I was able to make a graceful escape.
"Goddamn your cousin is a sexy beast," I said as I rose from my chair and headed over.
I think Monique was still talking to me as I left. I know I heard Rob laughing at his wife. I knew he would pay for that later.
Katelynn and I danced several fast dances and a couple of slow ones. I knew full well what she was doing when she plastered her curvaceous body to mine on the slow songs. I knew she felt my hard-on pressing up against her stomach several times.
We spent the night together at my apartment after the wedding, and she accompanied me to the morning after breakfast we held at a hotel. I noted Monique trying very hard to control her anger when we walked in together.
I dated Katelynn for about a month before she told me that we couldn't continue because of family concerns. I raised an eyebrow skeptically. She explained to me that Monique had apparently raised the ire of several of the family's matriarchy because Katelynn was dating her ex. So much for wanting me to have a life after her.
Although Katelynn and I were starting to get close, she couldn't take the pressure from the rest of the family and regretfully wanted to end our relationship. I was unhappy, to say the least, but Katelynn mollified me a bit by promising to introduce me to two of her good friends who were single. I agreed only because I didn't want to get in between Katelynn and her family.
"So if these are such good friends, how come I never met them before?" I asked suspiciously.
"Because they are such good friends. I might have let you meet them after a few years," she giggled.
I liked both of Katelynn's friends right from the jump. They were both pretty with good bodies. I dated both for a couple of months before I finally made a decision as to which one I was going to concentrate my attentions on.
Anne Rethlake was a tall, thin woman with strawberry blonde hair and green eyes. She was five years younger than me at 49, and was a high school English teacher. She had divorced a cheating husband seven years previously. Her three kids were all out of the house, with two of them married.
She was funny, smart and in no hurry to take that next step. She totally got my uneasiness at moving quickly into a new relationship. Burned once, twice shy didn't begin to describe me. This wonderful woman let me take our relationship glacially slow, and over the next two years proved to me that not all women were selfish whores. As my love for her grew, my love for Monique gradually melted away, something I would never have figured.
It was a small wedding, with just close family and friends. My kids liked Anne and knew she was good for me. Her kids and I became friends as well.
A phone call from my son interrupted a quiet Friday evening a few months later. He was calling to tell me my ex was in the hospital emergency room after being beaten by her current husband. I was surprised because I thought Rob was a pretty good guy, and he had repeatedly lectured me about giving up Monique for "just sex," as he and Monique called it.
"Apparently she's got a black eye and he knocked a tooth out," my son said, describing Monique's injuries.
"He caught her cheating on him, didn't he?" I asked.
"Well... yeah, Dad, but you didn't beat her when you caught her," he said.
"Maybe that just proves he's smarter than me," I said. "Bet you one thing, if they stay together, she won't try that again."
"That's cold, Dad. She was your wife for 27 years..." he started.
"But she cheated on me and now she's his wife, his problem," I said. "Let's face it, Rance, your mom's a slut. I handled it my way. Rob handled it his way. He told me once he wouldn't have divorced her for cheating on him; apparently his way is to beat her. Who's to say who is right? Again, not my problem.
"Give her my best when you visit. Good night, sonny."
"Who was on the phone, Josh?" Anne asked as she walked into the room, a glass of tequila for me in her hands and wearing nothing but a tight, short wife-beater.
"That was my son letting me know Monique's having some marital problems. I told him I wasn't interested," I said.
Anne handed me the drink and gently straddled my hips as she sat down. I smiled brightly. Life didn't turn out too badly for me, after all.
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Lincoln Darnell knew he had a perfect marriage. He would have bet the farm--figuratively--on having a perfect marriage. PERFECT. P-e-r-f-e-c-t. In his own words, as he told so many people, "absolutely fucking perfect."
That was until five minutes earlier, when he grabbed his wife's cell phone to call the local Pizza Hut to order a couple of pizzas and two orders of breadsticks after he and his wife, Penny, and their two children had spent much of the afternoon raking leaves in their yard. As Lincoln was putting away the rakes and leaf bags, Penny went upstairs for a quick shower. When Lincoln went into the house, he spotted his wife's phone on the kitchen counter, so he reached for it to call. Neither he nor his wife ever locked their phone, so it was just easier to grab her phone than get his from the family room.
No one could have been more surprised than Lincoln when the phone asked for a password as it came to life. He and his wife both agreed never to password protect their phones when they first got theirs more than 14 years ago right after they were married. He knew it was not locked the last time he used it... was that almost a year ago, he questioned himself?
"Huh. Odd," he thought to himself as he put down her phone and went into the family room for his.
Lincoln called in his order and plopped down in his favorite La-Z-Boy to think. There could have been dozens of reasons for Penny's phone to be passworded, but the most obvious was... well... obvious. He put his head in his hands, but before he could start feeling sorry for himself, his 10-year-old son walked into the room.
"I'll go with you to pick up the food, Dad," he said as Lincoln's head shot up.
"Right. Thanks. We'll go in five minutes," Lincoln answered.
Lincoln couldn't get too much thinking done on the ride to and from the restaurant because his son was nattering on about the day's college football games. The kitchen table was also the wrong place for this discussion, he knew, if... if there was to be one. For the first time in his married life, he had doubts about his wife.
Penny Darnell also thought she had a perfect marriage, although her definition of perfect was far different from that of her husband. Like Lincoln, she had unlimited love, respect and trust for her spouse, but her definition of perfect included a clueless husband who had no idea that she had been having an affair behind his back for the past year.
Penny didn't seek out the affair, but didn't shy away from it when it happened. An actuary by trade, her analytical nature was able to separate her marriage from her affair. Then she was able to separate her love for her husband from the love she developed with Steve Bates. In effect, she had been leading a double life for the past year. With careful planning and by not wasting any time feeling guilty, she felt she was getting way more than 100 percent out of her days, giving her family nothing less than 100 percent and Steve the extra percentage she was wringing out of her busy but fulfilling life. While most people were seeking to live their lives to the fullest, she felt she was going beyond 100 percent. If she had to quantify it, she felt she was living her life 150 percent.
The only fly in the ointment for Penny was that she knew she couldn't tell her husband. She knew Lincoln could never accept her second life, would never believe that she could love two men, even if she had been doing that very thing for the past year.
Lincoln knew he had several hours of alone time when Penny went across the street to have coffee with her friend, Angela, while both kids were out with friends the next day. That would give him more than enough time to scrutinize the family's phone bills for the last several months. When they signed up for their current plan, Lincoln had taken the option to have calls listed on the bill, like a business plan. Penny didn't call any one number an inordinate number of times, but there were four that showed up on a regular basis that he couldn't connect.
Lincoln smiled to himself when he bought the burner phone, feeling like he was on a "spy mission" of sorts. He called all four numbers and determined that a man named Steve Bates was the answer to his unasked question. Lincoln wasn't exactly without skills, and in less than a week found out that Steve Bates was an assistant vice president at a near-by financial services firm.
The information that Lincoln found on Bates' Facebook account told the story of a 26-year-old with an Ivy League education who seemed to be moving up in the world and had several hundred friends on the site, for whatever that was worth. Photos showed a tall, well-built, handsome man. That was more than a little worrisome to Lincoln.
Lincoln had to admit to himself that if his wife was having an affair, not only was she amazingly good at hiding it, she was amazingly good at keeping her life in order. She worked a full-time job, was a great mother to the couple's two kids, and up until he started checking on her, he thought she loved him as much as he loved her.
Penny found Steve Bates "charming and delightful"--his term for himself--when he introduced himself to her and her two workmates while they were eating lunch at a restaurant close to where they worked. Penny thought the introduction was ballsy and had to admit she liked his brash attitude, especially since two of the three women at the table were wearing wedding rings. Steve seemed particularly taken with Penny, despite her being about 10 years older than him.
Penny flirted back shamelessly with the young man. Her two workmates expressed surprise that she seemed so up for this. She gave the young man her cell number when the women finished their lunch.
"What the hell do you think you were doing back there, Penny?" one of her workmates asked on the ride back to the office.
"I'm not really sure... but I felt a connection with him, and I know he felt it as well. I'm not going to sleep with him, but I think I'd like to see where this connection could go. This is how I felt when I met Lincoln," she replied.
"Play with fire much, girl?" her friend asked.
The two were soon doing lunches alone. They both had flextime hours, and a lunch hour soon became two. Despite what she had told her friends, she did eventually sleep with the man, and their two hours became three. She started working 30 minutes later four days a week and on Thursday nights stayed a full hour later. She told her husband that she needed to put the extra time in due to an increased workload. Being completely trusting of his wife, Lincoln never questioned the increased hours, and to help out, started cooking dinners on Thursday evenings.
This had become the pattern for the past year. The relationship started out as a flirty friendship and gradually--easily, in fact--grew intimate. It felt so natural, though, that Penny had little if any guilt, in part because she made absolutely sure that she never gave Lincoln and her children any less love and attention. It wasn't always easy to keep her two lives separate, but she felt more alive and energized in her life than she had in the last several years. She had her loving family with all the wife and mom things, and then a handsome, younger lover who was smart, articulate and well-read, someone who made her feel nothing like a wife and mother.
The only ones who knew about the affair were her two workmates who were there on the first day when Steve Bates introduced himself. Penny never admitted anything to the other women, but when she started taking her long lunches on Wednesdays, their suspicions were answered. The three, however, never talked about Penny's lover... at least with Penny.
Lincoln's Christmas gift slush fund paid for a private investigator to confirm what he already knew. That didn't mean the pain was one iota less when he received the report, which included photos that somehow appeared to be from inside her lover's apartment.
"These photos weren't obtained legally, so you won't be able to use them in front of a judge, but it might make a difference in negotiations," the private investigator said.
"I-I never saw it coming," Lincoln admitted to the man. "Fourteen years. I was positive we were going to go the distance. I loved that woman with everything I have, and this is how she pays me back? Fu-u-uck!"
Although it just about killed him, Lincoln took a page from his wife's book and acted as normal as possible for the next three days, waiting until the kids were in bed on a Friday night before broaching the subject. He was reclined back in his La-Z-Boy ostensibly watching a hockey game and Penny was doing a crossword puzzle.
"Do you love him, Penny?" Lincoln asked quietly, glancing over at his wife.
Lincoln caught Penny's soft gasp. After cheating on him, would she now lie directly to him, he wondered.
The silence in the room was deafening, Lincoln noted. Penny's brain quickly ran through a list of possible answers, after she came to the stark realization that somehow... SOMEHOW Lincoln had found out about her affair.
"Umm... yes. Yes, I do," Penny answered no louder than Lincoln had asked.
Lincoln made a choking noise as he jumped out of his chair. In his head, that was certainly not the answer he expected.
"What the fuck, babe?" he yelled. "How could you do this to me? You're not even going to sugar-coat this?"
Penny knew that she was the more dominant person in her marriage. Lincoln usually gave in to her in almost every argument as she knew his love for her was boundless. She was counting on that to give her "home court advantage."
"I didn't say I don't love you. I do love you. But I said I love him... also," Penny explained, speaking deliberately as one would do to a slow but loved child.
"I love both of you. You are my husband, and I've loved you for more than 14 years, and I expect to love you for the rest of our lives. But I also love him. You know I could never... be intimate... with someone without having feelings for him."
"No. No. No. You can't love both of us," Lincoln whined. "That's not how it works. You either love me or you love him."
Penny got that look on her face that she got when she wanted to lecture her children when they fought. She squinted her eyes before glaring at her husband.
"Loving more than one person is hardly impossible, Linc. Don't I love you and love our children?"
"But it's not the same. You can love your husband and your kids, but you can't love somebody else the same way you love your husband," he said as he paced back and forth in the room.
"Maybe you can't," she said in a smug voice. "But I certainly can. And I do.
"And just as important, I want to continue doing it."
Lincoln grabbed his head as if he was trying to keep his brain from exploding.
"You can't be fucking serious," Lincoln yelled. "You want me to allow you to continue your affair?"
"If you don't calm down and stop cursing at me, we don't need to continue this discussion, Linc. I expect to be treated with a minimum of respect..."
"Like you respected me?" Lincoln interrupted. "That train travels down the track both ways."
"I've never disrespected you! How dare you say that!" Penny responded, her own voice rising in volume.
"You don't consider fu... having sex with another man behind my back disrespectful? Are you out of your ever-loving mind, woman? Wanting to continue: you don't consider that disrespectful?"
"No, I don't. I didn't want to hurt your feelings. Did I ever rub my affair in your face? Did I ever turn you down for sex, except when I was having my period? The answer to both of those questions is no, by the way," she harrumphed.
Lincoln looked stunned. In his brain, he knew his wife was right... mostly. Now that he thought about, she never did turn him down for sex, although until just then he never thought about the fact that their sex on Wednesday nights was almost always her giving him a terrific blowjob and not ever letting him reciprocate.
"I never came to bed with his cum inside of me, but I still wouldn't let you eat my pussy because that would have been disrespectful, and the only time you were ever inside me after him were those days I absolutely couldn't fight you off... and again, I never came into our bed with any of his cum inside me... because I respected you," she rasped.
"I suppose I should be thankful for small favors," Lincoln growled back as he continued to pace.
"If you respect me so much, then how about giving me some truthful answers?" he asked. "Like why you are doing this, how many men are you doing and how long has this been going on?"
Penny's face flushed. Lincoln looked sick to his stomach and sat back down.
"We've been intimate for about a year," she started. "I didn't seek this. It just sort of happened. I'll admit I didn't try to stop it... because it felt right. I knew after the first time that I needed him. Stopping wouldn't have been right for me. I need him as much as I need you. I love you, Linc... and I love him. I have the capacity to love two men at the same time.
"But you and I are married, and we have a wonderful family, so you get me fulltime, while he only gets me for a little while. He accepts that limitation, for the most part. I would think you would be gracious and let him keep what little of me he gets."
The look on Lincoln's face morphed from shock to extreme indigestion in the span of about four seconds.
"I should be gracious and allow him to continue to have sex with you? What about that 'forsaking all others' thing we vowed to each other 14 years ago?" Lincoln queried.
"I don't know how you found out, but it had to be really recent, because I know you couldn't have gone very long holding this in," she said. "So, again, I ask you, if you didn't know for the better part of a year, how was I hurting you? How was I taking anything away from you?
"So if I wasn't, in fact, hurting you or taking anything away from you, why can't he and I continue... and you could pretend you still don't know anything. We will be absolutely as discreet as possible, at all times.
"By the way, how did you find out? If you tell me, we won't make that mistake again so you don't have to know... sort of."
Lincoln's head was spinning. Despite being terribly hurt, he loved his wife with everything in his heart. If he divorced her, he would not only lose her, but he would also become a part-time father to his children, a scenario he found completely repulsive.
He had to admit, that if it had not been for a fluke, he probably would never have known his wife was cheating on him. Could he allow himself to continue to be cuckolded, and hope that somewhere down the line Penny would stop this craziness?
From her first kiss with Steve, Penny knew she had to let this flirtation bloom into a full-blown affair. Yes, the tingling in her pussy couldn't be ignored, but it was something more than lust. The only other time she had connected to this level with a man was when she found Lincoln. Many women go their entire lives looking for that kind of connection once, yet Penny had actually found it twice. You don't look a gift horse in the mouth or let a life connection this strong pass by undone, she told herself.
Life went on seemingly as usual in the Darnell household for the next few weeks, at least as far as the children were concerned. In reality, for Lincoln and Penny, they were little more than roommates. Penny spent every opportunity alone with her husband to lobby against divorce, knowing Lincoln had to be seriously considering the action.
"I took nothing from you. I gave you everything that was yours. Tell me you didn't think we had a perfect marriage. Nothing has to change, Linc," she repeatedly told him.
That argument, along with his anxiety about leaving his children, weighed heavily on Lincoln. Although he knew that eventually this would probably go far south, he had to give it his best shot, at the very least for his children.
He explained everything to a tearful Penny one night after the kids were in bed. She practically jumped into his arms with joy and tried to pull him upstairs to their bedroom. He leaned back against her momentum.
"No, Pen, that's going to take a little longer to heal," he said. "I'm still not sure I'm doing the right thing here. You've shaken me to my very core."
Three weeks later Penny finally persuaded her husband into their bed for sex. She started off with a slow, sensual blowjob, and after a little break for Lincoln to recharge, she took her husband slowly, sensually and emotionally... making sure Lincoln felt her love from head to toe.
From Penny's standpoint, it took about another month before she would have said things were completely back to normal. From Lincoln's standpoint, things were probably about 90 percent, which was about as good as it was ever going to get again. Once trust had been broken, it was rare that it would ever totally be gotten back, Lincoln knew. He wondered if his wife realized this truth.
One truth that even Lincoln would have admitted to was that if he didn't know his wife had a lover on the side, nothing seemed different in the couple's relationship from his wife's side. She was every bit the loving wife she had been throughout their marriage. Lincoln was dumbfounded that she could profess to love him completely, yet also keep a lover. If anything, Penny's life seemed to be sailing along.
About a year after things returned to normal, Penny joined a Saturday morning exercise class with several friends from her office. Once upon a time, Lincoln wouldn't have thought twice about the class, but that was then, this was now. He seemingly agreed easily when Penny brought the class up, but inside he was steaming. She might have thought she was being discreet, but Lincoln knew without a doubt that this was nothing more than an excuse for the lovers to meet up a second time during the week.
True to her promise, though, nothing seemed to change outwardly in Penny's behavior toward Lincoln and the kids. She would go to exercise class at nine and return a little after noon, looking for all the world like she had just finished a challenging workout, and head for the shower as soon as she got home. Perhaps only Lincoln could tell the light in her eyes was from a challenging workout of the carnal kind.
Saturday mornings for Lincoln were usually about household chores and driving the kids to various sporting events or practices. Penny being gone didn't affect him in the least, except on those times where one of the kids had a game of some kind. Penny made sure to skip her exercise class to attend games, but after the first time she had to skip a class, she started going out with the girls on the Friday nights before then for a few drinks. Lincoln didn't give the girls' night out a second thought until it happened three times in a row before Penny had to skip a Saturday morning class. He no longer trusted his wife to tell him the truth, and his lack of trust was quickly justified when he surreptitiously watched Penny enter Steve Bates' apartment 20 minutes after she left work on a Friday night.
Lincoln chewed several Tums after he watched his wife enter Bates' apartment. Since Penny and Lincoln had reconnected, Friday nights were usually reserved for their date night, but now it seemed that his wife was willing to give up her date night with him so she could have her second day of sex with her lover. Or maybe Lincoln had become her lover and Bates had in effect become her husband, her emotional number one.
Penny entered her home a few minutes after 11 humming a happy tune... until she spotted a decidedly unhappy Lincoln sitting at their kitchen table with a shot of liquor in front of him and a cup of coffee sitting in front of her usual spot. She gulped audibly.



"Uh... let me grab a quick shower and I'll be right down so we can talk," Penny said as she headed for the stairs.
"Stop!" Lincoln shouted. "Sit your ass down now! I don't care if you stink from sex. This is happening right now."
Penny trembled at Lincoln's voice. She knew this night would not end nearly as well as it started.
"You and lover-boy are done, effective immediately, or you and I are done," Lincoln barked. "I thought I went above and beyond allowing you to keep him, but you two had to push for more. I'm assuming that since your nights of sex with him have been more important to you than our date nights, that our status has changed. He's number one now, isn't he?"
Penny burst into tears while Lincoln sat there expressionless. His blank look didn't escape his wife's notice. She cried hard for several more minutes, completely aware that Lincoln made no move to comfort her.
"You said I could have him. You can't go back on your word now," she screeched.
"You led me to believe that I was number one in your life... or you out and out lied to me. Either way, payback is a bitch... and it's going to get worse.
"I was a schmuck to let you do this to me. That stops today."
Lincoln got up from the table, put his shot glass in the sink and went up to the guest room, locking the door behind him.
Penny was up and ready to go to her daughter's soccer game with the rest of the family the next morning. The children were not oblivious to the fact that neither parent spoke a word to the other while they were getting ready.
Penny threatened to do everything she could to make Lincoln's life as hard as possible in the divorce. She made that threat again at the first meeting of their divorce lawyers... until Lincoln slid a file across the conference room table to her. Lincoln had never told his wife that he had photos of her and her lover in the act.
She gasped when she opened the file. Lincoln smirked.
"I'm thinking that we have joint custody of the kids, and the usual 50-50 assets split works fine for me, too," he said quietly.
She silently nodded her agreement. Lincoln's attorney passed a second folder to Penny's attorney. While Penny's attorney perused the information, Penny stared at the man who looked like, but obviously wasn't, the man she married 15 years earlier.
"I thought you loved me. How could you do this to me?" she rasped.
"Yeah. Exactly what I was thinking," he said.
The look of surprise on Penny's face told Lincoln that she still didn't get it. His mental health professional had called it some kind of narcissism with a big name that translated into her thinking that Lincoln's level of love for her had to be greater than her love for him.
"So you mean she's become an entitled bitch?" Lincoln questioned at the time.
"Yeah," the psychologist answered.
Lincoln's problem was that he truly loved his wife with his whole being. Tina Turner once asked musically, "What's love got to do with it?" He thought about that for a long time, never coming up with a good answer. Loving someone sometimes just isn't enough.
Lincoln's life went on unevenly. For the fortnight he had his children with him, things were good. For the two weeks his kids were with his ex-wife, he was miserable. Not only was he lonely, he often felt like his heart was missing. Work was his only salvation during that time.
While Penny missed her husband, she still had Steve, and the two spent most of the time living together at Penny's home on the weeks her ex had the children. It wasn't unusual for the two to have sex twice every day during the week and three to four times on both of the weekend days. Sexually, Penny was more than satisfied, even if things weren't quite the same around the house.
For his part, Steve would have opined that he had died and gone to heaven: a beautiful woman who never said no to sex anytime he wanted it for two weeks, then the single, fun life--still having sex with Penny several times a week--for two weeks. His single friends were very impressed and very jealous of his lifestyle. They were even more impressed when he showed them naked photos of Penny.
Lincoln's kids admitted to him they liked Steve and he seemed to be good to Penny. They repeatedly told him he needed to find a woman to keep him from being lonely on the weeks they weren't living with him.
Penny and Steve married a year later after Penny agreed to have a child with Steve, which appeared about another year later. The 41-year-old Penny admitted that this pregnancy took a lot more out of her than her other two. Still, she had a healthy boy of eight pounds, six ounces, and she and Steve as well as the baby's two half-siblings were thrilled with the new addition.
Both kids were effusive when they got to Lincoln's apartment several days later for their two-week stay. Not wanting to ruin his kids' obvious pleasure, Lincoln let the happy chatter about the infant go on for several days, although his only participation in any discussion of the baby was to grunt occasionally.
Now 15, Emily picked up on her father's reticence to discuss his ex-wife's baby and told her 13-year-old brother they needed to stop talking about it.
"Why? Dad's happy for us, isn't he?" Gavin asked his sister.
"Not really, you dope. Mom's his ex-wife. She had a baby with the man she replaced Dad with. He doesn't need to be reminded that he lost."
Lincoln overheard the discussion between his children. He was surprised to find out that they considered him the loser in the split. He waited until he could get Emily alone to find out why she considered him the loser in the divorce. She looked gravely at her father before replying.
"She's got Steve and the baby and she's got us half the time, too," Emily replied. "You've got... nobody, Dad. When Gavin and I aren't here, you're alone. It's kind of pathetic, Dad."
That assessment was probably the last thing Lincoln wanted to hear from his daughter. He knew he needed to do better. He promised himself he would.
Joining a gym was the start of Lincoln's renaissance. He realized that it was incredibly cliché, but it still made sense to get in better physical condition, whether he dated or not. He was in decent condition when he started, but inside of a couple of months he felt he was in excellent condition, and even had some abs defined. He was incredibly proud when a 40-something woman blatantly hit on him in the supermarket while he was grocery shopping.
"Please tell me you're really not married and not just a married guy out without his ring on," said the slightly chunky but nice-looking woman in the frozen food aisle.
Lincoln took a quick look around to see if the woman was actually addressing him and determined she was.
"Uhh... had a wife once, don't anymore. I guess you could say I'm a free agent," he answered shyly.
"What a coincidence. So am I," she said with a happy lilt to her voice. "How about we do coffee some time?"
Lincoln only had two dates since his divorce. He was about to turn down the woman when he remembered his daughter's comment about him being pathetic, and his pledge to himself to do something about that.
"That sounds like a capital idea," he answered, pulling his phone out of his pocket. "How about you put some digits into my phone and tell me what your name is?"
"I'm Isabelle. Everyone calls me Izzy. And you are?"
"I'm Lincoln. You can call me whatever you want," he said.
She smiled brightly, showing a perfect set of teeth.
Izzy and Lincoln had several dates, but quickly figured out they were better as friends than they would be as lovers. The woman even became Lincoln's go-to adviser for single women, seeing as how Lincoln hadn't dated too many women since he got together with Penny almost 20 years ago.
One thing that Izzy suggested was that Lincoln take dance lessons, both contemporary and classic.
"Most women like to dance, Lincoln," she explained. "For some, it's even like a prelude to sex. A strong, handsome man who can confidently get on the dance floor is kind of a unicorn."
On his own, Lincoln also signed up for advanced cooking classes. He found he enjoyed cooking and figured that it was a skill he would be able to use in many situations.
Penny went back to work a year after her third child was born. With her other two children in high school, a baby, her job and marriage, life was busy. She rarely thought about her ex-husband, usually only when Emily or Gavin mentioned him in conversation. Emily having her driver's license and a car bought by Lincoln meant that Penny and Lincoln no longer had to even interact when the kids changed homes for the fortnights.
Penny and Steve had just finished making love for the second time of the night and were cuddled together, each lost in their own thoughts. Penny's thoughts right then were about sleep; her younger husband almost always wore her out with his stamina. Steve's thoughts were on something else.
"Umm, Pen, you awake?" he whispered.
"Mmm," she answered, just this side of awake.
"Would you ever consider doing the two-lover thing again?" he asked.
"Yeah, I suppose so, if the right man came along for me, like you did," she said softly, her brain still in a haze of sex and fatigue.
"Well, how about if I had the two lovers this time?" he inquired.
"Mmm... Wait. What?"
Penny disengaged herself from Steve's arms. She got up on an elbow and looked into his eyes. She was no longer sleepy.
"You... you want to have two lovers? Are you fucking nuts?" she said with urgency, dropping the F-bomb on Steve for the first time ever.
"Why is that so crazy? It's no different than what you did to Lincoln. I've found somebody I... care for very much. I love you completely, but I'm pretty sure I also love her, and I've got enough love for the both of you. The only difference in this case is that I'm asking you before I do it. You didn't ask Lincoln first. You just did it."
Penny was barely hanging on to her temper. She begrudgingly knew Steve was correct in what he said, but... still. How dare he? She should have been more than enough for him. Contradiction: thy name was Penny.
"No. No. No. Not happening, bucko. You don't get to dip your wick in any other candles. Got it?" Penny said.
Perhaps if Steve had been smarter, he would have shut up then and let the argument drop, but he wasn't smart enough. For some strange reason, he couldn't figure out what the difference was between Penny having two lovers and him having two. He pushed back.
"That's not fair, Penny. You had two. I should be able to have two as well," he said.
"The first time I find out you've added a second, you'll be back down to one in a heartbeat. Life isn't fair sometimes, Steve," she snarled.
"So you're telling me you don't love me as much as Lincoln loved you?" Steve questioned.
"You're telling me you don't love me enough not to ask?" she shrilled.
Steve looked deeply into his wife's eyes.
"Tell me you don't really see the contradiction here."
"I don't care about any contradiction. You're not fucking another woman while you are married to me."
Steve clucked his tongue.
"This isn't Burger King, Pen. You don't always get to have it your way."
"We'll see."
Steve had sex with another woman a week later. His divorce from Penny was final about a year after that.
"Look at that guy. Prime beef on the hook," Angela Welker said to her three friends at the table at Shorty's, a popular bar/restaurant/dance club. "If I didn't have this ring on my finger, I'd get in between him and that hot younger blonde he's dancing with and teach him why he should stick to women his own age."
Two of the other three women at the table with her nodded and mumbled their agreement while the man, who appeared to be about 45, danced like a pro with a 30-ish woman, whose broad smile and slightly pink blush belied her hope that the man would ask her to leave the establishment with him.
The man under scrutiny had dark brown, shaggy yet stylish hair that had flecks of gray scattered throughout, deep brown eyes and a muscular yet limber body that looked like it belonged to someone 20 years younger. While most of the men on the dance floor looked like they were being horsewhipped or shocked with electricity, the man danced with confidence and fluidity and had the smile of someone who had the world by the ass.
The remaining woman at the table sat in shocked silence, struck dumb by the sight of her ex-husband--her formerly reserved, quiet, uncoordinated husband, not only dancing, but dominating on the dance floor, looking for all the world like a Greek god come down to earth from on high.
"Are you okay, Penny? You look like you've seen a ghost... or maybe a really hot guy who's making you moist under the table?" Julie Prince joked to Penny Bates as the classic rock played in the background.
Penny dropped her eyes to the table and reddened appreciably. The others watched her carefully, waiting for a response.
"I'm fine, girls," she answered. "And for the record, it's both."
The other three women had looks on their faces ranging from shocked to mystified.
"Way too arbitrary, girl," Angela said. "It doesn't sound like you want to... but you need to explain."
The song from the sound system ended and a slow one came on. A shapely brunette of about 40 tapped the blonde on the shoulder and cut in, melting into the man's embrace.
"Mmm... that looks really comfy," cooed Annette Doster, the fourth woman at the table as all four women looked on.
Heads then turned back to Penny, who blushed again before taking a sip of her white wine.
"Th-that guy is my ex-husband... and I haven't seen him in several years," she whispered.
"Get out, you liar!" bit Julie. "I know what your ex-husband looks like, and you've only been divorced about three years."
"Not Steve. Remember I told you I was married twice. That's my first husband, Lincoln," Penny said.
"Oh!" all three other women said almost in unison.
"You let that... get away?" Angela asked in a tone approaching reverence.
Penny looked decidedly uncomfortable.
"I actually chased him away by being the stupidest bitch in the world," she rasped, her eyes filling with tears.
"Let me get us another round, then you've got to spill this whole story," Angela said.
Penny's three friends sat in shocked silence at what she related for the next 10 minutes.
"I always thought stories like that were urban legend," Julie said to break the silence. "I didn't think there were any woman stupid enough to try that... and I never thought that if there was a woman stupid enough, that certainly there wasn't a man alive who would give that to her. Shit, you pissed all over the man, and he loved you enough to let you. Then you just had to push him a little extra...you're a moron. No ifs, ands or buts about it.
"You certainly didn't deserve a man like that... and he certainly didn't deserve a bitch like you. I don't know how else to say it."
Julie glared at Penny for several seconds before she got up from the table and walked out of the bar.
"Huh. I wonder how she really felt?" Annette joked.
"Not a joke, Annette," Angela said. "Julie's single because her husband died of leukemia after a five-year fight. She understands that people get divorced, but she obviously had a problem with what Penny did. I think even Penny would admit she went way over the line."
Penny nodded silently at Angela's statement.
"Yeah, I guess I can understand why she got so mad," Penny said quietly. "Her husband was taken from her, and I just threw mine away."
"Are you going to say hello to him, at least?" Annette asked.
Penny watched her ex on the dance floor, this time with a 20-something, more than keeping up his end. The young woman looked very happy to be dancing with Lincoln, and he with her. She marveled at the fact that this Lincoln seemed to be so different from the man she was married to for more than a decade.
"Umm... I don't want to bother him right now. He looks like he's having fun," Penny said. "Maybe next time I see him I'll say hello."
It was a month later when Penny and her friends were back at the same establishment and Lincoln was again on the dance floor.
"Look at him. Do you think somebody told him we were coming again so he could get up on the dance floor again and look like a stud," Angela said. "You actually gave that man up, woman. I guess I can sort of see why Julie got so mad at you.
"But you really do need to say hello. In fact, you need to bring him over here and introduce him. You're single again, and Annette's single."
Penny blushed deeply.
"Go on. Get up there and at least dance with that stud, or I will," Annette said.
Penny hesitantly got up from her chair and went over to the table at which Lincoln was perched. As there were a lot of people milling around, nobody from Lincoln's table gave the woman a second thought until she got right up in front of Lincoln.
"H-hi, Lincoln. Would you care to dance with me?"
For a brief second, Lincoln wondered if he had gone deaf, as all sound in the club seemed to cease. His ex-wife's voice, however, assured him that he was not deaf.
"Penny? Penny. Uh... yes, of course I will dance with you," a surprised Lincoln answered. "Where did you come from?"
"Over there," Penny answered, pointing to the table where her friends were.
Lincoln looked where his ex-wife pointed as he rose before taking her hand and leading her to a clear spot on the dance floor. As they started to move, Penny was shocked at how fluid and comfortable her ex seemed to be on the floor. Lincoln was struck at how stiff, uncoordinated and... old his ex-wife seemed to be.
The fast song ended and a ballad of some type started. Reflexively, Lincoln reached out, took Penny by her hand and waist and pulled her tight to his body. He noticed immediately that her body had a few more pounds on it than the last time he held her, and those pounds felt a little softer, probably the result of having her son with Steve about five years ago, he thought.
Penny noted the increased muscle Lincoln had added to his body. She noted the deepening of some lines on his face, along with the slight graying at his temples. She also noted that his countenance seemed to be that of a younger, happier man.
The two hadn't said a word to each other throughout both dances, but Lincoln continued to hold Penny's hand as the song ended and led her to his table. He sat her down in an empty seat, told her he'd be right back and then walked to the bar. He was back within minutes with a white wine for her and a shot of bourbon for himself. He took a minute to introduce Penny to his three friends at the table, calling her his ex-wife, then took a seat next to her and waited, looking into her eyes.
She wanted to look away; desperately wanted to look away as she saw her ex-husband's eyes look deep into her soul. She knew he could see her guilt, her stupidity.
In actuality, Lincoln could see that his ex-wife was extremely nervous, sweat starting to show on her forehead. He wondered if the look in her eyes was remorse... or something else.
"So, Pen, how have you been? How's the little guy? Isn't he about 5 now?" Lincoln queried, knowing that asking about Penny's youngest child would make her feel more comfortable. He laughed to himself, noting that despite everything that happened, he was still trying to make things easier for this woman that he still loved, despite her terrible betrayal.
"Yes, Steven Jr. is 5. He's doing well. Thanks for asking," Penny began. "I'm okay, Linc, but I've been better. Going from two husbands to one to none was quite an adjustment, I'll admit. The kids keep in touch, though, and stop by when they can. And Stevie is always there for me. He's a good boy.



"You look great, Lincoln. I'd say you've rebounded very well. I might have to have your secret.
"By the way, when did you learn how to dance? You really do look great out there."
"I've had a lot of time on my hands for the last 10 years. A good friend of mine told me to stop feeling sorry for myself and do something fun and worthwhile. I learned how to dance, learned Spanish and French, really hit the gym hard. I'm also now a really good cook, especially Italian. Actually went out and made new friends. Hell, there was a whole new world out there that I had no clue about. Who knew?" Lincoln said.
The two danced together several more times before Penny thanked him and said she had to be getting back to her friends.
"Well, great seeing you, Pen. Don't be a stranger," Lincoln said almost... but not quite... offhandedly.
Penny's friends had big grins on their faces when she got back to their table.
"So..." Angela began as Penny turned bright red.
"We probably talked more in the last half-hour than we have in all the years since he left me," Penny told her friends. "It's almost like he's become a new man... and the old one was pretty good to start."
Lincoln was in a reflective mood when he got home from the club that night. He poured himself a shot of Glenmorangie single malt and climbed into his La-Z-Boy. It didn't escape him that for the first time since the divorce, he didn't feel like ringing his ex-wife's neck. He knew that he had finally gotten to the stage that was the exact opposite of love: he was indifferent to Penny.
That indifference enabled Lincoln to talk to Penny almost as if the two were friends when they ran into each other around town. As one could almost figure, Penny didn't see the obvious. Encouraged by her friends, she decided to see if maybe the two could again rekindle the magic they once had.
"Linc, could we maybe go someplace a little quieter. I need to talk to you," Penny said after the two had danced several times one Friday night about four months later.
Lincoln nodded and the two left the club and went to a small, quiet pub several blocks away. On the drive over, Lincoln wondered if one of his children was having a problem that Penny felt he should know about.
Both Penny and Lincoln had a white wine in front of them before Penny cleared her throat and sat up straighter.
"Um... Lincoln, we seem to be doing pretty good together lately... and we're both... unattached... what would you think about us maybe trying to... date? Maybe try to get together again?
"I never stopped loving you, Lincoln. It was your decision to leave. But I know you still love me..."
"Stop, Penny. Don't do this," Lincoln interrupted. "I think you've misread the signals. Just because I'm not angry at you anymore doesn't mean I've forgiven you. I loved you for a long time... but now I feel nothing toward you. We share children. You're not unpleasant to be around.
"We could never again be together. You asked me for something I shouldn't have given you, but I was afraid you would have left me then. But apparently my giving it to you made you respect me less, and you then you kept pushing more.
"Toward the end of our marriage, I was no better than third on your list of people to love."
Penny's eyes had been looking down at the table while Lincoln spoke. Her eyes came up at his last statement.
"Third. No, that definitely isn't right," she said defiantly. "It was only you and Steve. Just you and Steve."
"And you, babe. You were always number one on your list of people to love. I just didn't see it until it was way too late for me.
"You changed the contract of our marriage and the rules to your love, and I dumb-assed it and accepted it. But we were way unequal in terms of how much we loved each other. I deserved then and deserve now a woman who will love me every bit as much as much as I love her. I may not ever find that woman, but I won't ever settle for less again."
Lincoln never did find that woman, but he always had plenty of friends and never lacked for a woman in his bed when he wanted one. Penny never lacked for a man in her bed either, but if the truth was known, she did more than her share of settling.
Lincoln eventually found two women with which he built "comfortable" relationships. He was open with both women, and it was their choice to date Lincoln.
"I'd rather have one-half of a good man than a one-on-one with a half-good man," said one of the women, a 60-ish widow named Irene Wilkerson.
The other woman was a 50-ish divorcee named Layla Smart. They were both good-looking women who took good care of themselves, and both made sure to take good care of Lincoln as well, both in bed and out.
Lincoln found Layla first and the two went out on a regular basis and developed a comfortable friends with benefits relationship. Irene changed things when she approached an unaccompanied Lincoln one Saturday night when he was out with several male friends.
Irene fit into Lincoln's arms as if she was made to be there on the first slow dance that night. A subsequent date led to several more, with Irene going to Lincoln's apartment after the third date. Lincoln continued to date both women for another month before he knew he had a good kind of problem. He wanted to do right by both women, so he met with both of them one evening at his apartment. Thirty minutes after the three started talking, the two women sent Lincoln to the liquor store for a bottle of champagne. He was confused, but not stupid: he went to the liquor store and bought a decent bottle.
"What's going on, ladies?" he asked the smiling duo when he got back to his apartment.
"How about we make you an offer you can't refuse?" Layla asked.
Lincoln popped the cork on the champagne 15 minutes later. The two women decided to share Lincoln on a fairly equal basis, if Lincoln agreed.
"Wait. I actually get a say in this?" Lincoln asked good-naturedly.
"Not really... unless you want to be known as the dumbest fucker on the face of the earth," Irene said while she and Layla laughed uproariously.
The proposal the two women came up with--and Lincoln eventually agreed with after some tweaks--was that they share Lincoln, fairly evenly dividing him up among the two of them, and just them. All would promise to be true to their arrangement unless one of them opted out. There would be no threesomes as each woman preferred a one-on-one heterosexual relationship with Lincoln, but that didn't mean they couldn't go out together as three friends.
"That means that you need to be really diligent hitting the gym, taking your vitamins and maybe get a daily prescription for Cialis," Irene pointed out.
The plan the trio worked out had Lincoln with each woman two days each week, and three days solo. Originally Lincoln was with each woman every other day, but Lincoln's doctor noted he seemed to be a little run down as he didn't want to disappoint either woman. The trio accepted that Lincoln, in his 50s, couldn't be a Superman.
Lincoln's children were confused at first with the arrangement, accusing him of being a hypocrite by having two women. He pointed out to them that all three people in the relationship knew what they were getting into at the very start, with none of them sneaking around behind the scenes.
"No cheating... ever. Still the mantra," Lincoln said.
"Yeah, well, I guess you're right about that," his daughter admitted. "At least you're not being pathetic anymore."
Irene's three children and Layla's two also grew to accept the arrangement. Holiday times with the trio and their families were always wild and fun times.
Penny's third marriage was to a former Division I college football player who was 6-5, 270 pounds, strong, forceful and just 35 years old. He knew about Penny's previous marriages and divorces, but was confident that he could keep her his alone by pounding her still-decent MILF body senseless almost every night of the week. His strategy seemed to be working after the first several years.
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Julie Sanderson lifted her head from the chest of her new lover, Rafi McCoy, and smiled broadly at him.
The two were laying together cuddling after having sex twice in the last 90 minutes... the best sex of her life, Julie felt. At that moment, she felt... absolutely wonderful.
Given a choice, she would have laid in Rafi's strong, secure arms for several more hours. But she wasn't given a choice: she had to go home to cook dinner for herself and her husband of seven years.
That thought was the first time Julie had thought about her husband since she had met up with Rafi at a near-by Starbucks after she got off work as a middle school teacher. She knew that her meeting with Rafi that afternoon was just a prelude to their first time being sex partners.
In a moment of reflection, Julie realized that she felt not one whit of guilt for what she had just done... and would hopefully do again in the future.
"That was amazing... everything I hoped it would be," she said huskily, "But it's time for me to return to real life. I hope you want to do this again sometime."
"Oh yeah. Tomorrow too soon?" Rafi asked quickly, grinning broadly.
"Probably. How about same time next week?" she responded.
Rafi smiled back broadly and nodded.
Julie got up, got dressed and kissed Rafi passionately before leaving to go home.
Julie knew she had about an hour before her husband got home. She took a quick shower, making sure to clean her nether region well, and got supper started.
******
Rafi McCoy smirked to himself as he noticed many of the women teachers try to be surreptitious as they checked him out in the lead-up days to the school year. Rafi, one of the school's four new teachers that year, knew he was "all that," and had been attracting those kinds of sneaky looks from women since he was a junior in high school. The 23-year-old was 6-3, 200 pounds of athletic muscle, with shoulder-length blond hair and radiant blue eyes.
Rafi knew it was no coincidence that virtually every female teacher seemed to be going out of their way to be helpful to him as the teachers readied for the coming school year. Younger or older, wedding rings on their fingers or not, women always just seemed to gravitate toward Rafi. He knew he could take his time and pick out one—or several—that he wanted to get to know... more intimately as the school year went along. If any he picked out were married, well, it wasn't his problem if some poor schmuck couldn't satisfy his wife.
Two weeks into the school year, Rafi decided to make a small, bubbly English teacher his first target. At 29, Julie Sanderson didn't look much older than Rafi's 23, with a mop of curly black hair, big brown eyes, olive skin tone, flat stomach and big boobs. She also wore rings on the third finger of her left hand. That was a tough break for someone, he thought.
"The new guy sure seems to have taken a shine to you, Julie," Allison Wagner said as a group of four teachers sat at McGillicuddy's, a local Irish version of Starbucks, after school about six weeks into the school year.
The other two teachers at the table nodded in agreement as Julie blushed. The new guy, Rafi, hadn't been shy about directing his attention to Julie.
"Hey, he's gorgeous. You know what they say: it's just as easy to be friends with a handsome stud as it is to be friends with an ugly nebbish," Julie responded, giggling as she talked.
The other three at the table giggled back in response, nodding their heads in unison.
"Yeah, but I get the feeling he would like to be more than simple friends, if you get my drift," Allison said. "You've got rings on your finger, or did you forget that?"
Julie colored slightly. She was hoping she was the only one who noticed that Rafi's interest toward her seemed to go farther than just simple friendship.
"No, I haven't forgotten that I'm married. This is just a simple friendship. I love my husband with all my heart. We've actually been trying for our first child for the last several months."
The others at the table congratulated Julie and talk turned to babies and families. At least for the moment, talk about Rafi was put on the back burner, which suited Julie just fine because if the truth was known, her feelings toward Rafi were amping up and approaching the line which she knew should not be crossed.
Julie truly loved her husband. That was not open for debate in her mind and heart. Rafi was... a wildcard. He was devilishly handsome, well-built and charming, in a sort of bad-boy, dominant way. Julie wouldn't admit it to herself, but she was becoming more infatuated with the younger man every day, and every day her lust for the man increased as well. It is often said that men very often think with their "little" brains, but although Julie didn't realize it, women are no different. Her lust for the younger man was scaling up right along with her infatuation.
The friendship between Julie and Rafi started out with little jokes and sly innuendos. Two weeks later they were talking over coffee and pastries, Julie spilling much of her private life to Rafi. She had been somewhat frustrated over the amount of time Casey spent at his law practice as he worked toward a junior partnership, and with Rafi's subtle encouragement, she expressed her disappointment with her husband's time at work vis-à-vis time spent with her, even though Casey had long since explained this to her before the two got married.
Among other things Julie told the younger man was that Casey was only the second man she had ever had sex with, and despite Casey attempting to try different things, Julie had been limiting their sex life to the more vanilla variations. She blushed brightly when she said the latter.
Hearing what the woman was telling him, Rafi was smart enough to realize that if he agreed with Julie while seemingly supportive of her relationship with her husband, she would take the bait like a mackerel hits on a shiny hook.
Casey Sanderson wasn't "gorgeous" like Rafi, but he was far from a troll with wavy dark brown hair down to his collar, soulful brown eyes, slightly darker skin and a runner's physique as he carried 180 sinewy pounds on his 6-foot frame.
Julie saw him on campus at Michigan State University when both were in their junior years. After they showed up at the same parties several times early in the year and Casey didn't seem to notice her, she asked a mutual friend to introduce them. One date led to many, and the two were married soon after they graduated. Casey then spent the next three years attending law school and working parttime at a law firm while Julie started her teaching career.
Three years later Casey graduated from law school and was able to join the staff of a large firm in the same city where Julie taught.
Sex between the two was always good and plentiful. Casey almost always made sure his wife had several orgasms during each lengthy session, using his dick, fingers and mouth. Casey was only her second partner, but if asked, she would have said her husband was a wonderful lover.
******
Julie realized she was humming loudly as she flitted about the kitchen, something that she usually didn't do. She knew that doing something out of character was like waving a red flag in front of a bull. She knew she needed to remain calm and just be the same Julie as always, and Casey would be none the wiser that the very fabric of their marriage had changed irrevocably.
Julie was not a stupid woman. At its most basic, she knew cheating on her husband was wrong within the traditional confines of a marriage. What she had experienced earlier in the day, however, was on a level outside those traditional confines... almost like an out of body experience. Her feelings for Rafi were completely different than her feelings for Casey... she loved Casey; Rafi enflamed her. She gave herself guiltlessly to Rafi earlier in the day and would do so many more times in the future. Her feelings of being so totally overwhelmed sexually by this man made the experience completely outside of anything she had with her husband. It was her body to do with as she pleased, and she most definitely was pleased to share it with Rafi surreptitiously while she continued to share it with Casey.
Her giving her body in secret to another wouldn't impact her marriage as long as the two were careful, she knew. It seemed both trite and truthful to her: what Casey didn't know wouldn't hurt him.
She was keenly aware that her marriage would be over if Casey ever found out. Regardless of how she felt about what she was doing, her husband would see it plainly and simply as cheating. Infidelity was a one and done for Casey, Julie knew.
By the end of the evening, Julie determined Casey apparently had no clue about her time with Rafi. She knew she would be spending a lot more time in the younger man's bed.
In the weeks that followed, Julie met Rafi once or twice each week, mixing up the days of the week. The younger man slowly expanded Julie's repertoire of sexual experiences as she gave to him her body in ways that she wouldn't have previously considered with her husband. To be accurate, she really didn't give her body... Rafi took her body, although she was usually willing to try anything he wanted.
From talking with Julie, Rafi knew that she and Casey were trying to have a child, yet the woman was so caught up with events the first time they had sex it never dawned on her to tell Rafi he needed to use a condom. Rafi was well aware that Julie wasn't thinking about him using protection, and he felt no compunction to ask if he should.
The sex between the two started out "lively" and gradually escalated. It was not uncommon for Julie to scream out one or two orgasms per session. Rafi was completely blown away by the older woman's responsiveness.
While her relationship with her husband didn't change outwardly, each encounter brought Julie closer to Rafi emotionally. He played both her body and her emotions like a grandmaster. She not only looked forward to the sex with Rafi, but just as important to her was the time she spent just cuddling and talking with him.
******
Ted Lansing was a certified klutz, his co-workers at Hamilton Reese Givens LLC all agreed, so it was no surprise when Ted tripped over his own feet and fell down while walking in the main hallway in the firm's office early one afternoon. Several of Ted's co-workers laughed, but Ted wasn't joining in that laughter as he grabbed his right ankle.
"Shit, guys. I think I really screwed up my ankle," Ted said. "Any of you not due in court later have time to take me to urgent care?"
"I've got you, bud," Casey Sanderson replied. "I'll take you over to urgent care, then drive you home and pick you up in the morning. It'll give me a chance to get home kind of early for a change and surprise Julie."
Casey and another attorney helped Ted to his feet, then they helped him to the front door. Casey got his Mustang GT and drove it up in front of the door so they could trundle him into the car for the ride to a near-by urgent care.
The doctor at urgent care diagnosed Ted with a severe ankle sprain, had the ankle wrapped and sent him on his way with a pair of crutches. Casey drove Ted to his apartment at Rainwood Acres, an upscale complex about 20 minutes from the law office.
Casey drove up to the front door, helped Ted out of the car and watched him awkwardly crutch off to the complex elevator. Casey got back in his car and was about to drive out of the parking lot when he spotted what appeared to be his wife's Jeep Grand Cherokee. He confirmed the car was indeed his wife's by the Kennedy School parking sticker on the back window, and noted that the car parked next to it also had a Kennedy sticker. When he noted that the other car also had a men's soccer league sticker on it, Casey stopped his car and made a hasty phone call to a friend on the local police department.
"Hey, Jim, could I ask you to do a VIN check for me?" Casey asked when his friend answered.
Several minutes later, Casey knew—without knowing—that he had a problem in his marriage. Suddenly several things that had been occurring in recent months congealed in his brain, chief among which was his wife starting to shower after getting home once or twice a week after going to the gym, or so she said. Until that moment, Casey had never thought about the fact that he never saw any gym clothes among the folded loads of laundry he had carried up to his room.
Casey drove home, but parked his car a block from his house and walked home the rest of the way. He knew he had about an hour to kill, so he broke the seal on a new bottle of Angel's Envy rye, poured himself the first of what he knew would be several shots and sat down at his kitchen table to make plans for his future.
Julie walked in the door from the garage about an hour later, looking every bit the fresh-fucked woman Casey expected: her skin glowing pink, her hair mussed and combed down, her clothes slightly rumpled and the smell of recent sex more than a little prevalent on her. She shrieked loudly when he spotted her husband unexpectedly sitting at the kitchen table.
"Yeah, hello to you, too, dear," Casey said more than a little sarcastically. "Did you have a good workout?"
Julie was frozen to the spot upon which she stood for several seconds, then started to head for the home's staircase, knowing she needed to cleanse the evidence of her affair from her body.
"Nope. Don't even consider leaving this room," Casey ordered. "Sit your ass down and tell me... do you love him?"
Julie's eyes wildly looked around the kitchen as her face paled. She looked sick to her stomach as she gradually slid into her usual chair at the kitchen table.
"I really need to clean up right now, Casey," Julie whispered as she stared at the table.
"No, you don't, Jules. I've already smelled the sex on you. I saw your car parked next to his at Rainwood Acres. I may have been clueless, but I'm not stupid.
"Do... you... love... him?"
Julie sat silently at the table, not daring to look at her husband. Her hands trembled. The two continued to sit silently for another few seconds, before Casey slapped the table with his open palm, making a tremendous noise on the wood table and causing both his glass and the rye bottle to jump up and land back down on the surface. As expected, Julie jumped as well, gasped loudly and finally looked her husband in the eyes.
"Ummm... yes... no... yes," she responded hesitantly and softly. "I guess I do, somewhat, but it's different from the way I love you."
"Well, hopefully for his sake, it's better than the way you love me, because your love for me didn't stop you from being a slut for another man," Casey growled.
Julie's face reflected her shock. Her husband had never spoken to her with this much vitriol and those kinds of words.
"I-I'm not a slut...." she started.
"You're a married woman who's been having sex with a man other than your husband. By those very parameters, that makes you a slut," Casey interjected harshly.
Julie's mouth opened and closed twice with no sound forthcoming. Casey thought she looked like a sick fish. Perhaps any other time, he would have thought that was funny. Not so comedic at this moment.
Julie felt as if her brain was working in slow motion. She had never once considered the unthinkable: what would happen if Casey were to find out about her and Rafi? Could she somehow sidetrack him from divorcing her?
"How... how did you find out?" Julie asked in a voice barely above a whisper.
"That's the most important thing you have to say to me?" he answered harshly.
Casey sipped on his rye, waiting for Julie to say something... anything... of consequence. The trust he had in her was gone, his seemingly unlimited love for her had taken a hit of epic proportions. He wondered if it was possible to have a heart attack at 29.
Unlike his wife, Casey's brain was working in a kind of hyper-speed: so many thoughts, so many questions. He needed to slow his brain down enough to think clearly.
"How long have you been cheating on me, Julie? Is that fucking kid the only one you've been cheating with?" he asked in a low growl.
Tears had been leaking from Julie's eyes for several minutes. She winced both times when Casey said the word "cheating," even though she knew that's exactly what it was. She exhaled deeply before finally speaking.
"We've been together for... a couple of months, and it's just been him. What do you take me for?" she said in an annoyed tone.
Casey bristled at her tone. He was reeling from her revelation. He didn't hold back.
"Do you really want me to answer that?" Casey snarked.
Julie dropped her eyes and shook her head. She then peeked up at her husband.
"So... where does this leave us, Casey?"
"I'll sleep in the guest room, and I'll contact an attorney. I don't think we need to cut each other's throats, but you'll want to get your own attorney. And you might want to lock your bedroom door, just in case I change my mind and decide to kill you in your sleep," Casey said blankly.
Julie at first assumed Casey was trying to inject some levity into the conversation, but after looking at his face she wasn't quite as assured.
"You know, Casey, I really do still love you. I don't want a divorce," she said.
"But you also don't really want to give him up either. This isn't Burger King, Jules. You don't get to have it your way," Casey said.
"I'm sorry, Casey," she said.
Casey looked at his wife like he was seeing her for the first time. She caught the difference in his eyes.
"You might be sorry for hurting me... might... but you're not sorry for having sex with him... or you wouldn't have done it for months," he said. "Cheating is always a choice. You knew what you were doing and how I'd feel about that. You made the choice to do it. I feel like I do. We are where we are."
She again dropped her eyes.
Casey did all the cliché pre-divorce financial things that evening.
In the next week, Julie tried to entice Casey back into bed with her both with words and with visual access to her scantily-clad body, but Casey wasn't responding. Julie realized that her husband had to be incredibly angry because he had never before been able to hold out against her attempts to bed him.
Failing that, she continually harped at him that she didn't want a divorce and wouldn't sign papers when Casey had her served.
"I love you. You have to know that. You're my number one. Can't we get past this?" Julie whined one evening during dinner.
"I shouldn't be number one, because there shouldn't be a number two," Casey spit. "I should be number only."
"You are number only. I haven't seen him since... since you told me you knew," Julie asserted.
"Otherwise, you'd still be fucking him, right?" Casey said.
Casey never asked his wife for details on what she and her lover did together. He almost never mentioned Rafi by name when talking with Julie. About the only thing he did, though, was ask Ted Lansing if he knew anything about his neighbor.
"Oh yeah," Ted answered. "He seems to be a nice enough guy. Really handsome, good personality, a major chick magnet. We've talked several times, gone out together a few times. Right now, he's doing three women, he told me recently, two of them married."
Ted saw Casey wince at his last statement. Casey pulled out his phone, pulled up a photo of his wife and showed Ted.
"Is this one of the married ones?" he asked.
It was Ted's turn to wince. Although Casey didn't tell him the photo was of his wife, he was sharp enough to know.
"Yeah. I've seen her leaving his place several times right as I was getting home. That your wife?"



"Uh huh. How long would you say he's been banging her?" Casey inquired.
"Probably six months," Ted said, noting the muscles in Casey's face got tight.
It didn't go past Casey that Ted estimated Julie and Rafi had been having sex for about six months, not two as Julie claimed. He also noted that Ted seemed very positive that Rafi was having regular sex with two other women in addition to Casey's wife. He considered telling his dumbass wife about the other two women, but decided to let her find out on her own someday.
Divorce papers were served at the couple's home one week after Casey confronted Julie. Knowing the papers were coming still didn't make the service any less painful for her.
Casey went home that evening with a pepperoni pizza. He knew his wife was being served that evening and knew she would probably be in no mood to cook a meal. He placed the pizza box down on the table, being careful not to place it on top of any of the divorce papers that Julie had in front of her.
"It looks fair, from what I've read so far, but I'm still not signing these," Julie said. "We can get past this. I love you. We can do counseling."
"Who's we, white girl. My moral compass is working fine. I'm not the one who broke her marriage vows."
Julie blew out a deep breath, an occurrence that was happening with a lot more frequency in recent days.
"What about what I want, Jules?" Casey queried. "I didn't want a cheating slut for a wife. I still don't want one. I can't trust you. You don't respect me."
Ten days later, Casey woke up to the faint sounds of someone throwing up near-by. He wasn't sleeping well in the guest room, so he arose quickly when he heard Julie barfing in the master bedroom en suite. He noticed that she had seemed to be nauseous in the morning during the week, and now this...
"Fuck! You're pregnant, aren't you?" Casey accused his wife as he walked into the bathroom where she was hunched over the stool on her knees. "Mine or his? Goddammit, Julie!"
Julie gave her husband a sideways glance right before she again retched into the stool.
When she finished retching and her brain returned to her, Julie again remembered that her husband was a very perceptive man. He couldn't possibly know for a fact that she continually let Rafi fuck her bareback, yet at the same time he knew. She considered telling Casey a lie, but she knew with 50-50 odds and Rafi being a light-skinned blond, that not being truthful wasn't the wisest choice. She opted for silence, even if she knew that not answering was still an answer.
"I'll go make some coffee... and toast... I guess. I'll be in the kitchen when you get done," Casey said.
Julie cleaned up, brushed her teeth and headed for the kitchen 10 minutes later.
"I know you can have the baby DNA tested at two months," Casey said. "If it's mine... well, that's one thing. If it's his, that makes you nothing more than a pregnant slut... his pregnant slut... his worry."
Julie nodded in understanding as her eyes filled with tears. She had to admit to herself that letting Rafi take her unprotected was the second-stupidest thing she could have done.
Two weeks later the verdict was in, from Casey's viewpoint: Julie was a pregnant slut.
"You do realize that this weakens your case significantly, don't you?" he asked.
While many family court judges will not let a divorce finish until a pregnant woman has the baby, the one in the Sanderson case was not one of those. Julie was eight months pregnant when the divorce became final.
Casey had moved into an apartment when Julie was six months pregnant. A month later, Rafi moved into the house with Julie.
Julie's parents were very embarrassed by their daughter's infidelity when the reason for Casey filing for divorce was revealed. Julie's mother asked Casey if there was no way back from her mistake.
"A mistake would have been one time, Mom. This was a betrayal of several months... hardly a mistake," Casey answered. "Not to mention having his baby."
"We understand completely, son," Julie's father said.
Julie gave birth to a healthy daughter five weeks after her divorce was final. Rafi was in the delivery room with her and was smiling widely when the baby was born. Both of Julie's parents congratulated the young man when he went into the waiting room to show them photos of their first grandchild.
Casey found out about the birth about a month after it happened when he ran into one of Julie's friends, who seemed only too eager to tell him.
"Guess that means she's no longer a pregnant slut," he thought to himself. "Just a slut with a baby."
What he said in reality was, "Huh. Tell her I said congratulations."
With almost nothing to keep him in town, Casey took an offer from a friend in Arizona and moved five states away for a position in corporate law about a year after his divorce.
Still feeling the sting of his divorce, Casey didn't embrace the social life in his new city for the first six months. He gradually started going out on the town, usually with another member of the firm at which he worked.
Several attorneys from the firm were going to go out for an evening of drinking along with several interns one Friday night when one of the interns, Steve Harris, asked Casey for a favor. The intern's mother was in town for the weekend, and while he wanted to hit a bar or two with his friends from the firm, he wanted to be sure his mother would have somebody to talk with.
"I mean, you're both single and about the same age, so I was hoping you'd stick close and talk with her a bit," the intern said.
Since the firm hired second- and third-year law school students as interns, Casey figured Steven for 24 or 25. That meant Steven thought the 33-year-old Casey was early to mid-40s.
"Shit. I've got to step up my game in the gym a bit," Casey thought.
He still told Steven he would make sure to keep his mother engaged during the evening.
Casey's eyes opened wide when Steven walked into the bar that evening with a woman who looked more like his older sister than his mother. Her shoulder-length strawberry-blonde hair was up in a high ponytail which highlighted her flawless alabaster skin and sparkling green eyes. Her strappy mid-thigh length sundress showed that her body and legs were fit and curvy.
Casey didn't waste any time seizing a golden opportunity, hoping to cut off a parade of "well-intentioned" men from getting any time with the woman. He walked up to Steven and his mother and introduced himself, of sorts.
"Hello, Mrs. Harris. I'm Casey Sanderson, your designated older person to talk to so you won't feel left out and your son can then go flirt with younger women," he said with a bright smile while Steven squirmed in his shoes.
"Oh really?" she asked with attitude, giving her son a look that was anything but motherly. "Did he also give you a list of safe topics for me? I'm Sandy, by the way, have been divorced for 16 years from an abusive prick, am 42 years old, wear a 36 DD bra and raised a son who I thought was smarter than he actually is."
Steven stood there red-faced with his mouth hanging open, apparently hoping the floor would open and swallow him up. His mother shot him another death-ray look and reached out a hand to Casey, who took it gratefully and led the woman to an open two-top table in the back of the bar after winking at the kid.
"I'll try to have her home at a good time, young man," Casey said as the two moved off.
Casey couldn't explain it, but he felt instantly comfortable around Sandy Harris. She was pretty without being intimidating, and she practically oozed confidence, which Casey always found to be very sexy. The two talked for about 30 minutes before Casey invited her to a quieter, less-crowded pub where they could talk easier and get a dessert. She immediately agreed. He put his arm around the woman and led her out after they first stopped briefly to talk with Steven, who again looked shell-shocked.
"Sons have a tendency to think their mothers are the next closest thing to the late Mother Teresa," Casey said. "I get it. I'll try to be as respectful as I can toward him."
Sandy smiled broadly at Casey.
When Casey and Sandy got to Casey's apartment later on, Sandy admitted to him that she hadn't had more than a handful of sex partners in the 16 years since she divorced. Casey expressed surprise that a woman who looked as good as Sandy didn't have men following her around.
"Can that tongue do more things than throw out flattery?" she asked with a giggle.
"As a matter of fact..." Casey replied as he pulled Sandy's bikini panties off while she writhed on his bed.
For the next several minutes, Sandy's conversation was limited to moans, groans and shrieks of intense pleasure. It was Casey's turn to smile broadly, with his face soaked in the woman's juices.
The first time the two coupled, it was hard, fast and athletic, not to mention juicy and messy. After a break of an hour, the second coupling was heartfelt and emotional lovemaking, with lots of kissing and caressing.
It was late when the two finished making love, and after several minutes of kissing and cuddling, Sandy started to reach for her clothes.
"No. No. No. Not done quite yet," Casey said. "We had foreplay and the main course, but the evening's not over until we have our afterplay, our connection time. Come back down here into my arms. Yeah, just like that."
"Ooh, I like connection time," Sandy said as she lay with her head on Casey's chest and his arms wrapped around her upper body.
The two talked a bit, laughed a bit and kissed a bit before Casey felt her drift off into what sounded like a deep sleep. He joined her several minutes later.
The sun was up and light was streaming into the bedroom when Casey felt Sandy stir. He was spooned around her with his morning wood poking her ass. He felt the women encircle his hard-on with her hand. He responded by moving slightly, allowing her to guide his hardness into her waiting wetness.
Casey kissed Sandy's neck and shoulder several times while they made love again. He was hoping to feel her orgasm one more time, but that didn't happen before he had his own release after about 20 minutes.
Sandy waited until Casey got soft and slid out of her before she turned to face him with a broad smile on her face.
"You probably don't believe this, but this is the first time I've ever spent the entire night in a man's bed since my divorce. I love the feeling of being safe and secure in your arms," Sandy said.
"Damn, I love having you in my arms. How about I make us some breakfast?" Casey asked.
"Didn't you tell my son you'd have me home at a reasonable time?" Sandy asked with a giggle.
"I think by noon is a reasonable time," Casey answered. "We'll bring pizza with us. That always makes things better."
Julie and Rafi settled into life as parents of a newborn, getting a lot of help from Julie's parents, who were thrilled to be grandparents. Rafi's parents also helped out, although they lived about two hours away. They were surprised at first that Rafi had chosen a woman eight years his senior, and both were somewhat disappointed that he had apparently broken up Julie's marriage.
For her part, Julie had seemingly overcome her misgivings about her divorce. Her feelings for Rafi had grown considerably during the affair, and by the time the baby was born, the two had developed a firm commitment to each other, even if she knew the two didn't have quite what her ex-husband called a connection, as she had with him.
In addition, her initial assessment of having the best-ever sex with Rafi had been tempered by time and reflection: she realized that a big part of her being thrilled was that Rafi was new, different and illicit. The sex with Rafi was still good, but maybe not quite that much better than with Casey.
Two years later, Julie and Rafi added a son to their family. Julie figured the family was complete and went back on the pill, even though Rafi wanted Julie to have more kids because he loved having sex with her pregnant body.
"I'm not having a half-dozen kids because you love playing with my preggie boobs and big belly," she repeatedly told him when he tried to talk her into more kids.
Steven Harris walked his mother down the aisle 18 months after he introduced her to his co-worker, Casey Sanderson. The newly-minted Sandy Sanderson had moved into a house with Casey six months earlier.
"There's no way in hell I'm calling you dad," Steven told Casey when Casey and his mother told him they were going to be married, "Unless you give me one hell of an allowance."
"Ah, so we know what you are. Now we're just negotiating payment," Casey said in his best courtroom voice to the younger man, who had joined the same firm Casey was part of after he passed the bar exam.
Both men laughed while the woman shook her head.
"This is exactly why people say attorneys have no sense of humor," Sandy said.
A year later, Casey and Sandy were lying in bed snuggling after a satisfying session under the sheets when Sandy asked him a question Casey didn't see coming.
"Did you ever consider having children, honey?" she asked him as she licked his collarbone.
Casey thought for a long moment before he answered.
"Yeah. Julie and I were on the verge of starting a family when she started cheating on me," he said. "Now... well, I'm 36 and you're 45. I guess that ship has sailed..."
"Speak for yourself, bub! I'm still up for a challenge, if you're willing," she interjected.
"I love you to pieces, Case, and if you want a kid, well... I'm game... for you."
Casey was stunned into silence for several long seconds.
"You... would... do... that... for me?" he asked meekly.
"Only for you, babe, if you really want a child. But you'd have to make me two promises: one, that I'd never hear 'I'm too old to do... whatever... with our child,' and two, that you would help me lose any weight I'd gain during pregnancy."
"Would you really be okay with us... being the oldest parents in our kid's class?" Casey inquired.
"I'm okay with us being the most mature parents," Sandy said. "Besides, it would keep us young keeping up with our child and the parents of our child's friends."
Casey shook his head in wonder. There were several things he wanted to say, but being a smart man, he decided discretion was truly the better part of valor.
"Okay, I'm in!" he enthused.
"Well, not yet, but if you roll over here... I'll stop my pills tomorrow," Sandy said.
"I can't wait to tell Steve he's going to be a big brother."
Knowing that this was going to be a one and done, Casey and Sandy made sure to experience everything, from natural childbirth classes to shopping for maternity clothes for Sandy.
"Look at this stuff," Sandy whined to her husband as they looked through a maternity clothes catalogue. "This is all for 20-somethings. I can't wear this teenybopper shit!"
"I think you'd look adorable dressed like Pregnant Barbie," Casey said with a laugh.
"Did I just hear you asked to be slapped hard?" she asked pointedly.
"Uhh... no. No, you didn't. I'll shut up now," he answered.
In addition to being a very supportive husband during pregnancy, Casey and Sandy also found out that he had a definite "thing" about sex with a pregnant woman. He made no qualms about loving Sandy's bigger tits and her big preggo belly, which actually worked out nicely since Sandy's libido was sky high during her pregnancy.
It wasn't uncommon for the two to have sex both morning and night up until Sandy's gynecologist told the pair they needed to stop at the nine-month mark to be extra careful since Sandy was an "older pregnant woman."
Despite that fact that Sandy was indeed on the upper end of the pregnancy scale, she amazed her doctor with how well she had done during pregnancy.
"Remind me again, so I don't have to look at your chart, the last time you delivered a baby," the doctor asked at what turned out to be her last pregnancy check-up.
"Uhm... 27 years ago," Sandy told him.
"Oh wow!" he noted.
Casey was over the moon delighted when Sandy delivered an eight-pound, four-ounce son one week later.
"Fuck yeah! He's beautiful!" Casey exclaimed when the baby entered the world.
Everyone in the delivery room turned to look at Casey when he made his announcement, with several of the nurses giggling. Even Sandy was shocked at the normally understated Casey's verbal articulation, and she giggled as well.
"Ooh, sorry. Was that too much?" he whispered.
"That was perfect, babe. Absolutely perfect," Sandy whispered back as the nurses in the room all looked at each other with big smiles.
A beaming Casey practically bounded into the waiting room to tell both sets of grandparents and Uncle Steven about the new arrival. Sandy's parents, both in their late 60s, cried like babies, never figuring they would again get to experience the birth of a new grandchild.
"W-wait. Does this mean I'm no longer the favorite?" asked a smiling Steven.
Casey went to join his wife in her room after she was cleaned up. The baby was brought in and handed to Casey when he asked if he could hold him. Tears filled his eyes when the child was put into his arms. He then sat down in a chair and proceeded to bawl like a baby with the child pressed to his chest.
Sandy watched the interaction with her own tears. She knew her having this baby was absolutely the right thing to do for the person she was most loved in the whole world.
"I-I-I can't tell you how happy you've made me," Casey said through his tears. "I love you... both of you."
*****
Julie's tears were anything but tears of joy.
"You can't be serious... you're leaving me... for another woman?" Julie said. "We've got two kids. I love you. I... thought you loved me."
"I do love you... did love you... but I love her more," Rafi said. "We had a good run, but Karen's my soul mate... my future. She's three months pregnant, babe. I have to be with her. I'm sorry."
"I left my husband for you. I left a good marriage for you," Julie whined while tears slid down her cheeks.
"No, you didn't, babe. Casey dumped your ass when he found out you were cheating and were pregnant with my child. You may have loved me, but I was number two until number one threw you aside. I'm not stupid. I knew he was number one. I was your fun on the side. We had something good, but he was your choice... until you weren't his choice.
"Now you're not my choice either anymore."
Julie was devastated by Rafi's defection from her life, which left her as a single mother with two small children. Also, the subtraction of Rafi's salary from the household placed a crimp on Julie's financial situation. Since the two had never married, there would be no asset split, although Rafi promised to pay child support... a promise which lasted about a year. It finally took the expense of Julie hiring an attorney and going to court to get Rafi to re-start support payments.
As she had done on a regular basis since her divorce, she often wondered what Casey's life was like without her. The only thing she knew was that Casey had left the area soon after the divorce. Knowing how badly Rafi's leaving had hurt her, Julie got her first real taste of remorse for what she had done to Casey.
With two small children at home, dating wasn't a priority for Julie, who was still a pretty woman with a curvy figure. She wasn't exactly a nun, however, and it wasn't uncommon for her to spend time in a man's bed on the nights she got a babysitter and went out for an evening.
Chris Tavares was the closest thing Julie's town had to royalty. He had spent two years playing basketball in the NBA and six more years playing in Europe after being a three-sport star for the local high school. At 30 he was still fit at 6-4, 210 pounds, and he hadn't had any trouble charming women out of their panties since he was a teenager with his wavy brown hair and vibrant blue eyes.



Chris was back in town after retiring from basketball. He had gotten a job as a vice president of "mrdxaj npstilyz," a mumbled euphemism for being a handsome hero that First National Bank could trot out for big clients and special events. First National President "Doc" Langley, one of the true movers and shakers in town, enjoyed having Chris on staff, and Chris had no problem picking up a sizable check just for being Chris. When he needed to, Chris enjoyed pointing out that he did major in marketing in college and did graduate.
Julie didn't follow sports and really had no idea who Chris was when he asked her if she wanted to dance one night after work while she was out with friends. The other three women at the table—teachers from the same school as Julie—were agog as the local heartthrob held his large hand out to Julie expectantly. Julie didn't realize that his question was hardly that; it was more a courtesy command.
Julie quickly figured out that this man was not the average Joe when he blatantly looked her up and down as she rose out of her chair. He didn't even try to look coy, and spent more than a quick second looking down her fairly low-cut blouse, which caused her to blush pink. She had to admit to herself that she found the man's confident, somewhat cheeky manner arousing.
While she didn't know his past, Julie thought that the man handled himself well on the dance floor, moving with easy, athletic grace as the first two songs were faster. The third song was a slow ballad, and he surprised Julie when he pulled her in tight up against his hard body. She was pretty sure she felt a sizable bulge in the man's pants when his crotch rubbed against her stomach. She looked up into the man's eyes and gave him a confident grin. He returned her grin with a leer.
The two stayed out on the floor for several more dances, then returned to the table Julie was at with her friends. Her friends were very pleased to make room for the handsome hero. Chris talked confidently with all four women, but made sure to pay close attention to Julie, whose face and upper chest were flushed red.
Forty-five minutes later, Julie and Chris left the club hand in hand.
Julie had learned her lesson with Rafi and had insisted upon her partners using condoms. All since Rafi had, until Chris decided he was special and didn't need to use one.
"Not happening, woman. I hate not feeling every inch of pussy when we're smashing," Chris explained while the two were on his sofa kissing passionately.
Julie knew... knew she shouldn't do what she was about to do, but this man was... gorgeous... and demanding... and she was dripping wet. She knew Chris could smell her arousal. Maybe just this once...
Just this once turned out to be dozens of times as Julie and Chris became a regular item. Chris was staying over at Julie's house several nights each week. Her kids still called him by his given name but had begun to think of him as "Dad." Several months later, Julie had a small baby bump. Her father, in particular, was not happy with her.
"Damn, Julie. They know what causes that now," her father grumped at her one day while visiting. "Is Hometown Hero going to stick around for a bit?"
The answer to that came about a week later, when Chris told Julie he would gladly pay for the abortion, but he didn't want to have a child with her.
"B-but... but... but," she stammered.
"Jules, I love your kids, and you're great in the sack, but there's no way I want to be waking up next to you for the next 30 years. You should have stayed married to the first guy, you know," Chris said.
"Yeah, you don't know how many times I've told myself that," Julie said.
Chris offered to pay for an abortion, but Julie could not abort her child. Chris agreed to support the child through college with a written contract. Julie found out he was already supporting another woman's baby as well.
Sandy was practically the living embodiment of a happy soccer-mom as her son grew. She and Casey were usually the first to volunteer for anything, much to the continued surprise of the parents of the other children. If anything, the two had to hold back as they didn't want to be known as helicopter parents. Yet despite the time they spent with their son, Lloyd, the two always made sure they had time for each other as well.
"You guys are almost sickening, you know that?" one of the other mothers said to Sandy one day at a school fund-raiser when Lloyd was in fifth grade. "The cute looks, the little kisses, the terms of endearment. Every time we see you two, it's like a Hallmark Channel movie. Seriously?"
"Not trying to make anyone look bad," Sandy answered. "It's just that both Casey and I have seen the other side of things. We've promised each other to always take time to celebrate what we have. It's easy to take each other for granted."
"You remember we have to get up in a few hours to host the brunch, don't you?" Sandy said to Casey as the two lay entwined after an extended session of lovemaking following the wedding and reception of their son and his fiancée, Angie Knafel.
"Yes, I do remember, but I'm just enjoying the moment, babe, making sure to savor it before it passes me by. It's a moment I never thought I'd ever get to see... but you made it all possible. You. You did this," he said before planting a passionate kiss on her lips.
"I was a broken man, but you put me back together... then gave me a son, a wonderful son. And now this.
"You might not believe this, but today was the first time I'd thought about my ex-wife in more than two decades. You and Lloyd have filled my life with so much love and pleasure that there just wasn't any time to think of Julie and what came before you. But I was thinking earlier that if none of that happened, I wouldn't have met you... and none of this... my renaissance, so to speak, would have happened.
"In a very real sense, Julie made today happen... all of these last 27 years happen, in fact. I hadn't thought about her in years. I can tell you that I don't hate her any more... I don't feel anything for her anymore. I wonder whatever happened to her, if she and my replacement are lying together right now, doing this very thing. I'm not going to tell you I hope things turned out well for them. I'm not that altruistic. But I don't wish them any harm either after all this time.
"I don't remember how many times I heard someone tell me my life would get better after my divorce, and I honestly thought that was all just drivel. Huh. Who knew they were right?"
"I wonder if you care
I wonder if you still remember
Once upon a time
In your wildest dreams."
The Moody Blues.
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My name is Ryan Sunderland. I am 38 years old, a vice president of a national chemical company and I believe in Santa Claus, the Easter Bunny and the Tooth Fairy.
I also believe my wife of 14 years loves me above all else.
Well, check that. Up until tonight, I believed my wife loved me above all else.
I guess three out of four isn't too bad. Fuck.
******
I suppose I should have seen it coming. She was so far out of my league. How could a creature of such beauty ever fall in love with someone like me?
Life was good in my little insulated world back at Stanford University in 2005. I was a molecular biology major in my junior year, three years removed from a Midwest high school career that saw me graduate as salutatorian and accumulate 10 varsity letters in three sports. I was 6-1, 175 pounds, blond-haired and brown-eyed. I did okay with the ladies, regularly dating women ranking up to a nine on a 10-point scale.
I didn't chase 10s because I knew my limits. The 10s went out with the top jocks, the pretty boys and the almost pretty boys with large wallets. There was no reason for me to waste my time chasing the unobtainable.
Oh, sure, I looked at 10s just like any other guy. After all, I was a normal 20-year-old with normal hormones. So, yes, I noticed her around campus from time to time. Fuck, every guy with normal hormones noticed her around campus. She was the very definition of a walking wet dream.
Jillian Bellman was sculpted out of perfection by the gods. Curvaceous almost to a fault with very large boobs and long, muscular legs, she had bright blue eyes, long brown hair and a beautiful, well-proportioned face on a 5-6, 120-pound frame. Quite frankly, most of the men at Stanford thought she was a 12 on a 10-point scale.
Never having actually met her, I was under the impression that she was completely aware of how hot she was. While other hot girls walked, she sauntered... and it was a fabulous saunter. When she took a deep breath, men drooled.
I was aware that she had walked into the Starbucks I was sitting in because I wasn't dead, but I never paid her any real attention because it was no use. So no one was more surprised than me when she appeared at my left elbow holding a cup of coffee asking if she could sit at my table.
I know I looked at her like a hungry lion looks at a wounded antelope; a look she'd probably seen thousands of times. I finally was able to respond affirmatively and she parked that beautiful ass and all the other beautiful parts down next to me.
"Have I done something to offend you?" she asked sincerely. "You avoid me like the plague."
Shit, I didn't even know the woman knew that I was alive, let alone was bothered by the fact that I didn't drool over her like every other guy.
"No, you haven't offended me. We've never been introduced, you're not in any of my classes and despite the fact that you're gorgeous, I really don't see any reason that I need to get to know you," I answered before taking a sip of my dark roast.
She looked at me as if I'd slapped her. What?
Jillian spent the next 10 minutes telling me everything I needed to know and a few things I didn't need to know about her, and why I needed to get to know her better. She made a valid argument, especially when she breathed in and out in her tight white blouse. I had to admit to myself that I might be shallower than I thought.
By the time we finished our coffees I had a date for the next Friday night.
I still wasn't sure exactly what happened when I got back to my dorm room later that night.
"You're not going to believe this, but guess who has a date with 'Sex on a Stick Bellman' next Friday night," I told my roommate, Duane, when he greeted me.
"Almost anybody but you?" he asked, laughing.
I think he almost dropped his teeth when he saw I wasn't joining him in his joke.
"Seriously? How the fuck did that happen? Did you threaten her or something?" he queried.
"I'm not really sure how that happened. She came over to me in the coffee shop and then... I think she may have asked me out," I said.
As she told me, I took her to an Italian restaurant and then to a dance club. Her version of a little black dress was amazing. I spent the entire meal trying not to stare at the bountiful cleavage in front of me, and I spent the entire time on the dance floor trying not to stare at her beautiful legs.
I found out she was smart as well as beautiful. She was majoring in English lit, and wanted to be a professor someday.
Joe Average Guy never planned on winding up in bed with a goddess on their first date, but it was an absolutely unforgettable experience. I was no virgin, but it was obvious after the first few minutes that she was way more experienced than me. She started by giving me the best blowjob I had ever had to that point in my life, and things only got better from there. After she swallowed my load, she gave me time to explore that lush body in between passionate kisses. When I got hard a second time, she pushed me down on my back in my bed and slowly—agonizingly slowly, in fact—mounted my hard dick and engulfed me to the root. I watched those fabulous boobs bouncing wildly as she fucked me into the mattress.
Jillian screamed out her first orgasm several minutes before I moved her to the side of the bed and mounted her from behind. I went back to playing with her breasts as I pushed into her harder and faster. Several minutes later she had a second climax and took me over the top with her, both of us roaring our fun.
We were lying entwined on my bed after our joining, and I was trying to decide if Jillian's half-dollar-sized areolae were mauve or rose. I rubbed a nipple and watched as it puffed out and hardened.
"I hope you're okay that I took charge," she whispered. "I've been getting hit on by men—not boys—since I was 14, and I've learned that I get more of what I want if I take it myself and not rely upon someone to give it to me.
"I know what I look like. I've been homecoming queen and prom queen, although not a cheerleader. Can't be jumping around and flipping with these," she said, pointing her index fingers at her boobs.
"I developed early and large, and the other girls all ridiculed me for about a year, until they started growing boobs. At that point, none of them came close to matching me, and I went from being ridiculed to being the alpha female. I learned another big lesson then: I don't take shit from anyone."
"So why me?" I asked. "Everyone knows that you have a thing for big guys, jocks. I certainly don't fit your type."
"Maybe I decided I needed to change my type a bit. The big guys can be physically dominant, but I don't think most of them are going anywhere in real life. I want somebody who will be able to afford to give me things in life and who doesn't look like a geek troll. I've been watching you for a while now, and I think you'll do nicely," she said.
"Thank you?" I questioned hesitantly.
"Oh, honey, you will," she said as she started caressing my dick back to full hardness.
We had a second date the next week, and this time I was ready for her when we went back to my room. I'm very proud of my pussy-eating skills, and between my fingers and mouth she spent an hour screaming out her pleasure. She finally begged me to move up the bed and make love to her. I kissed and licked my way from her sopping pussy to her sizable melons, then to her lips and neck. My face was soaked with her juices, but she had no problem with me sticking my tongue deeply into her mouth as I sank my hard cock into her molten center.
An hour later we were cuddling in my bed. Jillian was purring like a cat.
"I'll take that as your thank you," she said languidly, leaning up to kiss me.
To the surprise of virtually everyone, including myself, we became a couple. I was thrilled and amazed, but since I'm human, also extremely insecure when we went out to parties, or she was out and about on her own. It probably didn't help that she was somewhat of a flirt and had dated a fair amount of guys prior to me. I even asked her gently to tone it down a bit, explaining that, yes, it was hurtful to my fragile male ego. She giggled and said she'd try. I wasn't too comforted by that.
We were at a party on campus around midterm when my worst fears were realized. We were at the party for about an hour, had done some mingling and some dancing before I went off to get us a couple of Cokes. It took me about 10 minutes to get back to where Jillian said she was going to be. She was there all right: perched sideways on the lap of one of the scholarship football players, a big bastard who looked to be 6-5, 250 or so. She had her arms around his neck and her lips attached to his, while he had one hand around her waist and his other resting on the front of her tight jeans.
Jillian and the man-mountain were among a group of about eight people, half of them football players, when I walked up. If I was thinking clearly, I probably would have just walked away at that point, but sometimes my temper wins out over my intelligence.
"Hey, let go of my girlfriend!" I yelled as I made my way up to them, the cups of Coke now on the ground.
"My girlfriend now, fucker," he replied as he broke his kiss and glared at me.
My intelligence took back over at that point. Since she looked rather comfortable on his lap, I figured I should find out if she chose to upgrade before I decided to do something really stupid.
"Jill? You coming with me or staying with him?" I asked harshly.
While the two had stopped kissing, I noticed she had never taken her arms from around his rather large neck. The look on her face told me she was not under any duress from him.
"Uh... I'll be along in a little while, Ryan. I'll catch up to you," she said stiffly.
I felt my jaw drop and every head in the area turned to face me. I blushed in humiliation before I regained my ability to walk and headed toward an exit. I heard laughter behind me, but I wasn't going to look back, so I don't know if Jillian and her new boyfriend watched me leave or went back to kissing.
I left the party, found my car and drove back to my dorm, rage controlling me. Duane looked surprised to see me when I walked into the room alone.
"Uhh... what happened to Jillian?" he asked hesitantly.
"Yeah... well, that was fun while it lasted," I growled, diving onto my bed.
I was surprised when I got a text from Jillian about an hour later, asking me where I was. I didn't respond.
I'll admit that I was more than a little pissed at the world for the next several days. I knew this was going to happen someday, but damn, I thought she was special.
She didn't look even the least bit remorseful when she sat down at my table at Starbucks four days later. If anything, I thought she looked a little bit pissy. I stared at her, trying to keep my face passive, and waited for her to start.
"No calls. No texts. You pissed at me?" she asked.
It took everything I had not to haul off and smack this woman. Maybe in retrospect, I should have.
"Why would I be pissed at you, bitch? You only humiliated me in front of a bunch of people Saturday night. If you didn't want to be with me anymore, there were less embarrassing ways of going about it," I harrumphed.
"First off, I don't appreciate you cursing at me. If you're going to keep that up, I'll just leave now," she said as she glared back at me.
"Second, who said I didn't want to be with you anymore? I dated Robbie Latimore several times in the past. He's a nice guy, and a great kisser. I guess maybe I got a little carried away, but I was enjoying myself. Just give me a little space. I was coming back to you in a bit. But when I did try to find you, you left. You left me!"
"Of course I left you. I don't take disrespect and humiliation," I growled. "And you didn't come looking for me for an hour.
"Did you go somewhere and fuck him?"
She glared through me. If looks could kill, I would have been a goner, but I didn't care.
"Not at first," she rasped. "We made out for a while, but I stopped it when he started getting handsy in front of his friends. Then, when I couldn't find you, well, I went back to Robbie. I was pissed that you had left me, and Robbie and I had hooked up several times in the past."
"Well, I am happy for the two of you that you're back together," I snarked.
"We're not back together. I'm with you. That was just a one-night thing," she whined.
"Why would you think I would let you have a 'one-night thing' and stay with you?" I asked. "I don't share my women... whether you want to call yourself my date or my girlfriend or whatever."
"Me Tarzan. You Jane. How ridiculous. I'm nobody's property. I can be with whomever I want. I enjoy being with you, but I don't belong to you. If I want to enjoy being with another, I will do that from time to time," she hissed.
"Then take me out of the rotation. You can enjoy whoever you want, except me," I said, gathering my stuff off the table and leaving.
Two weeks after we got back from Christmas break, Jillian was sitting across from me in a nice steakhouse as I was trying not to drool on the tablecloth. Seated, the tight, low-cut sweater she was wearing braless was open to the middle of her huge boobs, and she was showing more cleavage than most women even have. Our waiter had the second-biggest grin in the building every time he came over to our table. Let's just say he was very attentive.
Once again, I'm not quite sure how I got the date. She called me the second day after break and just started talking as if we hadn't been split up for seven weeks. She never apologized, never showed remorse for what she had done. She just went on as if it didn't exist, and I guess I never had the guts or resolve to call her on it. Call me a weak, horny man. I'll cop to it.
I'm pretty sure I stopped breathing when she opened her dorm room door the night of the date. I'll admit to barely looking at her gorgeous eyes as the only thing I could see was an acre of white tit-flesh with big boob outline and her nipples trying to poke through the material. Fu-u-u-uck! I was toast, and she knew it. We were back together.
I have to think Jillian was very aware I was paying careful attention to her actions and her flirting for the rest of the year. I think she actually backed off some on the flirting, although sometimes I know she did it just to tweak me off. She was smart enough to stay away from Robbie, but I almost lost my shit when she let another old boyfriend put his tongue down her throat when they met at a bar one night.
"You know I hate when you do stuff like that," I said to her when I moved her away from the other guy. "I don't share, remember."
"Yeah, but you want to, don't you," she said softly in my ear.
"W-why would you think that?" I asked more hesitantly than I wanted.
"My roommate's a psych major. She says you quiet, nice, brainy guys have this thing about being... if not dominated, at least being led around, controlled a bit," she explained.
I was... nonplussed and a little worried.
"Oh, come on, Ry, all I have to do is lean over, or take off my bra, and you're lost. Once you get hard, I don't think you'd have a problem sharing as long as you're part of the equation. I don't think there's anything wrong with that. You're sensitive. I think that's very sexy," she remarked.
The more she talked, the more concerned I got. Sensitive?
We finished our junior years as a couple. We made no commitments for the summer, but we agreed we would come back together in August when school resumed.
We talked once or twice a week, but always avoided the topic of intimacy, which worked for me and, I think, her as well. When we got back to school, we fell into our old patterns as boyfriend and girlfriend. The sex was every bit as good as I remembered. The only negative was when she would occasionally pillow talk and bring up her desire for a second partner in addition to me.
"I hate when you do that," I complained. "Am I not getting the job done for you, because if I'm not I'll just go on down the road and let you find someone who can. Just tell me the truth. I won't hate you if you tell me the truth."
That at least would get through to her. She would almost always apologize to me immediately, realizing that she had stepped across a line.
About a month after we got back to school, I realized that I loved Jillian, and asked her to marry me one night at dinner. She broke down crying when I slid the ubiquitous little black box across the table at the restaurant. Needless to say, she more than rocked my world in bed that night.
At Christmas break, we each went to our respective homes for what we thought would probably be the last time we'd be separated for any length of time for the rest of our lives. As we had done over Thanksgiving, we texted or called several times each day.
I knew she was going out with several friends for New Year's Eve, so I called her earlier that evening and told her to be careful and wished her a happy new year. What she didn't know was that I had decided to surprise her for New Year's and show up at the party she was at. I was about an hour away from her on the road when I called her. I had looked up the address of the friend's house where the party was going to be, and was parked a few houses down waiting for Jillian and her posse to show up.
It was dark out but I knew I'd be able to spot Jillian no matter what... and I wasn't wrong. What I wasn't able to spot were the friends she was supposed to be with. Instead, it looked like she was with just one friend, and he appeared to be a large young man. I sat in complete shock as she walked up the driveway and into the party hand in hand with this guy... my engagement ring on the third finger of her left hand.
Did I mention earlier that I have a bad temper? It sometimes gets me in trouble. My father, though, spent a lot of time with me working on being able to control that temper. We used several different techniques to moderate my anger, including counting in Greek. That night I got up to 412 before I felt calm enough to walk into the party.
There were enough people there that I was able to just walk in the house and blend in like I was supposed to be there. I tried to stay in the background and faced the wall a lot as I walked around with a beer. I spotted Jillian and her "friend" in the third room I walked into, wrapped around each other, joined at the lips and with his hands on her big boobs.
Counting in Greek again wasn't going to work this time. In two steps I was up on the pair. I heard her moan into his mouth right before I drove my fist into the side of his head. My right hand exploded in pain at about the same time I felt bones break in his face. I heard Jillian moan again, this time in pain, as her mouth was forcibly ripped from his.
Whoever the guy was, he went down like a bag of dicks. The lights at the hotel went out. It took a second before Jillian realized it was me standing there.
"Oh shit. Ryan," she whispered.
"Yeah, oh shit. How many times you fuck him over break?" I asked none too politely as a crowd gathered around.
"It wasn't like that," she started to explain before I cut her off.
"How many times?" I asked, glaring lasers into her skull.
"Twice... but it wasn't like you think..."
"No, it was exactly like I think," I barked back. "What the fuck do you think that ring on your finger means?"
I knew that people were trying to attend to whomever it was that I cold-cocked. There was a lot of whispering going on in the background.
"It was just sex," Jillian said. "You know I love only you. It had been a while for me... and I just needed some..."
"Cock," I said, finishing her sentence. "You're such a slut that you couldn't go three weeks without it. I get it."



Two police officers showed up alongside me at that point. I have no idea what they said to me, because all I heard was "wah, wah, wah." I felt my hands placed behind my back and get handcuffed.
I was embarrassed to have to call my father to send me bail money, but I got lucky when Jillian's douchebag didn't press charges against me when I agreed to pay his medical bills for the broken cheekbone I gave him. That put a dent in my savings account and served as a reminder to me to keep my damned temper in check.
I waited until we were back at school for two days before I texted Jillian and demanded my ring back. She answered my text with a phone call, trying to plead her case.
"Really, baby, I know we can get past this," she said as soon as I answered the call.
"No, we can't, because you seem incapable of understanding that I won't share you. That ring means you don't get to fuck around with other guys," I said. "Just return the ring and I'll chalk this up to another case of hot girl disrespects average guy."
She started to respond, but I ended the call. She took the hint and didn't call back.
She slid the ring box across the table as she sat down at my table at Starbucks two days later. I noted to myself that I really needed to find a new coffee place.
"Don't lose this," she said. "I intend to earn it back. I love you, Ryan. I know you love me, but I hurt you. I'm sorry for hurting you... and for having sex with Dave.
"By the way, it was me that got him not to press charges after you clocked him. Don't I at least get thanked for that?"
"Seriously? You were the reason I clocked him in the first place!" I huffed. "If you would have kept your lips to yourself, I wouldn't have had to hit him."
She dropped her eyes and blushed deeply.
"Yeah. You're right," she whispered. "Did you have to hit him so hard?"
"Yes, I did. I think you confuse my being nice with weakness," I said.
Jillian knew my pattern and showed up every time I went to Starbucks. She was soft and sweet and always dressed in an outfit that she knew I liked. I missed her like hell, and in a moment of weakness... or stupidity... we agreed to become a couple again, although not engaged.
By spring, I had a job lined up with Ecolab, a company that specializes in sanitary cleansing products for major corporations and hospitals across the United States. Jillian got a job at a near-by university and would be able to get her master's in another year. Yes, she had already made plans for us to live together after graduation.
Right before graduation, the two of us sat down and had "the talk." I told her that if she wanted to be my wife, she had to understand that I would brook no infidelity. By my way of thinking, she already had two strikes against her; there could be no third strike. She blushed deeply, then looked me directly in the eyes and said she understood completely. I handed her back the ring. She started to sob and hugged me deeply. We spent the next three hours fucking each other into my mattress.
We got married a year after graduation, and until tonight I was pretty sure she had lived up to her promise.
******
The beginning of the end started at her university's Christmas party. Jillian had been working at the local small university since we graduated and moved to our current town. She was a professor of English literature, having received her doctorate about 10 years ago. We had been to many events through the years, so I knew many of the people with whom she worked.
One of the people I didn't know happened to be a large, handsome younger guy I guessed to be about 30 years old. In another life I would have said he was Jillian's "type" as I guessed him to be about 6-5, 240 pounds with longish light brown hair and blue eyes. He had a cadre of women around him when we first entered the party, and a little after Jillian and I had split up to mingle, I saw her make her way over to the group and my wife and the mystery man shared what I thought was more than a platonic hug and a kiss on the cheek.
Intrigued, I worked my way closer to the group of about six people. I noticed that Jillian had worked her way next to him, and in fact was holding on to his right arm rather comfortably while he was talking. None of the other women seemed bothered by the seeming closeness of the pair, so I had to assume they knew something I didn't.
Standing off to the side of the group, my stomach twisted as I watched this unknown character put his arm around my wife's waist, comfortably resting his hand on her right hip before slowly working it down to cupping an ass cheek. At that point I approached my wife from behind and gripped her upper arm strongly in my hand and slowly but painfully for her pulled her back out of the group.
"Hey..." she started to say before she realized it was me who was pulling her back. She quickly shut up and dropped her eyes.
"I guess it's time to tell me what it seems many of your co-workers already know," I said quietly but firmly.
"I was going to tell you. Nothing has happened, though, because I promised you I would not cheat on you," she said just as quietly.
"What do you call that little display I just witnessed?" I asked.
"Uh, let's go mingle some," she said, clearly deflecting.
We stuck together for about an hour, not talking to each other too much, before Jillian tried to wander off on her own again as I got involved talking about soccer to another of her co-workers. Before she got 10 feet away, though, I was back by her side. I whispered into her ear, "Not happening today, babe."
The car ride home from the party later that night was silent for the first 20 minutes. Jillian probably could tell from my breathing that I was livid but was doing my best to hold in my rage.
"Do you have something you want to tell me, or need to tell me," I said, barely hiding my anger.
"It's not what you think, Ryan, but maybe this is a good time to talk about this," she said.
"Okay, let's start with the guy with the wandering hands," I said. "Besides the fact that I didn't appreciate him groping your ass and you not complaining, I noticed nobody else in that group appeared to be put out by it, which tells me everyone has become too comfortable with what's going on."
I didn't even have to turn and look at her to know my wife was uncomfortable. I drove and waited. Finally...
"His name is Barry Jones. He's a new psychology professor. Already has his doctorate and he's only 31. Well, as you saw, he's handsome and big and... really charming. We've become pretty good friends. We go to lunch together several times a week. He's really easy to talk to," Jillian explained.
"And... to be perfectly honest, which we agreed to be all those years ago... I want him, Ryan."
I knew exactly what she meant, but I needed her to realize that I knew exactly what she meant... unequivocally. She shifted in her seat and cleared her throat.
"I... want him sexually," Jillian said. "We haven't done anything yet, but I want to, and he wants me, too. But we haven't done anything because I promised you I wouldn't. But I really want to... so I guess I'm asking you for permission. If you know about it and give me permission, then it wouldn't be cheating.
"Can I?"
She said the last bit barely above a whisper. She looked white as a ghost when I peeked over at her.
She had to see me grip the steering wheel tighter. Actually, I was within a few heartbeats of breaking the wheel off in my hands. I really needed answers, though, so I bit back the harsh answer that was really close to escaping my lips. I took two really deep breaths.
"So you're saying I don't do it for you anymore, or I'm not enough for you. Which is it?" I asked.
"Neither," she answered. "I want more. I want both of you. With you, I get love, but with him I would just get sex. This is pure lust. We would be nothing more than just a booty call for both of us. But it would be supercharged because for both of us it would be new, different and... so bad."
She giggled like a schoolgirl as she said that last part. I knew my marriage was in deep trouble.
I pulled my car into the garage. We walked into the house and I poured both of us a glass of wine. I left the bottle in the middle of the kitchen table as we sat down.
"I know it's been quite a while since we've talked about this, but if you remember, I don't share," I said while looking her directly in the eyes.
"But it wouldn't be sharing. I don't love him and he doesn't love me. It's sex, pure and simple. You and I would continue to make love. He and I would just have sex... the physical act, no love involved," she said.
"Whether there's love involved or not, it would be sharing a part of your body that should be reserved only for me," I reiterated.
"This is a hard no, Jillian."
The unease I was feeling lifted a bit when she didn't seem too put out by my assertion. In fact, by New Year's Eve, I had forgotten it completely.
Apparently, though, Jillian hadn't forgotten it completely, because she brought it up a few weeks later... at a most inopportune time for me. She was in the middle of giving me a wet, sloppy blowjob, and I was getting really close, when all of a sudden she pulled my dick out of her mouth. I groaned.
"You know you can tell me anything, Ryan," she said with a serious look on her face. "I'm not going to think any less of you. But you're saying that you really don't get excited when another man flirts with me and puts his hands on me. Emma, you know, Dr. Banks, psychology Ph.D., says it's perfectly normal for a man to want to see another man desiring his wife. It's a compliment of sorts."
My dick was as hard as steel. The veins were standing out and her saliva was shining on my skin. Obviously I was not thinking about winning a Nobel Prize.
"Huh," I mumbled, mostly incoherently. "I-I expect most men to desire you, babe, but I can't see myself watching someone fucking you. They can look, but no touching... and definitely no fucking."
"Emma says that would make you a unicorn... you know, a mythical creature," she said, still gripping my hard-on tightly.
I tried to lean forward a bit to get my dick back into her mouth. She must have expected that maneuver because I felt her push back against me. I groaned again as pre-cum dripped out of my cock.
"I'm not sure I'm buying that, Ry. You're a pretty special guy, but a unicorn?"
She giggled seductively. My dick twitched. I was on the edge of insanity.
"Seems to me somebody might not be telling the whole truth."
I know I kind of shuffled my feet a bit, metaphorically. She looked up at me and smirked broadly, then slid my dick back into her hot mouth. I groaned yet again, although this time happily.
Thinking back on it now, I'm sure it wasn't a coincidence that I got a very unexpected phone call at my office the next morning. Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition, to quote Monty Python, and nobody expects a man wanting to fuck your wife to call either.
"Mr. Sunderland... Ryan... My name is Barry Jones. I know you know who I am by now," he started.
I was now a vice president, so my phone calls at the office went through my administrative assistant, Jennifer, who told me who was calling. The heads-up made no difference. I was silent for several seconds after he introduced himself.
"Ryan?" he questioned.
"I'm here. The floor is yours, unless you expect some sort of chatty discourse," I said blankly.
"Ryan, you know I want to have sex with your wife, and she wants to have sex with me, but we can't do that unless you give her permission, she says. She won't cheat on you, but it won't be cheating if you sign off on it," he said.
"It would just be sex for both of us, not love. Just sex. You know she had a varied sex life before you two were married, but she hasn't had anybody but you since then. I'm younger, more fit, bigger and probably better. This is something she wants. I would think if you loved her as much as you say you do, you'd let her have this."
"Apparently I'm a selfish son of a bitch, Barry. She doesn't get to sample you or anybody else," I replied.
"This isn't over, Ryan. I'll be calling back. This will be good for Jillian. You'll eventually see that."
"So you say," I said.
I expected to catch a rash of shit from Jillian when I got home that night, but none was forthcoming when I walked in the door. She came over and gave me a passionate kiss hello. I looked at her like she had two heads when we broke apart after the kiss.
"I was very pleased you were civil to Barry on the phone today, hon," she said. "I kind of expected you to go off. There was no need to, so I guess I sold you short.
"I know you don't want to let me do this, but you'll see, this will be good for us. You'll come around. Until then, there's still you and me, and no reason for us not to continue enjoying ourselves."
That night in bed the sex was just as hot as always, at least until Jillian added a new element to foreplay: talking about Barry. She again waited until I was just about ready to come, then started talking about how great it will be when I finally let her have Barry. I had her ankles over my shoulders and was pumping her hard with long strokes when she started to talk. I couldn't help myself because I was so close and started pumping more forcefully, coming within minutes and bringing her with me.
A couple of minutes later we were cuddled together playing kissy-face when she started back in on me.
"Yeah, you know you want me to get it on with him. You're just afraid that one of our friends will find out and out you. What do you care what other people think?" she cooed.
"No, I don't want to share you with him... or anyone. I think you're spending way too much time with him and listening to him... and Emma. I don't think you should see him anymore..."
"You can't tell me who I can have as friends and who I can see!" Jillian interrupted. "You're just trying to control me."
That was the last sex in the Sunderland house for the next two weeks, but interestingly enough, it wasn't me who initiated an end to the dry spell. After the kids were in bed, Jillian climbed into my lap in my La-Z-Boy, leaned into me and crushed her lips against mine before eventually snaking her tongue into my mouth.
I'll admit I'm a weak man. My dick got rock-hard in seconds. Jillian placed her hand on my crotch and we continued kissing for another few minutes.
"Bedroom. Now," she mumbled with our lips still attached.
I got us out of the chair, leaned down a bit and lifted her over my shoulder, like a fireman carry, and we headed up to the bedroom.
Reconnecting physically with my wife was a joyous... no wondrous... occasion. Her lush body never ceased to amaze me, even after 14 years. Reconnecting emotionally, however, was a lot more difficult. After virtually ignoring each other for the past two weeks, the first thing she wanted to talk about was... having sex with Barry.
"I need to do this, at least once," she said to me quietly as she lay halfway across my body after an hour's worth of raucous sex. "I love you completely. You know I do. This wouldn't affect us. This would be completely outside of us. Just sex. Why can't you see that it wouldn't harm us."
"I don't agree with you," I argued. "I won't share you. I can't share you. It's not who I am... even if you think it is."
She grabbed my dick hard and jacked it aggressively several times, getting me hard in the process. She kissed me passionately. I was lost... almost.
"Okay. Okay. You can have sex with Barry if you want, but I'm not giving you permission to cheat on me. This would be all on you... as would any consequences," I said.
"It wouldn't be cheating since you know about it," she said. "Why would there be any consequences?"
"Because any sex you have with anybody else but me would be cheating. I'm not giving you permission. You'd be doing this on your own. I just won't stop you from doing it," I asserted. "You could say it's your choice: him or me."
Her eyes glazed over. Shit. I was hoping that choosing me would be easy. I was wrong.
Two days later I got a text from Barry thanking me for letting him have Jillian this coming Friday. He told me he would be very respectful of my wife. I told him I was not letting him have Jillian. This decision was all hers, and there would be consequences... maybe for both of them. His next text back was one word, "Consequences?"
"Nobody lives in a vacuum," I texted back.
Jillian never told me about the date Friday night. I assumed she knew about Barry's text and figured that was enough notice for me.
She was upstairs, probably getting ready for her date, when I got home from work Friday evening. The kids were gone, probably spending the night with her parents, I figured. There was an overnight bag sitting by the front door, but there was nothing being cooked in the kitchen. That question was answered a few minutes later when the doorbell rang and I opened the door to a kid holding a Pizza Hut pepperoni.
Five minutes later I was reminded of what I was losing when Jillian floated down the stairs. She was wearing a new turquoise cable-knit sweater dress that plunged to the bottom of her huge tits and finished only about three inches below her tight ass. Her hair was done up in a high ponytail and she was fully made up: she was fucking beautiful.
I was standing at the bottom of the stairs as she came down, my mouth hanging open.
"I'll take that as a compliment," she purred, patting me gently on the cheek as she walked past.
My stomach was doing flips and I struggled to hold back tears.
"Thank you for giving this to me," she said. "I know how hard this is for you. I will show you just how much I love you for this when I get home."
"Let's be clear about this, Jill. I am not giving this to you. You are taking this from our marriage," I said.
"Being a petulant child doesn't suit you, Ryan," she scolded. "I'll be back tomorrow morning... better make that afternoon.
"The kids are at my parents. I figured that might be easier for you if they weren't here..."
"You figured it would be easier for you because you wouldn't have to answer questions about going on a date with another man," I growled.
"Oh, baby, don't ruin this night for me," she whined.
A car horn sounded in the driveway, mercifully ending this conversation. She started to approach me with her arms outstretched as if she was expecting a kiss and hug good-bye. I showed her the back of my left hand and made a sweeping motion toward the door. Her eyes teared up.
"Oh, baby..."
I walked out of the room and waited to hear the door close behind her before I returned. Life as I knew it would be forever changed.
I didn't sleep much that night, but I came to the conclusion that I would not be a victim in this. I got up early and decided to get my kids from their grandparents and have one helluva day with them. In fact, I decided to take Jillian's parents with us.
We started the day with brunch at IHOP. After all, everyone knows pancakes make every problem seem a little less severe. Then we hit an indoor putt-putt facility, followed by laser tag. Okay, the in-laws struggled a bit with the laser tag, but they were game and the kids had a blast.
We were enjoying a pop and a snack after the laser tag. The kids wandered over to the arcade, which gave the in-laws the opening I could see they were seeking.
"Okay, out with it, Ryan," my mother-in-law said. "We're not stupid. Something's up between you and Jillian. She was acting kind of nutsy and jittery yesterday when she dropped off the kids; now you're trying real hard to act completely normal."
It was incredibly awkward telling my in-laws that their daughter spent the night with another man.



"No, that can't be right. She'd never cheat on you," my mother-in-law said.
"She doesn't consider it cheating. She thinks because she told me she was going to do it, it's not cheating," I explained.
"Wait a minute. You gave her permission?" my father-in-law practically yelled.
I raised my hands in a gesture of surrender, hoping he would get the hint and keep his voice down. I dropped my head.
"No, I gave her a choice, Dad, and she chose him over me. She'd been trying to get me to accept her having sex with some guy, and I kept telling her it wasn't happening. But she wasn't giving up. She wasn't ever going to give up. So I told her she had a choice to make: him or me. But I warned her that choosing him would have consequences. She's completely taken with him. She keeps telling me it's not him; it's the circumstances. She seems to think that she can make me change my mind and that this won't change our relationship. It already has, but she can't see it. She has this fantasy thing in her head..."
"Okay. Okay. We get it," he said quickly, talking over the top of me.
"So what are you going to do?" Mom asked softly, her eyes showing she already knew my answer.
"I can't put up with the disrespect she's shown me. Not only is she... sleeping with this guy, but he's become her de facto emotional partner in recent months. Then there's the actual cheating.
"But I love her, Mom. I won't throw her to the wolves, but I can't stay married to her."
"Yeah. We get it," my father-in-law said.
"Can we at least stay friends?" my mother-in-law asked.
"Better than that. I'd really like it if we three can still remain family," I said.
The three of us stood and hugged.
I dropped off the in-laws at their house and the kids and I drove home.
The kids charged into the house and greeted their mother brightly, then ran off to their rooms, leaving us alone.
"If I would have known you wouldn't have been home, I could have stayed longer," Jillian said.
She was trying for light-hearted, but missed by a country mile. I could see she was completely serious.
"How come you didn't answer any of my calls?" she asked.
"I had nothing to say to you, so I turned my phone off," I said. "The kids and I... and your parents had a great day."
"My parents? You spent the day with my parents? You told my parents?" she asked.
Her eyes got huge when I nodded.
"How could you do that?" she yelled. "They're going to think I'm a..."
"Slut," I finished for her. "Yeah, they do."
"You had no right telling my parents. This was just between us. We've never told either set of parents about our private stuff," she said.
"This left just us the minute you tried to include your boyfriend in our marriage," I said. "Besides, you were so jumpy yesterday when you dropped the kids off that your mom knew something was up. She asked me if we were having problems. You are obviously not near as subtle as you think you are.
"How many people have you told, Jill?"
She reddened and dropped her eyes to the floor.
"Just Emma and Kathy from my office. Since you hardly ever see them, what difference does it make to you?" she asked in return.
"Which means I'll never be able to show up at any of your events in the future. Half the fucking staff now knows I'm a Goddamn cuckold... and you're a slut," I said.
She hesitated, then blushed.
"Oh," she whispered. "Ohhh..."
The kids came wandering downstairs. I could tell that they picked up on the fact that something was wrong between Jillian and me. We ordered in Chinese. It was pretty quiet at the table.
We were watching TV... sitting in front of it, really... after the kids went to bed for a good half-hour before Jillian initiated any discourse.
"I know you're not real happy with me right now, babe, but I really want to thank you for giving me that. When you calm down and think about it a bit, you'll see this won't affect us at all. It was outside of us and wasn't love. What you and I have is love and will last forever," she said.
"Correction. Again, I did not give this to you. You took it. You chose him over me. How is that love?" I asked.
She waited a while longer before re-engaging.
"So do you want to hear about it?" she asked in an upbeat manner. "We can go to bed and I can get you going. I know that's what you're waiting for," she said.
"Where are you getting this from?" I questioned. "I don't give a shit what you did with another man. In fact, the thought sickens me. I don't care what Barry Jones thinks. I'm not a cuck. This is your fantasy, not mine."
Experience and age are good life teachers. I knew that she was the stronger personality in our relationship. I often acquiesced to her on conflicting points to avoid arguments, figuring that I was showing my love for her. What I had learned through the years, however, was that she took my giving in as weakness, not love.
I also learned that she had the answer for the few times I didn't give in quickly. Whenever the argument got intense, she would fuck me into the mattress, and, yes, she almost always got her way after that. Through the years, I often wondered whether I was a pussy or pussy-whipped.
Knowing that changed the game this time. I still loved Jillian, but my focus was more selfish. I knew if I gave in this time, she would be stepping out on me more in the future, regardless of what I wanted. I wouldn't be able to look at myself in the mirror and not feel like a pussy. If I couldn't respect myself, why should she?
I bought a new lockset and installed it on the door to the guest bedroom on Sunday. I moved most of my stuff from the master bedroom to the guest room, knowing that if I had stayed in the master bedroom Jillian was going to get her way... and I was going to be a cuck. Why do women think they can destroy a man and then be forgiven by giving him a little pussy. Because... in most cases they can, that's why.
The kids were surprised when they realized Jillian and I weren't sleeping together.
"Are you guys going to get divorced?" Angela, our oldest, asked timidly.
Children today are no strangers to divorce as 51 percent of all marriages in the United States end this way. I knew several of both kids' classmates came from broken homes. I never pictured my kids being in that statistic, but here we were... unless I could come up with a different plan.
Jillian tried to get me to talk every night after the kids were asleep. I rebuffed her at every turn. I could see her frustration mount. Up until a few days ago, her well-being would have been my first concern. Now, not quite so much.
"We can't get back to being us if we don't talk," she whined a week after her night with Barry.
"We'll never get back to being us again, so what's the use of talking?" I asked.
"How can you say that? You haven't even given us a chance," she said.
"You made a choice that took away our chance," I responded. "I told you there would consequences. Either you didn't believe me, or didn't feel you needed to worry about them."
"It was one night of sex; no love, just sex. If you can't forgive that after 14 years of marriage..."
"Just like that!" I wailed. "You think you can fuck around with another guy all night and the next morning and I'm just supposed to be okay with it, because it's such a small sample after 14 years of marriage. It doesn't work that way, you stupid bitch.
"We made vows to forsake all others. Remember that? You broke your vows for what? For one night and one morning of sex with a hot young guy... because... you wanted to. You were a good wife for 14 years. What happened?"
"Nothing happened. I'm still a good wife. I just think that after 14 years you could give me a little... something," she said.
"I hate to disabuse you of your notion of being a good wife, but that ended the minute you chose to have sex outside of our marriage," I explained.
She glared at me like I hurt her feelings. Seriously?
"We talked it out last time. You forgave me. We can work through this," she said.
"The last time was before we were married. I'm not going to be doing this every few years after you screw somebody else," I said. "Besides, you and I both know you would keep coming back and asking for more if I allowed this," I said.
She blushed and started to respond, but nothing came out of her mouth.
"I don't want a divorce," she finally whined.
"Didn't you believe me when I told you there would be consequences to your decision?" I asked incredulously.
"Yeah, but I didn't think you'd push me away, not let me talk to you," she responded. "I kind of thought we would talk, we would... make love... and I could get you back. You never gave me a fair chance."
"I let you make the choice. How is that not a fair chance?" I asked. "I told you repeatedly that I don't share. I fucking told you."
"But you're breaking up our family. Doesn't that mean anything to you?" she grumbled.
"No, your choice will break up our family. Don't blame me for your poor choice. Ever. I won't cover for you," I said.
"But... but... but..."
"You can have your boyfriend all the time now. I suppose that eventually you two can marry and then you can cuckold him. Turnabout would be fair play. He wanted so badly to cuck me, let's see how much he will like it," I snarked.
"I don't want him all the time. You're my husband. He was just a bit of fun. I'm sorry. I didn't think you'd take it like this," she cried.
"You're sorry... so I'm just supposed to forget you willingly spread your legs for another man. You're sorry... so I'm just supposed to forget the continued disrespect you showed me. Sorry is a nice word, but words don't carry the weight that actions do... and your actions showed me that you don't love me near as much as you keep telling me you do," I asserted.
We lived in a no-fault state and we both made good money. Financially we would be okay. I really didn't want to be a weekend dad, but Jillian was a good mother so she would get the kids. That meant I had to stay in the area so I could stay in the kids' lives. Both kids took it relatively well when I told them about the divorce. I didn't pull any punches. I told them Jillian had cheated on me. They weren't very happy with her. Jillian wasn't happy with me telling them the reason.
"How could you throw me under the bus with my own kids!" she yelled at me when the kids bounced her about the cheating.
"I told you I wouldn't cover for you. That goes especially with our kids. Didn't you think about anything other than getting dicked by Barry? No consequences down the road? None? What kind of a dream world are you living in?" I asked.
The divorce took 18 months as Jillian tried everything she could to slow it down. We did marriage counseling because her lawyer asked and the judge agreed. The marriage counselor was a woman who didn't disguise the fact that she was incredulous that I was willing to give up a 14-year marriage on "just one mistake."
"It was more than one mistake, and the actual cheating was one helluva mistake all by itself," I explained to the counselor.
"It was a night and a morning after 14 years, damn it!" Jillian shrieked. "How are we changed?"
I saw the counselor nodding softly in agreement.
"You wanted this. You got this. You apparently aren't changed at all," I said. "But I've had my heart stomped on. I've been disrespected. I've had my trust betrayed. I have been changed in several ways, and none of them good. You'd see that if you weren't such a selfish bitch.
"We were an us. Now we are just two individuals... apparently heading in two different directions. My direction is in the opposite direction of yours."
"It doesn't have to be," she quickly added. "I don't ever have to do that again. I will be yours forever."
"You still don't get it," I answered back as calmly as I could. "You don't get to come in and out of the marriage as it's convenient. We made vows. A marriage is supposed to be 24-7, 365."
"I can do that," she claimed quickly.
"You've already proven you can't. I'd be waiting for the next time you want to step out of the marriage," I said.
The long lead-up to the divorce gave me more time in the house with the kids. We used our time together wisely, doing a lot of stuff we had talked about but had not yet done. I didn't ask Jillian to join us very often. The kids occasionally made note of it, but didn't dwell on it because they understood.
I got an apartment near my work. The kids helped me set it up, which made them feel "invested" in my place. I wanted them to feel comfortable and welcome any time they wanted to come over.
We didn't talk much about Jillian when the three of us were together. I did find out she was still doing lunches with Barry and talking with him on the phone. At least she wasn't bringing him home to the house I was still helping to pay for and would be for another few years.
For the past 14 years, my life revolved around my family, so I never realized that I hadn't developed any new hobbies or interests for myself in absolutely forever. When the kids weren't with me, I was lonely and bored. I needed... something. Little did I know, I needed to learn to speak Spanish.
A hundred years ago, I had taken French in school for six years, and at one time was just about fluent. But out of school, I really had no use for French, and like they say, if you don't use something, you will lose it. French fries and French kissing were the extent of my use for French since high school.
Looking back on it, I should have been smart enough to take Spanish. With the growing Hispanic population in the United States, I would have had a good use for Spanish. The French teacher at my junior high school, however, was an absolutely gorgeous woman of about 30, and my hormones insisted I take French. Pretty much useless for me now. Thanks, hormones.
The local small college always offered several evening classes, and I was looking through a brochure they had mailed to me when I spotted the Intro to Spanish class and thought it was something I could do for fun and to fill up some empty space in my life. Even though I no longer remembered much of my French, Spanish wasn't too different, and since I had done well in French... what the hell did I have to lose?
The concepts of Spanish weren't too far off from French and I was doing well in the class. There were only 12 of us in the class, and only three appeared to be college age. The rest appeared to be somewhere in my age range, except for one woman who was probably in her 70s.
Teaching languages sure had changed since I was in junior high and high school. Much of that teaching was about memorization, but now they were teaching what I found out was "immersion": thinking in the language and conversing in the language, rather than thinking in English and then translating internally into Spanish before conversing. That meant the students in the class were constantly communicating with each other and our professor.
Turns out one of my classmates was a 30-something Asian woman who reminded me of those small Chinese gymnasts that often kick ass in the Olympics. She had a pixie-cut hairstyle and small boobs, was 5-feet-nothing and looked to be as flexible as a Gumby. I had to admit I found her adorable, and very often manipulated things so I could talk to her in our beginners Spanish.
I've never been shy, so within the first month, I had asked Danni Nguyen out for coffee twice, and both times she accepted. We seemed to hit it off pretty well, so I next asked her out on an actual date of a meal and dancing.
Jillian and I used to go out dancing occasionally and I always thought I was pretty good out on the dance floor, but Danni showed me up big-time. Yes, she was as flexible as a Gumby, but what really floored me was when she told me she was 45, seven years my senior. I must have looked as shocked as I felt.
"Too old? I can be younger, if that's what you'd prefer," she joked, looking a little nervous.
"No. Not too old, but honestly, I thought you were maybe 35 at most," I replied.
"Ooh. I could kiss you for that, you charmer," she enthused.
"What would I get if I said you looked 25?" I asked, raising my eyebrows.
Later that evening I got my kiss... and a whole lot more. I'd be lying if I said we spent some time practicing our Spanish.
Danni was married for 10 years to a man who turned out to be a serial cheater, so she understood my pain. She had a 20-year-old daughter who was a sophomore in college, and like her mother looked several years younger. I would have bet money that she'd be getting carded in bars for the next 20 years.
I think my kids were more than a little surprised that I found a girlfriend so quickly, but they were both happy for me.
"I was afraid that you'd be alone for the rest of your life, Dad," my daughter said. "I mean, you're not exactly Mr. Social. You were so-o-o married to Mom."
Danni and I were married a year later. We honeymooned in Madrid, as would almost figure.
I wasn't surprised when my kids told me Jillian had taken back up with Barry. She was bad-mouthing me all over town, calling me everything from selfish to a small-dicked son of a bitch. I didn't like it, but my family and friends that counted knew the truth.
Apparently even Barry wasn't enough for Jillian, or else she really was trying to make a point with me, because several months after our divorce was final I heard she was dating David Briscoe, one of my company's vice presidents. David fit Jillian's type completely, being a hulk of a man at 6-5, 240, with wavy blond hair and bright blue eyes. He was also one of my bosses, of a sort, and I'm sure that played into Jillian's decision to date him.
I found that decision... interesting, to say the least, because David was married, with three children. Not my concern.
Ah... but it was the concern of Sasha Goldblum, a fellow employee of mine who had been having an affair with Briscoe, until Jillian moved in on him. Sasha didn't take being dumped as Briscoe's lover very well at all, and from what the gossip in the office said, she contacted Briscoe's wife of 15 years and told her exactly what had happened, and who Briscoe's new lover was.
Needless to say, Mrs. Briscoe didn't appreciate sharing her husband with either woman. She went ballistic, throwing her husband out of her house and filing for divorce immediately. Sasha also notified our human relations department that she was going to file a sexual harassment suit against both Briscoe and the company. To complete the dominoes falling, Briscoe was quickly fired and promptly broke it off with Jillian.
Apparently, anger muddied his communication skills, because he gave Jillian the impression that I was responsible for his firing. Connecting the dots further...
"You jealous prick! I get a bigger, better, more successful man and you fuck things up for him... and me!" Jillian shouted at me through the phone one afternoon.
At that point I didn't even know Jillian was dating David. We didn't interact very much, and Sasha and I also didn't come into contact very often either. So I was completely in the dark when she started yelling at me. All I knew was that I wasn't going to take any shit from my whore ex-wife.
"What the fuck are you talking about, slut?" I barked back through the phone. "I don't give a shit what you do with Barry..."
"Barry? I'm not talking about Barry. I'm talking about David. David Briscoe."
I was silent as I processed the fact that Jillian was dating David Briscoe.
"You got David fired, you prick. You jealous bastard."
The gossip mill hadn't found out yet about David, so I didn't have a clue that David had been fired. I was really behind on my David Briscoe news...
"Whoa. Slow down, Jill. I don't know what you're yelling about, accusing me of," I said quietly.



I heard her literally growl through the phone.
"You got David fired because he and I have been... dating," she said hesitantly.
Hmm. That was interesting. More silence on my part.
"How long has that been going on?" I asked quietly. "Unless the kids would have told me, how would I have known you were dating David?"
The silence was hers this time.
"You didn't know about David and I? Then who got him fired?" she asked.
"How the fuck should I know that? You apparently were sleeping with the guy. I just know him a little bit from working with him. You've had his dick in your mouth and pussy, I'm guessing. I don't think I've ever even shared a meal with the man."
"Ohh," she gasped. "I-I'm sorry, Ryan. I assumed. I thought..."
Two hours later the gossip and some fact had made the rounds. I found out the whole story at the same time many of my co-workers did. Several co-workers didn't believe that I didn't know about the relationship between Jillian and David.
"She's my ex for a reason," I explained to one of my co-workers.
I had to explain that very same thing to our company CEO, who wanted to know how I fit into this weird picture. I told him the truth: my ex-wife was a slut and I thought she might have been trying to get under my skin by having an affair with a co-worker. I had absolutely no definitive knowledge of their relationship.
I suppose it would have been nice of me to call my ex and explain the whole situation once I found out what had happened, but that ship had sailed long ago. I knew she'd hear the story from someone sometime.
Turns out she heard the story directly from David's tempestuous wife, who showed up on Jillian's doorstep two days after she filed for divorce. When Jillian answered her door, she introduced herself as David's soon-to-be ex-wife, and then decked her with a wicked right to the chin.
"Maybe you'll think twice the next time you're tempted to sleep with a married man, tramp!" Briscoe's ex-wife yelled as she turned and stormed off, leaving a dazed Jillian laying in her doorway.
Jillian did learn a lesson and never again dated a married man. She found her next Prince Charming about 10 years after her divorce after she first kissed a lot of frogs. If she was being truthful with herself, he was no Ryan as a husband, but at least he was a large man, being 6-5, 275. Two years later, he was 325 and still growing.
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Carly Spencer hadn't been awake more than five seconds before she was wrapped in the cloak of guilt.
She was lying on her left side and found she was practically face to face with the first lover she had ever taken in the 10 years of her marriage.
Damn, but Aristotle Klesko was a handsome man, she thought as she gazed upon the sleeping face. His curly, dark brown hair framed a face that was almost pretty. He slowly opened his big brown puppy-dog eyes and smiled, and her guilt disappeared instantly.
Guilt? What guilt, she now wondered as the tingling in her pussy seemed to move up her body. Oh yeah, since she was already here...
Carly's flight home from San Francisco to Wichita always seemed to take forever. She had often joked that it was a flight from the bright lights to the dark ages. The flight gave her a lot of time to think about her most recent trip, particularly her activities from the last night and that morning.
Aristotle Klesko was an assistant vice president of marketing in the home office of Sebastian Electronics, a national supplier of home heating, ventilation and air conditioning products, commonly referred to as HVAC. The 30-year-old was strikingly handsome, Carly noticed, when he showed up at the last quarterly meeting for the company back in December. Carly remembered being as tongue-tied as a teenager on a first date when she first met the man at the opening night's social hour. The two talked for at least an hour that night and ate dinner together as part of a small group two nights of the five-day conference.
The two kept in touch after the conference, mostly exchanging texts but occasionally phone calls as well, and the messages seemed to get flirtier as time went on. They admitted to each other that they were looking forward to being reunited at the March conference, and Aristotle had told the woman that he had made dinner reservations for just the two of them for the last night of the upcoming conference. Carly always flew back to Wichita on the Saturday afternoon after the conference ended because there were no late flights to Wichita on Friday nights. The dark ages thing again.
The two spent a considerable amount of their free time with each other during the conference. Ari, as she called him, seemed to be as enamored of her as she was with him.
From Ari's point of view, Carly was more than intriguing. Although she said she was happily married to a great guy, the 35-year-old woman started flirting with him from the first time they were introduced. He, too, was married, with two small children, but when a curvaceous, pretty blonde woman started to flirt with him, unsolicited at first, his wedding vows didn't seem quite as restrictive as they should have been.
Dinner Friday night at the quiet, high-end Greek restaurant was wonderful, Carly would have opined if asked. Both felt a frisson of excitement as the evening moved along, and Carly didn't hesitate to acquiesce to his request to go to his hotel room when the meal was over.
Ari was from Phoenix, and while there were several flights to that city from San Francisco that night, Ari had booked his hotel room for another night, telling his wife that he wanted to attend the closing dinner Friday night so he could get in some more networking. As the company was picking up the tab for the extra night, she didn't have a problem with him staying over a day, Ari had told Carly.
Carly was fully cognizant that her feelings for Ari transcended her vows. This was new territory for her. She had never before considered cheating on the man she considered her soul mate.
Walter Spencer and Carly Abraham were married 18 months after they had met at a party held at the home of a mutual friend. The attraction was immediate. Both were easy on the eyes, smart and personable. Walter, "Spence" to his friends, was of Nordic descent, with the usual physical characteristics of being blonde, blue-eyed and tall. As noted earlier, Carly was also blonde and blue-eyed, but she was only about 5-2, a full foot shorter than Spence.
To almost everyone, Spence and Carly were almost the perfect couple. It was not uncommon for someone to tell the couple to "get a room" as they always seemed to be touching each other and planting kisses on each other. They seemed every bit as much in love after 10 years as they seemed after six months.
The only fly in the ointment of their marriage was Carly's apparent inability to have children. The couple started trying for a child after three years of marriage, and when she didn't get pregnant after two years, they both went to doctors to be tested. Carly was diagnosed as having "severe reproductive issues," and doctors told her the chances of her getting pregnant were almost negligible.
After several weeks of getting second opinions and looking into adoption, the two decided that they would remain childless. At least they wouldn't need to spend money on condoms or birth control pills, they noted.
As Carly and Ari were Ubering back to Ari's hotel, the butterflies in her lower stomach were competing with the conflicting thoughts running through her head. Lust for the handsome younger man was winning the internal battle against common sense. As Ari had reminded her several times during the week, what her husband didn't know wouldn't hurt him, and there was no way he would ever find out.
The pair were barely inside the door in Ari's room when he wrapped her body in his arms and gave her a searing kiss, in effect sealing the deal in favor of himself in Carly's personal battle. At that moment, she was completely looking forward to Ari being the first man not named Walter to have sex with her in more than 12 years.
Having made her decision to let Ari have her, Carly decided that she was going to enjoy the experience to the maximum and give the younger man her absolute best effort. She would make this a one-and-done Ari would never forget, nor would she, she decided.
Part of Carly's strategy toward making the sex greater for Ari was for her to be more demonstrative and verbal than she would normally be with her husband. That strategy seemed to work to perfection as Ari responded forcibly to her extra writhing and shrieking with a performance she would have called that night the best sex of her life.
"Fuck me harder! Fuck me harder!" she screamed as Ari was pounding her for all he was worth.
"Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" Ari responded before her body stiffened for a second and she came with a raspy shriek.
Ari slowed his pounding while Carly finished her orgasm. He then resumed his hard thrusting when she seemed to come back to herself. Ten minutes later it was Ari's turn to come to a roaring orgasm. Carly gave him a gentle squeal, then lifted her head off the pillow to plant a hard kiss on his lips.
"Yeah. That's how to do it, you beast!" she exclaimed when they finished kissing.
Carly lay panting while Ari ran his fingers gently over her sweating skin, causing her to shiver and moan. He next tweaked her erect nipples one at a time, and when his fingers slid down to her pussy, she was well on her way to building toward another orgasm. When Ari gently tugged her left nipple with his teeth while rubbing her clitoris, Carly exploded into a spectacular orgasm, yelling the man's name hoarsely.
Ari was hard again by the time Carly had finished her orgasm. He kissed the woman passionately, then slid his hard dick into her in one stroke as she hissed out a long moan. Able to go for a while now since he had come earlier, Ari pistoned in and out for several long minutes, making Carly grunt every time he bottomed out. He stopped after about 10 minutes, kissed Carly hard again, then pulled her up to her hands and knees, turned her around and entered her from behind doggy-style. He was more vigorous and stronger than Carly was used to, and manhandled her in a way she hadn't experienced previously. She started out enjoying, but by the time Ari finally came 20 minutes later she was simply enduring, feeling more like a limp fuck-toy than an equal participant.
She collapsed on the bed on her front when Ari was finally finished with her, sweat dripping off her body as if she had just run a marathon.
Ari laid down on the bed next to Carly, also breathing heavily.
"That was something, babe. I'm glad we got to do that," he said.
The two had sex again upon waking in the morning. After eating breakfast together in the hotel dining room, they shared an Uber to the airport. They kissed good-bye inside the airport, then went their separate ways to their respective gates. Ninety minutes later, Carly was on her way back to Wichita and her unsuspecting husband.
Including a stopover, Carly had eight hours to reflect upon her... cheating with Ari Klesko. It couldn't accurately be called an affair—after all, it was just one night and the following morning—but it was most certainly cheating. Yes, the two had indulged in several alcoholic beverages, but this was hardly a sloppy, drunken mistake. The two knew where they were heading before the conference took place; their dinner reservation was nothing less than confirmation.
At first blush, Carly would have said the sex she had with Ari had been the best sex of her life. In the light of day, however, she realized that while it was indeed good sex, it wasn't anywhere near as good as the best sex she had ever had with Walter. If anything, Ari's cock was a little smaller than her husband's; his technique was not quite as good. Ari was a bit stronger and more physically dominant than her husband, but she also had to admit that her own enthusiasm for a new and different man gave Ari a huge advantage over Walter, if she was being honest. The longer she thought about it, the more she realized that her cheating with Ari didn't give her any more pleasure than she would have had with her husband. Another urban myth exposed, she sardonically chuckled to herself.
For the first time in her life, Carly had to wonder if her husband would be able to tell that she had sexual activity just hours earlier. It was normal for the two to have "welcome home sex" whenever Carly travelled. That worry, and the guilt that was starting to build inside her, had her stomach in knots by the time she arrived at the airport. Walter noticed that his wife didn't look good when he greeted her in the airport terminal.
"Are you okay, babe? You look a little green around the gills," he commented.
"My stomach's bothering me a bit," she admitted. "Maybe I should go straight to bed when we get home."
Walter had no reason to think his wife's stomach problem wasn't anything other than just that. When you trust someone...
Sunday night, Carly and Walter did catch up with each other, but as each noted to themselves afterward, something was definitely different. Walter noted that Carly just seemed to be going through the motions, and for her part, Carly's guilt was starting to eat a hole in her soul.
Carly broke the stalemate of sorts the next Friday night, after the two had yet another uninspired night of sex. She looked over at Walter and noticed he was lying in bed just staring at the ceiling.
"I slept with another man last week, Walter, while I was in San Francisco."
A noisy silence filled the room for several long seconds.
"The fuck you say!" Walter yelled in the dark.
Carly jumped in place. In 10 years of marriage, Walter hadn't yelled at his wife more than a handful of times, never before in the dark in their room.
"It was a mistake. A stupid, selfish mistake. I'm sorry," Carly said softly.
"A mistake? Like you didn't realize you were in bed with someone who was not me. Oh, well fuck. I can see how that would happen... not!" Walter yelled as he climbed out of bed and started pacing in the dark.
"It... it was stupid. It was selfish. It most certainly shouldn't have happened. That's a mistake," Carly said.
"So you're telling me this was your first mistake?" Walter asked tentatively. "Or is this just one of several? What exactly are you telling me, Carly?"
"I'm telling you that this was the first time I've ever cheated on you... and it will be the last time. I'm so sorry, Walter," she said as she started to cry.
Walter had turned on the room light so he could clearly see his wife's face.
"Oh yeah, babe, it's most definitely going to be the last time you cheat on me... because I'm not going to give you a second chance. Why, babe? Why would you do that to me? To us?" Walter questioned.
Carly cringed at Walter's statement about there not being a second chance to cheat.
"Wait a minute, Walt. We've hardly ever argued. We've had a pretty good run so far. One mistake and you're ready to just quit on us?" she argued.
"Just following your lead, babe. We have had a pretty good run, so why would you just decide to fuck another man? Seems to me, you're the one who's quit on us," Walter snarled.
Carly grimaced at the truth of Walter's statement.
"I'm so, so sorry, Walter. It shouldn't have happened. The only thing I can tell you is that I was thinking with... I lost my head and got carried away. I truly love you, and I know it shouldn't have happened. All I can do is apologize. Unfortunately, I can't take it back. I can promise that if you give me another chance, I won't make the same mistake ever again."
Carly could see the pain in Walter's eyes. She could see he was holding back tears.
"How will I ever be able to trust you again?" he whispered.
"I promise I won't make you regret it... ever," she whispered back.
Walter stopped pacing and stared at his wife. He knew she didn't have to confess. She could have just said nothing and maybe continued on as if nothing was different. The question, then, was whether he could live with the pain.
"The first time I have regrets, you're gone," he said clearly.
The two talked back and forth for the next several days. Much of Carly's conversation centered around her desire to stay married to Walter. Much of Walter's conversation focused on whether or not he could trust Carly in the future.
"Trust is a hard thing to gain, and when it's gone, it seems to be impossible to gain it back," Walter told his wife, who could only nod silently in agreement.
It took a week before Walter decided he would stay married to his wife. He noted to her that it was her confession that pushed his decision over the top to stay with her. His love for her was a given, he said, but he still felt the couple should get some counseling... and he expected her to stay away from her paramour completely at future conferences.
"I'm not totally comfortable with you going off to conferences in the future," he told her. "Just remember, there won't be a third chance given."
At Walter's insistence, Carly had related to him everything that her still-unnamed lover had done to her the previous week. She was reluctant at first because she knew the details would hurt her husband, but he had insisted vociferously, saying he needed to know so there wouldn't be anything left unsaid between the two of them... except for the name of her lover. She had insisted that she wouldn't tell Walter the name so Walter wouldn't harm him... and wind up in jail for assault—or, God forbid—murder.
Walter actually saw the logic in that argument, and for the moment, agreed with it.
The two hadn't been intimate since Carly's confession, but things were slowly returning to normal when Carly started experiencing bouts of nausea early in the mornings several weeks later. Her personal assistant Jennifer noted how poorly she looked right after she came back from throwing up in the restroom for the third time during the week.
"If I didn't know about your issues, I'd say you were pregnant," Jennifer commented. "I know the odds against that are ridiculously high, but I'd say you need to buy a home pregnancy test. Why don't you do that when we go out for lunch today."
Not putting much real thought into what her friend said, Carly stopped by a pharmacy when the pair went out to lunch. She waited until she got back to Sebastian to go to the restroom and take the test. Not believing the results of the first two tests, Carly took a third one before she came out of the restroom with a stunned but happy look on her face.
"I-I-I'm pregnant! It's about as close to a miracle as I can think of, but I'm pregnant!" she giggled as she walked over to Jennifer's desk and showed the woman her positive test.
Jennifer, a mother of two, responded positively but restrained. After all, the two women were in a business office.
"Congrats. I bet you can't wait to tell Walter the good news," Jennifer enthused.
"Oh yeah. I bet he'll be as thrilled as I am. We had tried for so long, but then just stopped when it looked like it was never going to happen. The doctors told us it would be a long shot at best," Carly said.
Carly was flitting about the kitchen humming while preparing dinner when Walter walked in the door. He could tell instantly that something very good had happened in Carly's world, and he wondered if it would turn out very good for both of them.
"Well?" he asked. "Are you going to give me the news or expect me to guess while you dance around?"
Carly smiled as brightly as the day the two married, Walter thought. She reached over to a counter, plucked a baggy off the surface and handed it to her confused husband.
"I hate to be a spoilsport, but what am I looking at, babe? Is this the cause of that huge smile?" he asked.
"Those are pregnancy tests... three to be exact... and they all say I'm pregnant. Surprise!"
Carly jumped into Walter's arms, screaming unintelligible happy noises and kissing all over his face.
"It's a damn miracle, Walt! It's a damn miracle! We got our million to one shot! I'mmmm pregnant!"
Walter smashed his lips against his wife's, picked her up and spun her around, exulting along with her.
"You're going to confirm with a doctor, right?" he asked brightly.
"They made some time for me the day after tomorrow," she answered, "But these tests are usually on the mark. I'm going to be a mom and you're going to be a dad. How about that?"
Walter sat down on a chair, looked at the pregnancy tests again and started to sob.
"I never thought it was going to happen. Never. Ever."
Dinner was late getting done that night as the two celebrated Carly's pregnancy in their bedroom for the next two hours. It was the first time they had made love since the night Carly confessed to cheating. That seemed to be the farthest thing from both of their minds on this night.
By the next night, however, Walter had had a full day to think about things, and real life had intruded upon the emotional reaction from the previous day. It had occurred to Walter in his musings that Carly's tryst happened within the time frame that could make... him... a candidate for being the baby's father. Forgiving Carly for cheating was one thing, but there was no way Walter would raise another man's child. A day after celebrating together, the two were about to have a confrontation that would prove anything but celebratory, he knew.
Dinner seemed a happy affair, with Carly chattering ceaselessly about everything baby. She was on such a high that she didn't notice Walter was mostly silent during the meal, grunting occasionally and giving one-word answers when prompted. He waited until the two had retired to the family room before he broached the subject weighing heavily on his soul.
"Uh... ummm... Carly... have you considered the fact that you slept with another man a few weeks ago... and the baby might not be mine... but his?" Walter queried tentatively.
It was immediately apparent that Carly had not given any thought to that scenario, judging by the shocked look on her face. She tried to speak several times, but the first several times words failed her, until...



"Oh my God. Oh my God. You can't actually be worrying about that, can you? This baby is nothing short of a miracle, Walter."
Walter dropped his head, embarrassed that he was indeed worrying about that. He raised his head, knowing that he had good cause to be worrying about that.
"When I asked you about what happened, you told me that he was an olive-skinned, dark-haired, brown-eyed Greek guy. Both you and I are light-skinned, blue-eyed blondes. If he's the father, there's a good chance the child is not going to look anything like me... and there's the rub.
"While there's no way I would want to be raising another man's bastard, it would be especially humiliating to do that with everybody knowing it."
Carly seemed to be in shock and wasn't as quick on the uptake as she should have been.
"So... what are you saying, Walter? I'm sorry for being dense, but you'll need to spell this out for me..."
"Oh, for Christ sake, Carly!" Walter yelled. "If this kid isn't mine, I see only three options, none of which are pleasant for you. One, you abort the baby. Two, you have the baby and give it up for adoption. Three, you keep the kid and we divorce. I'm not going to raise another man's kid, especially if he looks like Zorba the Greek!"
"Wait! Wait! Wait! If this child isn't yours, you want me to get rid of it, or you'll divorce me? This is a miracle child, Walt. I've always wanted children... and now I'm about to have one. There's no way I'm not having this child and keeping it, even if it means we have to divorce. I can find another husband. I'll probably never again be able to have a child. One miracle in a lifetime is probably my limit," Carly said, her eyes large and filled with tears.
Walter couldn't believe what he had just heard. He practically jumped up, grabbed his car keys and left the house. When he got home an hour later after driving around, Carly was already in bed. Walter set his phone alarm and slept on the sofa, something which became a regular occurrence over the next several weeks.
At Walter's vehement insistence, Carly set up a fetal DNA test for the 10-week mark. Carly continued to argue that the baby's sperm donor was not important to her... and shouldn't be important to him either, if he really loved her.
"Easy for you to say. You're not the one who will be getting humiliated for the next 20 years," he remarked.
Much to Walter's abject horror, the DNA test a few weeks later revealed that the baby Carly carried inside her was not fathered by her husband. Walter had gotten the results sent directly to him at his office, and the first thing he did after regaining his wits about him was to make an appointment with a family law attorney recommended to him by a divorced friend.
Carly knew the results of the test the moment Walter walked into their house as he threw the envelope in her direction as she was cooking dinner in the kitchen. She didn't get a hello kiss, a nod nor even a fuck you as Walter trudged up the stairs to change out of his work clothes. When he came back downstairs, he headed straight for the refrigerator, grabbed a beer, opened it and plopped down in his favorite La-Z-Boy in the family room.
"The baby still might not look like him, Walter. It still might take after me and be a blue-eyed blonde, which would match you as well. I guess we won't know that until he or she is born," she said, trying, but failing, to sound upbeat. "Maybe..."
"Stop it, Carly!" Walter snarled. "If you truly cared about my feelings, you wouldn't have this baby. Simple as that.
"This isn't our baby, Carly. It's yours... and some unnamed man's. I had nothing to do with your 'miracle baby,' but that doesn't matter to you at all. It's all about what you want... at least that's what you think, anyway. I've got an appointment to see an attorney the day after tomorrow. I'm done worrying about what you want."
"I don't want a divorce, Walt. I love you and you love me. I know it," Carly whined.
"I do love you, Carly, but right now I'm not sure I like you very much. How many more ways can you disrespect me?" Walter asked. "I'm going to spend some time in a hotel, away from you, so I don't choke the shit out of you. I've never harmed a woman before—pregnant or not—but right now you're an inch away from being the first."
"But we won't be able to talk if you're not here. We need to talk," she said.
"No, right now I don't need to talk to you. I really, REALLY need to think. And don't be calling me every five minutes, because I won't answer."
Carly called Walter several times a day, every day that he was gone. She always left messages of love and urged him to come home to her.
Walter was at lunch on the fifth day after leaving when he got a phone call from his mother-in-law, a woman he considered a nasty piece of work and not one of his fans. Walter assumed Vera Abraham was calling to berate him for considering divorce, even though her daughter was the one who cheated.
Vera did call on behalf of her daughter, but it was not to berate Walter. It was to inform him that she had collapsed at their home while getting ready for work and was in the local hospital. He told Vera he would be at the hospital in 20 minutes.
When Walter got to the hospital, Carly was hooked up to several machines but she looked healthy. Her mother was sitting in a chair on the side of the bed. Walter went over to the near-by nurse's desk, showed the nurse his ID and asked about his wife's health problem.
"Your wife passed out earlier today from what the doctor listed as an extreme amount of stress. Her blood pressure was ringing the bell. The doctor has given her something to bring her stress levels down. From what she has told us about your current problems, you just being here should help her with that," the nurse said as she put down the patient clipboard.
Carly's face broke into a huge smile when Walter walked into the room.
"You came. I wasn't sure you would," she said.
"I love you, babe, even though right now I'm not very happy with you. Of course I would come," Walter said, nodding at his mother-in-law.
Walter stayed by his wife's side for the rest of the day. She chattered aimlessly and incessantly to him and her mother for most of the day. She only occasionally brought up the couple's current problems, always telling Walter that she needed him to come home.
Walter couldn't deny his love for his wife. He decided he would return to his home for the current time. Carly cried when he told her.
The next day Walter told Carly he would stop his divorce proceedings and raise her child as his own as long as she met certain conditions: Walter would be listed on the birth certificate as the father, Carly would never contact the sperm donor again and her obvious indiscretion would never be discussed after both sets of parents were told. She was to tell anyone who wanted to discuss the baby's parentage that she had made a mistake, her husband had forgiven her and the two were the baby's parents... end of story.
"Oh my God, Walter! You would do that for me... for us?" she inquired
"Yes, babe. I love you. I keep telling you that. I mean it," Walter said.
Carly dissolved in tears and hugged her husband hard.
Carly had already told her parents about the pregnancy and the cheating when she was in the hospital. Walter decided they needed to tell his parents face to face, so they planned to make the two-hour trip the next Friday night and spend the weekend.
"I'm not comfortable doing this with you," Carly said. "Can't you just go by yourself?"
"You're going to take your share of hits on this, babe. You created the situation. I'm not going to be the only one to take shit. Understand me?" Walter asked.
Carly nodded silently and gulped.
"Your mom is absolutely going to roast my ass. I guess I deserve it, though."
Walter raised his eyebrows at his wife.
"Imagine the conversation I'm going to have with my dad. Sh-i-i-i-it!" Walter related.
Walter and Carly arrived at his parents' home around 8 PM. After the usual chitchat and settling in, Walter told his parents that he and Carly had something important to discuss with them. The ensuing discussion both shocked and saddened Walter's parents.
"How could you, Carly? How could you?" Francine Spencer demanded as she glared at her son's wife.
Carly sat stock still in her chair, her eyes locked on the floor as her mother-in-law was practically breathing fire. Jeff Spencer stroked his wife's arm several times to get her attention. He gave his wife several small head shakes when she finally looked at him. She nodded back at him.
Jeff Spencer got up from his chair and motioned for his son to follow him into the kitchen. He went to his liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of Glenlivet 15-year-old single malt scotch. He poured a shot into two glasses and added a teaspoon of water into each before handing one to his son. Walter knew the signs of his father getting ready to tell him something he considered very important. Walter knew that his father considered single malt scotch to be at the top of the distilled pyramid, and only brought it out for big celebrations and important discussions, such as the one they were about to have.
"I understand you love her, but you have to commit to the baby 100 percent or this doesn't work," Walter's father started. "You just can't give lip service to the kid. You have to love him or her completely, no different than if he or she was your real blood. Regardless of what shit gets thrown your way. If you can't love this child completely... completely... then don't waste everyone's time, most of all your own. If you're going to do this, do it all the way, Bud. You've got broad enough shoulders. Do this... do this right."
Walter and his father were always able to talk things through. Walter was the second of Jeff and Francine's three children, the only son, and the two always seemed to have a special connection. Walter was comforted by the fact that his father always had his back, and he promised his father he would always have the baby's back.
"I've got this, Dad. Promise," Walter pledged.
The two touched glasses, then sipped their scotch. When they walked back into the silent living room, Jeff nodded at his wife, who nodded back. Walter caught the nodding, and knew something had been decided.
"Wouldn't a cup of tea be good right about now, Carly?" Francine said with warmth back in her tone.
Carly looked up hopefully. She noticed the others in the room looking at her with smiles on their faces.
Seven months later, Carly's gynecologist had warned everyone in the delivery room prior to Carly being brought in that her baby was the product of an infidelity and might not look anything like her husband, thus cutting the possibility of an awkward moment at the time of birth. It was done as a courtesy to Walter, and proved warranted when the baby boy came into the world with olive skin, dark eyes and curly dark brown hair.
Walter, who had attended all the prenatal classes with Carly, watched attentively as his son was brought into the world. Carly was too busy to see the split-second disappointment on her husband's face when he first saw the darker skin tone, but he quickly covered the initial disappointment with a big smile.
"He's beautiful, Carly. Thank you," Walter said.
True to the pledge to his own father, Walter was all in on being a great father to his son. He coached his son's Little League team, attended his youth soccer games, built many LEGO devices and even learned Spanish to he could help the boy learn the language in school. Only a few times in all the years his son was growing up did someone actually have the nerve and poor taste to question the boy's parentage within hearing range of his father. The first person wound up with a bloody mouth and a missing tooth, while a second, a man four inches taller and 40 pounds heavier than Walter, wound up with a permanent limp after Walter ruined his anterior cruciate ligament in a scrap started by the larger man.
Bobby McNeil was a 5-5 fireplug of a man who looked to be about 30 pounds overweight. What few realized was that he was a black belt in three disciplines who grew up in a bad neighborhood as a youngster. He taught what he called martial arts with a twist, a combination of martial arts and streetfighting that certainly didn't abide by Marquis of Queensbury rules. When Walter decided to stick with Carly and raise another man's baby, he knew that things might get sticky sooner or later. A friend gave him Bobby McNeil's number, and Walter spent three years training with McNeil.
After Walter hurt a couple of loudmouths questioning his son's parentage and a couple others insulting his wife for being a slut, word got out that Walter Spencer might be a nice guy, but he had a short fuse when it came to anyone messing with his wife or son. Walter wasn't foolish enough to think it wasn't happening behind his back, but after a while, nobody had the guts to do it to his face, or within hearing distance.
For her part, Carly mostly kept to the deal she struck with Walter when he agreed to drop the divorce. Not only did she never again cheat on Walter, but she never even gave her husband the slightest whiff that she wasn't anything but the best wife in the world.
Blake Spencer was a smart child, and by the age of 8 he realized he didn't look anything like his parents. Although he didn't dwell on it, he wondered when they would tell him he was adopted. He had heard some whispered conversations from his friends' parents for the last couple of years.
When it didn't happen by the time he was 15, Blake knew that he would have to be the one to broach the subject. It was not something he was looking forward to doing. He decided to do so one night at the dinner table.
"Were you guys ever planning on telling me that I'm adopted?" Blake asked calmly. "You know I'm not stupid, nor blind, and I can see that I don't look like either one of you.
"I'm old enough to handle it, guys. I've heard some whispers through the years. I love you both to the moon and back, but don't you think I deserve the right to know?"
Both parents looked shocked. Carly immediately turned bright red. Walter grimaced, then took a deep breath. He knew this day was coming.
Choosing his words very carefully and speaking calmly, Walter related the whole story to his son, including telling the boy that he had considered divorcing his wife over the cheating and her subsequent pregnancy. Walter watched the emotions fly across his son's face as he talked. He also noticed his wife's eyes never left her dinner plate, indicating to him that he wasn't going to get any help doing this.
Walter didn't hold anything back from his son. Obviously the story didn't show Carly in a good light, but Walter was not about to lie to his son to make his wife look better.
"So you are not adopted," Walter finished up. "You are your mother's son by blood... and mine by love."
Blake looked from one parent to the other, his face unreadable to his mother when she peeked up, but not to his father, who could read anger and despair in his son's eyes, particularly when he looked at his mother.
"She made a mistake, son. She confessed unprompted... and I accepted her apology. Her getting pregnant was a miracle, nothing less. It wasn't about... the other man. And she has shown me every day since then that she's been completely committed to me... to us.
"And as far as your sperm donor... he's nothing more than that, Blake. I've been your father from the moment you were born. I sat with you when you had the mumps. I taught you multiplication, how to throw a baseball, shoot a basketball. That's what a father does.
"Although it was a mistake and a miracle, your sperm donor is responsible for you being here... but that's it, in my opinion. If, however, you decide you want to know more about him, I won't stop you. But this would be one thing you'll have to do without me. I don't know who he is... I've never asked. I don't want to know. Your mother will have to help you with that."
Blake's breathing got more ragged.
"How... how could you, Mom?" he asked hesitantly.
Silent tears dropped from Carly's eyes. No answer was forthcoming. Blake got up from the table, picked up his plate and took it to the sink.
"No, Dad. I don't need to know anything about my sperm donor. I'm good," he said as he turned and went up to his room.
"I got it, babe," Walter said quietly to his wife as he followed his son upstairs.
Walter knocked on Blake's door and went inside when Blake invited him in. The two spent about 30 minutes talking quietly. The thrust of what Walter told Blake was that his mother loved him very much, despite making a bad mistake almost 16 years ago.
"But she cheated on you and had another man's child. How could you put up with that?" Blake asked.
"She confessed to me when she didn't have to... showed true remorse. You can't turn off love like switching off a light. I decided I still loved her... and if I loved her, I could love her child... if that child could be mine, and only mine. That was the deal, Blake. I wouldn't share you with another father... unless you decided you wanted to know him at some point. I guess that point is now. If you want to know about him, or know him... that's your right, Bud. Your mom and I will make it happen."
"I've got the best dad in the world. I don't need to know about my bio-dad," Blake said.
The two hugged hard in the middle of the room.
"Now I think you need to go downstairs and apologize to Mom," Walter said quietly.
"Apologize?" Blake said. "Why should I..."
He looked at Walter's face. End of argument.
"Okay, Dad," he said barely above a whisper.
Three years later an incredibly proud Walter and Carly heard their son—their son—deliver the valedictory address at his high school graduation. Blake had earned a full academic scholarship to Stanford University, and planned to major in genetics.
"That's a great kid you've got there, Walter. You and Carly should really be proud of him," Dan Wilson, the father of one of Blake's good friends, said as he walked up to Walter and Carly right after the ceremony.
"Thank you, Dan. We think he's a pretty good kid, too," Walter said as a tear of pride leaked out of his right eye. "By the way, congrats on your son signing up for the air force."
Walter assumed his wife was acting squirrely due to stress a few days before their son's wedding seven years later. As the mother of the groom, Carly had very few responsibilities for the upcoming nuptials, so her husband figured it was just her worrying about what her place would soon be in her son's life after he tied the knot. Walter knew that mothers and sons had a special bond, different from the bond he shared with his son.
Blake had met his fiancée, Rachel Bowman, at Stanford in their junior years. The pair had gotten engaged a year after they graduated. Both Walter and Carly thought the world of the tall redhead.
Rachel had never asked, but Blake wound up telling her about his parentage so there would be nothing major unresolved between them when they got married. Rachel was more than a little surprised by Blake's story because, as she said, Walter and Carly seemed so much in love, so much in sync.
"My dad forgave her and raised me as his own... and I mean, as his own. He's been a great role model for me. I've never even asked my mom who my sperm donor was. I don't care," he said.
The wedding a year later was held in Rachel's hometown, which was about a three-hour drive from the Spencers' hometown. Walter and Carly got in about three days before the wedding, staying at a hotel in town along with several other relatives, including Carly's mother, the only one of Blake's grandparents still alive.



Walter and his mother-in-law were never close, but Walter tolerated her because she was Carly's mother. He was sure that she and her late husband knew the identity of Carly's paramour, his suspicions being stoked by her occasional smirks in his direction. He never asked Carly about who she had told, and she had never volunteered that information.
Walter wasn't blind, and for the two days leading up to the ceremony he observed Carly and her mother with their heads together whispering several times. He assumed Carly's continued strange attitude had something to do with the whispering, but Carly denied anything different was happening when her husband questioned her.
It was a beautiful church ceremony. Carly's makeup was smeared by her tears from the moment "The Wedding March" started. She squeezed Walter's hand many times from the groom's front row during the ceremony.
"Look how handsome our son is," she whispered to him at one point.
Walter and Carly were arm-in-arm almost at the last row of the church leaving after the ceremony when Walter saw what he knew was the reason for Carly's skittishness the last several days.
He was sitting alone, and although Walter had never seen the man before, he instantly knew who he was as he looked like an older version of Blake. The man was watching Blake and Rachel intently as they headed the receiving line and didn't see Walter watching him just as intently as he and Carly joined the line along with Rachel's parents.
The man never went through the receiving line and Walter lost track of him between being in several photographs and then as the cars began lining up for the trip from the church to the reception venue at a near-by hotel.
Walter never said a word to his wife about the man on the car ride over to the reception hall as she chattered happily about the ceremony, again going on about how handsome their son was and how beautiful their new daughter-in-law was. Walter knew he should have been every bit as happy as his wife on this auspicious day, but that apparently wasn't going to happen, especially when he saw his son's older doppelganger sitting at a table in the reception hall.
More photos were taken at the reception hall and all the usual wedding things were done, such as the special dances, the cutting of the cake and the speeches. An hour into the reception, Walter was in the middle of socializing with family and friends around the hall when he realized that his wife, son and mother-in-law were all missing in action. He sarcastically wondered to himself what the odds were on all three being in their respective restrooms at the same time, and went to doublecheck those odds as the knot in his stomach grew tighter.
Four heads turned in surprise when Walter walked into the room just two doors down from the men's restroom. Carly and the unnamed man looked nervous. Blake was obviously irritated.
"How come I wasn't invited to this private party?" Walter asked.
"Glad you showed up, Dad," Blake said. "Seems that Mom had a little wedding present of her own for me. Dad, meet the mystery man formerly known only as my sperm donor, Aristotle Klesko.
"As I just found out, Mom has been sending sperm donor here yearly updates about my life, including photos. And since this is such a monumental day, the two of them and Grandma figured that I should finally meet him."
It was Walter's turn to be surprised. He had correctly guessed the identity of the mystery man, but hadn't a clue that his wife had been keeping him updated on Blake's life... even though she had promised Walter that she wouldn't ever again have contact with the man, and Blake would only meet him if and when he decided he wanted to meet.
"So this wasn't your idea, then?" Walter asked his son.
"Not on my life, Dad," Blake responded. "I could have gone my entire life without ever meeting sperm donor. Got a dad. Don't need a pretender."
Both Walter and Blake turned to face Carly, who looked more than a little frightened.
"We had a deal, Carly. First you cheat on me, and get knocked up. Then you break a second vow to me by keeping this piece of shit updated on my son... my son, Carly! I don't give a shit whose sperm helped create him. I'm the one who raised him, who loved him every single minute of every single day. What did sperm donor provide him, other than knocking up his mother?"
Tears were now streaming down Carly's face. She stuttered and stammered before finally answering.
"Mom... and I... we figured that Aristotle deserved to at least know about his son, and be updated throughout his life," Carly said. "I mean... legally... he could have claimed Blake as his own at any time and fought to get visitation. So, this was at least some way he..."
"Could stay close enough to fuck up Blake's and our lives if he decided he wanted to," Walter interrupted.
"Hey..." Aristotle started to speak for the first time.
"Shut the fuck up, sperm donor! Nobody wants to hear shit from you," Blake growled. "I never wanted nor needed to know you, or even anything about you. I don't care if you've got other kids or not. They mean nothing to me. Zip. Zilch. Nada."
Aristotle's fists balled up when he heard Blake's pronouncement. Walter didn't miss the action.
"Don't even think about it, sperm donor," Walter said quietly. "After I kick the shit out of you, I'll be speaking to your wife if you're married and blowing up your world. How would you like to be divorced and on the hook for 18 years of child support that I could sue you for? Sounds like a lose-lose to me."
"Now, as for you," Walter said, turning to his wife, "Strike one, you cheat. Strike two, you get knocked up. This is your third strike, and to quote some of my favorite baseball umpires, 'you're outta here!'
"I can't believe you broke trust with me again, and from the sound of it, you didn't waste any time throwing my trust in the trash can all those years ago. I fell for the old, 'I love you so much, Walter.' Twenty-five years of lying to me. Shit.
"We're done now, babe. Have a nice life."
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"Hey Ron, how come you never said anything to me about moving? I thought we were best friends, man," Alan Rinearson said to me when I answered my phone one morning at my office.
"What? What the fuck are you talking about?" I asked my best friend and next-door neighbor of 10 years. "What makes you think I'm moving?"
"Could be the moving van in your driveway and the fact that several pieces of furniture have been moved into it," he said in an aggravated tone.
It was probably a good thing I was already sitting down when I answered my phone. I got woozy. My brain suddenly felt like I had been drinking heavily.
"Have you seen Laurie around anywhere? People are just taking stuff... out of my house? Seriously?"
I know I sounded unhinged, because at that moment, I was unhinged.
"Yeah, bro, she's been directing things occasionally," he answered. "So far I've seen what looks like most of a bedroom and most of your living room furniture go into the van."
Alan worked from home a lot as a forensic accountant. He was a solid, stand-up guy not taken to whimsy. What he was describing to me didn't sound good.
"I have no idea what's going on, dude. I'll be there in 15 minutes. Thanks for the call," I said as rose from my chair.
I practically ran into my boss's office, told him I had a major personal problem at home and that I had to leave, and ran out of the office. He told me to keep him apprised and told me to go.
Fourteen minutes later--I know because I looked--I was pulling up in front of my house. Son of a bitch, I couldn't get into my driveway because there was a fucking moving van there. Forget the Goddamn strange car in my driveway, this was a fucking moving van!
I know I skidded to a noisy stop in front of the house. I jumped out of my car and ran into the house through the open front door.
"What the fuck!" I screamed at the two guys who were carrying my living room sofa toward the door where I stood.
"Dude, stop yelling and move the fuck out of our way," said the big guy carrying the back end of the sofa.
"No. No. No. Put the fucking sofa down and get out--NOW!" I yelled.
Both guys put the sofa down and looked disgustedly at me.
"So you're obviously the loser husband your wife told us about, although she didn't think you'd be home quite so early," the big guy said.
"Fuck you, buddy, and get out of my house! Nothing in that damned truck better be taken away from here!" I yelled.
He raised his hands in the universal surrender gesture just as my wife of 15 years walked into the room.
"Ronnie. I didn't expect you to be home quite this soon, but it doesn't make much difference. Guys, go back to loading what I told you to load," Laurie said.
The two guys picked up the sofa again. I sprinted past both, went up to my bedroom and got my Sig Sauer from my gun safe. The two had loaded the sofa into the truck and were walking back in the door when I got back downstairs, my gun drawn on them. They both raised their hands, and the smaller of the two literally pissed himself as he squeaked out a noise. My wife's eyes couldn't get any larger.
"Face down on the ground, both of you!" I yelled.
"You get over there with them," I said to my wife, who started to tremble as she quickly moved across the room.
I pulled my cellphone out of my pocket with my gun still drawn on the three. I dialed 9-1-1 and told the voice on the other end of the line that my wife and two moving men were stealing the contents of my home, and I had them laying on the floor with my gun pulled on them.
"Please remain calm, sir, and don't do anything stupid. I'll have officers at your house in just a few minutes," the young female voice said.
"We'll be here waiting... calmly," I said to the voice before I hung up.
"Everybody stay calm like I told the woman on the phone," I said to the three people laying on the floor face down.
"Ronnie. Ronnie. Please calm down. There's no reason to shoot anybody," my tearful wife cried, quite literally.
"I'm not planning on shooting anybody... as long as you all stay exactly where you are," I said, a lot quieter than I had been to that point.
I saw the big guy lift his head off the floor and maybe--maybe consider doing something stupider than what I was doing.
"Really? I see you're thinking about doing something, but I'm advising against that," I said to the guy. "The cops will be here in just a few minutes, but if you insist, I will drill you and won't lose a minute's sleep over it. Ask my wife, I don't often question myself over decisions I've made."
He put his face back down on the floor.
"Smart," I remarked.
"While we're waiting, why don't you explain to me what the fuck is going on here, Laurie," I said.
"Uhh... I'm leaving you, Ronnie," Laurie said. "This is... I'm taking some of the furniture and some of the stuff I want from the house. This is a no-fault state, so I want my half, and that includes furniture and stuff.
"I've left you the master bedroom but I've taken the guest room furniture. I'm going to take the living room but I'm leaving you the family room. I'm going to take all my stuff and half of my decorations and stuff in here.
"You get the kids, but I still want to be able to see them whenever. I'm just going to be across town."
I kept my gun trained on the big guy while my stomach did flip-flops. I'll admit that I never saw this coming and I had absolutely no fucking clue that she was leaving me. I wasn't born yesterday, though, so I knew she wasn't leaving me to go live by herself.
"Who is my replacement?" I asked, trying my best not to sound pathetic.
"Caleb. Caleb Primmer, the man I went out with right before you and I started," she said.
I staired daggers at my wife for several silent seconds.
"You mean the man who broke your engagement to go off to the left coast with another woman? His soul mate? A woman he later married?"
She blushed deeply from her position on the floor. She was about to answer when two police officers showed up in the open doorway, guns drawn on me because I had my gun drawn.
"Drop the weapon, sir. Put it down slowly and gently," the older of the two officers said.
I followed his instructions immediately, but made sure to move slowly and deliberately. There was no way I wanted to be an accidental "suicide by cop."
Once the police secured my gun, we each gave the officers our stories. Apparently, my wife was moving into an apartment with her former fiancé, who recently moved back to town after divorcing his wife. My wife decided he was her "real" love, not me, and she would throw me away for him.
"I couldn't find a better man than you when we married... but Caleb's always been my number one, and if he's available, well I've got to do what's right for me," she said.
"Wait a fucking minute!" I shouted, the veins in my neck probably sticking out. "You're telling me that I was just a placeholder? I'm a good man, but he's better? I'm number two, but he's number one?"
Her face was practically magenta in color. She looked everywhere but directly at me. She finally nodded slowly.
"You bitch! You absolute fucking bitch!" I snarled.
After an uncomfortable silence of several seconds, Laurie asked the officers if she could get the rest of the things she wanted and leave. I reminded them that possession was nine-tenths of the law, so the furniture, which belonged to us both, needed to stay in the house.
"That's exactly what our city attorney's policy is," the older cop said. "You two need to put the furniture in the van back inside the house. Nothing of shared ownership is to leave the house until a judge says so, or you two agree to it. Mrs. Sanders can take all her clothing, toiletries and anything that is just hers, including jewelry."
The cops stayed in the house until all the removed furniture was returned. Laurie then loaded several suitcases in her car, and she and the two moving men drove off. The police then handed my gun back, unloaded, with the clip separately.
After putting my gun back in my gun safe, I called Alan and told him what had transpired, thanking him for alerting me. I then went to my favorite hardware store and changed out all three door locks and the garage code. The only way Laurie was getting back into the house was if I let her in.
My kids got home from school a few hours later, and it nearly broke my heart having to tell them that their mother had gone to live with another man and that we would be getting a divorce in the near future. The kids, 12 and 10, were old enough to understand divorce--several of their friends' parents were split up--but they couldn't understand why their mother just left us. I had to admit I wasn't totally clear on that concept either at the moment, but hopefully would be finding out in the near future.
"You must have screwed up big-time, Dad, for Mom to be mad enough to leave you for another man," our oldest, Karen, said. "Did you cheat on her or something? Did you forget her birthday?"
My feelings were incredibly hurt by Karen's accusations. I wasn't the one who left her spouse and kids to be with another man.
"I'm pretty sure from the little bit she said that this isn't a me problem, or even a we problem. I'm pretty sure this is all a Mom problem," I stated flatly.
Both girls looked at my face and could see that I was struggling mightily to maintain my cool. I could see the looks of pity on their young faces... before their selfish interests kicked in at almost the same time.
"Are we going to stay in the house with you or is Mom going to take us to wherever she is staying?" the younger, Susie, asked. "Are we going to have to move or something? What's the game plan here, Dad?"
I didn't enjoy being grilled by my daughters, especially since I detected the attitude that they seemed to think the break-up was on me.
"For right now you two will be staying in the house with me," I answered gruffly. "Beyond that we'll have to see. Maybe when your mother has some time in between playing kissy-face with her new boyfriend she and I can talk."
The kids looked shocked and gasped at the kissy-face and boyfriend references, at least having a clue that this had something to do with their mother doing things that maybe wouldn't pass a wife and mother test. After several seconds of silence, Susie threw down the gauntlet.
"Why don't you call her now and get her over here so we can talk," Susie commanded.
"We... white girl? When I get her over here to talk, you two will be upstairs. There are certain things that should stay just between a husband and wife. When she and I are finished, I'll call you two, and then you can have some time with her."
They both nodded in agreement and kept looking at me. Finally, Karen quietly said, "Now, Dad. Call her."
I winced at her attitude, but I knew she was probably right. I hit my wife's number and put the call on speaker.
"You're on speaker," I said as I heard her pick up. "Keep the language clean and acceptable."
"Umm... Umm. Okay," Laurie finally responded. "Are the girls in the room with you?"
"Ye-e-es. They insisted I call you right now and set up a time when you can come here to talk to us. First you and I will talk, then you and them will talk. They want it sooner rather than later. I can call for pizza delivery, and we can eat after we talk tonight... if any of us feel like eating by that point."
We all heard her swallow hard. "Okay. I'll be there in 15 minutes," she said, her voice a rasp barely above a whisper.
We all heard her car pull up in the driveway. I asked one of the girls to let her in, since I knew her key wouldn't open the new locks.
Karen hugged her mother hard when Laurie walked into the house. Susie ran up to her and did the same. Laurie looked at me with guilt playing across her face while she hugged Susie.
"You're not going to pull a gun on me again, are you?" Laurie meekly asked.
The girls' faces showed shock before they turned to glare at me.
"It's a long story. I'll tell you later," I said to the pair.
"Not this time... unless you try again to steal some stuff."
This time the girls glared at Laurie. She didn't look comfortable.
"Okay, time for you two to disappear upstairs... and close your doors," I said. "We'll let you know when it's your turn to speak."
The moment the girls closed their room doors, Laurie jumped in with both feet.
"How dare you threaten me with a gun? I live in this house, too, and I don't take kindly to threats like that!" she growled harshly.
"Well excuse the fuck out of me!" I responded just as harshly. "I come home, not to find the cliché 'strange car in the driveway,' but the non-cliché 'strange moving van in the driveway,' and I find two numb-nuts stealing furniture. Then I find my supposed loving wife helping direct them. You're lucky I just threatened to shoot you. You do remember that I've won several shooting contests in the past. The three of you would have been dead well before the police arrived!"
She paled immediately as my statement sunk into her brain.
"What the actual fuck is going on, and why were you trying to steal furniture, you dumb bitch? All you gave me earlier was that you're leaving me for the man who was once your fiancé."
She gave a hard swallow as she sat down on the end of the living room sofa. I could see she was practically trembling.
"Could I have a glass of water, Ronnie? I can get it myself, if you'll let me?" she asked.
I gave her a sweeping gesture toward the kitchen in acquiescence. I sat down in a chair closest to her end of the sofa and waited. She returned shortly.
"Do you remember me telling you that I was engaged to be married before we met... his name was Caleb Primmer?" she queried tentatively.
"Yeah. You two were together for a couple of years before getting engaged. You said he broke off the engagement and took off to California with another woman... whom he later married. Long story very short, you were devastated and didn't date again for a year, at which time you met me... and the rest is history," I said.
"How did we get from there to you leaving me for him and trying to steal furniture?"
"I-I really, really loved Caleb. I thought he was my soul mate, and we were going to be together for the rest of our lives," she started. "When he broke the engagement, I was devastated... but I still loved him deeply. In fact, I never really got over him..."
"Oh fuck. Here it comes," I interjected weakly as I suddenly knew where this was going.
"Yes, I connected with you and we fell in love, but truthfully, I always kept a big piece of my heart in reserve, in the crazy hope that someday he would come back to me. When you asked me to marry you after we were together for a year, I knew I would never find a better man to be married to... if I couldn't be married to Caleb. You were handsome, funny, witty, intelligent, kind and had a bright future ahead of you.
"For me, you were the perfect man... next to Caleb. And I do love you, and we have had a great life together, but my heart never let go of Caleb. There's always been that little spark of hope that someday he would come back to me."
I felt like I had gotten punched in the stomach by Mike Tyson and Tyson Fury all rolled into one person. I seriously thought about throwing up all my meals from the previous week. I felt tears dropping on my cheeks.
"So I was always second-best in your heart? I was just a placeholder, all this time?" I squeaked out pathetically, even to my own ears.
"No. No. You weren't a placeholder. I never thought in reality he would ever come back, so I gave you all my love..."
"Except for the big piece you held back for him," I interrupted. "You said so yourself, Laurie. I was a placeholder, even if you didn't admit it to yourself. And I was always second-best.
"You couldn't find a better man... if you couldn't have Caleb."
She dropped her eyes and confirmed my thoughts.
"How did this go from being an almost unobtainable dream to you leaving me for him? When did he come back here? When did you two hook back up?" I asked.
She blushed again. Damn.
"How did you know..." she started hesitantly.
"I pride myself on not being an idiot if not exactly being observant," I said. "All of a sudden, you're stealing furniture and bugging out on me? You've already fucked him, found you two are still compatible and now you're leaving me--and the kids--for this fucker.
"How long has he been back? How long you two been fucking?"
"Do you have to be so crude?" she asked.
"Are you fucking serious?" I replied. "You've been lying to me for the whole time we've been married. Now you've added fucking another man to your list of crimes... and you're upset because I'm talking to you exactly like you deserve? Delusion... thy name is Laurie.
"Now... how long?"
She exhaled loudly, took a long drink of water and exhaled again. She stammered, then stuttered.
"Two months... several times each week," she whispered.
"Fucking bitch."
Her eyes filled with tears. There was a time I would have wrapped her in a hug. Now it was taking everything I had in me not to slap the shit out of her.
"I'm sorry, Ronnie. Really. I never really thought I had a chance to get him back," she said.
"But you're not sorry about lying to me for 15 years? Not letting me find someone for whom I'd be number one. I deserved to be number one for someone, the way you were always number one for me.
"If it wasn't for the kids, I'd say you wasted 15 years of my life. Damn, woman."
We spent the next few minutes talking about her trying to steal furniture from the house and sneak away without even telling me. She admitted that she thought she could get half of the furniture since we lived in a no-fault state, and she wanted something comforting from her now "old life."
We also talked about visitation for the girls. I told her she could see them as much as she wanted, assuming Caleb was good with that. I also warned her that Caleb had better never make an improper move on either daughter, or I wouldn't hesitate to go to jail for shooting him. She assured me that he wasn't that type of man. I argued back that since he was the type of man who didn't have a problem sleeping with another man's wife, who knew what he was capable of doing. She growled at me. I made the sign of a gun with my right hand. She paled.
Once we were done, I called our daughters downstairs to talk with their mother. The girls asked me to leave the room so the three could talk privately. I was not happy with that request, but I had always respected their privacy in the past, so I believed I should continue to honor that privacy. I went up to the bedroom that used to be Laurie's and mine, but would now be mine solo. Laurie had earlier removed all her clothes and possessions. I flopped onto the bed and realized how exhausting my day had been. I wondered if every day would now feel like this.
In the next few minutes, I think I ran through almost all the great moments of my life with Laurie, from our first date, to our first sex together, my marriage proposal, our wedding, the birth of our two girls, several great anniversaries. All of it now tainted with the stain of my wife's infidelity and her leaving me. My sadness turned to rage in my heart as I thought about all of her deception... more than 15 years' worth. Maybe I just should have shot her when I had the chance.
A sickening thought hit me while I laid on the bed seething: how many others knew I was just a dupe? How many of her family and close friends knew that she was just using me as a sucker until her Prince Charming showed back up? Deceived, cucked and humiliated. Great. The fucking triple crown of pathetic.



After Laurie talked with the kids and went home, my girls and I sat in the family room discussing what had happened and what their mother had told them. I was stunned when they both acted like what Laurie had done was so uber-romantic.
"He's like her knight in shining armor come back to rescue her," Karen gushed.
"No. Wait. I'm not the evil villain here. She didn't need to be rescued from me," I noted, but that fell on the deaf ears of two giggling girls. "We loved each other. We had a great marriage until her ex-fiancé came back into her life and blew up our marriage."
They both looked at me in horror.
"He loves her, Dad. She loves him. They found each again after more than 15 years. You can't stand in the way of true love, Dad," Susie said.
Incredulous didn't even begin to describe how I felt over this development. Not that I wasn't going to divorce the wacko cheating bitch, but how my daughters just basically threw me under the bus. They didn't care that my world was blown up... they wanted their mother to have a great romantic adventure with her ex-fiancé dickhead.
"You're both okay with your mother divorcing me and marrying this guy?" I whined, not trying to hide my disappointment with them.
"It's not like she's going to move to another country or something, Dad. She'll just be across town," Karen replied. "It's not like nobody's ever gotten divorced. And once they get settled in, I'm sure we'll be able to see them whenever we want."
"And what I wanted just doesn't matter to you two? As long as you get to keep everything you have, everything's good? Is that what you're both saying?" I queried in quick succession.
They both looked at me like I was a slow child, then looked at each other with smirks on their faces.
"You're a good-looking guy, Dad. I'm sure it won't take you very long to get your own babe for sex... and maybe love," Karen said.
"You are going to divorce her anyway. She cheated on you, and even me and Sus know you won't put up with that. Just chill and let her have her romance."
"Never mind the fact that she's broken up our family, lied to me, deceived me, basically wasted 15 years of my life and cheated on me. Don't I have the right... THE RIGHT... to rain on her romantic parade a bit? You do realize that she rained all over mine. I loved her girls. I... LOVED... HER... with my whole being, everything I had.
"She broke her vows to me. We were supposed to love, honor and cherish each other until the end of time, as well as forsake all others. But she always kept her heart for him. He was first, and I was second..."
The only other time I ever cried in front of my kids was when my father died six years earlier. The girls seemed nonplussed. If I expected to be comforted, well... I was mistaken.
I was served divorce paperwork the next week. Not surprised. She just wanted her half. Fair enough. I was numb. Fuck it.
I did find out that her family and her best friend Janet all knew about Caleb coming back into her life... and her bed. My mother-in-law had the same attitude as my girls. When she started to wax poetic about this guy to me when the in-laws and I met for lunch one day, I'd had enough and hit her with both barrels.
"How could you let her marry me if she didn't love me?" I asked. "You knew that she still loved HIM... which means that I was never going to be number one. Why didn't you tell me, at least, and let me make the decision."
"I knew you were a good man and would take care of her and give her children, and she did love you... just not as much as she did Caleb," she said. "If he hadn't come back into her life, you would have always thought she loved you. She did love you. She does love you. It's just that he'll always be number one in her heart... and why shouldn't she have everything and everyone her heart desires?"
"You stupid bitch..." I started, before her husband, my father-in-law, interrupted.
"Don't ever talk to my wife that way again!" he said angrily as he rose from his seat.
My father-in-law and I are about the same size, but I'm 25 years younger and I had rage on my side. I stood, as well, and moved toward him, balling my fists.
"Do you really want to get popped right here in the restaurant because your wife is a stupid bitch and the daughter you both raised is a stupid slut?" I asked almost under my breath, but not quite.
We stood almost face to face for probably a minute before a very nervous-looking manager came over and asked us not to do something stupid in his restaurant. At that point I came back to earth, threw enough money on the table to cover the bill and walked out. I didn't need their continuing friendship anyway.
I had never even seen Laurie's Prince Charming, so when I finally saw him in a restaurant one evening after the divorce was final, I was definitely underwhelmed. Laurie had always described him as tall, dark and handsome, and maybe he was 15 years previously, but he was a far cry from that now. He was only an inch taller than me, was 30 pounds overweight and his face looked like he had done more than his fair share of drinking. I have to admit I was even more crushed. If she would have left me for Chris Hemsworth or somebody like that, maybe I could see it, but to leave me for a nebbish-looking guy like that? I was greatly insulted, especially when my girls kept referring to him as her knight in shining armor. Seriously?
I spotted Laurie and Caleb sitting at a table, but I pretended not to notice them as I walked out after having a couple of drinks one Friday night. I didn't notice whether Laurie had seen me, but in truth I didn't care.
She at least was with someone. The girls were at a basketball game with some friends, and I, as was now the norm, was by myself. Laurie had completely destroyed my trust in women, and I had no desire to go looking for female companionship, although in many cases, it actually came looking for me. Several unmarried women I knew had found out about my divorce and called to offer their condolences and their availability. I thanked them all and explained that when I was ready to start dating, I would definitely give them a call. I actually kept a list of those women so I could give them all a date.
Help of a sort came to me from the last place I ever expected: my older sister, Danica. Danica was three years older than me, and while we were growing up, she had made my life hell. Then when she was about 18, she finally became a person, but she went away to college about six months after we had finally developed a good relationship.
She was never a big fan of my choice of Laurie as my wife. She always told me privately that she thought I could do better, but she never did anything to hurt my marriage or disparage my wife in public. It was all I could do to stop her from ripping Laurie a new asshole when she found out Laurie had cheated on me and left. Danica knew Laurie had ripped my heart out, so she took it easy on the criticism of the bitch in my presence. Still, it felt good knowing she had my back.
About two years after my divorce was final, I got a call from my sister one day asking for a favor. Sight unseen, I said yes; after all, she was my sister. The favor turned out to be a date with her friend, Cybil, who had gotten divorced the previous year and was too shy to ask a man out on a date.
Cybil was three years older than me at 45. She wasn't a raving beauty, but was still a solid "seven" on a 10-point visual scale, and she had curves where it counted. She also had a brain and could talk on several subjects, because my sister knew I would kill her if she hooked me up with a brainless bimbo.
The date went well... okay, very well, even though we didn't end up in bed. We took in a photo show at a local museum, then ate at a good Italian restaurant. We then went to an "80s-style" band concert and wound up dancing in our places throughout the whole show. She felt comfortable enough with me to put her hands on me several times throughout the show, and I found out her lips were as soft as they were sexy. Yeah, I know... sexy lips.
Anyway, one date turned into three, and then she asked me to be her plus-one at a friend's wedding. Danica and her husband, Willis, were also going to be there, so there would be at least three people with whom I could talk. Call me sucker... or not. We wound up in bed for the first time that night, and I was incredibly pleasantly surprised to find out that I remembered exactly what to do.
I probably shouldn't have been, but I was, surprised that Cybil tasted noticeably different than I remembered Laurie tasting. It's amazing what your mind thinks of at certain times, like when your tongue is completely buried in the wet, hot pussy of a good-looking woman, literally moments before she wraps her thighs tightly around your head and proceeds to ride your face like a bucking bronco. GODDAMN THAT NEVER GETS OLD!
Several minutes and two more spectacular orgasms later, Cybil was lying almost unconscious on her bed while I climbed up her body and sank my cock into her steamy pussy up to the hilt. Oh shit... oh shit... oh shit. Absolutely! I watched her eyes pop open and her lips curl into a huge smile.
I don't know about Cybil, but I sometimes wondered if my attraction for her wasn't just a rebound thing, but the more time I spent with her, the more time I wanted to spend with her. It was way beyond sex for me. I needed to know if she felt the same way... so I tried being sneaky and went to my sister.
"Danni, it's my turn for a favor," I asked. "I need to know how Cybil feels about me... really feels about me. Am I just a rebound for her? I don't think so, and I hope not, but I've got to admit I'm afraid to ask."
"Are you that stupid, brother of mine?" she responded. "That woman is head over heels for you. She's given you everything of herself... unlike that former wife of yours. Trust me, Ronnie, you're number one with her, and will be until the day you say no more. And there is no number two for her."
My relationship with my girls had been cool since their proclamation of love for Laurie's romance and their total disdain for my feelings, but they were completely supportive of my relationship with Cybil, as well as actually being surprised that I had enough game to get a woman of Cybil's caliber. When I finally got them together, they enjoyed each other's company.
We had a small wedding ceremony about six months later.
Although a few years earlier I wondered if I could ever again trust a woman with my heart, Cybil proved to me repeatedly through the years that not only could I trust her, but that she was, without a doubt, the defender of my heart.
Epilogue:
Karma may be a bitch, but apparently she's a bitch with a warped sense of humor. Ten years after Laurie left me for Caleb, he left her to go back to his ex-wife. Karen, my oldest, gave me that news in a phone call at work one morning. I'd like to say I was saddened by that news as I had forgiven Laurie years before, but that would be one hell of a lie. Sue me, but like most people I was not above a little internal gloating... and maybe some external gloating as well.
"Gee, I kind of thought a great romance like they had would last longer than a decade," I said to my daughter. "Not quite the fairy tale ending your mother had thought it would be."
"Point taken, Dad," Karen said.
******
I was standing at the bar silently sipping my Angel's Envy finished rye, watching what I hoped were happy guests enjoying the festivities at my oldest daughter's wedding reception several years later when I felt someone at my right elbow. I looked over to see my ex-wife standing there silently, waiting to be acknowledged.
"Are you enjoying yourself, Laurie?" I asked, sincerely hoping she was.
I knew she was somewhat irritated with Karen, Cybil and me because she didn't have much of a role in planning her oldest daughter's wedding. I knew she blamed me mostly for that, somehow figuring that I since I paid the freight, I was making the decisions. Yeah, right. When was the last time a father actually got listened to when it came to decision about his daughter's wedding?
Karen's decision to involve her stepmother more than her own mother in her wedding plans was one of comfort. Karen and Cybil had developed a respectful, loving relationship, while my daughter's relationship with her mother had degenerated greatly, especially after Laurie and Caleb divorced.
"You know, if you had just fought a little harder for me, this whole thing could have been our triumph," she harrumphed.
I know I gave her a sardonic smile because I was holding back an actual belly laugh. So this was my fault?
"How do you figure that, Laurie?" I asked quietly before I took a sip of my rye.
"Hell, you practically gave me to Caleb. You couldn't wait to jettison me," she hissed. "A better man would have put up more of a battle."
"According to you, I was that better man, just not the best man apparently, because you left me for him. What was there to fight for, Laurie? Maybe if you hadn't already cheated with him, there would have been something left to fight for, but after you broke your vows with him, there was nothing left that I wanted. I didn't want another man's sloppy seconds. You broke my heart and disrespected me.
"Plus, if you remember, you told me he was your soul mate. How could I argue against that? I loved you. I wanted you to be happy, so I let you go."
I shrugged sheepishly. Yeah, that last bit was a blatant lie. She growled, but didn't respond.
I noticed these last several years had not been kind to Laurie. Her face, still fairly pretty, was lined and looked... stern, to say the least. Her once tight body looked soft and frumpy; she had gained at least 30 pounds. I looked across the reception hall to where my wife was visiting with some of our friends. She looked animated, beautiful in a confident way, a woman comfortable and happy with her place in life. Almost as if she knew, she turned and faced me, looking at me directly in the eyes. She smiled. I smiled. She went back to her conversation.
"You know you wanted him, Laurie. You got him. I'm sorry if he didn't live up to your dreams," I said. "I guess you should have been more suspect in what you wanted.
"Now if you'll excuse me, I have guests to attend to. Nice talk. Let's do it again... never."
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It never fails. I was scrambling to get out of my office to begin my weekend on a Friday afternoon when I get that dreaded "one more call."
It was 3:10 PM. I was already 10 minutes into weekend mode. I knew my wife would have been up at the lake house for about two hours now, probably working on her second margarita, wearing that yellow sundress I thought she looked so good in. Yes, Abby was no ingenue at 50, but she was still a gym regular and looked at least 10 years younger. Shit, I needed to stop thinking of my wife, answer the damn phone and get moving.
"I know you're trying to get out of here, Gabe, but the woman on the phone says she's your daughter and absolutely needs to speak to you," said my bookkeeper/right-hand-woman Kate Beckett. "She didn't sound anything like Lauren, though. I've talked to her hundreds of times in the last eight years, and this was definitely not her."
"Perfect," I said flatly. "I'm pretty sure part of your job is to keep insurance agents off my back, Kate."
I heard her giggle right before I punched in our number one phone line and responded, "Gulliver. How can I help you?" I was upset that someone would pretend to be my daughter just to get put through to me.
"Da-Daddy? I'm in big trouble, Daddy, and I really, really need your help," the obviously scared voice on the other end of the phone line said.
Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. That voice did belong to a daughter of mine... one from another lifetime ago; one of my two daughters from my first marriage, whom I hadn't heard the first word from since the day she got married three years ago. There was a time when I would have gone running at the mere sound of her voice. Not so much anymore.
"Emily? Emily! What's going on? Where are you? What kind of help do you need?" I asked rapid-fire, my paternal instincts overcoming my good sense.
"I'm dying, Daddy," she said barely above a whisper. "My kidneys are shot... and neither Mom nor Pepper are a match. I know you have the same blood type as me, and I was hoping..."
I could have been a deaf-mute for how I sat at my desk holding the phone to my ear. It had been 15 years since both of my kids from my first marriage basically cut me out of their lives. The last time I saw Emily, I was an invited guest at her wedding three years ago, not even allowed to sit with the family during the ceremony or at the reception. Her stepfather walked her down the aisle and gave her away.
I have no idea how long I sat silent before I heard her calling my name.
"Dad? Daddy? Are you still there?" she called quietly.
"Yeah, I'm still here ba... Emily. I-I need time to think about this," I said.
"Uh... really, Daddy? You need time to think about this? I'm your daughter for God sake," she suddenly yelled at me through the phone line.
"That's awfully convenient, don't you think?" I asked quietly, my tone having changed from concerned to aggravated in the blink of an eye.
I assumed the silence I heard through the line was my daughter suddenly re-thinking some of her life decisions concerning me for the last 15 years. First, she and her younger sister chose to live with their cheating slut mother after the divorce; virtually never visiting with me on the days I was supposed to have them. Then they chose to change their last names to match that of their mother after she married her paramour. The final insult was when I was told that their stepfather was going to pay for the wedding and walk her down the aisle. I could attend the wedding but would be nothing more than any other random guest.
My second wife and I attended the wedding, but were relegated to an aisle and a table well away from the immediate family during the ceremony and reception. Emily even made sure to thank her stepfather during her bride's speech. I might as well have been invisible. Her new husband, whom I had barely interacted with prior to the wedding, also virtually ignored me on the wedding day. My wife and I left the reception after the first hour, and that was the last time I saw or talked to either daughter... until a few minutes earlier.
"Daddy, you know I didn't mean anything..."
"Don't, Emily," I interjected. "Just because I was too trusting of your cheating slut mother to realize she was cheating on me for almost a year doesn't mean I'm a clueless fool. What you and your sister did to me was almost worse, in a way. You encouraged her cheating, and then your behavior after the divorce... hell, we won't talk about that shit."
Another long silence ensued.
"Bu-u-ut I'm your daughter, Daddy. You have to help me," she whined.
"Really?" I responded. "Let me get back to you on that, kid."
I heard her saying something as I hung up the phone.
The trip up to my lake house took an hour and gave me time to play the memory game. It wasn't a pleasant hour.
******
I thought I had the world by the ass 15 years ago. I was 39 years old, married to my college sweetheart for 16 years, two great daughters and for the past five years I had been the junior partner in a successful Arby's franchise in southern Indiana. Yes, I worked 55 to 60 hours per week, but the work was relatively easy and I was just starting to reap the financial rewards. I was actually looking at buying out my senior partner in the near future and maybe getting a stake in a couple more near-by Arby's franchises.
A few months earlier, I had adjusted my hours to leave my store on Fridays at 3, and only go in on Saturdays for a half-day. The weekend was supposed to be sunny and warm, and I figured I'd get a good jump on my spring yardwork while the girls were at softball practice Saturday afternoon. Then maybe we'd all head over to the Indianapolis Zoo before hitting Cheesecake Factory for dinner.
I was feeling pretty good about things and really didn't really think twice about the fact that Dr. Harrison McCord's car was parked on Donatella's side of the driveway as I pulled my car past his and into my empty garage slot. Harry had been one of Donnie's bosses at a large orthopedic practice in Indianapolis, and she had been his top surgical nurse for the past five years. They worked closely together and Donnie had said they had become friends as well as colleagues. I totally got that because my wife is well-read and personable, and had always seemed to be in the middle of any crowd of people in which she chooses to be part.
I tolerated Harry McCord, at best, finding him to be somewhat insufferable due to his God complex. To be fair, however, most of the physicians at the practice had the same high opinion of themselves, so it's not like his attitude was out of line for his circumstance. Still, he was one of my wife's bosses, so I was never going to tell him what I really thought of him, despite the fact that he didn't seem to have any problem letting me know that I'd never be his equal. He had done this several times at social events since he began at the practice, and it took my wife's continued pleading to keep me from popping him in the mouth.
"I make very good money there, Gabe, more than you bring home, so don't you dare start anything with him. Do you understand me?" she told me at one of the first social events he was at where he gave me attitude and lip.
Several times a year the practice held family events on a Sunday, and soon after Harry became part of the team there was a barbecue at the home of one of the senior partners. I had just finished playing volleyball with a group of parents and kids and was heading for the ice chest holding the beer when I passed by a group of what I assumed were younger male doctors talking about what they wanted to do to several of the nurses on staff. When one mentioned a particular nurse with long blonde hair, blue eyes and big boobs, I knew I needed to... interrupt that particular discussion.
"Make another comment like that about my wife and I'll rip your tongue out of your mouth and use it to wipe my ass the next time I take a shit," I said as I walked right up to the mouthy bastard.
Harry, as I found out his name later, had about three inches and 30 pounds on me, but from looking at him I could tell he didn't belong to a gym and had probably never been in a scrap in his life. I worked out regularly, and as a kid had my fair share of fights. I knew what it was like to get hit by a fist in the heat of battle.
It was at that point that the partner whose home we were at walked up to quell the potential uprising, and five seconds later Donatella grabbed me by my arm, pulled me off to a quiet spot and gave me her upbraiding.
Since that time, Donnie had made it a point to me that I wasn't to threaten Harry or even breathe harshly in his direction any time we were at the same event.
If Harry's presence at my house didn't exactly make me happy, the sight of my wife sitting up against him on the sofa in our living room set my teeth on edge. Before I could express my opinion of the situation, however, Donnie jumped in... hard.
"Obviously, Gabe, we need to talk."
Wow. How cliché. I fought back the urge to attack the smarmy bastard, who was sitting on the sofa smirking at me. I sat silently for several seconds before I realized she was waiting for my response.
"Oh, please, don't let me interrupt. The floor is yours," I said as I made a sweeping motion with my hand.
She actually let out a breath of... relief. Apparently, this was much more stressful for her than I realized. How rude of me.
"Uhh... we really didn't mean for it to happen, Gabe. It just did. We started out as friends... and things just kind of developed. We've been... intimate... for about the last six months," she said.
Considering her attitude concerning the good doctor, I can't say I was totally surprised by her announcement, although I was chagrined at her obvious attempt at lying to me. I first noticed that she seemed to be pulling away from me emotionally about 18 months ago, so I stepped up my game: flowers, small gifts and most important, more one-on-one time with her. That didn't seem to work, because about a year ago I noticed she upped her lingerie game under her scrubs and started working later several days a week, where in the past she had rarely worked extra hours. I kept a sharper eye out; if she was cheating, she was awfully good at hiding it... until she no longer wanted to hide it.
I felt my blood pressure spike.
"By my figuring, you two have been intimate... ahaha... been fucking for about the last year... and this didn't just happen. I'd bet he'd been chasing and you've been warming up to him well before that," I said hesitantly, pissed at myself for sounding weak.
I must have been on the money, because my statement seemed to make her angry, while Harrison continued to sit there smirking at me.
"Yeah... whatever, Gabe. I want a divorce. I want half our stuff. I want the girls. I don't care about your little fast-food enterprise. If you fight me on any of this, I'll go nuclear and go after every scrap I'm entitled to, which includes half of your stake in the restaurant. Harrison has more than enough money to bankroll my fancy-ass lawyer... and by the time I'm through with you, you will be living in the proverbial shoebox without a pot to piss in."
"I'll fight you on the girls," I quickly replied. "There's no way I'm going to accept being an every-other-weekend father!"
She snickered like she knew something I didn't. The hair on the back of my neck went up.
I found out why Donnie snickered when I talked to my daughters the next day. Much to my shock, Emily and Trish already knew about their mother and Harrison. In fact, they seemed to revel in their knowledge.
"Mom's hot, Dad. She needs a hot guy. And he's a hot, rich guy," Emily commented.
I suddenly felt sick to my stomach.
"Sorry to tell you this, Dad, but you're not hot... and kind of boring. I can't wait to live with him and Mom," Trish said.
"Wait. What?" I mumbled, barely able to stop the expletive that was in my head from coming out of my mouth. "You two already know about your mother and Harrison... and you're good with it?"
"We've known for about a month now, Dad. Mom swore us to secrecy," Emily said. "Said we'd both get a new car when we turn 16... and Harrison's got a real nice house, too."
I was sitting in my chair at the kitchen table until Emily told me she and Trish knew about the affair. Reflexively, I jumped up and started pacing about the room.
"Yeah, Dad. We're going with Mom. We'll still see you every other week... unless we're doing something," Emily said cheerfully.
"Did either one of you ever consider saying something to me about your mother cheating?" I asked.
The girls looked at each other and smiled self-consciously. At least I hoped it was self-consciously.
"Uhh... not really," Trish said.
I wondered if the two could hear my heart breaking. Losing their mother was one thing. This was at a whole different level.
We had a decent amount of equity in the house and there was no alimony. Child support was going to take a big chunk of my income, however, so by the time the dust settled, Donnatella was right: I would be living in a shoebox without a pot to piss in... and that was without putting up a fight. Fuck.
I wound up in a small two-bedroom apartment, although as it turned out I really didn't need the second bedroom for when the girls came to visit... because they almost never visited. They were way too busy most times to visit formerly Dear Old Dad.
At first, after the divorce, I buried myself in work to make up for losing my family and half of my stuff. I had no desire to enter into another relationship so soon after my betrayal. Gradually, though, I found I missed having at least someone with whom to share my life. So, I did the next best thing: I went to an animal shelter and picked out a dog. He wasn't a handsome purebred, but his eyes showed character, something that none of the members of my former family displayed at the end. He was about 80 pounds of brown dog with some black in his face, about five years old, the shelter staff figured. I named him "Levon" to honor Levon Helm of The Band, who I always considered one of the most low-key rockers of his era.
Levon went everywhere with me that a dog was allowed. In my small apartment, he usually was sitting half on top of me on my small sofa. I joked to him that he was my emotional therapy dog. I talked to him all the time, discussed my new hopes and dreams with him and told him the occasional joke I heard at work that day. I know that he probably didn't understand too much of what I told him, but the fact that he listened attentively to me was good for my soul.
Interestingly, on the few times my daughters visited me at my apartment, Levon usually stayed as far away from them as he could. He seemed to merely tolerate them. I can't say I blamed him.
It was a little more than two years after my divorce when I called over to the local high school to leave a message for my older daughter. She hadn't stopped by my house to collect her birthday gift from two weeks ago, so I wanted to remind her to do that. I knew the school didn't allow students to use their phones during the school day except for emergencies, so I tried to leave a message... except the secretary who answered the phone told me they had no students registered by that name. I was just about to berate the stupid woman when a terrible stray thought hit my brain. I asked her if she had a student registered as Emily Cord. She replied in the positive, so I told her to leave a message for that student.
"By the way, who is listed as this student's parents?" I enquired.
"Dr. Harrison and Donnatella Cord," the secretary responded.
I was none too happy with that response, and I let her know that I should be listed as Emily's father, no one else.
"Our listings come directly from the students. They can list whomever they want as parents and emergency contacts, if those are different," the woman on the other end of the phone said.
I growled through the phone connection before asking if they had a listing for a Patricia Cord as well. She answered affirmatively. By this point, my heart was broken into little pieces and I could feel the beginning of an ulcer in my stomach.
Emily showed up at my door at 8 that evening, ringing my bell. When I answered the door, I could see her mother's car in my driveway. As usual, I didn't rate a kiss hello.
I handed her the birthday present but didn't release it immediately.
"How long have you been going by Emily Cord?" I asked, my tone none too kindly.
"Probably since the beginning of the school year, Dad. Why?"
I shook my head slowly, holding my tears in check.
"No reason. Just curious," I said.
I was sitting at an outside table at a local Dunkin drinking a large black coffee and eating a chocolate cake doughnut one Sunday morning when Levon paid me back big-time for adopting him.
"Is it okay if I pet him?" asked a woman's voice from somewhere behind me, obviously talking about Levon, who was laying at my feet munching on a dog biscuit I had brought along with me.
"Yeah, sure. He's completely harmless," I said as I turned to face the voice and found it was connected to a short woman in a Cubs hat carrying a cup of coffee and a newspaper.
The woman set her coffee and paper down on the table and proceeded to scritch Levon on his head and ears, murmuring sweet nothings as she did so. Levon responded happily as he always does to that kind of attention, his tail wagging quickly. Having nothing better to do, I appraised Levon's new friend from head to toe, and determined she was a curvy package in her tight, short jean shorts and tight Cubs crop top.
I invited the woman to join me after she finished scratching my dog and she did, introducing herself as Melanie. She appeared to be a few years younger than my 42.
"Melanie? Like the singer from the 1960s? No last name?" I asked in a joking manner.
"Actually, it's Melanie Kalakidesus," she said, pronouncing the last name slowly, as if I was a slow child, "But most people screw up my last name so much I just started telling people only my first name. We Greeks are just this side of Polish people for having unpronounceable last names."
We both laughed at that, one of the few times I can remember laughing in the presence of a woman in the last few years.
"Gabriel Gulliver here. Gabe to my friends, and Levon's friends as well. Can I offer you a dog biscuit on his behalf?" I inquired.
She giggled and I was hooked.
We talked for about 30 minutes. In that time, I found out she was a 35-year old divorced mother of two pre-teen sons whose husband had cheated on her and then abandoned the family several years previously. She worked for an insurance company and while she was doing okay for herself and her boys, there wasn't room for a lot of indulgences. Her Sunday morning coffee at Dunkin while her boys were with their grandparents was one of the few.
She looked slightly embarrassed when she revealed the last fact, her cheeks going red and her big brown eyes looking down at the table.
"The kids' father is a deadbeat... dad," she said with more than a little anger in her voice. "Oh hell, he's a deadbeat fuckhead, is what he is. Pardon my French."
Her eyes were blazing when she looked back up at me.
"I don't mind that he isn't paying my alimony, but how could he not support his own kids?" she queried rhetorically.
"He'd probably be happier if he had kids like my daughters. Even though I pay my support, they want nothing to do with me. They've got a rich, younger stepdad now and would be completely happy if they never had to see me again," I said. "That's why I got Levon. I needed someone to share my life and dog biscuits with.



"Isn't that right, you beast?" I said in my best "dog voice," then flipped him the biscuit that Melanie had turned down.
I spent the next few minutes telling her the story of my divorce and sad life since.
"If you don't mind me asking, what about dating? Surely a handsome man like yourself would be popular among the divorced set. I know there's a lot of women in my age group that would like to give you a ride... Oh shit, that came out wrong," she said, blushing profusely.
It was my turn to snicker.
"I guess my daughters are right. Maybe I am old," I said. "I just don't have any desire to play the game. I've had a few dates, but not many. I'm not really into indiscriminate sex. I want to feel something for a woman before I take her to bed.
"Shit. Did I just say that out loud? Now I suppose I'm going to have to give up my man card."
I couldn't read the expression on her face as she looked at me in silence.
"Fuck. Where have you been all my life?" she said barely above a whisper.
We exchanged numbers and began dating. We didn't sleep together for two months. By then, I had met her 12-year-old son, Oliver, and her 9-year-old daughter, Stephanie. Both kids took to me immediately, which made me wonder how my wife could turn my own children against me so completely. I was hurt and angry. Melanie told me I needed to give the girls time to come around. I told her I thought two years was more than enough.
Despite the fact that my girls were the next thing to rude to Melanie, she kept on me to keep the door open with them. They were both invited to our wedding a year after we started dating, although neither one of them showed up. I didn't expect them to, so I was only mildly hurt, but I felt bad for Melanie, who continued to champion their cause despite their bad behavior.
On the other hand, Melanie's pair continually boosted my spirits, along with their mother. Oliver literally was the son I never had, and I became the father figure he sorely lacked in his life. Stephanie, who was a little over 4 when her father left, followed me around like a puppy, rarely letting me get out of her sight. Levon had to adjust a little, because where in the past it was just him and me, suddenly we were a triumvirate.
Melanie worked for a local insurance agency, so between the two of us we were doing okay financially. We had bought a small three-bedroom home, and I had become a junior partner in a second Arby's franchise in the area. I was never going to be a Dr. Harrison, but I was rallying back, both personally and financially, with my new family.
Because I paid attention, I knew when Emily's graduation date from high school was a couple of years later. I didn't get a formal invitation, but Melanie and I attended anyway; after all, I was her father.
After the ceremony, Melanie and I found Emily among all the graduates. She was surrounded by Donnatella, Trish and Harrison when we walked up to a very lukewarm reception. I introduced Melanie to my ex-wife and Harrison before Emily dismissed us by telling us that the four of them had reservations at an upscale restaurant in town.
"Didn't want to hold you up. Just wanted to give you a graduation gift," I said.
Emily took the envelope and said thanks, making sure to stand just far enough away that I understood I wasn't going to get a hug.
"Wow," Melanie said directly to Donnatella. "If one of my kids had been that rude to your husband, at the very least I'd be upset. You, apparently, are every bit the bitch Gabe says you are."
Donnie looked like she was about to respond, but Melanie took a step closer to her.
"Go on, bitch," she hissed. "Say something and I'll slap that stupid look right off your face--right here."
Donnatella hurriedly closed her mouth and took a decisive step back. I noticed that the people around us had gotten quiet and were staring at our group. Melanie continued to glare at my ex-wife for several seconds.
"Yeah. I thought so," Melanie rasped before taking my hand and leading me off toward our car.
About a year after I married their mother, Melanie's kids came to me and asked if it would be okay if they could use my last name, the way my kids did with Harrison. I was incredibly touched by their request, and decided to go one step further.
"How about I adopt you two and we can all legally be Gullivers?" I asked. Melanie broke down crying, and was quickly joined by Oliver and Stephanie.
I had an attorney track down their biological father, who was only too happy to give up his parental rights in exchange for no longer having to pay child support and having his back support wiped out.
"Of course, this means that legally you two are now half-siblings to Emily and Trish," I said. "There seems to be a downside to everything, I guess."
Both Oliver and Stephanie worked for my first Arby's in the summers when they got old enough, something Emily and Trish absolutely refused to do when I had asked them years before.
I continued to send gifts to Emily and Trish for their birthdays and Christmas, but I knew I wasn't going to be acknowledged. I was able to let it roll off my back because I got more than enough love and respect from my younger two children. In fact, it had been several years since I had seen either of my first two kids when the invitation to Emily's wedding showed up in the mail. I was surprised and hurt that not only didn't I know about the upcoming wedding, but that I wasn't even asked to help pay for the event. That should have been my honor and pleasure. Only Melanie's loving held me back from killing Harrison and Donnatella, especially after Donnatella told me I would have no role at all in the wedding and would in fact be sitting at a table of "friends" for the reception.
I seriously considered not even attending, but once again my wife intervened, pointing out that being there was the important thing, not where we were seated. I put my feelings on the shelf and attended, enduring the looks and comments from both family and friends... especially when my daughter thanked and praised her stepfather to the heavens for giving her an amazing wedding and being an amazing parent for the last dozen years. My blood pressure was so high that I could hear my heartbeat pounding in my ears.
The tears running down my cheeks weren't from the emotions of seeing my first-born married. My wife squeezed my hand and arm several times throughout the day and reminded me how much she, Oliver and Stephanie loved me. Still, I was devastated and felt like I barely survived the day.
******
My phone blew up with texts and calls while I drove home on that Friday afternoon. I didn't answer any, preferring to keep my focus on the road. When I got to my house, I glanced at the phone and counted no less than six calls and 10 texts, with most coming from Emily and my ex-wife. I didn't answer any and instead went into the house to explain to Melanie what was happening.
Melanie was aghast when I explained Emily's predicament and our earlier phone call. She practically came unglued when I told her that my donating a kidney to Emily was hardly a done deal.
"Are you serious right now, Gabriel? She's your damn daughter! Of course you will give her one of your kidneys!" my wife insisted.
"Not quite so fast, Mel. I'm not a body parts dispensary. The girl disses me for over a decade, but suddenly I'm just supposed to pony up a kidney... a kidney, for fuck's sake... to save her life. Do I have the word "schmuck" tattooed on my forehead?" I remarked.
Melanie's mouth dropped open in shock. If I expected her to understand my hesitation, I was severely mistaken.
"You can't even be considering not giving her a kidney," Melanie said. "She's your daughter. Regardless of everything that's gone down, she's still your daughter, and she'll die unless you give her a kidney. This is a no-brainer, Gabriel."
I knew exactly how upset Melanie was when she used my formal first name twice in the span of a minute.
"No, babe, it's not a no-brainer, not for me. My mama didn't raise any chumps. She's disrespected me since I divorced her mother... before that actually... and I'm having a hard time reconciling that with the fact that she thinks I should just willy-nilly give her a kidney to save her life," I said.
"You would actually consider not saving your own daughter's life because she hurt your feelings?" Melanie practically shouted at me. "Because she hurt your 'widdle' feelings?"
She said the last part using the voice a parent uses with a very young child. I knew she was making a point, but I wasn't necessarily in the mood for her point... nor her overt ridicule. She had to know by the look in my eyes that she had overstepped her bounds.
"Yes, I would and actually am considering not giving my daughter a kidney. Who says I have to be mistreated and disrespected and yet still..."
"Save her life?" Melanie interrupted. "I do, for one.
"This isn't about being mad at Emily anymore. This is about saving a life. Saving her life. Your daughter.
"I know you don't like her very much anymore, but you have to still love her. You have to save her. You have to."
"I don't have to. That's the thing. Giving a kidney is a huge thing. Why would I want to undergo such an invasive procedure for someone I don't even like, and don't really love anymore, to be honest about it?" I asked quietly.
"She's your daughter. Your own flesh and blood. You can't just let her die. You can't," Melanie claimed. "Would you let Oliver and Stephanie die if you could save them?"
"Absolutely not. I love Oliver and Stephanie and would do everything in my power to save them. But I don't love Emily near to that degree anymore, if at all."
She looked stunned.
"I-I don't know you anymore," she whispered to me. "You can't let Emily die just because she 'dissed' you. This isn't about not seeing her anymore. This is about keeping her alive... something you would do for a stranger if you could. I know you would."
"Not if said stranger was as cruel to me as my own daughter has been. There's no law that says I have to undergo a major surgery to save anyone's life, especially somebody who apparently hated me until they realized they absolutely needed my body part."
Melanie continued trying to change my mind throughout dinner. My phone had continued to ring and make text notification noises during my discussion with my wife.
"Aren't you going to answer any of those? You can't be a total coward and not tell Emily your decision," Melanie growled.
"Yes, I was planning to tell her, even though she didn't see fit to tell me anything about her wedding. I will at least respect her enough to tell her to... fuck off politely," I said.
"I can't believe you're not going to help her. I-I'm sorry I ever married a man as cold as you," she said.
"I'm sorry you feel that way. I'll miss you when you go," I said flatly.
After more than a decade of marriage, Melanie should have known better than to try to guilt me into anything... especially something that I wouldn't feel guilty about. We exchanged glares, and I think in that moment she realized that nothing she could say would make me change my mind.
"What?" I snarled as I turned away from my wife and answered my constantly ringing cell phone.
"Daddy? Are you going to help me, Daddy?" came the pitiful voice of Emily. "You haven't been answering any of my calls.
I know I'm not really the emotionless ogre both Emily and Melanie have accused me of being earlier that day, so I tried calming myself before answering again, especially since I wasn't going to give her the answer she so desperately needed.
"No, Emily, I'm not going to help you," I said quietly. "You've made my life miserable in the last 15 years, so I see no reason to go the extra mile to help you."
I heard the sobbing, and don't think it didn't hurt me, but after somebody sticks a knife in your chest you don't just remove it and hand it back to them so they can do it again. Sometimes you stop worrying about their welfare and turn and walk away.
"But you're my daddy. You have to help me," she cried piteously.
"Once upon a time I was your daddy, but that hasn't been true now for a long time. You replaced me with Harrison, and made sure I knew I was nothing more than just your sperm donor. It took a long time for me to accept that lesson, but I've learned it well. Do you actually expect me to believe you would have called me if you didn't need a kidney?"
There was nothing but sniffling and sobbing sounds coming through the phone for the next several seconds.
"I... I'm sorry, Daddy. Please," she pleaded.
"Sometimes 'I'm sorry' isn't enough, Emily."
I disconnected the call. My vision was blurred with tears. I saw Melanie glaring at me from across the room.
"Did that feel good? Getting some small, spiteful revenge on your own daughter?" she hissed. "I'm glad Oliver and Stephanie are living on their own now so they weren't here to hear that."
I turned my phone off, went up to my room and put on some gym clothes. My wife was puttering around the kitchen getting dinner started, I assumed. I told her not to make dinner for me because I was going out to lift, then I would grab some food for myself on the way home. She was in the middle of saying something when I went back out to my car and drove off.
I probably shouldn't have been surprised to see my ex-wife's Lexus parked in my driveway when I got back to the house about two hours later. I had an excellent workout thanks to needing to channel my anger, then I stopped off at a near-by Pizza Hut for a "Pepperoni Lover's" pizza that I carried out.
I marched into my house knowing full-well what was coming, but Gabe "Nice Guy" Gulliver wasn't in attendance for this meeting. The only person I needed to please anymore was the one holding the pizza box as I walked into my kitchen.
"You petty low-life bastard!" Donnatella shrieked at me as I set down my pizza on the kitchen table. "That's your daughter's life you're playing God with! Get your head out of your ass and do the right thing!"
"Like you did 15 years ago and have continued to do every day since," I responded flatly. "I don't take life lessons from a selfish slut."
Donnie's eyes were positively blazing with rage. I glanced at Melanie and could see she was in agreement with my ex.
"Okay. Okay," she said a little calmer. "Maybe I didn't exactly do right by you and ruined the girls' relationship with you, but you are still Emily's father and need to do right by her. It's what a good father should do..."
"And I would if she had still considered me her father... but that train left the station soon after the divorce," I asserted. "And the shit you two pulled at the wedding was done completely to affirm my place in her life, which was as nothing more than an acquaintance at best.
"You made it clear to me she didn't consider me her father... that she had replaced me with Harrison. Get my replacement to give her a kidney."
"Unlike you, he would gladly do that if he had the same blood type, but he doesn't..." she started.
"Boy that sure is unfortunate for her, then," I interrupted as I went to the refrigerator for a beer.
"Don't be a dick to her because you're mad at me," Donnie said, her voice breaking up as tears filled her eyes. "She was a kid when we divorced. It was easy for me to influence her... to turn her against you."
"Trust me, I haven't forgotten your part in turning the girls away from me. Hell, they knew you were having an affair with Harrison months before I did, and do you think one of my loyal daughters would have had the common decency to clue me in?
"But like you say, they were kids, so I tried my absolute best to keep some sort of relationship with them. They didn't remain kids, though, and even when they got to be old enough to think for themselves, they continued to disrespect me, to hate me.
"Emily is certainly old enough to make her own mind up about things, and one of those things she has made her mind up about is who she wants as a father, and who she doesn't want in her life... and that's her choice, and I learned to live with it despite the pain. But now that I have something she wants... something she desperately needs... suddenly she expects me to just roll over and give her another part of me. No, she along with you and Trish ripped my heart out of my chest. She can't have a kidney, too."
I took a bite of pizza. Melanie continued to glare at me silently while Donnie sobbed loudly for several long seconds.
"How can you be so heartless to your own child? She's dying... and you could save her," Donnie rasped.
"Emily hasn't been my daughter for a lot of years... and apparently, I wasn't a very good father to her when she was or else she couldn't have treated me so poorly. I guess that much is on me," I said.
"I won't be a hypocrite and give my kidney to someone who hates me just so I can regain a sliver of her love."
Donnie's mouth opened and closed several times while her brain tried to find the right words to get me to change my mind. I glanced quickly at Melanie, but she was smart enough to keep quiet at this moment. Maybe she realized she, too, wasn't high up on my list at this moment.
"I want to eat my pizza in peace now. Would you show my ex-wife the door please, Mel, and make sure it's locked when she leaves," I said.
"You're serious about not giving Emily a kidney and letting her die, aren't you?" Melanie asked quietly.
"Absolutely. Think about what I just told Donnie. Why would I give a kidney to someone who hates me? Doesn't matter to me if she's got my DNA. Me giving her a kidney would be like handing a gun to someone who wishes me dead. Why can't you see that?"
"Because she's family, you dumbass. She's not just some nobody off the street... but even if she was, I'd be upset. You just can't let someone die when you could help save her. You... can... help... save... her," Melanie said. "I was always taught that you are your brother's keeper."
"Yeah, well I was always taught not to be a schmuck," I responded. "When someone tells you they don't love you... and then shows you that they don't... they don't... and then helping them out anyway means you're a schmuck... not a good guy. And if you can't live with that, then I guess we're done."
Her mouth dropped open when I said the words.
"You're either with me or 'agin' me, as the old saying goes. This is the spot where you decide," I said. "Because it's not going to get any easier in the coming days.
"I'll understand if you choose my daughter's side of this argument, but you have to understand, if you do, we are done. I can't live with you second-guessing me on this."
In the meantime, I was being harassed by the members of my former family. When I didn't answer my phone, they started showing up at my office, as well as coming by my home again.
The morning after I had my ex-wife show up at my house, Emily herself was knocking on my door. I had to admit she looked like shit when I answered the door in my ratty bathrobe at 7 AM, but considering I hadn't even had my first cup of coffee yet, I was almost sure I didn't look too much better.
My heart went out to Emily despite my recent feelings. I invited her inside and went to start the morning coffee before going up to my room to put on some gym shorts and a T-shirt.
Melanie joined us at the kitchen table for what I think all three of us knew would be the toughest discussion of our lives.
Emily was smart, and I knew she figured that my refusing to give her a kidney would be a lot tougher face to face than it was on the phone. It was a good strategy; I have to admit. Looking into her eyes and telling her, in effect, that I was going to let her die, was heart-wrenching. I certainly didn't take any pleasure in doing it.



"How could you not help me? I'm your daughter. Don't you love me?" she wailed at one point in the discussion.
"To some point, I'll always love you... but that's my problem. For the most part, though, that love is gone. You killed it with your actions and your disrespect. I don't feel any more responsible for you than I would for a stranger...," I said.
"But I know you. I know you wouldn't hesitate to give a kidney to a stranger to help them. Why won't you give me that same courtesy?" she asked.
"Because unlike a random stranger on the street, you've gone out of your way to disrespect me and show me that you no longer love me," I answered. "I wouldn't give my kidney to a stranger who acted as poorly toward me as you have, so why would I give my kidney to you."
"I'm your daughter! You have to help me!" she shrieked while tears ran down her face.
"First off, neither one of us has considered you MY daughter for quite some time. And, legally, I don't have to help you. You are of legal age, so not my responsibility. I may have brought you into the world, but I have no responsibilities toward you anymore."
Melanie got up from her chair and went to Emily to give her a hug. She was crying as well. She still hadn't given me an answer as to whose side she was on, and I knew that Emily's face-to-face had given her more cause for hesitation.
I don't think any of us were expecting my former in-laws to show up at my house about an hour after Emily showed up. Obviously, they had been apprised of the situation as well as where I lived. We had a pretty solid relationship before and after the divorce, but I hadn't talked with either of them since Emily's wedding. They had never been to my house before, either.
"You can't let our granddaughter die when you have the power to save her," my father-in-law declared. "Time to stand up and do right for your family."
"My family is Melanie, Oliver and Stephanie. The daughters I used to have left me in the dust years ago," I explained. "They became Dr. Harry's kids completely, and let me know that I was nothing more than a sperm donor. That was their choice. Just because your granddaughter now needs something only I can provide doesn't change that fact, not one bit.
"You treat people how you would like to be treated. I tried to teach that when the girls were growing up, but apparently, I failed. Most times that failure wouldn't have come back to haunt them... but this time... you could say that Emily got hoisted on her own petard."
My ex-father-in-law growled but didn't come back at me, which told me he knew in his heart I had made a good point. Normally the man was a bulldog and would have kept arguing if he thought he was right.
My ex-mother-in-law was a completely different creature and was operating completely on emotion. Emily could have been a serial killer and still my mother-in-law would have been on her side. Maybe I'll understand how a grandparent thinks when Oliver and Stephanie start having children.
My in-laws left after a bit, but we were soon joined by Donnatella, Trish and Emily's husband, Greg. Obviously, Greg had a rooting interest in this outcome, but he hardly knew me, having met me for just a few minutes at his wedding three years ago. To him, I was practically The Invisible Man.
As usual, Donnie was her abrasive self to me... and I could see her continuing down this pathway was having a negative effect on Melanie, who was getting more defensive on my behalf the longer the argument went on.
At least Emily's husband realized his sway with me was minimal. He was very firm but polite as he advocated for his wife. That balanced out for Donnie and my younger daughter, who obviously believed, like her mother, that I could be bullied into submission. I don't believe she was really listening to me when I spoke because she just kept repeating her assertions, regardless of how I answered her.
Surprisingly, one person who was listening was my ex-wife's dick husband, Dr. Harry. We had spoken very little since that night in my house more than 15 years ago, but from listening to Donnie and the girls Harry figured out that I wasn't going to be bullied. Instead, he pulled out his very large wallet and tried to buy me.
The phone call came into my office four days after the Sunday gathering at my house. Harry--he hated when I called him that--asked me to meet him for lunch the next day at a high-end restaurant called Plato's Place... the kind where the lunch salads start at $25 and go up from there. I turned him down at first, figuring this was just another chance for my ex-wife to try to browbeat me into giving up a kidney.
"If you're worrying about paying, don't. I've got your meal," he said, the smugness practically dripping through the telephone line.
"I know I'm not in your financial stratosphere, Harry, but if you haven't been paying attention, I'm the senior partner in five stores now. My shoes don't have any holes in them," I said firmly, with little emotion.
"Uh...uhm... I didn't mean anything by that, Gabriel," he said. "I just really want to talk to you... alone... man to man. Donnatella won't be joining us for this meeting."
I agreed to meet him. Then I made sure that I had an off-duty police officer in plain clothes sitting at the bar to keep an eye out for anything out of the ordinary. Call me paranoid. I'd like to think of it as proactive.
Harry was already at a table, even though I got to Plato's five minutes early. He stuck his hand out in a gentlemanly gesture when I walked up to the table in one of my custom-tailored suits. I ignored the proffered hand.
"We're not friends or acquaintances. You're a scum-sucking lowlife who happens to be a very successful surgeon, from what I've been told. You stole my wife, then my family. Why don't you tell me why you wanted to meet," I said brusquely.
He winced at my description, but then his face lost its emotion completely. I knew he would be a cool customer. You don't get to be a top surgeon without steady hands and a good handle on your emotions under pressure.
"My oldest daughter is in desperate need of a kidney, and since you are her sperm donor and have the same blood type, there is a very good chance you would be a perfect match for a donation," he stated, his face somber. "But I understand that you are not predisposed to part with one of yours, in part because she has chosen to be my daughter as opposed to yours.
"I can understand your pain, so I am willing to compensate you handsomely for that kidney. Would $2 million encourage that donation?" he asked before he took a sip of the gin and tonic he had ordered with his lunch.
His eyes never left mine as I sipped my shot of Angel's Envy rye.
"I have to admit I am pleased that you consider my former children to be your own now... as opposed to just the proverbial red-headed stepchildren or the children of the woman you stole from another man," I said calmly.
"Of course I realize that should I accept your offer, that would just serve to make me look like a greedy bastard while you would get incredible kudos for spending all that money to save Emily's life.
"But this isn't about you and me, Harry. This is about decisions having consequences. The woman you proudly call daughter basically reneged on her love and respect for her biological father so she could live her life as a rich man's child... never figuring she would ever have a need to even treat her biological father like anyone who mattered ever again.
"Ah, but karma's a bitch, serendipity is a pretty woman, and 15 years later, her biological father does matter. Now I know my ex-wife and my ex-daughters think I'm being petty and small by not giving Emily a kidney, but I don't see it quite the same way. She chose to throw my love away. I was dead to her, so I'm just choosing to continue to stay dead to her. They say you can't get blood from a turnip... well, you can't get a kidney from a dead man, either.
"You can keep your money, Harry."
"Okay, take the money off the table, Gabriel. How about I appeal to you man to man, as a father. You've made it quite clear that you love... your other two children. I could put money into a trust account for them in exchange for the kidney. You could be a hero..."
"Look, Harry, I know you don't respect me because of how easily you took Donnie and the kids away from me all those years ago, but at least don't insult my intelligence. No matter how you want to phrase it, there's not going to be any exchange of money for my kidney... ever," I said.
"Damn it, Gabriel! We're talking about a human life here! My daughter's life! Your daughter's life! How can you be so cold?"
His raised voice attracted attention from virtually everybody in the restaurant. He didn't seem to notice as he was completely focused on his daughter, as I had been thinking of her, of both of my daughters, since Emily's wedding. In another life, I might have liked him. In this life, though, I still considered him a wife-stealing and child-stealing fuckhead. I would do nothing to help ease his pain.
He looked into my eyes and seemed to read my thoughts.
"So this is about you winning over Donnatella and me after all these years?" he rasped.
I honestly hadn't thought about it that way. I raised an index finger, indicating he should give me a moment to process.
I don't know how long I sat there thinking. I really hadn't thought about getting revenge on Donnie and Harry this way, although through the years I had thought of multiple scenarios. No, it all came down to the fact that I wasn't going to give a kidney to someone who could so easily rip my heart out. Emily was less than a stranger in my eyes. She was someone who willingly went out of her way to cause me pain: in effect, an enemy. You don't willingly help your enemies.
"Earth to Gabriel. What's going on in that brain of yours?" Harry asked.
"You won't believe me, but I hadn't given thought to that... until you said that. No, this isn't about you and Donnie. This is strictly about me not giving a kidney to somebody I see as harmful to my well-being: an enemy, if you will," I explained.
It was his turn to get reflective. I watched his jaw tense up.
"If it makes you feel better, I wouldn't give either of you or Trish my kidney either," I said.
"Oh, okay," he mumbled.
"Thanks for the drink. I don't think I'll stay for lunch."
I wound up getting a restraining order against both daughters, my ex-wife, Harry and my in-laws because of the constant harassment, both by phone and in person. The pleading got more unhinged the more Emily's condition worsened.
"I'm sorry, Daddy. I'm really sorry I treated you so badly," Emily pleaded over the phone.
"No, you're not sorry for mistreating me," I responded. "You're sorry I won't give you a kidney."
I hung up while she continued to sob.
After I got the restraining order, Donnie attempted to get Melanie to intercede on Emily's behalf, knowing that Melanie wasn't entirely comfortable with my decision not to help. Having already had this discussion, though, Melanie, wasn't about to jeopardize our marriage and refused to help.
Even though Melanie wasn't completely comfortable with my decision not to help Emily, our kids said they understood my feelings, which actually made Melanie feel a little better about my choice, and her choice to support me.
The restraining order made life much easier for me, even though some friends occasionally asked me about my decision not to help. I knew my ex-wife discussed the situation with everybody and anybody she encountered, and some of those friends felt entitled enough to weigh in. I had decided early on that I didn't need those people in my life anymore.
Melanie found Emily's obituary in the newspaper about eight months later, and asked if I was going to attend the funeral. She wasn't totally surprised when I responded in the negative.
"I know she wasn't a daughter to you for a long time, but she was once. Don't you need closure?" Melanie inquired.
"No. I'm good," I said sadly. "In my heart, both kids died on the day Emily got married. I grieved and then moved on. Fortunately for me, I had you, Oliver and Stephanie to help me get through it. I'll never be able to thank you guys enough."
Two days after the funeral, Donnie showed up at my home, in violation of the restraining order. I was more than a little surprised when I saw her standing on my porch when I answered the doorbell. She grabbed the storm door, opened it quickly and started raining blows down upon my face and chest while sobbing and yelling at me. She got in several good shots before I finally grabbed her fists of fury.
"You son of a bitch bastard!" she yelled at me as I held onto her from behind. "You killed Emily, you selfish bastard!"
By this point Melanie had joined us in the living room and I had passed a crumpled, weeping Donnie over to her.
"Why do you think you're blameless in this, Donnie?" I asked. "If anything, you started the ball rolling toward this conclusion when you ignored your vows and spread your legs for Harry because you wanted to trade up. Then you turned both girls against me. I get it that you never planned for kidney disease... but it wasn't right, and you did it anyway. As much as anyone, this is on you, Donnie."
She had stopped wailing for a few seconds while I explained. At first her mouth dropped open before she started to sob even harder than she was previously.
"No. No. No. I never meant for this to happen," she mumbled.
"I know," I said. "But none of you showed me an ounce of respect or love, figuring that you didn't have to show me even a shred of human decency. Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition, to quote Monty Python, so when the unthinkable happened, there was no answer. I haven't had even the slightest bit of trouble sleeping at night; I'd bet you can't say the same."
Donnie sobbed uncontrollably for several long seconds. I think she finally owned up to her culpability. Melanie wrapped her in a hug. I know as a mother she understood Donnie's anguish, but as my wife she also understood where I was coming from, even if it took her a while to completely see my side of it. Guided by Melanie, Donnie staggered to the front door, and left.
I never heard from any of my former family again. I didn't miss them.
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Simon Velasquez was looking over to his left when he felt another body sit down on the other end of the wooden park bench to his right. He didn't feel the need to look over at the other person. He was enjoying a gorgeously sunny early spring morning in southern California; the kind of day made for postcard photos, while enjoying a large cup of black coffee.
Several minutes later, he glanced to his right and saw that the other person on the bench was a chunky middle-aged woman, who at his quick glance looked somewhat familiar.
He resisted the temptation to outright stare at the woman, trying to figure out how he knew her, and tried to just catch her in roving glimpses. It seemed she was busy watching her child hanging from the monkey bars.
It was on the fourth or fifth glimpse that the hair on his arms levitated. He realized that not only did he know the woman, he was once married to her! His blood pressure rose, his heart started to beat faster. He debated with himself whether to ignore or acknowledge her.
The argument was cut short by the woman herself.
"Yes, Simon, it really is me, the Wicked Witch of the West, in person," Devon Velasquez verbalized.
Simon slowly turned to face his ex-wife, fully taking in her look for the first time in nearly a decade. To say he was shocked would have been the understatement of the year. He hoped his face wasn't showing his shock.
Simon knew Devon was the same age as him, 50, but she looked closer to 60, he thought. She was 50 pounds heavier than when the two were married, she had lines on her face, crows' feet and her once bouncy blonde curls were now a mousy brown pixie cut. Whoa. Wow. All in all, not real impressive.
"Please be a gentleman, Si. I know what I look like," Devon said.
"Wouldn't think of being anything less, Dev. You know that's not who I am," Simon responded.
"Which one is your boy?"
There were three boys on the monkey bars several feet in front of Devon. They were all about the same age as her son would be, 9, as he remembered. He just didn't have a clue because he hadn't seen him since he was a baby. She glared at Simon.
"The blond boy in the blue. I know you don't remember, if you ever knew, his name is Brandon," she said with more than a hint of annoyance in her tone.
"Sorry, Devon. He's a good-looking kid," Simon said.
"He's also a good kid," Devon said. "He's put up with a lot of shit that he shouldn't have had to, but he's always been there for his mama."
It was Simon's turn to glare at his ex-spouse.
"Not my place to apologize for his deadbeat dad, Devon. You made that choice," he rasped harshly.
She grimaced, knowing that Simon was correct. He usually was. She was just too selfish to admit it then.
She was turning 40 and was feeling old and depressed. Simon's career as an accountant was going great guns, their children, 15 and 13, were doing great in school and her career as the office manager at a small legal office was coming along nicely, as well. Yet she had regrets. She wanted more... in particular more excitement.
It was just going to be a one-off birthday gift, a special "something-something" to help her feel like a kid again on her 40th birthday. The children were set for the weekend at her parents' house. With the help of a friend, Devon had invited a 19-year-old kid from the local college to give her a night of debauchery--her term. It would be Simon's decision whether he wanted to stay and watch or leave for the evening.
It wasn't a request. The set-up was a done deal. His only decision was to stay or go for the night.
"No! Not just no, but fuck no!" he yelled when she told him. "I'm not letting you fuck some 19-year-old shithead so you can feel young! We made vows 17 years ago. They didn't include a one-night opt-out when you turned 40."
"It's my body, and I can give it to whomever I choose," she shot back. "I need this. It will be good for me, and that means it will be good for you."
There it was in a nutshell, he thought. If it was good for her, it would be good for him... and the family. She knew he loved her too much to ever deny her something she really wanted... and she really wanted this: the same way she wanted--and got--that oversized, fancy house and that oversized, fancy SUV she drove.
He tried his best to talk her out of this craziness, but she would not be deterred. He made one more last-ditch effort before Mr. College Boy was due to show up. She sneered at him when she denied his request.
Simon left at that point, doing his best not to cry as he grabbed his wallet and car keys. He drove off in a huff, although 10 minutes later he returned and quietly parked at the end of his block. He had to see for himself that his wife was actually going to do this.
A few minutes after 8, a late model SUV pulled into his driveway and a tall, muscular-looking kid got out of the car and rang the house bell. Damn, fucker is a big kid with bad taste in cars, Simon thought to himself as he watched the younger man enter his house. His hands were trembling in rage as he gripped the steering wheel of his Mustang.
Simon didn't see what his wife had changed into when he left the house. She greeted Lee Carter at the door with a skimpy halter top braless, crotch-grabbing too-short jean shorts and come-fuck-me heels, an outfit she had never worn in front of her husband. She wasn't going to make her young lover work for it very hard.
"Wow. I-I-I like," the young man gasped, looking the woman up and down like a wolf leers at a bunny.
Devon blushed when she felt her pussy lubricate heavily in her shorts. As she couldn't wear panties under the tight, short shorts, her moisture was soon obvious to the young man's eyes. He smiled brightly, stepped up to the woman and planted his best kiss on her soft, sumptuous lips.
Devon wrapped a leg around the young man's hip as the two continued kissing deeply for several long minutes. He finally lifted her by her ass cheeks and carried her to a chair in the living room, placing her down in front of it before he pulled the halter top knot behind her neck, causing her boobs to spill out gloriously. They continued kissing passionately while the young man happily played with her tits.
It was a couple of minutes longer before the he unbuttoned and unzipped her shorts. By this point she was dripping down her legs and his hands were covered in her fluids while he pulled down her shorts.
Devon moaned loudly when Lee rubbed her protruding vaginal lips and easily slipped two fingers into her gushing pussy. He pushed in and out several times before he rubbed his thumb over her engorged clitoris, causing her to shriek wildly as her orgasm washed over her.
Lee continued manipulating her sex until she stopped spasming. He then turned her to the side of the chair, bent her over and speared her with what she felt was the largest, fattest penis she had ever had inside of her.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh!" she grunted as Lee quickly built to a sure, fast rhythm with her leaning over the arm of the chair.
She couldn't believe that the young man hadn't been in her house for 10 minutes and he was already slamming into her as if he owned her. She was panting heavily as he was stroking in and out while a tingling built deep inside her.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh. Ah, ah, ah ah. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she squealed until she lost her ability to speak. "Aawwhooo!"
Her second massive climax in 10 minutes pulled the young man over the top with her, and he came with a profanity-laced tirade that lifted the woman off her feet slightly. The pounding was both wonderful and painful, the woman noted.
"Yeah! This is perfect!" she thought as she started coming down from her sex high.
The young man pumped several bountiful ropes of cum into the woman, already knowing she was the best fuck he had had to this point in his young life, and that he had more than three hours left before her husband would return at midnight.
He removed his hands from her hips and gave her round ass a swat on each cheek with each hand.
"Woohoo!" he cried in triumph.
Although Devon very much enjoyed sex with her husband, the opening experience with Lee was a revelation. Not only did the youngster have a bigger, thicker cock, but at 19 he was fit and had the vitality and stamina of youth. Add that to the fact that Lee's was the first new dick she had had inside of her in almost 20 years, and the evening was turning into everything Devon had hoped it would be. This would be a birthday to remember for the rest of her life... if she could get her husband calmed down when he finally came home.
Devon didn't have too much time to worry about Simon, however, as her 19-year-old lover's dick was starting to revive after just 10 minutes. She had forgotten how quickly teenagers could recover. The young man came up behind her, pulled her body up straight and cupped both of her boobs in his hands, feeling her nipples harden in his palms.
"Where do you want to do it next?" he whispered in her ear as she felt his half-erect dick poking at her bottom.
The pair had sex twice more that evening, once in the kitchen and once in Devon's marital bed. Both she and her young lover seemed especially amped up when he fucked her hard in her marital bed, the woman screaming louder than ever before while climaxing twice in that final session.
"Oh, God, that was amazing, Lee!" she gushed as she and the young man lay entwined when they finished. "That was the best sex of my life."
Devon had Lee out of the house by 11:30. She jumped in the shower, changed the bed sheets and opened the windows in the room in an attempt to minimize the smell of sex. She was downstairs on the sofa in her fluffy robe drinking a glass of wine while watching TV when Simon walked in at 12:15, looking a little worse for wear and tear.
Simon wasn't much of a drinker, but even Devon would admit he had a good reason for perhaps overindulging on this night. He had come home in a cab, so at least he was being responsible, she thought.
"Do you want some aspirin before we go to bed?" she said soothingly as Simon half-walked, half-staggered toward the kitchen.
"We? You think there's still a 'we' here?" he said, using air quotes over his head.
Simon stuck his hand out to keep his wife from hugging him. She was disappointed but not surprised. She got close enough to tell he had been drinking gin... more than just a few.
She could also tell that her husband was doing his best not to cry in front of her. He turned his head away from her as he pulled an eight-ounce bottle of orange juice from the refrigerator before reaching for the bottle of aspirin on the kitchen counter.
Devon wasn't going to avoid the subject of her evening's activities as she felt completely justified in her actions, but she wasn't going to be the one to start the conversation. She only had to wait another minute.
"I take it you had a good birthday night then," Simon said.
It was not a question, but Devon knew he expected some sort of answer.
"It was an enjoyable evening. Thank you for giving me that gift," she said.
"Le-let's be clear here," Simon said around a hiccup. "I didn't give you this gift. You took it for yourself."
Simon staggered up the stairs with Devon following. He stopped short when he got to the threshold of the master bedroom, with Devon almost walking into his back. He sniffed once, then again.
"Even with the window open, I can tell it was more than just an enjoyable evening," he grumbled before walking into the guest bedroom and closing the door.
Devon at least knew she should give her husband of 17 years some space. She knew he would eventually come around to accepting her birthday gift to herself; he had never denied her anything that she really wanted in their years together.
Even with an overload of alcohol on board, Simon had a poor night of sleep. Up until a few hours previous, he was under the impression he had a good... no, great marriage. He wondered how he could have been so wrong.
Devon was already in the kitchen preparing Saturday morning breakfast when a harshly hungover Simon staggered in looking and feeling like... complete and absolute dogshit. Taking pity on her husband, Devon set a cup of black coffee down in front of him.
"Will you be able to hold breakfast down, or am I eating by myself?" she asked tenderly.
Simon groaned before answering that the coffee was enough.
"And I went through the trouble of making Belgian waffles to go along with the bacon," she said before Simon jumped up from his spot, ran into the downstairs bathroom and wrestled with the porcelain god for several minutes.
He returned to the kitchen several minutes later, looking barely alive.
"Why didn't you just shoot me, Dev?" Simon asked. "It would have hurt a whole lot less."
"The dramatics are all yours, baby. This didn't have to be a big deal," Devon said quietly.
"Obviously I failed you, Devon, if you felt you needed more than me, or someone else besides me. But I thought you loved me enough that we could have talked our problems out, maybe found some kind of solution we both could have lived with. Or if you would have shown me the respect to at least ask for a divorce first, instead of just crushing my soul," Simon said.
"You didn't fail me, Simon. Don't ever think that," Devon said quietly. "More than anything else, this is about me... my ego and my desires. I'm not getting any younger, Si. Just for me, I wanted to see if I had anything left in the tank, so to speak. And I do, and now I don't have to wonder. I've been there, done that. Now we can have the rest of our lives together..."
"Until you want to do this again sometime in the future... for some other dumbass reason you can think up," Simon interjected.
"I wouldn't do that. It was just one time, remember."
"It shouldn't have been any times. Remember that 'forsaking all others thing?'" Simon grumbled.
Devon turned her face away from Simon. He might have been hungover, but he wasn't stupid.
"Do you know we've been married about 6,000 days? What is one night out of 6,000? You're the stats guy. Do the math. It's infinitesimal," she pleaded.
"Do you want your own hall pass to even things up? Is that what this is about? Fine. If you're going to be childish about this..."
"No, I don't want my own hall pass. I don't want to have sex with anyone else except you... although right now I certainly don't want to even have sex with you. You don't get it. Your selfishness destroyed us," he raged.
"My selfishness? What about your selfishness?" she sputtered. "You're telling me you're willing to destroy our family... our family... for one night out of 6,000. For one mistake out of 6,000 days..."
"No, hardly a mistake, Dev. You knew exactly what you were doing and executed your plan. While I would have had a hard time forgiving a mistake, I can't forgive a heartless plan of... betrayal. You betrayed me."
"Oh, please, now you're just trying to be a dramatic, whiny bitch. I didn't betray you. I had a night of great sex with another man. One night. Now it's over and done with, and now I guess you're going to make me spend the next 30 years making it up to you," she said.
"No, I'm not," Simon said quietly. "You can't make that up to me with blowjobs and anal sex. I'm not a stupid, horny teenager that you can distract with sex... like the stupid, horny teenager you had sex with last night.
"By the way, I wasn't born yesterday. This was a set-up from the get-go. Where the hell did you find that kid?"
Devon's mouth twisted uncomfortably.
"A friend of a friend of Marcy's..." she started.
"Son of a bitch!" Simon yelled. "I should have known that slut would be involved somehow. Tell me she didn't talk you into this?"
"We discussed this, but she didn't talk me into anything," Devon said. "She's done the very same thing, but her husband didn't throw their marriage into the dumpster because he got his feelings hurt."
"Edward's a fucking douchebag. You know it and I know it. You mean because douche-boy let Marcy fuck some kid, you thought you could do it, too?" Simon asked.
Devon shrugged her shoulders.
"When did you lose respect for me? When did my opinion on important matters like our marriage come below the opinion of Marcy the slut?"
*****
Despite Devon's protests, Simon filed for divorce a week later. Three weeks after that, he came home to find Devon alone at the kitchen table, looking like she was waiting on Simon to talk.
"What now, Dev?" he queried sadly, figuring another fight was on the way.
She moved her lips, but Simon never heard her words.
"What?" he asked in annoyance, not really caring if they were going to argue.
"I'm pregnant," came out almost as a breath of air, rather than a sentence.
Simon froze for several seconds, unsure what to say... that wouldn't sound like a rebuke.
"I'm sorry," he whispered back. "I'm assuming it had been so long since we used any birth control you just didn't think..."
"It had been over 10 years since your vasectomy. I just didn't think. If I was thinking at all," Devon said. "Looks like I really screwed up good.
"You know I won't abort a baby, Si. You know I can't.
"The kid's 19. He's a sophomore in college. He's got no money. I'm in trouble here, Si. I'm going to need some help financially, but even more important, I'm going to need some emotional help, some support from... my loving husband. We can do this again, Simon... eight more months of pregnancy, childbirth, the baby years... all the rest. Please."
Until a month ago, the sight of his wife in tears would have practically broken Simon's soul. At that moment, however, he just felt numb, and wondered if he would ever feel again.
"I can't... raise another man's bastard. As for the rest... those possibilities went away when you decided to freelance. I'm sorry, Devon. I'm out. You're on your own."
"Seventeen years, Si. It's got to mean something," she whined.
"Perhaps you should have asked that very thing of yourself before..." he said.
Devon moved in with her parents a few weeks before the divorce was final.
Along with her parents, Devon's kids helped her with their half-sister when they visited. The kids rarely mentioned their father. Devon occasionally asked if he was seeing other women. Most of the time, the answer was a negative.
Simon sold the family home several months after their second child left for college. Devon was sad to know that the home her children were raised in was gone, but she was extremely grateful that Simon made sure she got her half of the proceeds in a timely fashion.
Gradually, the contact between the two former spouses dwindled down to nothing as Simon stopped going to any family functions, holding his own Christmas and birthday celebrations with just his children and their growing families.
"I was a stupid, selfish woman. There is no doubt about that," Devon said as the two sat on the bench. "But I have to admit I never saw you going full mental on me. At first, I was pretty sure that you would eventually forgive me; then I was pretty sure that you would at least be able to cope. But I just never figured that you'd just take your marbles and go home. You were too nice of a guy to just turn your back on me... on us, even if the baby wasn't yours. You went from being the nicest guy in the world... to gone... completely. I never saw it coming. It couldn't have been the money... you've never been selfish with your money.
"Our kids were even shocked at how cold you had become. I know they expressed those thoughts to you soon after the divorce, but they told me you were impervious to their pleas and so they soon stopped.
"You made their last several years living at home very uncomfortable. Did you know that... or didn't you care? Were you just so mad at me that nothing else mattered?"



"I wasn't proud of how I acted because of it affecting the kids, but you... you deserved nothing better from me," Simon responded. "You took advantage of me. I always tried to do my best by you, and you tried to use that against me. Somebody needed to look after me... and when I looked around, I decided I was the only one qualified to do so. But Joe Nice Guy had to go away."
"So... you decided to trash me all over town?" she asked. "I couldn't get a date with a decent guy if my life depended on it."
"Did you ever think that was because of what you did to me, instead of something I did to you? If you tried to date within our circle, everybody probably knew about your little stunt. Plus, you had a baby in tow. A 40-something single woman with a baby is not a target-rich environment for guys of a certain age. That is, however, a target-rich environment for younger guys and players. The baby says that you are not averse to opening your legs, and you were a good-looking woman. Did I hit the nail on the head?"
She briefly looked into Simon's eyes before dropping her gaze.
"Yeah. I guess. I was just too mad at you to admit the truth to myself," Devon said.
"That's it in a nutshell, Devon," Simon said. "You were too mad at me... it was all about you: what you wanted, your feelings, your expectations. You never gave a thought to what I wanted, my feelings, my expectations. Maybe because I was too nice a guy, always trying to please you. I guess you began to see yourself as above the rest of us, rightfully up on that pedestal I put you on. You became a narcissist. If it was good for you, it would be good for me and the rest of the family. You were so into yourself.
"It shouldn't have been a surprise to you that I wouldn't accept your damn birthday gift to yourself. We had discussed fidelity many times, and I never gave you even the slightest indication that I would just give you that. I thought we were on the same page, and that I never had to worry about you even asking me for something like you did."
"Why couldn't you at least have loved me enough to try to work it out, Si? You never even tried. You just turned your back on me," Devon said.
"If you recall, I tried to talk you out of doing the deed. I tried before, knowing that it would be too late once you did it... I knew you wouldn't be able to unfuck yourself... and at that point we'd be done. How could you not see that?"
Devon grimaced.
"I saw it. It's just that I was so full of myself, I just knew... I absolutely knew... that you'd forgive me after a bit. You surprised me... okay, you didn't surprise me. You were consistent. But I was surprised that you didn't give in to me. I had you so wrapped around my little finger."
"Giving in on the house, the car... that made perfect sense," Simon said. "In the grand scheme of things, those were unimportant. Your fidelity, on the other hand, was tremendously important to me. How could you not see the difference?"
"I was so sure that I could get you to change one of your core beliefs because of your love for me. Marcy told me your love for me would win out in the end," Devon said.
Simon's eyebrows raised. He pursed his lips.
"Ah, Marcy. There's the missing link in this tragedy. Her, you listened to. Me, you just tried to ramrod through. I was your husband. It should have been the other way around," Simon said.
"And speaking of the stupid bitch, what role has she been playing in your life?"
It was Devon's turn to purse her lips.
"I haven't spoken to her in more than five years, when I finally realized she didn't have my best interests at heart. She was perfectly happy to be my wing-woman while I slutted around after you were gone, until I realized she just wanted to have a partner in crime. A true friend tries to help you improve yourself, not help you slide into the gutter. It took me a while to see it," Devon said.
"So is your birthday fucker supporting his bas... progeny? You don't necessarily look like you two are doing that great," Simon said.
"Does that make you feel better, knowing that my life hasn't turned out that great," she snarked.
Simon stared at her disapprovingly.
"No, he hasn't paid me a dime in the last several years. He moved out of state and stopped sending his support money. I tried tracking him down, then realized it was costing me more money to track him down than it was worth. Shit, none of what I did with that kid was worth what it cost me."
She shook her head slowly as if trying to clear her thoughts.
Suddenly, it dawned on her.
"Which one is yours?" she queried, taking a quick look at the various children in the park.
"The little guy over on the swings, being pushed by the thin redhead," he answered.
Devon took a peek at Simon's ring finger, and caught that it was occupied.
"Is she your wife? Looks a little young for you," she said, with more than a hint of snark in her voice.
"She's 37. Takes good care of this old guy... and our son, Liam. He's 3," Simon said.
"Wow. Younger than mine. Why would you want to do that, with our two grown and out of the house?" Devon inquired.
"Camille... that's my wife, didn't have any children with her first husband, but she really wanted one, so for her... I'm not in bad shape for a man my age. Still hit the gym regularly, ride my bike some, the wife and I have our own aerobics..." Simon said, blushing at the end when he realized what he said.
"Okay, I get it, Si," Devon said. "I'm glad for you, I guess. You didn't deserve what I did to you."
Simon chuckled mirthlessly. The sound unnerved his ex-wife.
"No. I didn't deserve what you did to me," he responded, "But... eventually... it worked out really good for me. Really good. But still, don't expect a thanks from me."
After several seconds of silence, Devon started to speak, but Simon looked up at the sound of his wife's voice coming from over by the swings.
"Oh, got to go. Hey, I've got this mostly full cup of black coffee here. It's not like we'd never traded germs before. Do you want it?"
"Sure. Thanks," Devon said quietly.
Simon got up and headed toward the redheaded woman and the small child. His grin extended from ear to ear.
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Alphonse "Al" Petrino is a nice guy. He's a bit of a nebbish, yeah, but nobody really has anything bad to say about him. I didn't dislike him, and everything I relate from here on in is not intended to be a negative reflection on him. To be honest, I know now that some of it is actually a negative reflection on me.
I'm Steve March. For 15 years, I was a down the street neighbor of Al Petrino. My parents still live on the same block as Al's widow, Marge. Ah, Marge, now that's a horse of a different color. I guess I should explain...
It was a beautiful mid-June morning as I walked down the block heading for Robert Browning's house to hang with him for several hours. I had the evening shift at Dunkin, so I had several hours of freedom. I had graduated high school the week before, and was looking forward to starting college in seven weeks.
As I headed toward the end of the block, I looked up to see Marge Petrino--six months pregnant Marge Petrino--trying to get some grocery bags out of her car trunk. My first thought... hey, I was your basic average 18-year-old hornball... was that she looked pretty hot for a 44-year-old pregnant woman. My second thought was that I needed to help her bring the bags into her house. My father had taught me to always respect and help people, and he would kick my ass if I just walked past Marge without offering to help.
"Let me help you, Mrs. Petrino, if that's okay with you," I said as I walked up to her car.
"That would be great, Steve. Thank you," she said as she gave me a beautiful smile.
Goddamn, she's a good-looking woman, I thought to myself. Al's a lucky man. It's no surprise why she seems to be pregnant all the time. I'd be boinking her, too, as much as possible.
I carried in her four bags in two trips.
"Thanks, Steve. That was a big help. It's always a little tough for me on the Mondays when Al is gone," she said.
Her husband worked for the railroad. Every Monday he had some sort of meeting several hours away, so he stayed overnight in a hotel before coming home on Tuesday evening. Everybody on the block knew about Al being gone on Mondays, and all the neighborhood men made it a point to keep an eye out for Marge on those days. Now it was my turn.
"You're welcome, Mrs. P. You need help with anything else while I'm here?"
I noticed her five kids weren't around. Lori, her 17-year-old, must have taken the rest of the kids someplace.
"Actually, yeah, the kitchen window is sticking again. Do you think you could get it open for me?"
"Not a problem. I got it," I responded.
I flipped the latches open, braced my feet evenly and yanked the window up. Damn, that was stuck.
When I turned around, Marge was standing right there, her pregnant belly gently touching... my dick in my shorts. I know I flinched as I felt my dick start to stiffen. Unconsciously, I looked up into her bright cornflower blue eyes... and was lost. I'm pretty sure I was still breathing, but I knew my big brain was no longer in charge.
Her smile was a combination of innocence and evil. I would have sworn her eyes were glowing, but in my condition I couldn't be sure of anything. She took my arms by my wrists and placed both of my hands on her large belly. My hard dick was trying to rip through my shorts as it was tight up against her.
"Ooh. You obviously like... helping out," she purred. "Mmm... that feels nice."
The feel of her preggo belly was amazing as I rubbed it. Somehow, the buttons on the front of her maternity dress were undone, and I was then rubbing her bare skin. She leaned into me, got up on her tiptoes and gave me a gentle kiss on my lips. When we separated, her dress was pooled at her feet and she was standing in a black bra and what looked like granny panties. She stepped forward, reached into the waistband of my shorts and grabbed my brick-hard dick.
"You're not a virgin, are you Steve?" she asked breathlessly.
All I could do was shake my head. My throat was too dry for words.
"Have you ever eaten pussy, Steve?" she asked huskily.
I again shook my head.
"Then I've got a treat for both of us," she whispered.
A minute later we were in her bedroom, naked. She spread her legs and told me to bring my face to her pussy.
"Now put your face right here," she said, holding her vaginal lips apart, "and stick out your tongue. Listen carefully and explore. I've heard you're a smart boy. I think you will figure it out. Don't be afraid to get your fingers involved, too."
I had been told the word used to describe the smell of a woman's pussy is musky. I didn't have a clue if her being pregnant changed the smell... or the taste. I licked and kissed with my tongue and lips and used my fingers to rub various places. She started going crazy, screaming, moaning and writhing all over the bed. Several times I had to grab a hip to keep her from sliding away.
I wasn't ready for what happened next. She shrieked loudly and bucked her pelvis into my face, almost breaking my nose, before she exploded, soaking me with a warm, wet liquid.
I was shocked and physically hurt, but I was also as charged up sexually as I had ever been in my young life. My previous experience was feeling up several girls and having sex with three of them in the back seat of my old car. This was at a level I had never previously enjoyed.
I lifted my head and noticed Marge looking back at me, her eyes glazed over with lust. She didn't give me any direction, so I used my best judgment and dove back in between her legs. Twice more she screamed, bucked and, as I figured out later, squirted on me.
She was panting like a freight train and mumbling incoherently before she finally was able to tell me that she wanted me to lie on the bed on my back, my ultra-hard dick sticking straight up. She then crawled over to me, squatted with her hands on my chest and slowly lowered herself on my pole until she was all the way down. She slowly started to lift herself up and down on my dick and I reached up and started playing with her milk-engorged tits. She moaned as I wondered if this was as close to heaven as I was going to get without being hit by a bus, and I started to buck up into her. She had another orgasm and I just couldn't hold off any longer, filling her with the largest amount of cum I'd ever produced.
She collapsed on my chest, her tits smashing into my chest and her belly hard up against my stomach. After about five minutes, she lifted her face to mine and gave me a soft but passionate kiss on the lips.
"Not bad for a beginning pussy-eater, young man. I think you could become great with a little practice," Marge said.
"Wow! You mean I'll get to do this again?" I blurted out. "When?"
"Easy, Steve. I'm a married woman and usually there are kids hanging around. We'll only be able to do this again on a Monday if the kids are gone again. I should be able to work that out a time or two, though," she said. "But you can't tell a soul about this... and I mean not a single person.
"I'm always so horny when I'm pregnant... and I love having my pussy eaten, but Al just hates to do that. If you're willing to help me out here..."
"Oh yeah. Oh yeah. Oh yeah," I answered enthusiastically.
"Okay, give me your cell number. I'll text you," she said.
"Now let's get you cleaned up. The kids will be home in a little while.
"Oh, by the way, sorry about that smack on your nose. I guess I got carried away. That's not a bad thing, you know."
I got to experience Marge three more times before going off to college in August. Based on her body and vocalizations, I think I learned how to eat pussy pretty good. I also got more experience with different sexual positions in a bed, with a real woman as opposed to a girl.
My summer experiences gave me a newfound confidence with women. I knew that if I could please a 44-year-old pregnant woman, college girls would be little challenge. God bless Marge Petrino.
I was amazed at how the college girls went absolutely crazy over my oral skills. Seems that pleasing their partners wasn't a big thing with most college guys. I was, in effect, a unicorn... a sexual unicorn... a very popular sexual unicorn. If I was a pig, I could have dated girls five nights a week.
I got an unexpected phone call in March. Lori Petrino, the oldest daughter of Marge and Al Petrino, wanted to know if I would be her date for her senior prom in six weeks. She wasn't dating anyone, and her mother suggested me since Lori and I were friends and I was a nice guy.
I had to wonder if Marge suggested me knowing that I would treat her daughter right at the end of the night. Sex after prom was almost a given, and Marge knew that I wouldn't just treat her daughter like some random pussy. Marge knew me well enough to know that I would treat Lori like a princess throughout the evening, and at the end of the night I would give her everything her mother taught me.
The truth is I have always had a bit of a crush on Lori Petrino. A year younger than me, Lori was a pretty girl with very big tits and sparkling light blue eyes. Most guys never realized she even had eyes. Her one drawback, though, was that she was about 30 pounds overweight, so she went through school with the label of "the fat girl with the big tits." If guys bothered to ask her out, it was only so they could grope her melons. She was fully aware of how the boys thought of her, so she spent much of her social time as the quiet but cheerful sidekick.
We were friends of a sort in school and in the neighborhood, but it was just that: friends of a sort. I knew the alpha girl in her group and occasionally my group and hers intermingled, so to speak, but that was as far as it went, until she called me.
The day of the prom, a Friday, I ditched my afternoon classes at college and drove back into town with plenty of time to spare so I could pick up the corsage I bought for her, take a nap, shower, shave and put on my best suit. At the appointed time, I drove the half-block to her parents' house to pick her up.
It was somewhat surreal to be dating Marge's daughter after what her mother and I had done the previous summer. Marge, by the way, had given birth to a boy, and the tally stood at three girls and three boys. She was holding the little guy in her arms when she answered the door and gave me a wink while her husband came up to join us.
I'm pretty sure it's some sort of a tradition for the girl to never be ready quickly for prom, and I was told I had to wait for a couple of minutes while Lori tended to her final few details. That gave Al a chance to give me the traditional "fatherly speech."
"I know you were taught right, but still, I expect you to treat my first-born with every bit of respect you would show my wife, got it. If not, I'll have to kick your ass, and I think your father might help me with that," he said.
For the first time, I had a pang of guilt about what I had done with Al's wife. I was taught better than that, but at that time there was no way I wasn't going to fuck Marge when she asked. I chuckled to myself, though, when Al suggested he could kick my ass, although he was smart enough to say my father would help. Yeah, that would be the only way that doughboy could get that done.
Just then Lori made her grand entrance, and it was quite the entrance, I must admit. Her dark blue dress was beautiful against her alabaster skin and made her eyes sparkle, but it was tough to notice anything other than the large amount of creamy white breasts that were on display. Marge grinned at me knowingly. I noticed Al looked more than a little uncomfortable.
"Uhhh... wow... you look fantastic!" I breathed out, taking a quick look at Al to see if he was watching me.
He wasn't. He was staring at his daughter like a perv. Can't say I blamed him, though.
Ellen Carmichael, the alpha female in the group Lori hung with, didn't look pleased when she saw Lori's dress as she walked into the prom. Ellen was a very pretty girl, but even her beauty was having a tough time competing with Lori's blatant boob show.
"That's quite the attention-getter, Lori," Ellen said, much less friendly than usual, as the others in the area just stared open-mouth.
Lori blushed, and I could tell she was more than a little nervous with the amount of attention she was receiving. She was used to being overlooked, not looked over.
When I noticed Lori not responding, I stepped up.
"Yes, she definitely has my attention, that's for sure," I answered. "She made the drive back here worthwhile."
Ellen looked a little deflated at my response. Lori took a deep breath, which made her boobs stick out even more.
I saw Lori look a little wistful when the music started and couples started hitting the dance floor.
"I know you can't dance fast in that dress and keep your modesty," I said as I leaned in close and whispered in her ear. "But I'll make sure we do every slow dance."
She beamed her smile at me. I noticed the same look in her eyes that I had seen in her mother's the previous summer.
We had a great night, talking softly and whispering to each other throughout the prom. Several times during the event I leaned in and planted soft kisses on her soft lips. She was surprised the first time I did it, but after that she kissed back every time. Her breathing got a little faster throughout the night.
There was a post-prom event planned, and both Lori and I had brought a change of clothes for that, but as the prom was breaking up, I whispered to Lori that I had gotten a room at a near-by hotel, and I felt that our next few hours could be better spent there. She blushed crimson from the top of her face all the way down her mostly-exposed tits, but she wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a searing kiss, those luscious melons smashing into me.
I will remember the next three hours for the rest of my life.
We kissed passionately several times after we entered the hotel room, and I could tell she was more than willing to continue by how ragged her breathing got. I was more than willing to lead, and she let me strip her oh-so-slowly.
I was very impressed with how well her abbreviated bra held up those massive boobs the whole night, and for a brief moment I thought about the engineering it took to manufacture that piece of clothing. Then I removed that bra, and if I wasn't already religious, I would have instantly become so because what was in front of me was truly some of God's best work: magnificent didn't do her huge boobs justice. Perfect would have been accurate, I guess. They were massive and yet somehow still stood out proudly on her chest. Her areolas were the size of silver dollars, and her excited nipples were like hard inch-long bullets.
I gently cradled those orbs before squeezing them and feeling their firmness. I ran my index fingers over her nipples and she moaned, causing my already hard dick to twitch in my pants. I squeezed them between my thumbs and forefingers and pulled and was very surprised when she climaxed, her knees giving out enough that I had to let go of her breasts to catch her in my arms. I'd never had a woman have an orgasm just from me playing with her breasts, and what breasts they were.
Once I had her laying down on the bed, I sucked one nipple and then the other. She had a second orgasm when I sucked her breasts before I slid my face down her body, licking all the way.
I was too busy to think about the irony of what I was doing to Lori as I licked, sucked and kissed her sweet-tasting pussy to three screaming, writhing orgasms. I was a man possessed. After the last orgasm by mouth, I crawled up her body, ran my hard dick up and down her wet pussy lips and started to push in.
"Oh... easy there, big boy. Go slow. That's virgin territory," she whispered.
I stopped moving immediately and looked into her eyes.
"Seriously?" I questioned.
Her blue eyes darkened.
"To a lot of these guys, I'm just the fat girl with the big tits..." she sniffled.
"That's on them, babe, not on you," I said, sinking my lips onto hers before I tried to suck out her tonsils.
I can't explain it, but I kind of felt... honored that I could take Lori's virginity. I made sure to watch her face and take things very slowly. I could feel how tight she was, but as I've come to learn, there was none of the rumored "breaking of the hymen." It still took me several minutes and a lot of shifting around before she gave me the go-ahead to start pumping.
I pumped slowly at first, watching her face, listening to her noises and feeling her movements. After several minutes, she started to match my rhythm, so I started to roll a little harder; she kept pace until I felt her pussy clench and her body spasm once again.
"Oh... yeah," she whispered.
I kissed her gently. She looked tired yet satiated. I had hoped for a second go before I had to take her home, but I could see that it was going to take her some time to recover. We cuddled and talked for about a half-hour before we got dressed in our after-prom clothes and I drove her home, getting a very nice kiss on her doorstep.
"Thank you for an amazing night, Steve. I will remember this night forever," she purred.
"That makes two of us, Lori," I replied. "School ends next week and I'll be home for the summer. How about we go to a movie next Saturday night? Maybe I could find some place for us to do something else, too."
"You don't have to be nice to me, Steve. Just because you took me to prom doesn't mean you have to be chained to me," she said.
"Ooh, that sounds like fun, but seriously, why wouldn't I want to be chained to you? I had a great time tonight, both in bed and out. I thought you did, too," I said.
I got her biggest smile of the night. She kissed me enthusiastically. I took that as a done deal.
We went out the next week and both had a good time, although we didn't have sex that night. Sex was a big part of our relationship, but it was far from the only reason we were together. The fat chick with the big boobs was so much more than that.
About two weeks after I got home for the summer, I got a call from Ellen Carmichael.
"Hey, Ellen, what can I do for you?" I asked, truly perplexed by her call.
Ellen and I were acquaintances at best. She was Lori's friend, supposedly, not mine.
"Are you ever going to ask me out? You don't take hints worth a damn, Steve," she answered. "I gave you enough hints at the prom, didn't I?"
In fact she had. She did everything but get naked in front of me at the prom. She even asked me to dance several times throughout the evening, but I gently rebuffed her each time. I could tell Lori was very uncomfortable when Ellen tried to get me alone, so I tried my best to keep that from happening. Lori was my date, and to quote my father, "A gentleman always goes home with the girl he went to the dance with."
Although Lori and I hadn't discussed exclusivity, I knew she wouldn't date anyone else while we were dating, therefore it was only fair that I wouldn't either. Also, I didn't need more than one girl at a time, unlike some of my friends who dated multiple girls.
"I'm dating Lori right now, so, no, I won't be asking you out," I said. "I'm flattered that you would like to go out with me, but I'm a one girl at a time kind of guy."
There was silence on the other end of the line for several long seconds.
"You can't be that much of a Boy Scout, Steve. Lori's my friend, but this isn't about friendship. We can have a really good time together," she said.
"Maybe another time or place, Ellen. For now, though, I'm having a really good time with Lori."
"Have it your way, Boy Scout. But don't be surprised if I'm not available when you finally wake up."
"Duly noted," I said, disconnecting the call.
Our great summer together ended when I left to go back to college in early August. Madison, Wisconsin, was a six-hour trip from Toledo, Ohio, so I knew the only fair thing to do was to turn Lori loose to date others while I did the same at college; in effect we were breaking up. Although I was only 19, I was smart enough to know that long-distance college relationships rarely worked, and someone usually got hurt badly. Lori was going to school for her freshman year at the University of Toledo.



I came home for Christmas break and Lori and I went out several times. We had our good times, but it was different. We were no longer an "us." We didn't talk about it or about dating others, but the elephant was always in the room.
I didn't go home for the summers before my last two years, staying in Madison with a great internship. Lori and I would occasionally text or talk on the phone as we remained good friends, but nothing more than that.
One of the calls Lori made to me toward the end of my junior year was to tell me that her younger sister, Kim, was going to attend UW in the fall, majoring in business like I was. Kim, two years younger than Lori, was a young doppelganger of her mother, Marge, both in looks and body type. Quite simply, she was a beautiful girl.
"Yeah, Mom says you're going to be responsible for looking out for her, or else you'll have to answer to Dad," Lori giggled.
"Give Kim my number. I'll help her move in and show her around," I said.
I never did get a call from Kim, but then again I wasn't surprised. She knew she was beautiful and could get just about any guy she wanted simply by smiling. She also could get any friends that way, too, and apparently I wasn't one she really wanted. Even when I dated her sister, she barely said two words to me, not that I really cared.
I finally saw Kim about three weeks after the semester started, and it wasn't pretty. She was coming out of a bar near campus with two guys, one of them a scholarship football player who must have been 6-4, 250 pounds. She looked to be very drunk, and he was half-carrying, half-dragging her. I was guessing she had a fake ID since she was only 18.
When they got closer to me it was easier to see that Kim was barely conscious. I knew where this was going, and while a part of me knew that she probably deserved some of what was going to happen, in reality I couldn't let that happen without at least trying to stop it.
"Guys, you don't want to do this," I said to the pair. "This girl is a neighbor of mine back home, and I can't just let you take her and fuck the shit out of her drunk ass all night."
"None of your business," the big guy snarled. "Leave us the fuck alone if you want to be able to walk home."
I'm not proud to admit that I probably would have listened to him if Kim had been some nameless girl, but she wasn't. I knew this was going to hurt.
"Can't let you take her," I responded, my hands up in a sort of a surrender move.
The big guy shoved Kim into the arms of his companion, then waded into me and started swinging. At 6-2, 185 pounds, I was solid and fit, but there was no way I could match him for sheer strength. My best hope was that he would get tired of beating on me eventually and just leave Kim and me alone.
I blocked his first strike with my left arm, but he drove his first into my ribs and then put his right into my stomach, knocking me to the ground.
I've always considered myself a fairly smart guy, but apparently getting beaten on caused me to lose some IQ points. Instead of staying down and just having my ego crushed, I got back up to get some more abuse. A fist to my face caused my brain to short-circuit, I think, and the next thing I knew I was standing about a foot away from him off to his right side.
It's funny what goes through your brain in certain circumstances, but just then I pictured Sam Elliott in "Road House" and knew my last good hope was to drive my foot into the side of his knee and hope I could momentarily slow him. His knee buckled completely and he went down in a screaming, cursing heap, at which point his friend let go of Kim and went over to his thrashing body. I grabbed Kim by the hand and dragged her from the scene while the big guy screamed threats at everybody in my family from me all the way to my great-grandparents.
Five minutes later I was setting a completely incoherent Kim on the sofa in the apartment I shared with my roommate, Del. Del heard me come in noisily and came out of his room to view Kim passed out on the sofa and me sitting in a chair holding my ribs.
"This doesn't look good," Del said in what I considered the understatement of the year.
I explained what happened as I removed my shirt to display a large bruise starting on the left side of my ribcage. I wasn't able to take large breaths due to the pain, but I turned down Del's suggestion that I go to the emergency room to have them check for a broken rib.
"So who's the drunk slut on the sofa? I'm assuming she's the reason you're going to wind up with Technicolor ribs tomorrow," he said.
"At least for today, I stopped her from being a slut, but yeah, she's drunk... very drunk. Her name's Kim Petrino, she's a freshman and her family lives half a block down from my parents' house. The bruising is the reward I got for being a good guy and not letting some football player and a friend have their way with her. I stopped them from dragging her off, although it didn't come without a penalty," I said, grimacing mightily.
I then explained in detail about the big guy using me as a punching bag before I got lucky and took his leg out. Del listened attentively, then grimaced himself.
"Depending upon how badly you screwed up his knee, you might have just ended your college career... and could wind up in jail," he said quietly. "You know the school's going to protect his football ass no matter what. You got any witnesses to back up your story?"
"There were some other people around, but I don't know if anybody was really watching. I mean, I was a little busy," I said.
Del held up an index finger in what I called his Poindexter move. He grabbed his cellphone and started clicking. About 30 seconds later, he sighed out a "Good! Thank you!"
It seems several people witnessed my "disagreement" with the big guy and had recorded it on their phones, which means I had a chance to stay in school. Turns out my attacker was back-up offensive lineman Bart Offerman, a junior.
Del helped me carry Kim to my bedroom and we dumped her fully-dressed in my bed. I was planning to sleep on the sofa.
About an hour later we were watching Sports Center on the bigscreen when there was a loud pounding on our door. Del barely got the door open when some big guy in UW athletic gear burst past him and walked up to me with spittle practically drooling down his chin.
"You ruined Offerman's career with your little ninja-kick stunt, dumbfuck!" he screamed. "You better pack up your shit, because you're on the next bus outta here!"
I'll admit my initial reaction was to follow his directions, but I quickly calmed down and allowed my brain to work.
"I'm not going anywhere jerkwad!" I snapped back at him at the volume he used on me. "Your boy and his friend were about to rape some girl..."
"The fuck you say..." he yelled before Del interrupted him by shoving his phone in the man's face.
"Watch this!" Del yelled.
The man, who looked like a 50-year-old former player, so I assumed he was a coach, watched the video in shock. Then he shook his head and watched it again, a look of horror creeping across his face.
"Where did you get this? Who's got this posted?" he asked, looking from Del to me.
"It's on Facebook. Already been seen a bunch of times," Del said, a hint of triumph in his voice. "You might want to get that bus ticket for Mr. Offerman. I think his career is over!"
"Oh shit. Coach is going to kill both of us," the still-unknown man said.
"Is... is the young lady okay?" he asked shakily.
"Yes. She's sleeping in the bedroom right now," I answered.
He pulled a business card out of his pocket and handed it to me.
"If she needs any... any counseling or anything like that, the university will cover it," he said, his face a gray mask. "The university will also pick up your medical expenses. From the looks of the video, he might have broken one of your ribs. That could be dangerous if left untreated. A broken rib could puncture a lung."
His sudden concern surprised me. I figured he might know what he's talking about, so I figured I should drive over to the hospital emergency room. Del said he would sit up in case Kim woke up and needed anything.
X-rays showed no break, but the attending doctor warned me I was going to be sore as hell for a few days. I thanked him and drove back to my apartment. Del was still awake and told me Kim hadn't yet left my room.
Kim staggered out of my room a little after 9 AM looking like she had been run over by a truck. I could tell she was surprised when she saw me laying on the sofa.
"Steve? Where am I? How did I get here?" she asked, her normally lyrical voice sounding like gravel.
"I walked you home last night from a bar after I pried you away from one of the football players and a friend of his. Either you drank way too much or were drugged, but you were barely walking when I spotted you. We had a little debate whether I was going to take you home or he was, but I won, and here you are... with your virtue intact."
She looked confused... and alarmed.
"I only had two drinks. What happened to my friends? I went into the bar with four other girls," she said.
"My guess is that none of them wanted to argue with that guy. He was pretty big," I said.
"Let me get you some toast and coffee. That will help both your head and stomach."
Del walked into the kitchen as Kim ate.
"Hi there. I'm the hero's roommate," he said in a light tone.
"Hero?" she mumbled as I tried to wave him off.
"Watch this," he said, handing her his phone.
Kim's face resembled that of our visitor from last night as she watched the video.
"Wow. My hero," she said. "How badly did you get hurt?"
"A bit. I'll survive," I said.
"More than a bit. Show her," Del said.
I glared at him. Kim insisted that I show her. I did. She flinched.
"I'm sorry," she said.
"Maybe the next time you go out you take a guy with you as a bodyguard," I said.
I walked her back to her dorm. She gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek.
"I guess Lori was right about you. You are a good guy," she said.
I didn't hear from Kim for two weeks after that, although I did hear from Lori, who thanked me for looking out for her sister. She told me her parents would give me their thanks in person when I went home at Christmas break.
Kim sounded chipper when she called.
"How about I order a large pepperoni and we stream something while we catch up?" she asked. "I've also got some of Mom's chocolate chip cookies she sent me. I know you like those."
"Ooh. I do like those. What time you want me there?" I inquired.
The pizza was good, the cookies were great and the company was much better than I expected. I didn't expect the last, but what the hell, I asked her out for the next Saturday night to a restaurant and a concert.
We started going out about every other week. I continued to occasionally date others, and I assumed, but never asked, that she did the same. She was metamorphosing from a pretty girl into a beautiful woman.
While my feelings for Kim were growing, I still didn't feel right about making any moves on her sexually. I mean, I slept with her mother and her sister, but doing yet another Petrino woman somehow seemed... wrong. We'd had several steamy makeout sessions and we had exchanged gropes, but nothing involving naked flesh, until...
Kim had planned to stay over at my apartment the night before we drove back home for Christmas break. We had planned to be on the road at 6 AM, so my plan was to take her out for an early dinner, then we could watch something on Netflix and go to bed early, her in my bed and me on the sofa. It almost happened that way, but Kim apparently had other plans. We were snuggled together on the sofa under an afghan when I felt her hand rest directly on my crotch, causing the inevitable to happen.
Her hand never moved once she placed it on me, but my dick kept twitching and growing.
"I'm assuming you slept with my sister, but that still shouldn't stop you from sleeping with me, Steve. We're completely different people, and since other guys aren't really an item anymore, it shouldn't be a problem, right?"
I didn't realize I had stopped breathing until the flashing light in my head went on proclaiming "insufficient oxygen to body." I inhaled deeply.
"My father always taught me that a gentleman never talks about past relationships, so I won't comment about my time with Lori," I said. "But you're right, I might be hesitant because you two are sisters. I'll make every effort to treat you like any other woman from now on, which means..."
I kissed her deeply before lifting the blanket and going subterranean. I unbuttoned her jeans and stripped both them and her panties off. I gently scratched what felt like a light dusting of public hair above her pussy. For a brief second, I thought about how similar that was to her mother. Then I let that thought go because I had work to do and pleasure to give, as taught to me by none other than Marge. I smiled in the darkness under the blanket before getting busy.
I was glad Del had left for his home earlier in the day because it turns out Kim was a screamer of epic proportions. In fact, I was worried that someone else on the floor was going to call the cops thinking that someone was being killed. She was loud and very physical, with strong thighs that at one point she wrapped tightly around my head and then tried to rip my head off. I literally felt the orgasm building inside her pussy, but I still wasn't prepared when it hit and she somehow levitated off the sofa and smashed her pussy against my mouth, causing me to cut my lip and start bleeding.
I yelped in pain before I decided to teach this youngster a lesson. I scooted up just a nick, then started to lick her clit up and down, using the bottom of my tongue for the back flick. Her screech turned into a low rumbling in her throat before she bucked hard multiple times and flat-out screamed for several long seconds.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! You're killing me! Sto-o-o-op!"
Of course, I didn't stop, at least not for another minute. By that point, she was a human noodle with no backbone left... at least for several minutes. I waited for her to start showing signs of making a comeback before I moved up her body and slid my uber-hard dick into her molten center.
"O-o-o-oh. O-o-o-oh," she whispered as I entered, before she started to moan in tandem with my thrusts. We stayed like that for about 10 minutes before I lifted her legs up and put her ankles over my shoulders, giving me deeper access. She moaned loudly, shifted her hips a bit and got back in sync with me. She came again after a few minutes, and several minutes later I reciprocated, grunting loudly.
"Damn, she was right!" Kim enthused as we worked to remove her legs from my shoulders.
I was somewhat confused, wondering to whom Kim was referring. Still, I kept my mouth shut. I promised Marge I would never give her up, and I was serious about not giving up her sister either. If Lori wanted to tell her about us, that was up to Lori.
"She?" I asked quietly, flinching as I waited for the response.
"Barb Jeffers. You dated her about a year ago. She's a friend, and we got to be talking about you. When I told her that we hadn't slept together yet, she asked if there was something wrong with me. She said she knew there wasn't anything wrong with you," Kim said, smiling brightly.
It was amazing how much Kim resembled Marge when she smiled. I briefly wondered if Kim would be as good a fuck as Marge when she got pregnant sometime in the future.
I softly kissed Kim on the lips, the tip of her nose and on each eyelid. She giggled each time I kissed her.
We made love a second time that night, in my bed this time. It wasn't quite as wild as the first time, but it was every bit as satisfying. Obviously, we didn't get a lot of sleep before we hit the road.
We were about three hours outside of Madison when Kim interrupted my thoughts.
"You and Lori are still going to get together over break, aren't you?" she asked. "I mean, what we did was fabulous and all, but it's just sex. You and I are just friends, the same way you and she are just friends. None of us are doing the exclusive thing, you know. You can sleep with whoever you want the same way she can."
"Did I have thought bubbles above my head or something?" I inquired. "That's exactly what I was thinking about. I was sort of feeling guilty, even though we are both free agents. That makes a lot of sense."
"Maybe I should switch my major to pre-law," she joked.
Christmas break went great for me. Lori and I went out twice, and we wound up in bed both times. We were still great together in the sack, even though we were at best good friends.
My relationship with Kim, however, started improving almost from the minute we left Toledo and started on the way back to UW. We weren't five minutes away from home when Kim put her left hand on my crotch and squeezed. My dick naturally responded.
"Thought so," was all she said.
For all intents and purposes, Kim moved into my apartment for the second semester, living in my room with me. She was completely up for anything I wanted to do sexually. Unlike Lori, she wasn't a virgin when we first hooked up, but I at least got to take her anal virginity.
Growing up in Toledo, the word on Kim was that she was a typical pretty girl. She knew she could get any man she wanted simply by smiling, and knew that her looks and killer body would give her a leg up in her future. It's a sad fact that good-looking people of both sexes have an advantage in life.
Kim played to the stereotype to a degree until we finally had sex. After that, it was like a switch was flipped and suddenly she was free from being "the pretty bitch." A much nicer, confident Kim emerged as we become monogamous. The next four months were among the best of my life.
While graduation should have been a highwater mark in my life, it came with a major downside as well. For the second time, I would have to leave behind a Petrino woman I cared for very much. Like Lori and I, Kim and I came to the conclusion that long-distance relationships for any length of time really don't work, for several obvious reasons. It was better for us to break up as friends now then wait until we were enemies in the future. I had gotten an IT job in Phoenix, Arizona, and Kim still had three more years to go at UW.
Maybe it's because she still had three more years to go at UW, Kim took the break-up a lot better than I did, judging by our car ride back to Toledo. My new job started in two weeks, so I had time to drive Kim home, see my folks and pack up a lot of stuff from my room to take with me.
My mom, Lori and Marge were there to greet Kim and I when we drove up to the Petrinos' house. After I greeted my mother with a kiss on the cheek, Lori pushed her way into my arms and gave me a scorcher of a kiss on the lips, her tongue pushing its way into my mouth and seeking mine. When we finally disengaged, the two mothers were standing there shocked, while I could see Kim's claws coming out. I'll admit to feeling both overwhelmed and self-conscious.
"What? Steve and I are still very good friends, aren't we, Steve?" she asked, playing innocent.
I was sure none of the other women there was buying that act. Kim looked angry, Mom looked shocked and Marge looked concerned as she shot glances between her daughters.
I unloaded Kim's possessions and carried them into her bedroom. I then drove my car the few hundred yards to my parents' house and unloaded my stuff in my old bedroom, since I would officially be moving out in less than two weeks.
"What's going on with Lori and Kim?" Mom asked as she walked into my bedroom. "Marge asked me if I knew what was going on, and I had to admit I didn't have a clue. For a minute there, I thought they were going to go at it. You're in the middle of this, aren't you?"



It always amazed me how much more shit my parents knew than I ever gave them credit for.
"You dated Kim at college this year, didn't you? And you slept with her, too? And you've obviously slept with Lori sometime in the past. Those girls are throwing hormones at each other, right?"
She looked me directly in my eyes and waited for an answer. She knew the truth just by looking at me. Why did I actually have to speak the words?
"Yes to both questions," I said softly. "But Lori and I haven't dated for four years. We're just friends, the same way Kim and I are now. None of us are exclusive with others..."
"You men are all clueless!" she interjected. "Lori didn't just give you up four years ago, the same way Kim isn't just giving you up now. It's just a matter of circumstances, but both of those girls are still tied to you. Your dumbass father would tell you it's 'March Madness,' his term for his amazing charm with women. I always thought that was the cheesiest term he could come up with, but considering we've been married for 24 years, I can't say he's wrong.
"Just because I'm a nosy bitch, do you have a preference?"
"Not really," I replied. "I really like them both a lot. I could easily fall in love with either of them. I've spent more time with Kim than I have with Lori, but as you say, that's a matter of circumstances.
"But it really doesn't matter, because I'm gone in two weeks. Lori has one more year of school and Kim's a baby, she's got three more years. Until I'm gone, though, I guess I should probably stay away from both..."
"Not date either one, but you're going to have to sit down with both at some point and at least have a good discussion. You don't want to be the one that splits these sisters. They will both hate you down the line, and I know you don't want that," my mother said.
I didn't date either Petrino daughter while I was home, but three days before I left I sat down with both of them in my kitchen.
"Look, you know I really, really like both of you, but all three of us have discussed the long-distance, long-term relationship thing not working. You've got a year of school left, Lori, and Kim, you've got three years to go. Who knows what will happen in that time. Hell, all three of us could be involved with other people, and we may never again be together. But you guys are always going to be sisters. Don't let this ruin family."
We all had tears in our eyes. I hugged them both, separately and together.
Phoenix is a really cool city for a young guy with a pretty decent job. If I were "one of those guys," I would have said it was a "target-rich environment." There were a couple of places I found that I hung out at occasionally, and I also joined our company's softball team, which also gave me opportunities to meet women. I didn't lack for female companionship, although I certainly wasn't trying to set any records for numbers of dates.
You could have knocked me over with a feather when I answered my apartment door one March evening after work to find Lori Petrino standing in front of it. I grabbed her up in a huge hug, the fact that she was wearing what appeared to be only a long Sponge Bob Square Pants T-shirt not registering in my brain for several seconds. I could tell immediately when I hugged her that she was braless, but I was so surprised with her even being there that her huge melons smashed into my upper stomach didn't register much, until we broke apart and I got a good look at her.
"Uhh... wow! Th-that's quite an... outfit, young lady! I can't believe you're here!" I said, my face practically splitting in two I was smiling so big as I grabbed her suitcase and led her into my place.
Her smile was dazzling; her blue eyes sparkled. She did a small curtsey before doing a quick twirl.
"So you like?"
I struggled to swallow as my mouth went dry. Her massive jugs hung halfway down her body yet were still perky enough to stick out obviously, her nipples tenting the fabric. As my gaze made its way down, I could see the shirt stopped more than halfway up her thighs, showing that she wasn't wearing shorts underneath. The impression of the waistband of her panties showed below where the cartoon drawing ended. I could feel my eyes bugging out and my dick stiffening.
"Uh-huh," I mumbled. "Y-y-you flew like that?"
"Yeah. Sitting modestly was a bit of a problem, but nobody seemed to mind on the plane, even the wife of the guy who sat in my aisle, although she made sure to sit next to me with him on the outside," she said brightly before breaking back into a dazzling smile.
"Damn, woman!" was all I got out before we locked lips again, my rock-hard prick pressing none too subtly into her stomach.
There were several advantages to Lori's abbreviated outfit, not the least of which was the ease of removal. I quickly peeled the shirt over her head and pulled down her panties after tossing her sandals somewhere. She blushed a bit from head to toe as I lifted her under her arms and placed her down on the edge of my kitchen table, spreading her legs as I walked into her body and gave her my most passionate kiss. She pulled my shirt over my head and I dropped my shorts and briefs, my hard-on bouncing up when I released it.
I slid my fingers down to her pussy and found her soaking wet. I wasn't the only one excited. I slid forward a bit, lined up my dick with her opening and slid inside her warm depths. She wrapped her arms tightly around me and we took off on a journey of reconnection.
We reconnected twice more in my bedroom before we realized we hadn't eaten dinner. By then it was after 10, so we adjourned to the kitchen to see what I had to eat. After doing some scrounging, we wound up feeding each other a bowl of Rice Krispies naked while she sat on my lap.
I found out Lori was on spring break. She had told her parents she was going to Fort Lauderdale to celebrate her last spring break before graduation. She didn't call to ask me if she could come because she wanted to surprise me, which in fact she did. She told me she had been looking for teaching positions in Phoenix and had two interviews lined up while she was here, if she could stay with me for a little while after she graduated in May.
She looked hurt when I pretended to be thinking hard.
"I guess you can stay for a bit," I said, watching tears start to form in the corners of her eyes. "How does the next several decades sound to you?"
"You rotten bastard!" she cried as she wrapped her arms around me. "You really had me going."
We kissed passionately again. Then she quickly let go of me and jumped off my lap, turning serious.
"We need to talk."
I'd been around enough to know those four words usually precede disaster. I felt my stomach knot up.
"I want us to be exclusive," she began. "I really thought we had something five years ago, but we both agreed that a long-distance long-term relationship wouldn't have worked. We were both kids then. But now I want to see what an up close and personal relationship with you looks like.
"I could be ready to settle down if I find the right man. I know turning you loose wasn't the smartest decision I ever made. I've never found anyone who measured up to you.
"Without looking at me, what color are my eyes, Steve?"
"Blue. Actually a sparkling light blue," I replied confidently.
She smiled brightly. While I had gotten the answer correct, I was confused by the question.
"Exactly. And I knew you would know," she said. "Most of the guys I've gone out with since you left for college didn't have any clue what color my eyes were. They couldn't see anything above my big tits. I don't mind that a guy wants to play with my melons, I enjoy that as much as the next girl, but I've always thought I'm more than just a fat girl with big tits. You see that; you've always seen that.
"I want to give us a chance, but I'm not stupid. I know you haven't lacked for partners since we broke up. Kim hasn't come out and said it, but I can tell by her smirks that she's been one of your girls, and I get the feeling she'd still be one if you hadn't moved out here. I know she's beautiful. I get it. But..."
She got quiet. I saw tears again build up in her eyes.
"Okay, my turn to get it," I responded. "You know I care for you; I think we both showed each other today there's a lot still there. I would like nothing better than to walk down this path with you and find out if there's an us there.
"But that outfit, by the way, you can only wear that when you're with me. I don't mind people looking, but there's no touching. Exclusivity."
"Absolutely!" she enthused.
We kissed passionately before she pulled me back to the bedroom and we celebrated our exclusivity.
We woke late the next morning. I woke first, and found myself spooned tightly around Lori, my left hand holding a massive boob. I gently squeezed her whole boob, then squeezed her large erect nipple between my middle and ring fingers. I heard a sleepy moan escape her lips.
"Mmm. I could see waking up like this for the next several decades," she murmured.
I felt her left hand close around my rapidly inflating manhood. Not long afterward I maneuvered her into reverse cowgirl, holding her thick hips while I helped her bounce up and down, little noises coming from her each time my hardness bumped her cervix.
We did that for about 10 minutes and she seemed to be enjoying getting me deep inside, so I had her turn around so I could watch her face and play with her bouncing jugs. A few minutes later her rhythm changed and I could feel her pussy start to clench my hard-on before I heard her growl from somewhere deep inside as her body exploded and her eyes rolled back in her head.
I held onto her chunky body as she blasted through her orgasm, screaming unintelligibly as she did so. I kept my pace the same until she finished, then I sat her down and got in as deeply as I could before I bucked up inside her hard as my own orgasm rocketed out of my dick.
As she came down from her climax, I watched as her eyes went from glazed back to sparkling. A bright smile split her face. She leaned down and kissed me passionately, her lips pink and soft.
"Yeah, decades," she whispered, as much to herself as to me.
We didn't play in the shower as I'm pretty sure we both were too wiped out. By the time we got to IHOP, it was after noon, but that didn't stop either one of us from ordering breakfast. I'm pretty sure Belgian waffles are the perfect post-coital meal.
Her phone chimed toward the end of the meal. It was a photo and text from Kim, who went to Key West with several friends for her spring break. Lori showed me a photo of Kim and two other girls wearing skimpy bikinis by a pool.
"I guess there's no time like the present," she said, moving around to my side of the table, spearing a piece of waffle and feeding it to me while she snapped a selfie of the two of us.
She tapped her phone several times, smiling like the Grinch Who Stole Christmas, then moved back to her side of the table. She started to count, raising her fingers with each second. She got to eight before her phone chimed again.
"She wants to know where that photo of us came from," she said to me as I looked on. "I'm not sure she gets it."
Another chime rang in quickly.
"She gets it now," she said with a giggle, "And she's not totally happy with me. Oh well. She could have come here instead of gone to Florida. I am not my sister's keeper."
Lori got the teaching position for the coming fall, but she didn't wait that long to move into my apartment. I took vacation and we drove back to Toledo, rented a U-Haul and moved a lot of her stuff several weeks after she graduated. Her father wasn't happy, I could tell, but Marge told us she was working on smoothing things over.
"I think my mom loves you almost as much as she loves me," Lori said to me while we were talking on the drive back to Phoenix. "You know, she was the one who suggested I call you and ask you to take me to the prom. She said you were a nice boy who would treat me well."
I smiled broadly. It was exactly as I thought. I wondered if Marge had a clue then what would happen in the future.
Over the next year Lori and I proved to be as compatible outside of the bedroom as we were inside. Friendship and lust grew into love and a deep respect for one another. I knew I wanted to have children with this woman and someday grow old with her. She made me the happiest man in the world when she accepted my proposal and my ring.
The wedding was naturally held in Toledo. Kim was Lori's maid of honor, the two women having come to an understanding of sorts that Lori's timing was right and Kim's wasn't. Lori told me Kim warned her that if she ever screwed up with me, Kim would be there to pick up the pieces.
A couple of days before the wedding, Marge got me alone for a few minutes. This was the first time we had been alone since the final time we had sex about seven years earlier.
"So how many kids have you two decided on?" she asked brightly, almost laughing at the question she asked.
I realized in an instant to what she was referring. I felt my jaw drop open as shock hit. Her smile increased as I stuttered.
"Relax, Steve. I don't think Lori would ever cheat on you," she said. "In reality, I never cheated on Al, either."
I looked at her as if she had two heads. She continued to smile at me.
"It's not cheating if the husband knows his wife is stepping out and allows it," she said. "Al and I had a deal. I only wanted three kids; he wanted a half-dozen. So the deal was if I got pregnant three more times than I wanted, I could play around some during my pregnancies if I was discreet.
"I love Al to the moon and back, but if I made the big sacrifice to get pregnant, he could make the big sacrifice, too, and like I told you, being pregnant really made me horny all the time.
"All that being said, you're not one of those, too, are you?"
"No, I'm not. And Lori and I have talked about two or three kids, but trust me, even if we were to go for more, I wouldn't make that kind of deal. And I wouldn't tolerate her ever being with another man," I said.
"I'm glad to hear that, Steve. I don't think you'll ever have to worry about Lori. Kim, on the other hand, might have to be watched a little more closely by whomever she chooses. She's a little more high-spirited, I think."
I, personally, didn't think Kim either would step out on her husband once she got married, at least judging by what I observed when we were together, but I wasn't getting involved in that discussion. Sometimes silence really is golden.
"So have you really kept your promise to me and never told anyone? Not even a little brag to some of your friends at college?" Marge asked.
"Not even a little brag at college. I made you a promise," I said.
"You're a good man, Steve. Now go be a good man for my daughter."
Twenty-five years later, I'd like to think I've been a good man to Marge's daughter... and my "fat girl with the big tits" has been a good woman to me. Yeah, we've had our occasional low points, but a lot of love, trust and respect have earned us many more high points.
We're still getting after it pretty good in bed, averaging several times a week, although we have slowed down to just once a night on those nights; after all we're not kids anymore. A humble brag: I can still bring my wife to a dozen hard orgasms with my dick, tongue and fingers when we are playing hard.
We have three beautiful children: Mike, 23, who is working in public relations in Des Moines, Iowa; Shelley, a junior at Wichita State; and Bree, a freshman at Ohio State.
I am now the IT director of the largest hospital in Phoenix and Lori is still teaching.
Lori's dad, Al, passed about 10 years ago at 63, of a really fast heart attack just after he and Marge had made love. Marge was quick to tell everyone that her husband had completed his task before he died and went with a smile on his face. None of the couple's six children and spouses really wanted to hear that.
Marge has remarried twice and buried both in the intervening years, both husbands dying of heart attacks soon after sex. Kim suggested at a holiday dinner that her mother start dating men about 20 years younger so they had a chance of keeping up with her. Sitting next to me at the dinner table when Kim made her suggestion, Marge blushed appropriately before leaning over to me and whispering in my ear, "Got any single friends?"
I smiled broadly. As a matter of fact, I do.
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Like most men, I will never understand women's fascination with shoes.
My wife, for instance, will insist to almost anyone who will listen that she hardly ever goes shopping for shoes. Yet there were probably 30 pairs of shoes in her closet the last time I glanced in, and I don't think any of those had been in that closet for more than two years.
That's 30 pairs that were bought sometime in the past two years, replacing probably 30 pairs bought in the previous two years. For comparison sake, I've got a pair of black dress shoes, a pair of brown dress shoes, a pair of boots and a pair of sneakers. I've had the brown shoes and the boots for about three years.
It was one of those 30 pairs, a rather inexpensive pair of Jimmy Choo heels costing only about $800, that was the beginning of the end of my 22-year marriage.
As was explained to me earlier, my wife, Staci, was walking off the elevator at one of her favorite clothing stores when the heel of one of her shoes got caught in the small opening between the elevator and the floor and snapped off, causing her to fall to the floor and bump her head, knocking her unconscious for several hours as she suffered a concussion.
When I got to the emergency room about 15 minutes after Staci, having been called by one of the friends who was out shopping with her, my wife was out cold on a bed with several lines running to her body from an IV machine and a doctor and a nurse checking her. I stood quietly at the door and watched the two work for several minutes before they noticed me. They both grimaced, which I took as a bad sign, even though the only outward problem I could see was a bandage on her forehead by her hairline.
"Uhh... doc... what am I missing here? I'm looking at a small bandage, an unconscious wife and two grimacing medical professionals," I said nervously.
The doctor looked down, then looked the nurse in the eyes before turning to me. He cleared his throat.
"The good news is that she should wake up any time now; she took a nasty fall on her head and her midsection. The bad news, however, is that she lost the baby."
"What baby?" I queried in a voice that was several octaves above my usual bass tone. "I had a vasectomy 17 years ago after our second child was born."
Both the doctor and the nurse absolutely gawked at me. Neither one had a very good poker face.
"Ooh," the doctor murmured while the nurse nodded agreement. "We're... sorry, Mr. Blackburn."
I stood silently for several seconds before replying quietly, "Yeah, me too."
The doctor explained to me that they had run several tests on my wife while she was unconscious, including a blood test that indicated she was pregnant.
I staggered over to the lone chair in the room, which was several feet away from the bed so it wouldn't interfere with the medical pros doing their work. I don't know how long I sat and watched as several people moved in and out of the room. I knew I should have called my kids and told them about what had happened, but I was stunned into inaction.
It was sometime later when I saw Staci's eyes flutter and finally open.
"Welcome back, Mrs. Blackburn," the doctor said calmly. "You're at Methodist Hospital, in the emergency wing. You had a nasty fall and suffered a concussion. You've been out for a while."
"M-my baby? How is my baby doing?" she asked barely above a whisper.
"The baby didn't make it. I'm sorry," he said quietly as Staci burst into tears.
I rose out of my chair at that point. Staci caught the movement and looked over at me, her eyes growing huge and her mouth opening wide. I never said a word as I silently exited the room.
I spent the next half-hour informing my children about Staci's accident and losing her baby as I drove home.
"Her what? What did you just say, Dad?" our son, Rob, practically screamed over the conference call. "I thought you said you..."
"I did have a vasectomy, Robbie. Obviously, it was not my child," I snarled.
"So... she's been having an affair. With whom?" our daughter, Lainey, yelled.
"How the hell should I know?" I yelled back. "Obviously, I had no clue she'd been having an affair, or I would have been divorced by now."
There was silence on the line as both kids digested what I just said.
"You're saying then that there's no chance of reconciliation?" Lainey asked.
It was my turn to be silent for a bit.
"I have no clue as to how long this affair has been going on, or if she's been sleeping with I don't know how many men. But getting pregnant when I've had a vasectomy; incredibly stupid and disrespectful. She knew this couldn't be undone, and that there was no way I would raise another man's bastard. The doctor said the baby was about three months old, which means she would have started showing any day, so I just think she was waiting until the last minute to tell me. Something is up; I mean, besides the pregnancy, but I don't yet know what.
"Still, I'm not going to hang around and be a wiling cuckold. She's history. She can be somebody else's problem in the future."
"That's cold, Dad, but I... I think, we... understand," Rob said.
Thirty minutes after getting home, I had done all the cliché financial chores leading up to a divorce and called my friend, Quincy LeGrand, a damn good attorney, even if he couldn't hit a 15-foot jumper to save his life when we played hoop together at the local YMCA. He agreed to meet me in his office at 7 AM, technically before his day started, the very next day, if I agreed to stop ragging on him for his lack of shooting prowess. Seemed like a good deal to me.
The necessaries taken care of, I made myself a salad, sat at the kitchen table and tried to put into perspective what I had learned earlier in the day. My first reaction was one of shock. I never had a clue that my wife--my best friend and soul mate--could betray me so completely and callously, and just act like nothing was different in her life while she was doing it. Since I made very good money, Staci didn't work, but served on several volunteer committees in town, so she had the time to screw around if she had the inclination. Either I was a completely clueless moron, or she was a very convincing actress, because I never thought she'd ever cheat on me.
Damn, I never saw it coming! We always had a great relationship, both emotionally and sexually. Yes, we weren't having sex every day anymore, but we were still making love two to three times a week, and I know for a fact that she still responded well to my ministrations. So what the fuck happened?
Quincy assured me the next morning that the divorce could be done in six months if my wife didn't fight it. Considering that she was cheating on me, I couldn't see why she would.
I was barely off the phone with Quincy before my father-in-law rang in. I was close to my in-laws because both of my parents had died in a car wreck when I was 30, and Staci's parents had stepped into my life to fill that void as best they could.
"How are you holding up, Matt?" my father-in-law asked. "I would imagine that today's been quite the shock for you."
"You have no idea, Dad... and I hope you never do, really," I answered. "I never thought Staci could ever do something this heinous to me. If she ever cared for me, the least she could have done was ask for a divorce before cheating with... whoever... like a common slut."
"Careful, Matt, she's still my daughter," John Olson warned. "Even if she's done something sketchy, she's still my daughter."
"I get that, Dad, but even if she's your daughter, you certainly can't tell me what she did wasn't incredibly low. What would you do if Mom had pulled that shit on you?" I asked.
I heard his breath catch in his throat. He was probably hoping I wouldn't ask him a question he'd have to answer honestly.
"I'd probably boot her ass as far away from me as I could get her. But I'm hoping you'll be a better man than me and try to reconcile with her," he said.
"Since you were honest with me, Dad, I'll be honest with you. Right now, I don't ever want to see her cheating ass again. I did nothing to deserve the disrespect she's shown me. Hell, I don't even know if the fucker who knocked her up is the only guy she's been fucking... pardon my French, Dad.
"Everything has been going along fine, at least that's what I thought up until today. Then I find out she's been cheating while smiling in my face every day for the last several months. I don't have any clue how long the cheating has been going on, but a good guess would be this was more than a one-shot deal."
"Yeah," he practically whispered. "I think you're right about this being more than a one-off. I don't know what to tell you. I'm incredibly disappointed in her.
"I guess if everything checks out, they will discharge her the day after tomorrow. They want to hold her for a bit since she suffered a concussion and was unconscious for several hours. If you want, Mom and I can get her at the hospital and bring her to your house... as long as you promise me you won't do anything to hurt her physically. Mentally... up to you, I guess. I can't tell you in good conscience that she doesn't deserve it."
I promised my father-in-law I wouldn't hurt his daughter physically. She was sitting on our sofa wrapped in a blanket when I got home from work two days later.
"Well, the prodigal slut returns. Have a nice mini-vacay?" I asked, sarcasm dripping off every word.
"How can you be so mean to me? I lost my baby, you bastard!" she yelled at me.
"Exactly. Your baby. Not mine and yours. Why the fuck should I care about your baby? What the fuck were you thinking?" I answered, doing my best to control my temper and keep my promise to my father-in-law.
"I didn't mean for this to happen... but after it did, I didn't feel guilty. I felt aroused, powerful, that I had something over on you. I've been cucking you good for the past six months. Hah! Cucking you! Owning you! You've been my cuckold bitch. You've had sloppy seconds, eaten another man's cum and I'm sure I could have manipulated you into raising another man's child if I hadn't tripped the other day," she said.
"I've been your good girl wife for more than 20 years. This felt empowering."
I felt more nauseous the longer she talked. I'd had sloppy seconds... worse, I'd eaten another man's cum from my wife's pussy. I retched right there, but fortunately nothing came up.
"Who the hell are you? What have you done with the Staci I married?" I asked, honestly in shock at this woman's attitude; not to mention sick to my stomach at the same time.
"I have never treated you any less than as an equal partner in this marriage. Where is this bitterness coming from?"
"Have you really treated me as an equal, Matt? Did you sacrifice your career to raise our kids? I think not," she remarked hotly.
It was my turn to be angry.
"We talked about this before we got married. My career had the bigger financial upside, and you got to be a stay-at-home. You always told me you enjoyed being able to come and go as you pleased, not being chained to a desk, so to speak," I said.
She looked smug as she sat there. I don't think she realized how much I was struggling with my lifelong commitment to never strike a woman. It came to me then that my wife was an actress of epic skill: she hadn't loved me for quite some time.
"So who is the new love of your life? Who has replaced me in your heart?" I asked, trying not to let my anguish show too much.
"Derek. You know, Derek from next door," she answered, her smug smile getting broader while my stomach felt like it was being pummeled from the inside.
Dr. Derek Strong was a professor of anthropology at our local university. He was one of those guys who felt his doctorate made him the smartest guy in the room, despite what subject was being discussed and who else was there. He was only 32, 15 years younger than both my wife and me, and, I had to admit, was a handsome son of a bitch with curly light brown hair, blue eyes and an ever-present three-day growth of stubble on his face. He was one of the university's bright lights and was highly-regarded despite his relative youth.
"Derek has convinced me that you're just a shallow, self-centered man that views me as little more than his property. So I decided to make you my cuck to get even with you... and get one over on you. And you've been so secure in your mistaken superiority that you never even noticed..."
"I never noticed because I trusted you completely. I loved you, you psycho bitch. That's a mistake I will no longer make," I rasped.
"No surprise, but divorce papers will be coming in the next day or two."
"Won't be any fight, as long as I get my half of our stuff and several years' worth of alimony. You can keep the house or sell it immediately, again as long as I get my half. I'm just going to move my stuff over to Derek's," she said confidently.
"Lainey will be going away to college next year. You can live in the house until then, if you don't mind the neighbors knowing you've been cucked by Derek. Then you can sell it and we can split the proceeds on that."
She got up from the sofa and went to what had been our bedroom to pack. I was blown away by the fact that she seemed to have all the answers... or at least the ones Derek had given her. It seemed to me that she was very much under his spell. I was most definitely history.
I don't know how many of the neighbors knew about Staci's affair with Derek, but I got a lot of sympathetic looks from many of them over the next few weeks. A couple of the bolder ones who apparently weren't in on the neighborhood gossip actually asked me what was going on, since Staci had been seen coming and going from Derek's house now. Several of the men on our block expressed... condolences, I guess, over the situation, and disdain for Derek.
I'm not sure why Staci was surprised when she tried to get into what was now my house and she found that her key no longer worked two weeks after she moved in with Derek. I received a phone call at work bitching me out for her not being able to get something of hers from my house.
"On the sage advice of my attorney, I changed all the locks and the garage door code. Since you abandoned the house to me and no longer live there, you don't have the right to enter my home whenever the mood strikes you. You can get whatever is yours left in the house when I get home from work, and not a minute before. And before you ask, Lainey doesn't have permission to let you in... nor would it be smart for you to challenge your daughter the way she feels about you right now," I said.
Staci was obviously pregnant again by the time our divorce become official six months later. Lainey was furious with her mother as her school mates gave her no end of grief over Staci being a "pregnant slut."
"Darn it, Dad!" Lainey whined one evening as we ate dinner. "Couldn't she have waited until after I was gone to get pregnant. I don't need a baby brother or sister. All everyone wants to know is if she's going to whip a boob out and feed the kid during graduation ceremonies."
I didn't answer my daughter because I really wasn't sure if Staci would do that or not, since I no longer had any clue what was running through my formerly demure wife's head.
"I can tell you one thing, I'm not babysitting the brat," Lainey growled.
Lainey's relationship with Staci thawed a bit as my ex-wife's pregnancy went on, and she was even invited to Staci's baby shower thrown by a friend from the neighborhood. My daughter practically apologized to me when she told me she was going to attend because she felt like she was betraying me somewhat, but I told her not to worry because Staci was still her mother and the two needed to keep their relationship.
"I don't suppose you'll even be buying a baby gift when the kid is born?" Lainey asked me a few weeks before Staci was due.
"Not a chance in the world," I answered flatly.
Rob was less sanguine than his sister about his mother's actions and pregnancy. A sophomore in college, he didn't even come home when Staci gave birth. When he came home for his sister's high school graduation, he stayed at my house and didn't walk next door to visit his mother and his new half-sibling. He finally saw the baby right before the graduation ceremony when Staci and Derek walked up to where he and I were sitting and introduced him to the baby, named Derek Jr.
"He's a smug bastard. How come you haven't punched his lights out yet, Dad?" Rob asked me when the three left for their seats.
"Because he's waiting for that, so he can have me arrested," I answered. "I'm not falling for that. He can keep the slut and their baby."
Rob was way more into the revenge thing than I was, I found out. Where I had no immediate plans to date, waiting for the sting of Staci's betrayal to eventually fade, Rob practically insisted I jump into the dating pool with both feet... and another body part or two.
"Don't you dare be pathetic, Dad. You've got to show her that she gave up a vital, impressive stud for... for a pompous asswipe. If you can't beat him with your fists, beat him at his own game... and show Mom she bet on the wrong horse," Rob explained.
The more I thought about it, the more I liked my son's plan, although I knew I needed someone to teach me how to be a manslut. That meant I had to call one of my old college buddies, Spencer Fydrich.
Spence was the same age as me, having graduated the same year, but he had never to this point been married. If you looked in the dictionary under "manslut," his photo would right next to the definition.
He wasn't the best-looking guy in the world, nor the most fit, but Spence had something that made him irresistible to women. He was practically a legend when we were in school, and things hadn't changed too much since, both from what I saw and what he said. He would come stay with my family once or twice a year, despite the fact that he was far from Staci's favorite person. She always worried that he would corrupt me. It never happened then, but now...
Spence spent a week with me, and I felt like I was having a college flashback. I took a week of vacation, because I knew there was no way I could keep up with Spence and still be productive at work. That was probably the last smart decision I made that week... in addition to making sure I had a brand-new box of condoms available. After not having used a condom in forever, I didn't enjoy using them, but there was no way I wanted to deal with the possibility of an STD.
Spence and I went hunting--his phrase--four nights out of the week he stayed with me. To say I got an education would have been a grave understatement. I found out that there were a lot of women out there looking for either Mr. Right or Mr. Right Now, although I made it a point to stay away from married women, even if Spence didn't.
Chasing prey after being married and out of the game for a quarter-century was quite intense and tiresome. I had new respect for Spence at the end of the week.
"Damn, Spence, how do you keep doing it? I'm exhausted both mentally and physically," I said to him when I dropped him off at the airport at the end of the week.
I had been an empty-nester since Lainey left for college in mid-August. Spencer's visit was the week after she left, so from late August on my house suddenly became a haven for unattached females, many of whom were quite attractive, if I say so myself. I didn't try to hide the parade of women from my ex-wife and neighbors, but I at least tried not to be too overtly obvious... like hell I didn't. I know Staci and Derek were witness to several women coming or going at various times, as were several other neighbors. I no longer got condescending smirks from the neighbors; it was more like looks of envy and surprise.



At 48, Staci apparently was having a tough time regaining her body after her pregnancy, and I was bringing home good-looking women ranging in age from 30 to 60 on a regular basis. I had to wonder what was going through Derek's mind. His days as a roving stud certainly appeared to be over with a partner and baby waiting at home for him.
I was wrong, however. Derek still had some life left in his stud persona, at least according to two of his female students, who claimed he seduced them. One of the two was pregnant and claimed the baby was Derek's.
The university president was not pleased with the revelations from the students. He could, and did repeatedly, ignore those claims from the husbands of several women in town through the years, but claims of sex with students was over the line. He quickly started an internal investigation, the local newspaper reported.
Staci wasn't any happier than the university president, I found out. Two days after the story hit the papers, Staci and the baby moved out. I was sitting on my front porch swing drinking a beer when I saw my ex load a couple of suitcases into the trunk of her car, then put the baby in his car seat and drive off. I waved as she drove past my house on that beautiful spring day. I wasn't offended when she flipped me off.
I knew she wouldn't be hurting for money for a while since she got half of our assets in the divorce and I bought out her half of my home. She hadn't married Derek, so she wouldn't get anything from him except child support.
It was more than a little interesting to me to note that my stock among the neighborhood women suddenly went up, and that their husbands seemed more than a little happy to associate with me openly.
I wasn't surprised when the police showed up at my door about a month later one day after somebody mugged Derek. I honestly didn't know about the mugging until the police informed me, but questioning me made complete sense considering the circumstances. They told me they were also going to question the fathers of the two college students Derek was involved with and my ex-father-in-law.
The police quickly realized I had nothing to do with Derek's mugging, even though I probably shouldn't have offered to help pay bail for whoever did. I didn't volunteer to the police that my money would have been on my father-in-law, John Olson.
Thanks to Rob and Spence, I was having a sexual and emotional renaissance that I never envisioned. As Spence explained during the week he stayed with me, a big part of being successful in the dating world was being confident enough to put yourself out there among women of all ages and situations... not something I would have tried without the encouragement and coaching of my son and my friend.
Despite my renaissance, however, I determined I wasn't looking for a woman to replace my ex-wife. I was very content to mix it up with a variety of women... and to be fair I made sure to explain that to any woman that I dated more than once. I didn't want any of them to get their hopes up that I was looking at a relationship beyond friendship. Most that I dated were good with that since I was upfront, although a couple did mention to me that they weren't going to give up on us becoming more than friends... or fuckbuddies... or whatever we had going.
Although I decided not to worry too much about the age of my partners, I never went for any woman that looked to be in her 20s. It probably would have been fun from a physical standpoint, but what could we possibly talk about after sex? At least with a 30-something, we had a better chance of connecting, I felt.
I also had no trouble dating women from the 40s to the 60s. As Spence explained to me, older women might not be as physical as their younger counterparts, but they usually made up for that with effort... and often had a wealth of experience both in and out of bed.
About two years after my divorce, I met Sally Darnell, a smaller, curvy blonde woman whom I took for about 40 when I first saw her at one of my favorite pubs. She was apparently there with a group of 30-something friends on a Friday night. After watching them for a while, I got the impression they were a group of workmates, and maybe Sally was like their chaperone, or den mother... although she was dressed very similar to her younger charges, with a tight low-cut blouse and a tight short skirt that only made it halfway down her well-toned thighs.
I was blown away when I found out on our third date that Sally was actually 54 years old. She was obviously braless in a blouse that was unbuttoned down to the top of her taut stomach, and her legs looked amazing in another mid-thigh-length skirt and 4-inch come-fuck-me heels.
I'm pretty sure I drooled on her porch when she opened the door to greet me that night.
"Wow," I whispered, not fully realizing that I had indeed talked out loud.
"I was hoping for perhaps something more eloquent, but I can see that you are barely conscious right now. If you don't breathe soon, you're going to pass out," she snarked at me.
Sally was barely 5-foot without her heels. I found out her body came from a combination of good genetics, three days a week at the gym and pickleball.
"My mom's 20 years older than me at 74 and she still turns heads," Sally said.
"Wait. You're 54?" I mumbled in disbelief.
She looked worried for a second.
"Too old?" she inquired.
"God no. You're only a few years older than me," I replied. "It's just that I thought you were about 40."
"Oh, you beautiful, silver-tongued devil. But no, at 54, I can't do the splits anymore," she teased.
I blushed hard as she looked at me, wondering how she could know exactly what I was thinking.
She might not have been able to do the splits anymore, but she showed me later she could still get her ankles up over my shoulders, which only spurred me on physically after I first brought her to several shrieking orgasms with my fingers and tongue.
I had her wrapped in both my arms on top of my body after we fucked once and made love once. We kissed passionately and fell asleep entwined. As I was drifting off, I remember questioning my decision to live single.
I went out with several other women the next several weeks, and while I enjoyed myself, none of them was as engaging as Sally. I called her on a Sunday afternoon to ask her out for the next Friday night. She turned me down because she already had a date for that night.
"Oh, sorry, I guess I should have called earlier," I mumbled before saying good-bye and ending the call.
I don't know why, but I was pissed that Sally had a date. After all, we were both single and free, and we never made any commitments of exclusivity. As I sat and thought about it, I realized I was developing an attachment to her, and I was more than a little resentful of someone other than me spending time with her. Hmm. If that was the case, then I had better get my ass in gear and stop dallying.
I called her right back and asked her out for Saturday. She giggled and accepted. I had one more request.
"Can I reserve you for... the foreseeable future as well?" I asked.
I heard her gasp through the phone. There were several seconds of silence before I heard her whisper, "Yeah. I could do that."
Sally and I had talked about our pasts and our failed marriages on our three previous dates, but it was more in passing. Saturday was the beginning of a deeper relationship, with deeper explanations and deeper questions. We both seemed eager to let the other know things we thought were important.
And then, of course, there was the sex... and our connection.
Rob had graduated a couple of years ago and had settled across the state line about an hour away. He didn't come home very often and I thought maybe it was because he was mad at me about the divorce from his mother.
"What's the statute of limitations on assault, Dad?" he asked me during a phone call one day.
Hell, I didn't need a siren going off to figure that one out. The police had never found who mugged Derek Strong several years back, despite questioning me and several other people, including my ex-father-in-law.
"So that was you? Well-done, young man!" I enthused. "I knew it wasn't me, but I sure as hell knew him getting mugged was hardly a coincidence. But I would say at this point, you're in the clear, as long as you don't go bragging about it.
"And Rob, thank you very much. I'm sure your grandfather would thank you, too, but I'm not sure it's wise to tell him."
Derek lost his job at the local university soon after he was mugged, and apparently the university president did a good job of informing his counterparts at many other educational institutions because he eventually wound up at a small college in Butt Fuck, Wyoming, or someplace like that.
With Rob's legal status clarified for him, he started coming home more often. Both he and Lainey got to know Sally well, and both thought almost as highly of her as I did.
"To quote a line from an Indiana Jones movie, 'you have chosen wisely,' Lainey said soon after she met Sally. "She's fun and smart and... really good-looking, Dad. I'm sure Mom will be jealous if she sees how pretty Sally is."
Sally and I were married in a small ceremony about a year later. My kids, her two kids and their families, my parents, her mother and Spence Fydrich were the only ones in attendance. Her son gave the bride away, and Spence stood up as my best man.
Sally had been married for 18 years before she caught her husband cheating on her. Despite her having been single for 11 years when we met, she still had some trust issues with men. She had dated on an irregular basis but hadn't had a serious relationship since her divorce.
Because of what I felt was Staci's blatant disrespect toward me at the end of our marriage, I made sure I had as little contact with her as possible. I didn't do any joint holidays or birthdays, despite the fact that we both lived in the same city. For example, Sally and I did Christmas gift-giving on Christmas Eve, so Staci and her parents could do gifts on Christmas morning. Staci didn't take it well. I didn't give a shit.
As I always got along well with Staci's parents, I felt somewhat bad about the separation from them, but I knew they understood. We had talked about having them come to my house on Christmas Eve, but they both felt that doing that would undermine their daughter emotionally.
"I know it sounds stupid, Matt, but Staci would have my ass if I told her we were going to show up at your house on Christmas Eve. I know she did you wrong and I'd love to be with you and the kids, but I hope you can understand," my father-in-law said.
The exception to the rule were the weddings of my kids. Staci and I even sat next to each other in the front row during the ceremonies, although there was little said between us. Sally and I then sat at a table with Sally's kids during the reception.
I had almost nothing to say to my ex during either wedding, although she tried several times to engage me in conversation.
"Can't we at least act like adults?" Staci said during Lainey's wedding, the second of the two to get married.
"That didn't exactly work out well for me when we were married, so... no... now that we're not married," I answered.
Interestingly, Staci's son, Derek Jr., took a liking to my Sally and wound up following her around like a puppy at Lainey's reception. Being the good person she is, Sally was friendly to the youngster, which seemed to irritate my ex-wife but impressed her parents. Me, I barely acknowledged the child's existence: not his fault, I got it, but he was the living embodiment of Staci's cheating on me.
Both of my children told me their little half-brother was a good kid and they liked him. I completely got it, and told them I was glad they both had a good relationship with DJ, as everybody called him. Their relationship with him was completely separate from their relationship with me.
While Staci wasn't hurting for money, she wasn't rolling in it either as Derek hadn't been paying his child support since he left to wherever he got to, her parents told me. Also, having a 5-year-old didn't exactly leave a lot of free time for her to enjoy "me time." She looked to be about 20 pounds overweight and "frumpy."
By contrast, Sally glowed. She was fit, had her hair and nails done to perfection and, as usual, looked and acted at least a decade younger than her 57 years.
Sally and I had also been taking dance lessons for the past year, at her urging, and I have to admit I thought we looked pretty good when we hit the dance floor. My daughter's new in-laws were very impressed with our skill, and we really had a good time getting to know them. In fact, we got along so well with them that we were talking about possibly taking a vacation with them in the near future.
My daughter approached Sally and I about halfway through the reception, for the first time all day with a serious look on her face.
"Something wrong, kitten?" I asked.
She looked uncomfortable. Whatever was wrong, I knew I'd fix it for her if I could.
"Look, Dad, you and Sally have given me an amazing wedding, but I need one... small... favor," she started. "Mom hasn't danced with anyone all night except for Robbie one time. She looks miserable. I know you have avoided talking to her as much as possible since the divorce, but... could you please dance with her once or twice? Maybe then everyone will see that she's not... as repulsive as everyone on our side of the family seems to think she is."
Sally and I looked at each other, then over to my ex-wife, who did indeed look miserable. By this point, everybody on our side of the family knew the story of my marriage and divorce, and from the lack of people conversing with her, I'd say they had taken my side of the argument.
"Dad, Grandma asked me to ask you. She was afraid to ask you herself."
I glanced over to my former mother-in-law, who was looking right at me, pleading with her eyes. As I've noted, I had gotten along well with my in-laws.
When I looked over at my wife, I got the same pleading look. Ah, shit. I could deny Sally nothing.
"It's just a couple of dances, Matty. Pleeeease?" she whined.
"Thanks, Sally," I heard Lainey say as I left the table.
Staci was facing away from me as I walked up to the table where she sat with my former in-laws and Derek Jr. She almost jumped out of her chair when she felt my hand on her shoulder and turned to face me.
"Matt? Wh-what's wrong?" she asked tentatively, knowing that just about the only way I'd talk to her was if something was wrong.
"Nothing's wrong, Staci. I just figured that the parents of the bride should share at least one dance together. We did make that beautiful creature. We should at least celebrate that," I said.
Her visage morphed from concern to joy in an instant. I felt, rather than saw, the smile on my former mother-in-law's face.
Staci wasted no time taking my outstretched hand and I led her to the dance floor as a slow song started. She didn't hesitate to move in close to my body and rested her head on my upper chest.
Probably half the song was done before she spoke her first words.
"Umm... I owe you an apology, Matt," she said. "Looking back on things, I realize now that I never apologized for hurting you, for being a stupid, stupid woman.
"I won't apologize for cheating on you. I knew it was wrong, but that still didn't stop me at the time. But I never apologized for hurting you, not that an apology would have made things better. I fell for a skilled seducer's bullshit, hook, line and sinker, and started thinking... below my waist. I was stupid... and selfish."
She pulled her head back to look me in my eyes. I could see the pain in her eyes was real. It was the first time she had ever shown any remorse.
I did my best to keep my face neutral. It took all my self-restraint not to slap... what did she call herself... a "stupid, stupid woman." To this day, I was still at a loss to see how she could throw me away after 22 years.
She laid her face back against me when I didn't answer. I caught a glimpse of my wife and daughter watching from the table.
"You seem very happy with your pretty new wife," she added. "I notice you two can't seem to keep your hands off each other. I remember when we were like that. I'm glad you found somebody... one somebody to call your own. It looked like you were doing a hook-up of the week club for a while when I still lived next to you. For a while I thought you were doing that to make me jealous. You know, I was stuck at home with a baby and you... you were enjoying the single population of our town.
"And unlike Derek, I knew they were all single. I knew you had too much integrity to ever date someone else's wife. Hindsight has taught me that someone who would chase another man's wife probably isn't going to win 'man of the year' honors.
"You know the old saying that karma is a bitch? Well, I've discovered that's true, and her name is Staci. A dumb bitch, too."
"I can't say I'm sorry that things didn't work out for you," I said. "Truthfully, it was gratifying that your lover turned out to be a scumbag."
She pulled her head back again to look at my face. This time I was smiling. She seemed somewhat put out at that.
"Hey, I never said I was perfect. You screwed me over. I was glad to see you get the same," I said.
She grinned back at me.
"Fair enough," she said in slightly more than a whisper.
The second song ended and I led her back to her table. I could see she was disappointed we didn't stay out for a third song.
"Do you ever wonder what it would be like if we were still married?" she asked.
"Truthfully, no," I responded. "My new wife... is a force of nature."
"Yeah, I can see that," Staci said. "Our kids love her, and it seems everyone just gravitates toward her. Hang on to this one, Matt."
That last statement hit me wrong. I had been doing so well to hold my tongue.
"I didn't let the last one go. She left on her own," I said softly, watching her grimace.
As any grandparent would tell you, grandchildren are THE BEST. Our four children have given us nine grandchildren now. Since they all live within a couple hours drive, we get to see them a lot. "Gamma," as all the kids call Sally, is the rock star grandparent. She is always a bundle of energy, but with the grandkids around she just seems to turn it up a notch.
Both my kids call Sally "Mom," and I'm "Dad" to Sally's two. Both sets of kids are comfortable with each other as well, so when we get together, which is several times a year, it's always a big party. In fact, at Lainey's urging, we started inviting my former in-laws, and after some initial awkwardness, they now fit right in. They have both thanked Sally and me profusely.
I never inquire about my ex-wife and they don't bring her up in conversation. At Christmas, Sally always buys a gift for Derek Jr. and gives it to the in-laws so they can take it to him. She signs the card simply, "Love, Matt and Sally."
It was another several years later during a quiet moment a few days before Christmas when my father-in-law and I were sitting in my living room drinking an eggnog.
"Mom and I can't thank you and Sally enough for including us in your family fun," John said quietly, "Although I can't help but be remorseful that Staci and DJ can't be here to enjoy this."
He saw my brow furrow and hurried to complete his thought.
"I'm not hinting for you to invite them," he rushed out. "I'm just remorseful that my stupid daughter threw all this away because she was selfish and easily influenced by a man who never cared for her near as much as you did. We didn't raise her that way, Matt..."
"I know you didn't, Dad," I answered. "I've never blamed you guys for her choices."
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It was a joke. It was always a joke. A fucking joke. For the 17 years we were together, including 15 years married, it was a joke. Hell, many of our friends knew it was a joke.
"You know one of these days, I'm going to grab one of these guys off the dance floor and take him home," Traci would say to me on nights we would go dancing.
I hated dancing. She knew that. All of our friends knew that. Yet at least once a month, our group of eight to 10 would wind up at a dance club. I would go out on the floor for two dances, then head back to our table. My wife would then spend much of the rest of the night on the floor dancing with the other four guys in our group, other women and yes, with my approval, other men from outside our group. As long as the other men were respectful and no one guy dominated her dance card, I had no problem with her dancing with other men.
Although... I felt lately she had been ramping up the contact. She seemed to be letting her partners get a little freer with their hands, and I thought she was tweaking me by dancing a little closer to her partners. I mentioned it several times over a few months, but she and her friends would smirk at me like it was some sort of game.
"You know one of these days, I'm going to grab one of these guys off the dance floor and take him home," she'd repeat, sometimes winking at me while I'd shake my head in aggravation.
She'd turn me inside out sometimes with that shit, but I completely trusted Traci. She was my other half, my wife, my lover, my soul mate, the mother of my two kids. At 39 and still a head-turner, she could be a flirt, for sure. But ultimately, before we made our vows, we had agreed that we were all in on fidelity.
Until, apparently, she wasn't.
******
The meal at Mario's, as usual, was very good. All five couples were in attendance. We skipped the desserts and headed over to Givenchy, a fairly high-end bar/dance club that catered to a crowd that was probably in the range of 30 to 50. We had been there several times in the past and always had a good time.
We got a large round table in a corner of the club and we all ordered drinks. The conversation was flowing for a while until the live band started up at about 9 PM. At that point, all the women in our group rose en masse, which meant we guys had to get up and follow them to the dance floor.
I stumbled through my usual two dances. I had to admit Traci looked fantastic in her short, low-cut club dress as she bounced around on the floor. I knew I was a lucky man. As the second song ended, Bob, one of the guys in our group, slid a few feet over to where Traci and I were dancing and gave my shoulder a small shove, effectively giving him my spot in front of my wife. We both chuckled as the next song started and I turned back toward our table.
It was a pretty normal night, with the women all coming and going from the table to dance with various people, including their husbands occasionally, throughout the evening. The women wouldn't always come back to the table before dancing with a new partner, which wasn't out of the ordinary, but what was out of the ordinary was the fact that my wife hadn't been back for at least a half-hour, and at first glance I couldn't find her on the crowded floor.
In the five years or so we had been going out together as a group, there had been only a handful of times where some overzealous patron needed to be "advised" that he was crossing the line with one of our women. Usually, the husband of the woman did the advising, although we were usually all on alert in case someone was to get out of hand.
Dave Allen was the only other guy at our table, so I leaned over to him and told him I needed to find Traci. I shook my head when he asked if I'd like company walking around.
I found my wife and her dance partner within five minutes, because the first place I headed was to the far end of the dance floor from where our table was. A slow song was playing, and the two were wrapped around each other... like a pair of lovers. I had never before seen my wife dancing that close to another man, and my immediate reaction was rage, which was probably not my smartest move considering this guy looked to be a Norse god. He had to be 6-4, 250 pounds of blonde sculpture pretending to be human.
Reacting without thinking, I walked straight up to the couple and grabbed his arm, telling him to let go of my wife. He also reacted without thinking, shoving my 6-foot, 180-pound frame hard into the couple next to me. I bounced off the guy next to me before being slammed to the floor by a huge white fist to my face.
Two minutes later, we were both surrounded by other people, a bouncer and a manager. Someone was holding a towel filled with ice to my swollen, painful left cheekbone.
"Big bastard had his hands all over my wife," I grumbled to the manager when he asked me what happened. "I don't care if this guy is soccer star Erling Haaland on steroids, that can't happen."
The manager, Erik, knew our group because we were there occasionally. I could tell he felt bad about the incident, and offered to comp drinks for our table. I thanked him but turned down the drink offer for Traci and myself because we were going home to have what I was sure was going to be a very deep discussion.
I went back to our table and said good-night to our friends, all of whom looked shaken up. I nodded to Traci, pointed toward the door and followed her outside.
I waited until we were driving home before I started in on my wife.
"What the fuck was that all about, Traci?" I screamed. "You two were practically fucking on the dance floor, he had his hand squarely on your ass and it looked like you were jacking his dick through his pants! Would you have fucked him in the bathroom if I had gotten there five minutes later?"
"I've been telling you forever I was going to take one of these guys home someday because you wouldn't dance with me," she said in a tone I took to be as serious as a heart attack.
"That's been a joke forever, Traci. Everybody knows it's just a joke. You know damn good and well I would never let you carry that out," I snarled.
"What if I finally decided I didn't want it to be a joke anymore? What if I finally decided I wanted it to be real?" she asked.
That was one way to get me to shut up. I never saw that coming. We drove the rest of the way home in complete silence.
Our kids, who sit up and stream movies while we go out, were surprised to see us walk in the door at just about straight up midnight, with neither one of us looking happy with the evening. They took the hint, said their good-nights and headed up to their rooms after first asking me how I bruised my face. Needless to say, I didn't answer the question of the bruise.
Twenty minutes later, both of us were dressed in casual clothes and seated in our family room, the room farthest from the kids' rooms upstairs.
"What's going on in your mind, Traci? Where did tonight come from?" I asked quietly.
She wrung her hands and pursed her lips. She looked to my left, then to my right, but never directly at me.
"Josh, you do remember I'm going to turn 40 in just a few months? I'm not getting any younger, and I know things are going to start going south pretty soon. Right now, I can still make almost any man hard just by smiling at them. I just want to take advantage of my wow power one more time before I grow old. You know I haven't had sex with anyone else since we started dating. This wouldn't be anything more than something physical. Pure lust, no love involved, no emotional connection."
I suddenly realized my balls were aching like somebody had kicked me.
"So you would have taken that big boy home with you, or gone to his place, if I hadn't interrupted you?" I said hesitantly.
She colored instantly.
"That big boy... really is a big boy," she said. "If I'm going to do something, don't you think I should make it count?
"We weren't virgins when we started going out. Why would this be any different?"
The light above my head finally lit up.
"You're... you're serious about doing this. Oh shit," I said in little more than a whisper.
"That's what I've been trying to tell you, babe. I want this..."
"But we're married. You just can't fuck another man," I said tersely.
She looked at me as if I was a slow child. She could tell I was having a problem processing what she was trying to impart.
"Yes, I can," she said confidently. "With or without your permission, but honestly, I think we'd both feel better if you gave me permission."
"But we made vows to each other. We've talked about what fidelity means to both of us," I said.
"It's our marriage, babe. We can change the rules if we want," she said.
"But I don't want to change the rules. You're the one changing the rules," I whined.
I was both shocked and saddened by this night's turn of events. I never saw this coming. What the hell was going on, I wondered. I got up from my La-Z-Boy and staggered up the stairs to bed. If she wanted to change the rules on our marriage, she could stay up a few extra minutes to close up the house for the night.
Like a lot of men, I tried to deal with my marital problem by pretending it didn't exist. That worked until the next Tuesday evening, when Traci and I were alone in the family room after the kids went up to bed.
"So... do you want to do something with the kids Friday night or should I ship them over to Mom and Dad's for the entire weekend? You know my parents still love to have them come over... and I'm sure that would make things a lot easier on you," Traci said.
"You're dead serious about cucking me with another man, then?" I rasped, unable to fully get volume out of my voice. "How could you do that to me? I thought you loved me. Making me a cuckold with another man certainly doesn't say love to me."
"I do love you, and you know it," she practically barked back at me. "The cuckold thing adds a little excitement to the mix, but it's not about that. It's about me getting something that I need... that is separate from us. If you don't let it get to you, it won't affect us too much. Nobody else has to know what happens in our marriage..."
"Nobody else has to know? You were hardly being discreet Friday night. How many people know about your plans?"
She looked guilty for the first time since she brought this up several days ago.
"Okay, I got carried away at the club the other day. Sorry about that. But this is going to happen, Josh, and it won't make a difference in our marriage."
"I don't agree with you, Traci. I don't want this to happen. I don't want to share you, but you seem set on doing something that I don't want you to do. What if I can't handle this... and I decide to divorce you?" I said.
Shock registered upon her face.
"You... you would divorce me?" she mumbled, suddenly not so sure of herself. "But we love each other. This won't matter in the long run."
"It might not matter to you in the long run, but it's going to matter to me every day," I responded. "I will think about not being enough for you. I will think about you having sex with another man every day, especially every time I think about making love to you. I will wonder if he was better. I will wonder if you are thinking about me or him when we are making love.
"We made vows to each other. I took those seriously. Up until a few days ago, I thought you did, too," I said.
"I did. I do," she said. "Just try to see this from my standpoint..."
"How about you try seeing this from my standpoint, since I'm not the one who's going to cheat. I love you, but I can't do this. You know I'm telling the truth. You might make me a cuck, but I'm not going there willingly. I guess if you don't love me enough not to do this, then I don't love you enough not to file for divorce. So I don't want to hear the wailing when I do exactly what I tell you I'm going to do. This is on you," I said.
"So... I'm assuming you're going to be with that big bastard from the club the other night?" I asked, already knowing the answer but wanting her to say it out loud.
She colored a bit and looked away from me before clearing her throat.
"Yeah," she whispered.
"So not only do you plan to cuck me, but you're going to do it with a guy who punched me because I told him to take his hands off my wife in public. Yeah. Discreet. Subtle. Count on divorce papers soon."
I heard her growl as she got up and headed up the stairs to our bedroom.
The game plan for Friday night was for Traci to drop the kids off at her parents and then come back to the house so she could change for her date. I was going to bring home a pizza for myself and I had the fridge stocked with cold beer. Obviously, I was unsuccessful at getting her to change her mind about her date.
There's nothing quite as crushing as walking into your home after a hard day at work and hearing your wife happily humming as she gets ready to go on a date with another man. Fuck. I didn't bother to call out a greeting. I set my pizza box down on top of the stove, plated three pieces, grabbed a cold Corona Light and headed for my La-Z-Boy.
I was just about done with my third piece of pizza and first beer when Traci glided down our stairs looking absolutely beautiful in a short, tight blue dress that I had never seen before. The fact that she bought a new dress for another man pissed me off even more than I already was.
"Don't you dare spin for me, Traci. I'll rip that rag right off your body," I grumped at my wife, who quickly dropped her smile.
She tried to make some small talk with me while I grabbed off three more slices and another beer. I know she was fishing for a compliment about how she looked. Frustrated, she finally asked.
"Do you really think I care how you're dressed for another man?" I bitched. "You're killing me here. And, no, I'm not going to tell you to enjoy your evening. If anything, I hope your date falls down and breaks a leg.
"You know, there's still time for you to change your mind and stay here with me."
She grimaced, like what I had suggested was painful to her.
"Stop, Josh. This won't hurt us. Trust me," she said.
"It already has, babe. I'm really going to miss you when we divorce."
She rolled her eyes, then reached out like she expected me to give her a hug before she left. It was my turn to roll my eyes.
Never in my life did I expect to be sitting at home on a Friday night while my wife was actually on a date with another man. NEVER. The longer I sat there, ostensibly watching TV, the angrier I got. I pulled out my computer and started doing all the financial things that divorcing people do, like splitting finances and paying off credit cards and closing accounts.
Traci quietly walked in the door a few minutes after 12:30, looking every bit the worse for wear after being out for more than five hours. Her hair was a mess, her make-up was gone, her dress was rumpled, her face was crimson and yet she was... glowing. Fuck. I wasn't going to give her the satisfaction of asking how her evening went, but I didn't need to ask as it would have been obvious even to a blind man. Fuck again.
"So did you wait up specifically for me, Dad?" she joked as she walked into the family room where I was ensconced in my La-Z-Boy.
"Not specifically. Had some stuff to do on the computer, then started watching 'Rollerball.' You know I love that movie," I said.
"Yes, I know," she said. "I'm kinda tired. How about we head upstairs... and I can show you that tonight didn't hurt us at all."
"Ew."
I know I flinched involuntarily.
"Umm. No thanks, babe. I'll never be desperate enough to take somebody's sloppy seconds," I asserted.
That, she understood. She tried to glare through me.
"Fuck you, Joshua."
With the kids at her parents' house for the weekend, we were alone Saturday, and I could tell she really wanted to talk. Call me petty, but every time she sat down close enough to me to talk, I got up and went somewhere else. After the fourth time I did it, she got the hint and actually asked me if we could talk.
"What's there to talk about, Traci? I assume the big guy fucked you at least twice with his big dick, you sucked his cock at least once and the whole evening was probably the best sex of your life. That about it?" I asked.
I must have been on the money because she flamed bright red and just sort of moved her lips with no sound coming out for about a minute.
"But it doesn't have to ruin us, Joshua. I still love you every bit as much as I did before last night," she reported.
"Well, at least that makes one of us," I said. "Your stock with me has been dropping like a rock from the minute you walked out the door last night."
"Look at me, Joshua. Really look at me," she commanded. "Have I changed since last night? If you didn't know I went out with another man, you wouldn't be able to tell. Nothing has changed for me..."
"Physically, maybe, but much has changed mentally, and emotionally," I interjected. "You stepped outside of the boundaries of our marriage so you could experience sex with another man... by your own admission a bigger man, with a bigger dick... who apparently is also a better man. You set aside our 15-year marital commitment for a night of lust. You literally showed me that your lust... your desire... was worth more to you than your commitment to me... and yet you say you haven't changed.
"Did you lay with him afterward, feeling your soul connected to his... or did you lay with him afterward feeling your pussy yearning to be stuffed full of his big dick again? Did you think of me at home... alone and betrayed... or was your brain just so consumed with him and his magic dick?"
Sometimes what is not said tells a more accurate story than spoken words.
She disgustedly blew out a breath.
"You would blow up our family rather than working through this? I always thought you were a better man than that," Traci said.
"You no longer get to be the judge of what makes a good man... or a good woman for that matter, Traci. You opted out of that role last night when you made me inconsequential as your other half."
"I-I didn't make you inconsequential. It wasn't love. It was just a chance to enjoy some unfettered lust before I get too old. You have to see that it doesn't have any effect upon us... unless you let it," she said.
"I don't feel I'll ever be able to trust you again," I said. "Whenever you're out and about running errands, whenever you're supposed to be out with the girls... hell, if you're 10 minutes late home from work... my first thought will be to wonder if you're having sex with your big boy... or someone else for that matter, because of some new reason you've just cooked up.
"I trusted you completely, but now that you've shown me you don't warrant my trust unequivocally..."
"When did you become such a paranoid old man?" she spit at me.
"I think my watch said it was 7:03 when you left the house last night," I jibed back, absolutely no trace of a joke in my voice.
We picked up the kids together Sunday afternoon. Nothing was said in front of my in-laws, but I could tell by my mother-in-law's face that she suspected something. The woman is, after all, part bloodhound and part pit bull. I watched as she took Traci by the arm and led her upstairs to the in-laws' bedroom, I assumed. The two were gone for about 10 minutes, and when they came back downstairs Traci looked like her mother had schooled her hard.
Thank God the kids chattered the whole way home or it would have been a quiet ride.
Either Traci's discussion with her mother made her think, or she was finally coming back to reality, but as soon as the kids were in bed Traci gave me the hard sell about us trying to salvage our marriage.



"I love you, Josh. Surely there's some way that you can regain your trust in me," she said. "I know you're mad now, but in a few days when you calm down and think about this, you'll see that it doesn't have to affect our future together."
"We had this discussion before you left. I warned you then that there was no going back," I said.
"I fucked up, Josh. I made a huge mistake. Surely you can forgive one mistake. I'm sorry," she cried.
"This wasn't a mistake, Traci. You did what you wanted to do, even though I explained why I felt you shouldn't do it. I told you about the consequences. Some things you just can't make better by saying you're sorry."
Since Traci wasn't exactly subtle in the dance club the week before, I didn't see any reason to be any more subtle when I had her served at her office on Tuesday. I didn't have to look to see who was calling when my cell rang five minutes after I got notification of her service.
"Hello, Traci," I answered breezily when I picked up.
"Was it necessary to have me served at my office?" she sniffled. "A little discretion would have been nice."
"The way you showed me discretion at the club the week previously? Get real, Traci. You reap what you sow," I said.
Obviously, I got that one at Clichés R Us.
I was going to tell the kids about the divorce that night, but a tearful Traci talked me out of it. We went back and forth about when to tell the kids about what was going on. Actually, she wanted me not to tell the kids at all, reasoning that she could talk me out of the divorce and therefore the kids didn't need to know.
That strategy was blown to bits when the kids came home from school two days later, mad at both Traci and me for not telling them about the divorce. Seems that a junior high school is not exactly the place to keep a secret.
"How come we were the last two to know about the divorce? God, that was really embarrassing," our daughter, Kate stated, when we gathered around the kitchen table for a family discussion.
I tried to glare a hole into my wife. I hadn't told anybody except for my attorney. Traci, on the other hand, had told all the wives of our five-couple group. I suppose that was somewhat natural because they were all with us the night things fell apart.
The other couples all had children, so it was no surprise to me that word of my divorce was all over the school.
"I-I'm sorry, guys, I guess that's on me," Traci answered hesitantly. "I asked Dad not to tell you two, not thinking that our friends' kids would have spread the word, before we had a chance to talk about this like a family.
"I'm still trying to talk your dad into stopping this stupidity."
"Umm... which stupidity are we talking about here?" our son, Bryan, asked. "Obviously, one of you cheated on the other one of you. So which one of you is a slut?"
Kate did a poor job of trying to suppress a grin, while Traci sat at the table studying the grain of the wood. I guess it was up to me to tell the truth. I could see Traci was uncomfortable with the truth, but there was not much she could say under the harsh glare of our kids.
"You... you... you cheated on Dad... with another man... because you didn't want to feel old? That's the stupidest thing I've ever heard. You're no better than Marcy the school slut," Kate told her mother.
"I am not a slut! It was just one time!" Traci cried.
"You told me once was enough to be a slut. Remember that?" Kate asked, smoke practically coming out of her ears.
Traci's face colored but she held her tongue. It's not every day you get called a slut by your 13-year-old daughter... and she's right.
"Can Kate and I live with you, Dad?" Bryan asked.
After talking with my attorney, I was pretty resigned to the kids being given to Traci. I wasn't going to rip the family apart, but now that the kids expressed a desire to stay with me, that changed my thoughts.
"If that's what you two want, I don't see why not," I answered as Traci's head came up from the table.
"Y-you would do that to me?" she asked.
Because the kids were going to be 14 and 13 by the time the divorce was final, the judge actually listened to their requests, and I not only got the kids primarily, I got to keep the house until Bryan would leave for college.
Being the primary caregiver would have slowed my dating life way down if I was actually looking to date women, but I wasn't rushing into any new relationships. I would have gone all in on the fact that Traci and I would have gone the distance... and I would have lost my ass. I was going to enjoy my single dad status for a while and slowly--glacially slowly, in fact--get back into dating.
That strategy, however, ran counter to what my daughter figured. She kept pushing me to date... and date a lot. I knew something was up when she tried to set me up on a date with Marcy the slut's divorced mother.
"Why the rush, Kate? What am I missing?" I asked.
"Mom's got that big handsome boyfriend, and you've got no one. It makes you look pathetic, Dad. I don't want anyone to think you're pathetic," she gasped out.
I had to chuckle at the worries of a 14-year-old. I did find it interesting, however, that she seemed to know that Traci had gone back to dating her homewrecker boyfriend.
I dated a few women from time to time to keep Kate happy, as much as anything. I didn't date Marcy the slut's mom, but I did find out she was actually a pretty woman whose abusive husband had bailed on her several years back. It seems that Marcy's behavior with boys wasn't learned from her mother. That was good to learn, just in case...
The kids were spending the weekend with their mother, so I chose to hit a favorite small bar on a Friday night for a meal and a couple of drinks to unwind from my week. I was drinking a shot of Woodford Reserve bourbon neat while waiting on my food to arrive when she walked in, looking for all the world like a lithe jungle cat seeking out a weakened animal for its next prey.
Her intense blue eyes scanned the entire bar before she strutted toward me at the bar, her large breasts jiggling nicely under the silk of her blue blouse. I know I inhaled deeply when she sat down in the seat next to me, taking in a good lungful of tasteful perfume. God, I would have loved to have said something clever; instead, I just averted my eyes and concentrated on my bourbon.
"Wow. You really suck at the flirting thing, don't you?" she asked quietly as she sat down and gracefully crossed one leg over the other in a tight pencil skirt that rode up to mid-thigh.
I confirmed that with my brilliant answer of, "Ummm." I was at least proud of myself for not drooling on the bar top.
"What are we drinking tonight, Slick?" she asked me as the bartender approached.
I had enough presence of mind to croak out my answer and tell the bartender to put her drink on my tab.
She thanked me and took a subtle glance at my left hand. I noticed that her left hand was as bare as mine.
"Well-dressed, handsome, fit and alone. You're a single dad who's alone for the weekend, aren't you, Slick? That's why you don't have any good lines, right?"
"Yeah," I whispered. "Guilty as charged."
We spent the next 10 minutes talking about the rise and fall of my marriage... well, I mostly talked and she mostly listened and then commented. I was amazed at how quickly she picked up on my situation.
"Are you some kind of a travelling psychologist, or a marriage counselor?" I asked.
"Close. I'm an interior decorator," she said and giggled.
I raised an eyebrow. She giggled again before explaining herself.
"You told me you got your house in the divorce. I'm betting that your then-wife decorated every room in the house, with the exception of your rec-room basement if you have one, and all you said was 'Yes, dear.' I'm also betting that she chose at least one of your cars, maybe both. When you guys got to loggerheads about anything, you gave her the deciding vote, right?"
I nodded silently while I chewed my steak.
"That's why she thought you would let her have her one-off with her guy. You two talked it to death. You told her you wouldn't put up with it. But every time you said no, she said yes. So in her mind, you guys were at an impasse, which in her mind meant that she had the deciding vote."
"Huh. I never looked at it like that, but in the cold light of day, that makes perfect sense. It wasn't just a selfish request: she took it as a done deal. It was going to happen no matter what. I thought we had an equal partnership, but I didn't realize that she was the more equal partner."
By this point, I had bought Jade Taylor dinner and we were about to order dessert. Although this wasn't a date, it was still the best date I'd had since my divorce two years earlier. She smiled brightly when I told her that, and accepted my offer of a real date the next Friday night.
Jade was a force of nature... and accepted nothing less than my best when we were together. She talked to me constantly about being half of our relationship, not 30 percent or 40 percent. When I would try to slide by and let her make a unilateral decision, she would stop what we were doing and give me a "death look."
"That attitude didn't exactly work out too well for you the last time. Now I know I'm a better partner than your last one, but you have to stand up for yourself at all times. Challenge me... and I promise you we will be fantastic together," she explained.
We were fantastic together, whether we were on a date, just hanging around my house or in bed. We never... NEVER... had mediocre sex. Yes, sometimes we made soft and gentle love, but it was never mediocre. We absolutely connected. Then, when we were just fucking, hard and animalistic, it was "Katie bar the door." When we first got together, I held back a bit because of our size difference, but she quickly disabused me of that, screaming at me to give her "everything you've got, pussy," then raking my shoulders with her nails, drawing blood.
"Never... NEVER... hold back with me, Joshua!"
I never... NEVER... made that mistake again.
As I figured they would be, my kids were incredibly impressed with Jade when I introduced them. I know I grew huge in my daughter's eyes.
"Wow, Dad, where did you find her? Gorgeous, smart, fun and gorgeous. I didn't think you had it in you," Kate said, blushing when she realized what she had said aloud.
"Sorry, Dad, it's just that... she's great. But isn't she a little young for you?"
I knew sooner or later the age thing would come up, and we would have to address it head on, the way we addressed everything. I was 44 and Jade was 28. She was in the prime of her youth, and I knew sooner or later she would want to raise a family. I had raised mine, and despite the fact that she had me feeling 10 years younger, I knew I didn't want to raise a second family, having kids at home into my 60s.
Jade must have been thinking about it, too.
"You know we need to talk, Josh," she said one Saturday night after we chewed up the sheets a couple of times, once making love and once fucking each other into the mattress.
"I've been watching you watching me," she said. "We're at that juncture. You're considering asking me to marry you, but you're concerned because you know I want children someday.
"I've been asking myself the same thing, Joshua. You know I love you... but I do want a family of my own someday, and you've been honest with me about not wanting more kids.
"They say timing is everything, and ours just sucks in this case."
I pulled her into my body and kissed her passionately. I knew I would never find another woman quite like Jade.
Several months later I got a call from Kate on a Friday night when she and Bryan were staying with their mother. I was surprised when I looked at the caller ID because neither kid usually called when they were with Traci.
"What's up, kid? Did one of you forget something that I need to bring you?" I asked.
"Uhh... Dad... can you pick up Bryan and me at Methodist Hospital?" she asked. "I'm pretty sure Mom's not going to want us around this weekend."
"Yeah, I can pick you up. What's going on?" I queried.
"Umm... we were eating dinner when somebody rang the bell. We heard some yelling when Mom answered the door, and when we got there, Mom was on the ground with a bloody mouth and some woman standing over her, yelling. From what the strange woman told us, Mom's big, handsome guy is her boyfriend... and he was cheating on her with Mom... so she punched Mom's lights out.
"Mom's got a cut lip and the woman knocked out a front tooth. They're bringing in an oral surgeon to put her tooth back in."
"Aarrgghh! You've got to be kidding me! That's fu... that's just great," I growled into the phone.
"I'm sorry for messing up your weekend, Dad..." Kate started to say.
"Not your fault that your mom is a slut, Kate. Just remember someday not to make the same mistakes as her."
Jade and I were working on a slow exit plan when she asked me one evening if I remembered her boss, Maggie, whom I had met at her company's last two Christmas parties. It would have been tough to forget Maggie, honestly. She was about the same age as me, with shoulder-length auburn hair, bright green eyes and large, wide breasts that preceded her obviously into any room into which she walked. I supposed the extra-large breasts balanced out for the extra 20 pounds she carried on her frame.
I also remembered she was more than a bit of a wise-ass, although not near to the level of Jade. Then again, few were.
"What would you think about giving Mags a chance?" Jade asked. "I mean, if we can't stay together long-term, I think you two would be perfect for one another. She's smart, pretty... the best boss I've ever had. Hell, I wouldn't let her anywhere near you if you and I were thinking long-term."
"You think we'd have a chance? She didn't seem to want to get to know me too much at the Christmas parties..."
"That's because I threatened her bitch-ass to stay away from you. Sometimes you just can't be subtle with some people," she said.
Like me, Maggie had been married once before. Her husband of 16 years had decided that he wanted to be married to a younger woman, so the two had been divorced about four years previously.
I called Maggie and set up a date for the next Saturday night at a Greek restaurant. I know I grinned broadly when she answered her door Saturday night wearing a low-cut tight green sweater.
"Yeah... Jade said you'd like this top," she said brightly. "I got the feeling my girl really knows you."
It was easily the most surreal date I've ever been on. I think Jade told both of us all about the other, because it seemed like we had known each other forever. I also remembered everything I had learned from Jade, meaning I went into the date aggressively; prepared to hold up my end. Maggie certainly held up her end... and by the end of the date I got to hold up her end as well.
"Mmm... I like... a man... who's a gentleman... but still... not afraid... to handle... his business," she mumbled in between kisses at the door of her house.
I found out Maggie really enjoyed kissing... and having her large breasts played with. The latter was a great coincidence as I really enjoyed playing with large breasts.
"Did she wear the green sweater?" Jade asked when she called to find out how our date went. "Those boobs almost have a life of their own, don't they? I mean... not that I'd know."
She cackled cryptically but didn't say any more. I filed that away for future reference.
On our third date, Maggie wore a knee-length sundress braless with a sweater over the top. Even with an unbuttoned sweater over the top, it was easy to tell her breasts were unfettered as they undulated with every breath should took. I tried to be subtle as I watched her breathing, but I could tell by her soft smile I wasn't nearly as subtle as I thought I was.
"Since you're my date, you get to look all you want," she said as we ate. "Jade told me you are a boob man. Quite a coincidence, huh?"
We had sex for the first time that night. I wanted to bring her back to my place, but she insisted we go to hers.
"A woman likes to be loved where she's most comfortable, which for me is in my own bed. We can try your bed next week," she said softly.
Who was I to argue?
Maggie was no kid anymore, but she still looked like sex on a stick to me when I got her naked.
I pride myself on being creative, so I knew I needed to spend more time with Maggie's less obvious body parts, figuring that every man she had been with previously had focused on those large, wonderful boobs. After kissing passionately for several minutes, I reached out and licked her right collarbone, and her immediate reaction was to goosebump up and gently squeal. Perfect. I alternated between both collarbones and both sides of her neck for several minutes while she writhed on her bed underneath me.
I then licked down her body until I reached her belly button. I swirled my tongue around for several minutes before spearing inside as deep as I could go. She was cooing softly until I blew a raspberry--yup, like you do to a baby--and she exploded in the sexiest-sounding laughter I've ever heard. The rest, as they say, was history.
Her first orgasm came about a minute after I dragged my flattened tongue slowly over her opening and then blew a soft breath inside. After that I alternated between licking and sucking her G-spot and clitoris... and she alternated between screaming unintelligibly and screeching my name... until she bucked hard off the bed and tried her best to break my nose. I backed off for several seconds at that point and shook my head to clear it before being rejuvenated and almost literally diving back in with a growl.
I kind of lost count after her sixth spectacular orgasm, but I kept my wits about me enough to know when her body started to tire. At that point I slid myself back up her lush body and took two strokes to push my hard dick into her hot, slick pussy while she moaned in pleasure. We went at it hard and fast for about 20 minutes, and her final orgasm of the session took me over the top with her.
We lay entwined catching our breath for several minutes before either one of us spoke.
"Oh, Lord, how am I going to pay Jade back for this?" she inquired quietly. "It's one thing to borrow a pair of shoes. This is a whole different level of payback."
Eighteen months later, Jade was Maggie's maid of honor at our wedding.
Both of my children were as impressed with Maggie as they were with Jade. Kate couldn't believe that I found two hot women in a row to date, and that I was actually going to marry the second.
Apparently getting blasted by "Thor's" girlfriend had made Traci reflective in a way that my threats hadn't, not that I would ever have struck my ex-wife. According to Kate, she hadn't dated very much since the incident and the resulting dental surgery, and several times she had told my kids that she missed the life we used to have.
"Wow, Mom, why didn't you consider that when you had your slut attack," Kate said she responded. "It's like you ignored everything you and Dad had taught me and Bryan."
Maggie had a son, and between our three kids we wound up with five official grandchildren. We were also unofficial grandparents to Jade's two kids, and we babysat for Jade anytime she and her husband, Chas, needed a night out--after all, Maggie owed her big-time, she always said. I just smiled.
Traci eventually found herself another man, after dating what seemed like half the male population of our town. From what Kate said, every able-bodied man over 30 seemed to want to date her, but none seemed to want to stick around too long. Kate said she constantly reminded her mother to use protection so she wouldn't get pregnant or pick up a sexually transmitted disease.



"Don't embarrass me, Mom," Kate said she constantly reminded her.
I guess turnabout was fair play.
I figured sooner or later Traci would get remarried, but I had to admit I was surprised when I saw her choice. I figured it would be one of the big guys she seemed to prefer, but it wound up being a thin, short milquetoast-looking guy. Hey, if he made her happy...
I rarely talked to my ex-wife after the divorce, being just this side of rude when we were at family events like the weddings of our kids and Christmases. Traci eventually got the hint and stayed away from me.
Epilogue:
I heard from the local police about two years after Maggie and I got married. Seems that Traci's former large fucker ran into a shovel or something similar one night. Of course they wanted to know where I was the previous evening. I figured I was going to get hassled pretty good when I told them I was home alone, with nobody to vouch for me as Maggie was out somewhere with Jade. The two officers just shrugged their shoulders, mumbled their thanks and said they had to move on.
"Dumb bastard apparently made a hobby of cuckolding married guys," one of the cops explained. "You're number four on our list of a dozen. This is off-the-record, of course, but we're not going to cry if one of you guys doesn't confess. Stupid bastard got what he deserved, if you ask me."
Who was I to argue?
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This is just a little note to my favorite "Annie" who likes to point out that I write the same stories over and over again. You know, the nice guy husband gets cheated on but makes a nice comeback with his second wife while the cheating wife either gets hers or doesn't. I'm not going to tell him he's wrong. This is a hobby for me, so I write what I enjoy writing. If you don't enjoy reading my stories... then don't. Simple as that.
Or... here's two challenges for you: first, grow a pair and pick an ID. Second, under that ID, write your own stories and post them.
Yes, another story that's been done before by multiple authors. Three of the best of this story have been done by Nici, Cinical and Cagivagurl.
Ken Jennings had just read a question in the "Hodgepodge" category on Jeopardy when my wife mumbled something that I hoped I didn't hear correctly.
"Pardon me?" I asked in a halting voice as I shifted my gaze from the television to my wife of 25 years.
"I said I've been having an affair with Tony Green for the last year."
My stare turned into a glare as I continued looking at her. My brain replayed her statement.
"What the fuck are you talking about? You've been fucking Tony Green for a year?" I yelled.
She jumped in her seat one place away from me on the sofa. Tears sprang up in her eyes and her delicate hands balled up into fists. I wondered if she was going to start sobbing or attack me.
"You don't have to be crude about it. Yes, Tony and I have been intimate for about the past year," she said in the voice she used when she was trying to be official.
"Crude? Oh yeah, I have to be crude about it, bitch! You've just told me you've been cheating on me. Did you expect me to be civilized like some English nobleman? 'Let's put on the kettle and talk about this,'" I whined at a high volume.
She rolled her eyes at me, which she had to know would incense me even more.
"If you can't speak civilly to me, I guess we don't need to continue this conversation."
She started to rise from her spot, but I grabbed her arm and shoved her back down. That was the closest I'd ever come to hurting her, and for the first time I could see real fear in her eyes.
"You will sit there and we will continue this conversation, regardless of how I speak to you. You've just blown up my world, so you don't get to dictate my civility... unless you're ready to be looking for a different place to sleep tonight.
"Now... start making sense... you cheating slut."
She wrung her hands and looked around the room, carefully avoiding my eyes. She looked... terrified. Frankly, I was terrified, terrified that I might actually do her real physical harm. I was on the verge of hitting a girl for the first time since I punched Susan Mang in kindergarten for stealing my red crayon from my Crayola box.
"I-I have been seeing Tony Green for a little over a year now, and we've been intimate for about the last 12 months. I had to tell you, because the guilt has been killing me," she said quietly, finally looking into my eyes as she finished what I assumed was her confession.
"Wait. Wait. Wait. You had to tell me because the guilt has been killing you, not sorrow for cheating on me? What the fuck am I missing here, Traci?"
"I... umm... I'm not sorry for cheating on you, RJ. I'm sorry I kept it from you for so long. I didn't have the courage to tell you... because I'm not going to stop, at least for a while."
I got up from my spot and sat in the La-Z-Boy across the room, figuring that putting distance between us physically would decrease the chances of me physically assaulting the stupid bitch.
"I love you with all my heart and soul, RJ, but Tony has given me something that I didn't realize I needed, and I'm not ready to give that up anytime in the near future. It's not anything you've done wrong. It's that I've found something out about myself, and I want to keep exploring this."
I was pretty sure there wasn't enough Alka-Seltzer in the world to cure my sudden indigestion... or was this the way it felt when someone ripped your heart out of your chest while you're still alive... at least for a few more minutes. Yet as bad as my stomach felt, my brain suddenly felt like it was slowing to a crawl. I heard the words. I understood the words. But I was struggling to process what they meant in real time.
"How can you tell me you love me right after you tell me you've been cheating on me and are going to continue to do so?" I queried. "You cheating on me certainly isn't loving me..."
"My not telling you for so long was because I love you," she interrupted. "I knew this would hurt you terribly, and I didn't want to do that."
"Obviously, I didn't have a clue about your affair, so why did you tell me after a year? To rub it in my face that you got one over on me, or to brag that you could attract somebody better... somebody more handsome, more well-built, maybe having a bigger dick. What the fuck, Traci," I said.
"I felt guilty about going behind your back. I knew I needed to tell you so I... could feel better about myself."
"So dropping this bombshell on me is all about you being able to feel better about yourself, despite the fact that you're a cheating slut? You can't be fucking serious."
"But I am serious. Now that you know, it won't be cheating anymore."
Her smile was as innocent as that of a virgin sitting on a swing in a pristine garden. Somehow, she really believed the bullshit she was trying to sell me. What happened to the woman I married a quarter-century ago? Up until a few minutes ago, I would have said she was sitting next to me on the sofa; now I was pretty sure she had been replaced by some alien.
"Knowing about your affair doesn't mean you're not cheating on me. I didn't agree to you having a lover; that was your decision unilaterally. You went outside of our marriage, outside of our vows. Therefore, you're cheating, and have been a cheating slut for a year, by your own admission," I growled.
"So you're saying that it would have been better if I would have kept my own secret. That what you didn't know wouldn't have hurt you?"
"Yes. No. I guess truthfully, if I didn't know I wouldn't be hurt, but that's not the point. You shouldn't have cheated on me in the first place, especially if you love me as much as you say. You lied to me... at least by omission and probably in deed, and you disrespected me, in addition to breaking our wedding vows."
She hung her head at my pronouncement, at least for a few seconds.
"But the reason you didn't know about the sex with Tony was because we were incredibly discreet so we wouldn't hurt you, and so no one else would find out so you wouldn't be embarrassed. You never knew, and I never denied you anything in the bedroom. If anything, I think our sex life has probably improved in the last year, in part because I feel so much better about myself sexually and feel so energized."
"Admittedly, our sex life has been better in the last year, but that's probably because of what you've been doing with your lover. Don't you think it would have been better for us if we had done things together, as a husband and wife, instead of you stepping outside of our marriage to 'get energized.'"
I made little air quotes with my fingers to emphasize that last point.
"If a tree falls in a forest and there is no one there to hear it, is there still no disrespect?" I asked.
She dropped her eyes again, then looked up at me. She didn't answer my question.
"So... can't we just continue on as we have been?" she asked in a small voice. "It won't be forever... and we will continue to be discreet. You will never know."
I truly loved this woman, but there was no way I could live with the current situation. I wasn't one of those guys who could share his wife, whether I knew it or not. To me, sex is never "just sex" when it involves my wife.
"You've got to be kidding, Traci. It was bad enough when you were doing it behind my back. No way I'm letting you and Tony Green continue this affair. I'll have to think real hard about not divorcing you for the fucking you've already done with him."
She looked shocked at first when I mentioned divorce. Then her look morphed into what I would call a smirk.
"You won't divorce me, RJ. I know this hurts, but I also know you love me. And you're smart enough to know that if you divorce me, I'll get half of our stuff and I'll still be having sex with Tony. And you will be alone."
It was my turn to look shocked. Considering she loved me so much, she had apparently been doing some homework. The look on her face when she announced that to me told me something as well.
I spoke with an attorney a few days later and he told me that Traci's assessment was correct. Still, there was no way I could ever look at myself in the mirror if I just let her affair continue. Sooner or later, I would have to kill her lover. Divorcing her and being alone seemed to be a better option than killing her lover and spending the rest of my life in a jail cell, maybe trying to avoid gang rape in the showers if what the movies say is correct.
Traci worked as a physical therapist at the local hospital. She went in at 7 AM and finished at 4 PM. I worked from 8 to 6, sometimes later, as a bookkeeper for a small steel factory at the edge of town. That gave Traci more than enough time every day to have her affair, whether I knew it or not. Previously, I was a happy idiot, secure in my life due to my cluelessness. Now I felt like each day was a challenge. I began to chew Tums like candy. I flinched every time she tried to kiss me, wondering if another man's dick had been in her mouth hours--or even minutes--before. The very thought of having sex with her would anger me on my good days, enrage me on my bad ones.
"I always clean up. I would never give you sloppy seconds," she said one night after I turned her down again for sex.
"Always? There's never been a time where I haven't had seconds... or hasn't been a time where maybe you haven't had a good long shower?"
She dropped her eyes and didn't answer. Fuck. Holy shit. The very thought that I may have eaten another man's cum from her pussy sent me scrambling to the bathroom to lose my dinner.
She was sitting up looking perturbed when I came out of the bathroom. She reminded me that I had eaten her out several times after first coming in her.
"Don't act like you don't realize there's a difference between tasting my own cum and eating out another man's load. Would you be okay sucking my dick after I had it inside another woman?"
"Like you could actually attract a hot 20-something," she giggled.
Traci would never know it, but that was the moment that everything changed for me.
Traci giggled again as I got back into bed. I could see a look of ridicule on her face as she thought about her last statement. I'd like to think I'm a pretty good-looking guy and I'm pretty fit for my age, but both Traci and I know that she is way above my pay grade in the looks department. I was fully cognizant that I'd probably never be able to attract a pretty 20-something, but it's not like I'm a troll and couldn't attract anybody decent.
I turned my back to my wife and did some thinking before I drifted off. Okay, I couldn't get a 20-something, but what was wrong with some 40-something pussy? Yeah, that could work, I thought to myself as I drifted off.
My plan was simple. Traci had several friends who were single, most of those being divorced. It would take some lying on my part, but then again, considering the lying my wife had done to get us to this point, I had no qualms doing. I just needed one of her friends to agree.
Allison Rosario was a beautiful dark-haired, full-bodied woman in her early 40s who had been one of Traci's close friends for about two decades. We didn't interact too often individually, but we had always gotten along pretty well. I could tell she was surprised when I called.
After some quick pleasantries, I got right to it. I explained to Allison that Traci was cheating on me with a younger man, and we had decided to open our marriage to make it fair to me. I inquired if she wanted to go out with me... and maybe see where the evening led.
There was complete silence on the line. She gasped when I said Traci was cheating on me, so I could tell she was putting the pieces together in her mind, which is exactly what I wanted her to do. I was throwing my cheating slut wife under the bus while asking one of her best friends to sleep with me.
"We'd need to be completely discreet here, Allison," I added in my most sincere tone. "The deal is we don't talk about our extracurricular activities."
"Wow. I'm kind of shocked here, RJ," she said. "Miss Prim and Proper Traci has been cheating on you? Who with? For how long?" she asked rapid fire.
"His name's Tony Green. I guess she works with him. They've been going at it for about a year, she recently told me."
"She told you? You didn't catch her?" Allison asked.
"She told me," I said. "She liked the sex but she didn't feel right going behind my back. We talked about it and decided to open up our marriage, to be fair to me. So... you're my first ask."
"I guess I'm honored, RJ, but I'm still shocked that Traci would have cheated on you. Can I call her or something to confirm this?"
"I guess you can confirm her cheating, but then we won't be going out. Those are her rules. You know I'm telling the truth about her cheating. You know I'm not a liar," I said while lying.
"Yeah, Traci always said you were one of the most honest people she'd ever met. I'm intrigued. Give me a few days to think about it. Traci and I may not be best friends, but I don't want to hurt her."
Allison couldn't see my smile. This lying thing was a lot easier than I figured it would be.
Our date on Thursday night a week later couldn't have gone much better, once I got Allison off the fact that Traci was a cheater. She seemed to be as shocked as I was at that development. She knew who Traci's paramour was, and said that she could see why my wife would choose him for what we both assumed was her first affair.
Always a good dresser, Allison certainly didn't disappoint me when I picked her up at her apartment. She was wearing a tight sweater with the top three buttons undone, resulting in her showing a good amount of creamy white breasts. Her chic, skintight jeans showed that she kept herself in "fighting trim."
Continuing on with my new skill of lying, I had told Traci that I had a late meeting and would be home no later than midnight and that she shouldn't wait up on me. Allison and I had a good meal, then went to a quiet bar for a nice drink and conversation. After that we adjourned to her apartment and, after some initial butterflies, we wound up in her bed with her riding first my face and then my dick like a rodeo star, providing play-by-play as well.
She got off four times before I couldn't hold off anymore and came like a freight train, that being the first time in quite a while for me. Afterward, we lay entwined on her bed giggling and playing kissy face like teenagers. She told me I was the first man she'd had in several months, and I made her wait worthwhile.
"So you're saying we should do this again?" I inquired.
"Oh yeah. If Traci is willing to share you...well, I'm not going to pass that up."
"Okay, then, I need to make some arrangements," I said.
In the next few weeks, I supposedly joined a Tuesday night bowling league and began going out with my co-workers for drinks on Thursday nights... at least that's what I told Traci. She readily agreed that I needed to have some time on my own, probably thinking she could have more time with her lover. With my eyes now completely opened, I recognized her altruism for what it was. Still, what was good for the goose...
I enjoyed Allison's body several times over the next several weeks, and I know she enjoyed mine equally. I know she also enjoyed getting one over on Traci, even though they were supposedly good friends. She expressed the fact that Traci had always talked about how important fidelity was in a marriage, and here she was being a slut. She wondered aloud if Tony was her first lover. Believe me, that was the very same thing I was pondering in my head.
Despite being married for 25 years, I apparently had no clue about what goes on in the female brain, because what came next threw me for another loop. After a robust lovemaking session with Allison, she told me she had to go away for a week... but then she offered up another of Traci's close single friends for an alternate.
"S-seriously?" I stammered, completely blown away by that offer.
"Absolutely. I know several of Traci's friends would absolutely kill to have a shot at you. They just wouldn't ever make a move on you, though, because you are Traci's husband, and friends don't fuck friends' spouses... unless, well, it's something crazy like this. I mean, if you were single, I know a lot of her friends would be lining up to... date you," she giggled, wiggling her eyebrows.
"I can give you a few numbers, and let you do your thing... except there's one caveat. You and I have been going bareback, but if you still intend to play with me, you've got to wear a condom with the others. I love the girls, but who knows who everyone has been with. This way we're not taking any chances. Having fun is one thing, but there's no reason to be careless or stupid."
Hmm. Somebody has been giving this some thought... actually, a lot of thought. My plan just got upgraded and upsized. God bless you, Allison.
Allison's list had five names on it. All the women were decent-looking and nice. None were supermodels or could probably compete with 20-somethings, but that's not what I was looking for. I was simply looking for a good sex partner to get some revenge on my wife.
I decided to go through the list alphabetically. Grace Hansen, a mid-40s blonde with a few extra pounds and the tits of a goddess, was up first. I gave her the same opening spiel I gave Allison, and she announced she was in before I finished. Like Allison, part of her agreement came because it was a way to stick it to my wife, who, I was finding out, was kind of a smug bitch around her divorced friends.
"She's not necessarily subtle when she throws her marriage to you in our faces," Grace said. "Who would have thought Little Miss Goody Two Shoes had a dark side. And the chance to get a shot at you... hell yeah, I'm in."
I made up my mind that I would enjoy every woman for what each had to offer. I wouldn't compare any of them, because not only wasn't it fair to them, it wasn't fair to me. I would treat each woman like a fine meal to be consumed at a leisurely, enjoyable pace.
All five of the other women said yes to my inquiries about sex. I have to admit it was an exciting time in my life... having regular sex with six different women. The women helped bolster my "fragile male ego," reassuring me that Traci's decision to cheat on me was probably not my fault, as she had said. Traci's friends repeatedly told me that I still had it.
Probably because she had been living such a great life fucking her boy-toy several times a week, Traci never said a word to me about the fact that we hadn't had sex in almost six months, until one day she finally did. We hadn't slept in the same bed since she told me she was cheating on me, and she only tried to initiate sex with me once or twice early on after she told me. I turned her down harshly, so I knew she wouldn't try it again anytime in the near future. The near future turned into the far future as well, until my wife remembered she and I were supposed to be more than just roommates.
"How about we go out and see if we can't resurrect something of a sex life, RJ? Go to a restaurant, maybe hit a club, then come home and play the night away. Come to think about it, it's been a long time since we've done anything. You've got to be building some big muscles in that right arm of yours."



"This isn't on me, Traci. I'm not the one who decided to include Tony Green in our marriage," I said. "You keep telling me you love me, but if you really did then you'd stop fucking Tony Green. Maybe then we could consider... just consider... saving our marriage."
"We've had this discussion. I-I'm still not ready to end my journey to find out who I am," she said.
"That's bullshit, Traci, and you know it. You can't have it both ways. Just because I haven't pulled the trigger yet doesn't mean I won't at some point. You can only abuse my love for so long," I said.
"If I could get you back in our bed I could show you I'm not abusing your love," she said.
"No, fucking me stupid doesn't show me you love me. It just shows me that you think I live to make my dick happy.
"I won't share you with another man. I keep telling you that. I. Don't. Share."
I was well aware that my marriage had deteriorated to Traci and I being little more than roommates as the next six months went by. If she noticed, she never said. At the same time, however, my overall sex life was flourishing. At 47, I was having good to great sex several times a week with a mix of six different women. I called them my sex-pack, and it was like living out a fantasy.
I never asked any of the women if they were sleeping with other men in addition to me. From the way they talked, they all knew that I was doing the whole group of friends. I grew to enjoy all six emotionally as well as sexually. Not wanting to be a pig, I inquired occasionally if everything was going as well for "my women" as it was for me in this relationship. To a woman, they all said they wished we could have started this much earlier.
They all also expressed the opinion that my wife was obviously an idiot to give another woman the chance to steal me away from her. It was nice to hear that, although sad at the same time.
If Traci had any second thoughts about our current lifestyle, I would have thought that our week vacation in the Jacksonville, Florida, area would have brought them to the forefront. That's exactly what happened on the second day, when we spent a great day at the Jacksonville Zoo, then went to a high-end restaurant followed by a dance club.
I could tell Traci was feeling amorous by the end of the evening, and she practically attacked me when we got back to our room that night. We were soon kissing passionately on the king-size bed in the room, but when we got to the part where clothes would have normally been coming off, I stopped and got off the bed, quelling the action.
Traci looked stunned, her eyes wild with lust. She tried to talk, but no words came out. I walked over to the TV, turned it on and sat down in a chair to watch some inane movie; I couldn't tell what.
"Wh-what the fuck, RJ?" Traci screamed at me, her ability to speak suddenly returned.
"I... I'm sorry if I led you on, Traci. I shouldn't have done that," I apologized softly.
"You... what? Led me on..." she mumbled. "Nooo... we're on vacation, RJ. It's just you and me. Why can't we reconnect?"
I looked at her sadly.
"Because you'll be back in Tony Green's bed two days after we get home... if it takes that long. This changes nothing for you, does it?" I asked.
She looked away. For a second I wondered if she was feeling guilty. Then she turned back around and smirked at me.
"I decide who gets my body, and when. If you can't live with that..."
"Obviously I have a problem with that, which is why we're not going to have sex as long as you're still fucking your boy-toy," I answered.
She harrumphed, got up off the bed and went into the bathroom. She came back out a few minutes later, her hair re-brushed and her outfit straightened up. She posed for a second, I'm assuming so I could see what she'd done, then headed for the door.
"I'm going out. Don't wait up," she huffed.
I had wondered, but never asked, if she was exclusive with Tony. Considering she didn't seem to hesitate before going out, I had my answer. I wondered if Tony knew she was doing to him what she had done to me. I, for one, wasn't going to tell him.
I gave her a big wave but never responded audibly. She harrumphed again and slammed the door on the way out.
I peeked at my watch to see she had been gone 2-1/2 hours when she quietly let herself back in the room. She stripped, walked into the bathroom and took a quick shower. I continued to pretend I was asleep facing away from her side when she quietly slipped into bed.
"Thank you for showering," I said quietly after about a minute.
She took a longer shower in the morning after I took mine. We went down to breakfast in the hotel.
"Do you use the same lame excuses on Tony when you go out on him... or haven't you told him the way you told me. Considering telling me didn't work out too well for you, I would think that you've been smart enough not to tell him," I said.
She grimaced while she chewed on her food. She continued to watch me for several long seconds and I watched several emotions play across her face. She decided to maintain her silence.
The rest of the week went off without incident. We resumed a friendly if somewhat standoffish relationship for the remainder of the vacation, although she stopped the whispered "I love yous" she had done several times during the first two days.
I let things continue as they were for another two months after our vacation before I decided to pull the plug on my sham of a marriage. By this point Traci had been sleeping with her lover for more than two years. Even if she quit him that day, there was no fucking way I could ignore two fucking years of her fucking another man, no matter how many times she told me she loved me. She had to know this was coming.
I idly wondered if she had fucked her lover earlier in the day as I descended the stairs after changing clothes when I got home from work. She had dinner on the table a few minutes later.
I waited until Traci was about halfway through her meal when I dropped my bomb, using the same phrase she had used on me when she announced her affair.
"I've been having an affair with Allison Rosario for a little more than a year," I dropped into the middle of what had been a conversation about which movie we were going to stream that night.
"Wait. What?" she said quietly after a delay of several seconds.
"I said I've been having an affair with Allison Rosario for a little more than a year."
I watched her face as it switched shades from pale white to flushed red. Wait for it...
"You son...
I stopped her cold by holding up my hand in a stop motion, then started talking again.
"And Grace Hansen, Barbie Parker, Connie Lewis, Shae Turner and Nancy Sweetin."
I know I grinned like a smug bastard. My wife's mouth opened in shock as she stared back at me. She made a strangled sound, then coughed to clear her throat.
"How... how could you do this to me? Those are all friends of mine," she hissed.
I continued grinning at her while she continued starting back at me for several long seconds.
"Hello. I'm the guy married to the woman who's been fucking a young guy from her office for more than two years now... because she's finding herself or some such bullshit."
She looked like I had just slapped her, like she couldn't believe what I was saying.
"You... you fucked my friends to get revenge on me?" she asked barely above a whisper.
"Sort of," I replied. "It started out as revenge with Allison, but then it got to be much more when the others came on board. Call it revenge and finding myself, if you will."
Traci deflated right in front of me. I could see her brain was working overtime.
"You told my friends about my affair with Tony? How could you do that to me, and to yourself for that matter. You outed yourself as a cuckold," she said.
"Yes, I did, and I also outed you as a slut. I told your friends that after you had been cheating on me for a year, we decided to open our marriage to be fair to me. Each one of your friends was on board with the plan... once they got over their shock at your behavior," I explained.
"You lied to them. We never opened our marriage!" she yelled at me.
"Huh. Imagine from whom I learned that skill? Turns out I'm pretty good at it, although I have to admit I came clean to each of them after a little bit because I felt guilty... but considering you were cheating, all of your friends decided I should be able to get some, too, so they all decided we should continue to play around."
"Wow. None of my so-called friends gave you up... for over a year. So I'm guessing you must have satisfied them.
"Wait a minute! Is that why you haven't made love to me... in forever?" she screeched.
"Actually, if you recall, I haven't touched you since you announced your affair to me. I didn't start... seeking my own affair for a year after you. I gave you every chance to stop yours, but you kept telling me you weren't ready to do that. I'm really not sure it would have made a difference if you would have quit after screwing around for a year, but after two years, well, not a chance in hell. Besides, there's no way I want to give up my women. This finding myself thing... is really great," I asserted.
She had stopped eating completely and was glaring at me with malicious intent.
"So why are you telling me now after doing this for a year?" she snarled. "Are you rubbing your revenge in my face?"
"I guess I am, but that's not why I'm telling you now. I'm telling you because I've decided to end this joke of a marriage. I'm tired of living with a roommate who insists she loves me but won't stop cheating with another man. When did you stop respecting me? Did that happen before you stopped loving me, or after?"
I could see the anger rising. I pre-empted her next comment by raising my hand and continuing to talk.
"You will be served divorce papers at home late tomorrow afternoon. If you aren't home because you're busy fucking your lover, the server will show up at his apartment. Failing that, you will be served at the hospital the next morning. So it's up to you how bad you want this to look. I'm trying to be respectful, after all we did have a pretty good run and you gave me two great kids."
She exhaled loudly.
"I know you don't believe me, but I still love you, RJ. I'm not going to be with Tony forever, then you and I can go back to being what we used to be," she said.
I was proud of myself for not laughing in her face. She could see that I wasn't buying it.
"I'll be home tomorrow afternoon. Thank you for being considerate," she said quietly as I got up and walked away.
A week after I filed, I got a phone call from my mother-in-law. Traci's mother and I had always gotten along great, and we had become even closer after Traci's father died three years ago of a heart attack. Mom still lived in her home about an hour away from us, and we usually drove over to visit her at least once a month. I usually brought my tool kit with me when we went, and I did the little fix-it things around her home that my father-in-law had always done.
"Robert, I'm very disappointed in you," she said when I answered the phone. "I know there are going to be rough spots and spats in every marriage, but you can't just run away from an argument after 25 years of marriage."
I knew from the first minute that Meredith was incredibly mad at me. She and my parents were the only ones who called me by my given name, and that was only when they were upset with me. Her being upset with me told me that Traci tried to soft soap the reason I filed for divorce.
Meredith continued to lecture me for another couple of minutes before I lost my temper and interrupted her diatribe somewhere between Adam and Eve and Harry and Bess Truman.
"Mom... Mom! What reason did Traci give you for my filing?" I interjected.
"She said you got jealous over her friendship with a co-worker of hers. Really, Robert, she's a big girl, and she's allowed to have male friends as well as female friends. This is the 21st century after all..."
I stopped listening after another minute and waited for her to take a breath before jumping back in.
"By any chance, did she happen to mention that she'd been having sex with this friend for the past two years?" I inquired.
I heard Meredith gasp, then fall completely silent. The quiet lasted for about 30 seconds, and for a brief moment I thought she might have passed out on the other end of the call, which was still showing active despite the quiet.
"You can't be serious, Robert! Traci loves you completely and would never do that to you," she rushed out.
"The confession came from her lips, Mom. She admitted to fu... having sex with some young guy for more than a year... and apparently the sex was so good that she wasn't going to stop for a while longer. It's been over another year now and from what she says they are still going at it several times a week. She was lying to me for over a year, and has been disrespecting me for over two. Do you call her having sex with another man being loving to me, because I sure as hell don't," I said.
"I-I-I... I don't know what to say, Robert," Meredith responded shakily. "Her father and I certainly didn't raise her that way. I don't know what to say to you... except I'm sorry for what she's done and extremely embarrassed."
"At least one of you is sorry. She's certainly not," I grumbled.
Twenty minutes after I got off the phone with Meredith, Traci called me in an absolute shitfit. After calling me several words that I had never heard her use before, she asked me how I could throw her under the bus to her mother.
"What happens in our marriage is private and should stay just between us!" she screamed at me over the phone line.
"Except what happened wasn't in our marriage. You went outside of our marriage, and then you lied to your mother about it. I just told her the truth, after she accused me of being unreasonable over your friendship with another man. You called fucking another man a friendship... really, Traci? I would think after all the practice you've had lying the last couple of years, you could have at least done better than that."
I heard her start crying over the line.
"She called me a slut... a whore. She said she's glad my father wasn't alive so he didn't have to hear about this. It would have killed him."
"It hasn't done much for me either, Traci," I said blandly before ending the call.
Traci's attorney tried to get counseling, but when my attorney noted to the judge that my wife told me repeatedly she wasn't going to stop having sex with her lover, the judge looked unimpressed, to say the least.
"Is this true, Mrs. Lyons, and keep in mind this is a courtroom, and even though you are not under oath, Iying directly to me would still be considered perjury," the judge noted sternly.
She turned to her attorney, mouth open in shock, I guessed, before the two leaned into each other for a quick, quiet conference. I couldn't hear what they were saying, but I saw her attorney nod several times.
"Yes, your honor," she rasped. "But that..."
She shut up immediately when the judge raised his eyebrows in what I assumed was reproach.
"Counseling denied. Let's not waste any more of Mr. Lyons' time," the judge said harshly.
"I shouldn't have said a damn thing," Traci said under her breath but loud enough that I could hear her. "I grew a conscience because I loved him. If I didn't say anything, I'd still be married."
Neither one of our children wanted to believe that Traci cheated on me. Both were surprised when I told them she confessed to me.
"Oh... shit. In that case..." our daughter mumbled over the phone during our conference call a day after I filed.
"So... any chance of reconciliation?" our son asked. "You guys have been married for a quarter-century. Surely that's earned her some... points toward forgiveness?"
"She's been having sex with this guy for more than two years now," I answered. "She confessed after she had been sleeping with him for a year. I've tried for over a year to get her to stop, but apparently this young guy makes her feel sexy and younger. She wants to keep exploring this for a while longer. I can't figure out why she think's I'd be good with this. We've always agreed that infidelity is a game-changer, but somewhere along the way she figured the rules no longer applied to her."
"You've always given her whatever she's asked for, Dad," my son noted. "Maybe she figured you'd eventually give in on this, too."
"Apparently. But in this case, she was wrong."
Thanks in large part to my women, my life was coming along much better than it probably would have been if I had let Traci continue to dominate my life. A year after my divorce was final, I was still rotating among four of the six, the other two having moved on to become exclusive with other men. We left as friends, and I totally understood and respected their decision to stick with one man, especially after my ex-wife couldn't seem to do that.
Being divorced meant that I could spend more time with each of my women. We didn't have to worry about where we went and who saw us together. Also, on the weekends, my date could spend the entire night at my place, instead of us being on the clock, so to speak.
After the third of my six women left to become exclusive with another man, I realized I had a big decision to make. I needed to decide if one of my three remaining women could be the one I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, or if I needed to move on and let all the women move on as well. I decided we all needed to talk, so I called an "executive board" meeting at my house. I brought in a full meal from my favorite Italian food place with several bottles of fine Italian wine.
I had explained to each woman what the meeting was to be about, so no one was ambushed. We were all friends, so at the least I anticipated a fun evening. It was Allison, Grace and Shae. Both Allison and Grace were divorcees, and Shae was a widow who would have been a divorcee had her cheating husband not gotten killed in a car accident when he ran off the road at high speed while getting a blowjob from his mistress.
We had started on the appetizers when Grace got right to it.
"What if we decide that none of us wants to go to the finish line with you?" she asked snarkily.
It got real quiet at the table for about five seconds before the women all broke out in fits of giggling.
"Gotcha!" they yelled in unison.
In the end, we left the possible future of our lives up to "Rock, Paper, Scissors." Just kidding. The three women made me leave the room and as I was later told, they had a very serious decision as to who would get to be the first one to see if one was, indeed, "the one."
Maybe because of the circumstances of her husband's death, Shae seemed to be the most damaged of my women. Outside of the sex, getting to know Shae emotionally was slow going in the time we had been sex partners. In particular, she seemed to have major trust issues, which made sense to me. That was one of the reasons she liked our "arrangement," she told me. She had always been impressed with me from what Traci had said about me, and with the six friends involved she didn't think I would dare try anything too objectionable.
She admitted to being worried about being in a full one-on-one relationship, something she hadn't done in the five years since her husband's death.
"I'm not sure I could go through that again, RJ. If you decide I'm not the one, tell me first. Don't do me wrong. Don't keep secrets from me," she pleaded with me.
"The same for you with me, Shae. My ex really hurt my ability to trust another person with my heart."
It wasn't always perfect, but somehow our two damaged souls became one, so to speak. Allison and Grace seemed truly happy for us, although it didn't stop them from grousing about not getting a shot with me one-on-one. I told both I would always have a special place in my heart for them, as I would for my other three women. All of them helped me survive the worst period of my life. I would be in their debt forever.



The wedding a year later was a small one, just a few select family and friends.
Although I never asked about their mother, my kids kept me somewhat informed about what was happening in her life.
Traci opted to keep the house in the divorce, giving me more of our cash to balance out for that. Six months after the divorce was final, she moved in her boy-toy, making that part of her threat two years previous a reality. I think my kids took more exception to that than I did at that point.
Surprisingly, that arrangement didn't last very long because Tony was gone from both my former home and Traci's life about 18 months later. According to my kids, the split was amicable. Tony wanted children of his own. Traci wasn't going to provide them for him in her early fifties.
According to my daughter, Traci dated several more youngsters over the next year or so until menopause finally slowed her libido. She explained to my daughter that she chose younger men because she knew men her own age were only good for once a night, and she had gotten used to two or three times every session with Tony.
"Sue me. I like sex. I like sex a lot," she told Karen.
"TMI, Mom. TMI," my daughter said she responded.
Epilogue:
Although I had considered getting some sort of vengeance on Tony Green, I never did, not wanting to wind up in jail over that fuckhead. My son, however, had my back. He was still single when Tony finally got married, and made it his personal mission to seduce the young woman Tony had wed. It took him almost six months to get it done, but when he finally did, he and Mrs. Green were going at it several times each week for about six months before Derek finally sent an anonymous text to Tony with an attached video.
I know it was childish, but I still snickered like a demented loon as I watched my son hit the send button on his phone as we sat on the sofa in his apartment drinking beer.
"She was a really good fuck, Dad, but I'm glad I could help you get some closure on the bastard. Think this dish was served cold enough?"
"Ice, Derek. Ice," I responded.
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Rollie Meminger loved his mother-in-law, but spending time in a hot attic on a sunny spring day had him rethinking some of his recent life decisions. This one, for example.
When he had originally agreed to help his mother-in-law with her spring cleaning, he didn't anticipate 85 degrees on April 4, even if it was Atlanta, Georgia. He was bringing boxes up to her attic above the second story, and he figured it had to be about 100 degrees in the storage space.
He had just carried a box of Christmas decorations up to the attic and was back on the first floor, breathing heavily despite being in pretty good physical condition for a 45-year-old man.
"You've got a hell of a lot of boxes up there, Mom," he commented. "Anything that maybe needs thrown out?"
Helen Satterthwaite reflected thoughtfully for a few seconds before answering.
"Actually, there are several boxes up there that are your wife's that you could take home with you. They've got her name written on them. Been sitting up there forever. Probably a half-dozen or more. They could take up space in your attic."
"I can do that," Rollie responded. "Next time I head up, I'll find them and start bringing them down."
"Thank you, dear," she said, her love for her son-in-law evident.
Rollie and Helen's daughter, Liz, had been married for 22 years and had dated for two years before that. Helen and her late husband, Luke, had really come to love Rollie, and that love was reciprocated, which is why Rollie was helping his mother-in-law on this day.
After Rollie trudged back up to the attic with yet another box of Christmas decorations, he looked around at the piles of boxes and found several with his wife's name written on them. There were four with Liz's name on them, so Rollie moved them aside to carry downstairs later. He still had two more boxes to bring up.
Rollie looked at the four boxes off to the side after he brought up the final boxes. He decided to take a peek inside to see if they were worth taking home.
The first box Rollie looked into had several Barbie dolls and accessories in it. He knew those were probably worth something, so that box was definitely going home with him.
The second box contained what appeared to be dozens of old photographs of his wife at various ages, several old report cards and... a sonogram. What the fuck! The sonogram was dated from 24 years ago. Rollie felt sick to his stomach.
When he calmed down, Rollie looked over the sonogram as if he was a doctor, examining every part of the document. The sonogram revealed that it did indeed belong to Liz Satterthwaite, and indicated the fetus shown in the test was several weeks old.
Rollie's mouth suddenly got dry, his hands started to shake. The time frame indicated on the sonogram was the summer before Rollie and Liz's senior year at Tulane University in New Orleans, Louisiana. The two had dated for most of their junior years and had been exclusive since before spring break. They had even discussed getting married in the future before they went to their respective homes for the summer, Rollie to Des Moines, Iowa, and Liz to Atlanta.
Rollie and Liz talked every week during the summer break. He never looked at another girl during the summer and assumed Liz hadn't dated either. She never indicated she had been anything other than Rollie's loyal girlfriend, but apparently blatantly lying to him the whole time.
Rollie sat down on the attic floor and again fought hard to keep his lunch inside his stomach. The more Rollie thought about things, the worse it got. He was positive she wasn't pregnant when she returned to school in August, although she did put him off from sex for several weeks by claiming to have had a yeast infection.
Getting pregnant and having a secret abortion didn't exactly scream celibacy, let alone exclusivity.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
The two got married a year after they graduated, and up until five minutes ago, Rollie would have said the marriage was just about perfect. They had a son, Greg, 20, and a daughter, Jeannie, 18. They both had good jobs and lived in a nice house in a good neighborhood.
Rollie got up from the floor, put the sonogram into his pocket and closed the box he was looking into. He checked the two unopened boxes and found nothing of importance. He then brought all four boxes downstairs and loaded them into the trunk of his car.
He would have liked to have gone home at that point, but he knew his mother-in-law had a few more small tasks for him to do. While he did those tasks, he wondered if his mother-in-law and late father-in-law knew about their daughter's despicable deception. He felt his stomach twist at that thought.
Helen looked askance when she saw Rollie flinch as they hugged good-bye an hour later.
"You don't look so good, Rollie. Maybe you should rest a bit before you drive home," Helen said.
"It's only an hour, Mom. I'll be okay. Just a small headache," Rollie said. "Probably got too much heat in the attic."
By the time Rollie got home, the small headache had turned into a large one, and his stomach had joined the fray. He had so many questions, but he knew that getting answers would most likely lead to a shitstorm. Was he ready for the possibility of destroying his marriage and his life?
Liz had dinner almost ready to be served when Rollie walked in the door. She expected him to have a good appetite after working at her mother's house for most of the day, so she was disappointed when he said he had a queasy stomach and didn't want to eat. He reached into a cabinet and pulled out a packet of Alka-Seltzer and dropped the tablets into a glass of water.
"Maybe you should go lie down for a while," she said to her husband.
He agreed and went to the couple's bedroom to lie down. He didn't fall asleep, though, because his brain was too busy asking--and not being able to answer--questions, such as how many times in their relationship his wife had cheated on him, and were his son and daughter his biological children?
Rollie got up from his supposed nap no more rested than when he laid down. He sat quietly in his recliner for the remainder of the night. Liz knew something was wrong with her husband, but he wasn't talking... literally.
Rollie tossed and turned all night when the couple went to bed. By the time he got out of bed Sunday morning, he knew that unlike his wife, he couldn't act like everything was sweetness and light in their marriage. He would not live a lie.
He waited until he and his wife sat down at the table for dinner before blowing up the world for both of them. Liz had just put a forkful of lasagna in her mouth when Rollie slid a copy of the sonogram toward her plate.
Rollie quickly realized he should have waited for her to swallow her mouthful because he found it really disgusting when she spit that quid of food back onto her plate with a loud gurgle. He almost threw up right there. She, on the other hand, was having her own reaction, turning so red in the face she was almost purple, her eyes getting as big as saucers, as the saying goes.
"Fuck," she whispered, the first time in their 25-year relationship he had ever heard her drop the "F-bomb." "Wh-wh-where did you get that?"
Needless to say, dinner was over at that point.
Her eyes still wide and her face still almost purple, she slowly reached over to the sonogram, running her fingertips over it as if it was Braille and she was a blind person reading it. She stared at the paper and Rollie stared at her for probably the longest 15 seconds of both their lives.
"You need to give me back the original. It's mine and I want it back!" she snapped at him harshly.
"In due time, my dear," he responded softly. "Do you want to fill in the blanks for me?"
"Not really," she said as she glared at him, "But I don't suppose at this point you'll take that as an acceptable answer. Will you?"
Rollie shook his head while staring back at the woman he had considered the center of his universe up until a day previous. He watched her emotions play out across her face as she considered exactly how much truth to tell him, knowing that too much would end their marriage just as surely as if he caught her in a lie. She quickly wondered exactly how much he already knew.
"I hooked up with my old high school sweetheart several times that summer. You know, the one I told you about, the one who took my virginity. I got pregnant... I had an abortion. I told you I had a yeast infection when we got back to school so I had a little more time to heal internally.
"I made a mistake. You didn't need to know. Haven't I been a good wife and mother all these years?"
Rollie expected tears. What he got instead was almost a self-satisfied smirk. To say he was surprised was an understatement.
Rollie was also surprised by how economical she was with her explanation... and the fact that she hadn't apologized for any of it.
"Despite the fact that we were supposed to be exclusive and were talking about marriage, you fucked an old boyfriend several times, got knocked up, had an abortion and kept all this from me for all these years... and you call that a mistake and tell me I didn't need to know. That's what you're going with?" he asked, his voice dripping incredulity.
Liz dropped her eyes momentarily. Even to her ears, the way Rollie explained it made her actions sound heinous and heartless.
"We weren't married then, so I wasn't cheating on you. And since we've been married, I've never once looked at another man that way," she cried in her defense. "That was almost 25 years ago, before we were married."
"Were we or were we not supposed to be exclusive at that time? We were exclusive. We were even talking marriage. You cheated on me, no matter what you want to call it," Rollie growled. "And you getting knocked up and having an abortion without mentioning any of this to me is the height of deception, you bitch. Don't you think I had a right to know any of that?"
"We really hadn't talked too much about our past when we got together. The past was the past. Neither one of us was a virgin. What difference did one more guy for me make to our relationship?" she questioned.
"Except this one wasn't before us," Rollie growled. "We were together... a couple... supposedly a committed couple... but one of us obviously wasn't quite as committed. And we're not even getting to the pregnancy and abortion. You wanted him, you got him... and his kid."
Liz suddenly got up from her spot at the table, picked up her plate and dumped the mess she had made in the garbage. She peeked up at Rollie and saw the light bulb go off above his head--figuratively.
"At least answer me this, Liz. Did your parents know about you and what's his name? Did they know about you aborting their grandchild?"
She looked up at her husband with what he thought was a deer in the headlights look. He knew she didn't want to answer, but he kept glaring intently at her, silently demanding an answer. She cleared her throat and pursed her lips.
"My mom knew about us... but she didn't agree with my decision to abort. Yes, she knew you and I were a couple when I was dating... him. She never said a word one way or the other, although she did warn me that I'd probably lose you if you ever found out."
"How did you find this?" Liz asked. "Were you up in my mom's attic snooping around for the hell of it?"
"I was up in the attic putting away some Christmas decorations. Your mom told me there were several boxes of stuff that were yours that I should take home with me. Just out of curiosity, I flipped open each box to see what was in them. That sonogram was in the second box with a bunch of old photos.
"By the way, those boxes are sitting in my trunk right now. Where do you want me to put them?"
Liz wasn't naïve enough to think her husband was going to let this discovery go unpunished. She knew there was going to be some pain involved. She certainly didn't want to be surprised.
"So... what's going on in your mind right now, Roland?" she asked quietly.
"I'm not sure, Liz. I guess I'm still in shock to a big extent... finding out that the woman I love beyond reason cheated on me... and all the rest," he said softly, his voice choked with emotion.
"I don't consider it cheating, Rollie. We weren't together," she remarked.
"You wouldn't consider it cheating... because you were the cheater," he said. "But from the other side of the aisle, it's most definitely cheating. We were together enough that we were talking marriage. We were exclusive... at least we talked like we were. I'd say you fucked me, but in reality, you fucked him."
The pair spent the rest of the night in silence. Liz kept peeking at her husband, watching his face for telltale signs. She saw anger in abundance mixed with sadness. The fact that he didn't rage at her disquieted her.
Neither partner slept well that night. Liz briefly considered and discarded the idea to try to sidetrack her husband with sex, realizing that sex was at the core of Rollie's problem. Regardless of what she told her husband, she was fully cognizant at the time she slept with her old boyfriend that she was, in fact, cheating on Rollie because they were supposed to be an exclusive couple.
Not only were Rollie and Liz supposed to be an exclusive couple, they had already paid for an apartment together off-campus for their senior years at Tulane and had discussed what was to come after that. Rollie Meminger seemed to be everything Elizabeth Satterthwaite was looking for in a mate. He was handsome, fit, smart and appeared to love her more each day. As a chemical engineering major with good grades, it looked like he was set to make a nice living as well.
Why then, had she slept with her former boyfriend, Scott Wilkins, multiple times during the summer after her junior year at Tulane?
Wilkins was the quintessential high school stud at Martin Luther King High School. He was 6-3, 200 pounds of muscle with longish blond hair and bright azure eyes. He was the star quarterback on the football team and a starter on the basketball and baseball teams as well. Of course, he dated the school's head cheerleader and prom queen, the blonde-haired, blue-eyed, busty Elizabeth Satterthwaite. The two were a couple from their sophomore years in high school until the middle of their sophomore years in college. Most people assumed they were on the way to a trip down the wedding aisle. They had given each other their virginities.
That was the plan until Scott broke up with Liz on Christmas break of their sophomore years. While Liz went off to Tulane, Scott went to Auburn, where he apparently met his soul mate, who just happened to be the daughter of the founder of a successful accounting firm in Mobile, Alabama.
Needless to say, Liz was heartbroken. She didn't date anyone seriously until early in her junior year at Tulane, when she met the brown-haired, brown-eyed Rollie Meminger at a party. He was a little smaller than Scott at 6-1, 185, and good-looking but not quite as handsome. She found out that unlike Scott, Rollie was both humble and smart. She had given Rollie her cell number at the party, and he called for a date three days later. A month later, the two were dating and enjoying sex on a regular basis.
After seeing her daughter mope around for the summer after breaking up with Scott, Helen Satterthwaite was thrilled when her daughter told her she found a new boyfriend. When they were still a couple three months later, Helen encouraged her daughter to bring the young man home for spring break. She enjoyed seeing her daughter once again happy, and she found the young man to be friendly and almost polite to a fault.
Helen's husband, Jack, also liked Rollie, and it didn't hurt when Jack won a golf bet with Rollie. Liz knew Rollie was a pretty good golfer, so when she heard that Rollie lost a bet, she surmised that her boyfriend was being prudent by getting on her father's good side. Rollie smiled but never answered when Liz asked him about it.
Helen was fully aware that Rollie and Liz were going to be living together in their senior years, so she was more than a little surprised when she saw Liz getting ready to go out on a date two weeks after she got home for summer break.
"Umm... what's with the get-up, Elizabeth?" Helen asked her daughter when the latter entered the kitchen on a Friday night.
"Uh... got a date with Scott. Just going out as friends," Liz said, feigning nonchalance. "I ran into him at the convenience store the other day, and we decided we needed to catch up."
Helen stared at her daughter with raised eyebrows. Liz fidgeted where she stood. They both remembered the tears Liz shed when Scott broke up with her.
"It's just as friends, Mom. Don't make it more than it is," Liz whined.
"Right. Like I'm buying that. Aren't you still an item with Rollie?" Helen asked sharply.
"Well... Yeah," Liz said weakly
"And?" Helen inquired. "Shouldn't that count for something?"
Liz knew Helen was right, but the younger woman wasn't asking her mother for her opinion.
"We're just going to catch up, Mom!" she whined.
"That's what you kids are calling it these days, huh? In my day, we would have called..."
"I don't want to hear it, Mom," Liz interrupted sharply.
Much to Helen's chagrin, her daughter went on several more dates with Scott over the next few weeks. Helen was always awake when Liz got home, every time after midnight. Helen wasn't born yesterday.
Helen held her crying daughter in a tight embrace on her daughter's bed several weeks later, the sonogram lying on Liz's desk. Liz had come in early from her date for the first time since she started seeing Scott, and Helen could tell it was not going to be a good night for her daughter.
Helen's husband, Jack, clueless as ever, continued watching a baseball game on TV as Helen slipped out of the family room and went to her daughter.
"What did he say?" Helen asked of Scott's reaction to finding out Liz was several weeks pregnant.
Helen knew it wasn't good news by the way her daughter broke down in tears and trembled in her arms.
"He said he'd help pay for an abortion before he left to go back to college and his girlfriend. I don't think he even considered for a second marrying me and keeping the baby," Liz sobbed.
Helen thought about it, but was too much of a caring mother to tell her daughter, "I told you so." She stroked her daughter's back and quietly asked her next questions.
"So will you go back to Rollie? What are you going to tell him?" she queried.
"Of course I'll go back to Rollie," Liz said as she dried her eyes and seemed to gather strength. "And he doesn't need to know anything more than I just got over a severe yeast infection and I won't be able to have sex for a while. He's a good guy, and as long as I occasionally satisfy him... some other way... he'll be okay."
Liz blushed as she talked. She knew her mother was smart enough to know she was having sex, but she hadn't really ever talked about it out loud. She was pretty sure her father still probably thought she was a virgin.
"You're not going to tell him anything at all about Scott? Didn't you tell him anything about him this summer on all those phone calls?" Helen asked.
"God, no, I didn't tell him anything about Scott," Liz asserted. "We talked before we left and I know he thought I was going to be celibate, but he thought wrong. It's my body and I can give it to whomever I want, when I want to. We're not married yet. As for the other thing, I'll take that to my grave, thank you. You, me and Scott are the only ones who will ever know about that."
"Not ever? Even if you someday wind up marrying him?" Helen asked.
"Like the old saying goes, what he doesn't know won't hurt him," Liz said.
Helen left the room and Liz got ready to go to bed. She picked up the sonogram from the desk and made to drop it in the small trash receptacle by the desk. She had a second thought, though, and slid it into the middle drawer of the desk.



******
Rollie spent much of Sunday staring at the big-screen TV on the wall in the family room. Liz could see he really wasn't watching whatever was on the screen; she knew he was in deep thought as to what he was going to happen in his marriage moving forward. She hoped he would be his usual rational self, which she believed would be better for both their marriage and her personally.
Rollie's initial reaction upon finding the sonogram was to "divorce the cheating bitch." Having much of a day to think about it, however, had brought several other thoughts into his internal discussion, including the very obvious fact that he and Liz had what he considered an excellent marriage for 23 years. Could he completely discount that fact?
She was also a great mother to his two wonderful children. Although they were both in college now and basically out of the house, a divorce would still hurt them, he knew.
Still, he kept coming back to the fact that Liz had cheated on him, gotten pregnant with another man's child and then had an abortion, hiding everything from him for almost 25 years. He knew deep in his heart that if he hadn't been lied to and deceived, there was no way he would have stayed with Liz, let alone married her.
But he also knew deep in his heart that for the entirety of his marriage, she had been a great, loving wife. He objectively doubted he could have found a better mate if he had thrown Liz on the scrap heap before they were married.
While he absolutely hated what Liz had done, he tried to reason out in his mind whether it was her betrayal or his hurt ego that was the bigger detriment. It was not like everybody knew Liz had cheated on him, so the humiliation factor was negligible.
As she watched Rollie blankly staring at the TV, Liz couldn't understand completely while her husband was in a quandary. Even if they didn't agree that her sleeping with another man was cheating, what happened had occurred almost 25 years ago... and she had been completely faithful since then. A questionable cheat 25 years ago... and practically a perfect wife since then. How could it be anything but a no-brainer, she wondered.
"I'm sorry. Did you say something? I missed it," Rollie said when he thought he heard his wife say something.
She blew out an exasperated sigh.
"It was almost 25 years ago, even if you want to call it cheating. Twenty-five years, and I think I've been a damned good wife for those almost 25 years," she reiterated, the volume of her voice rising. "Tell me I haven't been."
"I wish I could say you haven't been," he responded. "I wouldn't even think twice then. But you cheated on me, lied to me and deceived me. You don't do that to someone you profess to love."
"It was a mistake... from 25 years ago, for God sake!" she whined loudly.
"So you've said," he said quietly. "You're assuming that I'm just going to take your word for that, like I had done on everything until I found that fucking sonogram. How can I trust that you haven't done it since we've been married. I can't... not anymore."
Nothing changed in the Meminger household for the next several days. The pair barely spoke to each other, and when they did, it was to argue about an event from almost 25 years ago.
"Lord, you've got a one-track mind when you get your teeth into something. That was 25 years ago! Twenty-five fucking years ago! Get over it already!" Liz yelled when the subject came up again Thursday night.
Now it was Rollie's turn to be stunned at his wife's use of the "F-bomb," the second time in all their years together he had ever heard her use that particular word. Rollie knew that this was not going to go away all by itself. The next move was his to make. In the meantime, he decided he needed to at least remember the good times before he found that fucking sonogram.
Nothing Rollie did resolved the conflict in his mind. Nothing Liz said helped either. He was tired of her repeated assertion that she didn't cheat, and that whatever happened, happened too long ago to matter to their lives now. Why couldn't she try to see things from his standpoint, maybe try to understand his feelings instead of continuing to rely on the argument that what happened in the past should stay in the past.
"So you're telling me that if I had killed someone a quarter-century ago, but I've lived a good life since then, that everything would be erased back to default? Does it take a full 25 years, or can this life-cleansing be done in less time? Does that depend upon the wrong?" Rollie sniped back.
"Aarrgghh! You know you're an insufferable prick?" she yelled as she walked off.
Rollie expected to be called much worse when he had Liz served divorce papers a couple of days later. He wasn't disappointed.
"You've got to be kidding me! Not going to be a divorce. Get over yourself, Rollie. That was ancient history," Liz yelled.
"That's part of the problem, Liz. You think it's ancient history. For me it's a recent occurrence. I only just found out about your cheating recently... just a few weeks ago. The wound's still fresh for me. And that's part of the problem... this time differential thing."
"I'm not going to wait several years for you to get over this. Deal with it, Roll," she hissed.
Liz's attorney got the judge to agree to a dozen sessions of marital counseling. Even Rollie had to agree that the sessions were warranted. In his heart, he was looking for a reason not to divorce his wife. He knew he still loved her, although her actions had shaken his faith in her to the core. Could he get over what he considered the epic lack of respect she showed him all those years ago, and could he trust her going forward? He hadn't slept worth a damn in the last several weeks because he couldn't answer those questions.
Liz had repeatedly tried during those several weeks to soothe her husband's feelings by getting him into bed. It was a strategy that had always been successful in the past. The problem this time was that Rollie wasn't letting his wife manipulate him by his dick. This decision was way more important than the color of the living room walls, the thread count of the bedroom sheets or the location of their next vacation. The two hadn't been intimate in a month, one of the longest dry spells of their relationship.
"You're killing me here!" she said to Rollie after yet another knockback one night. "It's just sex, not a lifetime commitment."
"And that's why we don't see eye to eye on this problem. Sex with you, to me, is a lifetime commitment. Whether we were playing or trying to have a family, sex with you was always special. I didn't realize until recently that you felt different," Rollie said.
"You're very nonchalant about cheating on me before getting married. How do I know you didn't carry the same attitude going forward?"
Within days of Liz being served, virtually everyone in the family who counted weighed in on his wife's side, all citing the time that had elapsed since Liz's "questionable offense."
"Questionable?" Rollie asked when his son used that phrase. "We were talking marriage. We had agreed that we were exclusive. She was barely out of my sight when she started sleeping with her old boyfriend... bareback no less! Not questionable. Objectionable.
"Then, by not telling me before we married, she deceived me... and lied by epic omission. She knew we probably would not have gotten married if I had known she had slept with another guy several times while she was home for that summer, let along gotten pregnant by him and had an abortion.
"Come on, Justin. That's not questionable. That's... unconscionable."
Rollie's discussion with his mother-in-law was more contentious.
"You knew. You knew she cheated on me. You knew about the abortion. Yet you never said a word to me. You let me hang out to dry, then and now all these years. I thought you loved me," Rollie said.
"Just one question. Did Jack know what his precious little girl had done?"
Helen sighed loudly over the phone line. She did love Rollie and thought he was an excellent son-in-law; even better since her husband had died. She didn't agree with her daughter's decision to keep her dalliance and the resulting abortion secret from Rollie, but Liz was family, Rollie, at that time, was not. Since the marriage, she had wrestled with telling him several times, but always came back to the old adage of blood being thicker than water.
"Bless his clueless heart, Jack went to his grave thinking his daughter was a virgin until the day she was married to you," Helen started. "But, yes, I knew what Liz had done was wrong. We didn't agree. I suppose, looking back on it, I should have spoken up.
"Still, Rollie, she's been a good wife for 23 years. Doesn't that earn her some leeway?" Helen asked.
"That leeway is the only reason I didn't just walk away when I first found out," Rollie said blankly.
Even Rollie's parents seemed to be on Liz's side, again talking about the 23 years of a good marriage.
"But was it real?" Rollie questioned. "I was deceived by a master. The whole marriage was a sham. The relationship should have been over the minute she cheated on me. What would you have done if Mom had done this to you, Dad?"
Rollie's father didn't want to answer, but he knew this was not a time for silence.
"I probably would have slapped her silly if your mother had done that to me and I had found out before. There wouldn't have been a wedding," he said sadly. "But that said, you did have a good marriage..."
"Because I was deceived. There should never have been a marriage," Rollie growled.
"Look, the kids are basically out of the house. They're not a consideration anymore. They, at least, won't be hurt too much by the divorce."
The counselor completely understood Rollie's thoughts on the time differential as one reason why he was having so much trouble getting past Liz's cheating.
"This is all new to him, Liz. You've had a lot of years to move on from the incident..." the counselor, Ralph Siegel, started to say.
"Incident? What incident?" Rollie interrupted. "This was no incident. It was blatant cheating, multiple times. We were a couple, supposedly exclusive. We had never discussed any timeouts in our relationship.
"Based on the information on the sonogram, she had to be fu... doing him almost from the day she got home. This was a planned betrayal. The only thing I don't know is if she planned it before we left for the summer."
"It... it wasn't planned," Liz jumped in. "I ran into my old boyfriend soon after I got home and... We weren't married, Rollie and I, so..."
"But we were committed to each other. We talked about that," Rollie said.
"Yeah, I guess so," Liz answered, her tone admitting her guilt.
"But then I gave you 23 years and two great children. You have to know how much I love you," Liz said.
"That's exactly what I keep wondering in all this, Liz, exactly how much you love me," Rollie said quietly.
"I know you as much as you know me. That means I know you asked your old boyfriend if he would marry you and you could raise your baby together. The fact that you aborted your baby tells me what his answer was.
"But what if he had agreed to marry you and raise the baby? You would have said yes, right?"
Liz fidgeted in her seat as both Rollie and the counselor stared at her. The seconds ticked by.
"Yes, because then I would have gotten to keep my baby," she said barely above a whisper.
"Only partially true, babe," Rollie said. "You still would have married him even if he didn't want the baby. Isn't that true?"
There was no response for more than 10 seconds. She finally nodded silently.
"I get it," Rollie said. "He was your first love. Your true love. I was your back-up plan... your consolation prize. You might have loved me... somewhat, but he was your first love. I became your plan B, and you at least loved me enough to give me and our family a great life.
"But imagine how much greater things might have been if I was your first choice. Nobody wants to be somebody's consolation prize."
Liz's face dropped. Her mouth opened and closed several times, but no sound came out.
"I've lived a sham for this entire marriage because after you cheated on me, you deceived me and lied to me. Had you not done that, I would have been free to look for a woman who chose me as her grand prize, not her consolation prize. You took that opportunity away from me by your selfish choices.
"But at least you gave me two wonderful children. I have to thank you for that."
"But we had almost 25 years. I was a good wife and mother. You've said so yourself," Liz whined.
"You've always been in love with the guy. You're probably still in love with him now," Rollie said, looking hard at his wife. "If he showed up now, your heartbeat would probably be dancing.
"The abortion didn't matter to you. You wanted him. But he didn't want you. He wanted another woman. You loved him, but he just saw you as free pussy. To him, doing you really was 'just sex,' like the cheater's handbook says."
Tears were leaking from Liz's eyes. Rollie was looking like he was exhausted. The counselor, too, looked like he needed a break.
"I guess I've said everything I need to say," Rollie whispered before rising from his chair and leaving the room.
Even the judge in the case was baffled by Rollie's insistence on a divorce. He called Rollie into the courtroom to talk to him one more time before signing off on the divorce.
"I'm confused and saddened by your insistence on a divorce, Mr. Meminger. Even you admit you had a great marriage... despite how that marriage came about. Do you know how many people would kill for what you have?
"There was no guarantee that your marriage would have been even better had you married someone who hadn't cheated on you when you were dating. I can't believe you would willingly throw away that great marriage," the judge said.
"I don't look at it as if I'm willingly throwing away a great marriage, your honor," Rollie said. "I was deceived prior to the marriage. There probably wouldn't have been a marriage without that deception."
The judge looked at Liz, who just blushed and dropped her head. He pursed his lips and blew out a long breath before signing off on the divorce. Liz dropped tears when the judge made his pronouncement.
"It was 25 years ago," she sniffled. "I can't believe you would do this."
"Yeah, well I can't believe you cheated on me repeatedly, apparently without remorse, so I guess we're even," Rollie fired back before he gathered his stuff and left the courtroom.
Epilogue:
Rollie continued with counseling on an individual basis because he knew he had severe anger issues, not only because of his ex-wife but also because his entire family blamed him for the divorce. His parents and children said they understood his feelings, but they continued to harass him for his decision, mostly citing how long ago the cheating had occurred. His argument always was that there was no deadline on Liz's cheating and deception.
Rollie didn't have a single date for the first 18 months he was divorced. He finally got a date when he literally ran into a woman at the grocery... bumping into her with his shopping cart when it drifted away from him while he read the label on a frozen pizza.
He started to apologize to a tall, thin Asian woman who looked to be about the same age as himself when he realized she was smiling broadly at him. He stopped his apology in mid-sentence and raised his hands in a gesture of surrender.
"What did I miss?" he asked, looking guilty. "Please don't tell me my fly is unzipped or something like that."
"You're still pretty new at this divorce thing, aren't you?" she asked.
Rollie looked perplexed. How could this woman possibly know he was divorced? She caught his look.
"Nobody reads the label on a frozen pizza box... except those new to the game. And you've still got an indention on your ring finger. Busted," she said, her smile remaining on her face.
He sighed and returned her smile. He surreptitiously looked at the ring finger of her left hand, and found it empty. She was looking at his eyes when he looked up.
"I'm Mai Nordgren. Been divorced eight years after having been married for 10 years. And you are?" she questioned, sticking her hand out for a handshake.
"Roland Meminger. Rollie," he replied as he shook her hand. "Divorced about 18 months after being married for 24 years by the time the divorce was final."
The two made small talk for a couple of minutes before Rollie asked the woman for her phone number. He also made a date with her for the coming Friday night.
During their date at a Hungarian restaurant, Rollie asked about Mai's Asian features but Scandinavian surname, noting that it didn't seem to be a common combination. Mai giggled softly and acknowledged that Rollie was right in his assessment.
"My mother is a 5-foot Chinese-American, and my father is a 6-4 Norwegian-American. There are like six Norwegian-Chinese people in the United States, and my older sister and I are two of those six," she explained. "That practically makes me a unicorn."
"I guess that means we're a perfect match. I've been called a unicorn for divorcing my wife after 24 years of a great marriage. Well, to be more accurate, I've been called an idiot for divorcing my wife after 24 years of a great marriage... if you want to ignore the lies and deception that led up to the marriage," he said.
The pair of unicorns was married about a year later. Both of Rollie's children and his parents attended the wedding, along with both of Mai's parents and her sister and family.
Liz didn't date at all until after Rollie was remarried, hoping until the very end that her ex-husband would change his mind and take her back. Her children and her mother all tried to tell her to let go. Liz, however, was incapable of that, in more than one way. What they didn't know was that before she decided to wait on Rollie, she first checked on the marital status of Scott Wilkins. Wilkins, however, was still married to the woman he had chosen over Liz a quarter-century earlier.
She would never admit to Rollie that he was right; he was still her consolation prize.



        A Matter of Trust

        A lesson learned too late.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-matter-of-trust-18

Title: A Matter of Trust

Author: Hooked1957

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A lesson learned too late.

Tags: 




A huge thank you to GeorgeAnderson for his editing talent and his work on this story.
I read an article in a newspaper in 2015 that said the United States government estimated 5 percent of all children born in the U.S. were not the biological children of the person listed as the father on their birth certificates.
I opined to a friend that I believed the U.S. government was seriously understating that figure. I had been following this trend for several years at that point, and I told my friend that I estimated the number to be closer to 30 percent.
"Oh, no, that number's way too high!" my friend, Marc, exclaimed. "You're telling me that you think almost one-third of all kids born in the U.S. aren't the children of the father listed? Nah. I think it's maybe 15 percent. One-third would be a ridiculously high number."
"I don't think it's ridiculously high. I think it's accurate," I said. "I think this is one of those unmentioned crises in this country. I think every kid born should be DNA tested. Then you'd see I'm probably a lot closer to accurate than the government is.
"Almost every day you read about another kid who is not the child of the father... only he didn't know until he and the kid got tested for some reason. Well, what if every kid was tested at birth. I'd bet big money that they'd find a lot more of this going on."
Marc and I kept watch on this trend for the next few years. We were discussing another of these stories in 2019 when he turned to me and apologized.
"You could be right about that 30 percent," he said. "I wouldn't have believed it... but it appears you probably have a better handle on this than the damn government. They probably don't want to start some type of panic."
"It's a matter of trust. Did you consider getting your kids DNA tested when they were born? Neither did I. We both trusted our wives completely, assuming that they were 100 percent faithful. But as we both know, there are fewer and fewer people who are faithful these days. The divorce rate is over 50 percent for new marriages, and while not all divorces are due to infidelity, that seems to be on the rise," I said.
"But what would the results be if all of us who thought our wives were faithful actually had our kids tested? I think there would be a lot of surprised husbands."
He nodded and took a sip of his whiskey.
True story.
******
Traci Walsh smiled brightly as she leaned in near the birthday girl and helped her 1-year-old daughter blow out the candles on her birthday cake as a gathering of friends and family stood by and watched.
She looked up and smiled at her husband, who was busy taking photos with his Nikon digital camera. She knew after the party, he would spend the next few hours reviewing the photos, choosing the best to edit and adjust in Photoshop to save for a slide show. He was a pretty good shutterbug, she had to admit.
He was also a great dad, even if the little one who was the subject of his photos wasn't his biological child. Traci was never going to tell him that her late in life child was the result of a one-night hook-up with a co-worker of his.
Ryan was grinning with pride at what he believed to be his newest progeny. At 43, he was sure he still had what it took to please his woman and get her pregnant. He was surprised when she told him a little over a year ago that she wanted another baby--their two children were then 16 and 14--but he had wasted no time making her request come to fruition. Six weeks after broaching the subject with her husband, Traci was pregnant for the third time.
"You still got it, stud!" she announced as she held up the positive home pregnancy test.
The two hugged fiercely and kissed passionately. Traci smiled inwardly, knowing her wonderful but clueless husband wouldn't think twice about the child's parentage, especially since he was currently basking in his virility.
Traci truly loved her husband and hadn't planned to cheat for the first and only time in her married life when they attended his company's annual Christmas party that year. They were both dressed to the nines and enjoying themselves tremendously at the high-end affair, always a highlight of the year for the employees at the Washington, DC, office of a national defense contractor.
Ryan thought his wife of 18 years was the belle of the ball, so to speak. At 41 and despite having two children, her body was still tight and curvy, and her Mediterranean looks and long brunette hair were well worth a head-turning second look. She was wearing a maroon dress that finished about four inches above her knees and had a low-cut neckline that just begged for everyone--both men and women--to appreciate what the dress was designed to conceal and reveal.
Ryan enjoyed the sight of her twin peaks while he was standing next to her looking down her dress, or out on the dance floor watching them jiggle while she moved. He knew she was attracting admiring glances from other men throughout the evening.
The party was scheduled to go until midnight. Like many others, Ryan had booked a room at the hotel next to the event center where the party was being held so he and Traci could indulge without worrying about their blood alcohol content, although neither planned on overindulging too much. They planned on a fun night, finishing up with passionate sex in the hotel after the party. Ryan even had a bottle of champagne chilling in a bucket in their room for after the party.
Liam Mulroney had worked in the DC office since he transferred in from his native Ireland six years ago. He and his wife had had their first child a little over a year ago. They were supposed to be seated at the same table as Ryan and Traci, which was good because the two couples had hit it off at several other events, even though there was about a 10-year age difference between them.
On this night, however, Nora Mulroney didn't join her husband at the party as the baby came up sick. She implored her husband to attend, though, so he showed up alone.
There seems to be some sort of law that says every party has to have an obnoxious drunk, no matter how refined the party is, and Todd Albertson was this party's designated moron. Several of Todd's fellow employees were concerned that he was too drunk to drive, so the decision was made that a co-worker would take him home and make sure he was okay before leaving him. Although he didn't want to leave, Ryan volunteered because he was Todd's direct supervisor and felt responsible for the young, single man.
"I'm sorry, baby, but he's my responsibility. I'd get him a room here if there were any available, but they're telling me they're full up. I should be back in about two hours. Get a good night's sleep, and we'll try to finish tonight in the morning. Put the champagne in the little fridge for the night," Ryan said.
Traci tried to hide her disappointment. She was keyed up for a fun night between the sheets with her husband.
"Call me when you're heading back. Maybe I can stay awake," she purred before giving him a passionate kiss.
Traci went back to the table after Ryan left. Liam and the others at the table already had two shots of Red Hot lined up in front of everybody's spot to finish off the night. Traci figured she could afford to drink the shots since she had held back on her alcohol consumption earlier. The others there also persuaded her it would be okay since she had a room at the hotel.
"I will be your guard dog tonight, m'lady," Liam said with his still-present Irish brogue.
Traci glanced over at Liam, who was sitting to her right, and smiled. She had always thought his accent was charming and a little sexy, and he certainly was a handsome, attractive man.
Fifteen minutes later, Traci and Liam left the entertainment room together, with the woman holding on to his upper arm to steady herself on her heels. She giggled as she walked with Liam toward the elevators, and ran her hand up and down his arm trying to feel his muscles surreptitiously. He knew what she was doing and flexed slightly.
"How about you come back to my room for a nightcap. I'll get us a pitcher of Bloody Marys mixed up. It's going to be a while before Ryan shows back up. Maybe if we're still up, he can join us," Liam said.
Traci gave him what could only be called an evil smile.
"You know you really don't want that, do you?" she asked just above a whisper.
"No," he said at the same volume before leaning in to the woman for a soft but passionate kiss.
"Mmm," Traci moaned into the man's mouth as she kissed back.
Once they got to Liam's room, Traci reached her hand down to the front of Liam's pants and gripped his hard tool through the material. It was his turn to moan. He reached around to the back of her dress and gently slid down her zipper.
As Liam pulled down the straps of the dress to reveal her lacy plunge bra, Traci had a brief thought of her husband--a guilty thought--as she had never even considered cheating on him before. She realized her pussy was dripping in anticipation as Liam unhooked her bra before kissing her again.
Up until that night everyone who knew Traci would have said she was practically a perfect wife. She had never done a single thing anyone would have considered "bad girl." That streak was about to end on this night.
Liam leaned back to see the woman's nipples were rock hard and seemed to be about a half-inch long. He grinned almost in reflex and trapped both of her nipples between the first two fingers of each hand. She moaned again. He helped her to her feet, slipped the dress completely off and then peeled off her tight, black lace panties. The two of them together then removed Liam's clothes.
Liam slowly fondled the woman's boobs before sliding his hand down her stomach to her pussy. He ran the index finger of his right hand down each of her pussy lips before dipping one, then two fingers inside what he found was a very wet, hot core. He found her G-spot and rubbed several times before she gave a squeak and started spasming.
The man continued moving his fingers as Traci eventually stopped climaxing. He then slid his body down hers until his face was buried in her gooey pussy. He licked, sucked and slurped up and down her slit, flicking her clitoris as he did so. This time she screamed her orgasm as she locked her legs around his head. Liam continued to tongue the woman until he realized he hadn't gotten a breath of air in a while. He quickly tapped the woman on her left leg until she realized what he needed and opened her legs slightly so he could catch a breath.
Liam went back to licking and sucking for yet another orgasm before Traci insisted he move up.
"Now. Fuck me now. Fuck me now," Traci moaned huskily.
Liam complied after climbing back up Traci's body. He was fully inserted in two strokes. He started slowly, then picked up the pace as Traci started to grunt on each stroke. Several minutes later, the woman came yet again as Liam by now was pounding hard and grunting as well.
It dawned on Liam that he was doing the woman bareback as he felt himself getting closer to his own release.
"Going to come soon. Where do you want it?" he asked in short grunts.
Traci realized at that point that she was unprotected and at her most fertile time of the month... and Liam was not wearing a condom. That thought suddenly caused yet another tingle in her pussy, and if she was going to be a bad girl, what could be badder than to truly cuckold her husband, especially since he would never know?
"Come inside me! Give me a baby! Own my body!" she wailed.
Voicing her lust out loud triggered yet another shattering orgasm in her body. Toward the end of that, Liam let out a scream of his own and flooded the woman's body with cum, shooting at least a half-dozen ropes into her.
Liam kept pumping into her until his dick started to soften. Both parties were covered in a sheen of sweat as they lay together.
"Wow. Th-that was amazing!" Traci enthused.
The two talked and kissed softly before Traci asked Liam if he was ready for round two.
"Do we have enough time?" Liam asked.
"Yeah, he told me he would call me when he was leaving Todd's. That gives us at least an hour," she responded matter-of-factly.
The two started to kiss before Traci moved down and took the younger man's hardening dick deep into her mouth. She licked and sucked like a starving calf feeding from its mother's teat. While she was no stranger to sucking cock, the moment found her more active and animated than ever before. When he felt he was strong enough, he practically dragged her up his body.
"Drive for a while," he said to her with a big smile as she squatted over his dick and then slowly slid down on his pole.
"Aaahhh!" she groaned as she impaled herself.
Five minutes later Traci was bouncing on Liam's dick with total abandon, her eyes closed and her head thrown back. It might have been because of the taboo nature and having a new man, but Traci thought the sex this night was the best she had ever experienced.
That thought had just registered when she shrieked her way through another spectacular orgasm. When she finished, she looked Liam directly in the eyes and told him he needed to be on top when he came inside of her.
"Knock me up, baby! Please! Give me your baby!" she yelled.
Hearing Traci cry out for his baby set Liam off big-time and he pumped a second large load into the woman. Just then Traci's phone started to ring. She waited for Liam to finish coming before she put her finger to her lips to silence him and answered, although in a somewhat ragged voice.
"Hi, baby. Are you on your way back?"
"You okay, sweetie? You sound like you ran to the phone," Ryan said.
"Uh... I did. I fell asleep waiting, and had my phone on the table in the room. I was afraid I wouldn't get it before the message started," she said while Liam lay quietly alongside her, listening.
"I'm sorry about this, sweetie. Why don't you go back to sleep? There's always tomorrow at home for us," he said.
"I think that might be best," she said innocently. "I'll see you when you slide in next to me. Night, baby."
"Night yourself. I love you," he said right before he disconnected.
Traci's eyes opened wide. She realized that for one of the few times in their married life, she had ended a phone call with Ryan without telling him she loved him. She hoped he hadn't noticed.
"Shit. I didn't tell him I loved him," she said to Liam. "I always tell him I love him when we end our calls."
"Yeah, I do that with Nora, too," Liam said. "Wow. That's the first time all night I've even thought of her. You just laid waste to me tonight."
Traci gave him a bright smile.
"I really should go so I can get in the shower, be dried and in bed asleep before he gets back here.
"Thanks for a great night, Liam."
"You are more than welcome, m'lady," he answered.
"You do realize that this can only be a one-off, right? I mean, in the future we only talk when we are with our spouses at the upcoming parties. No reason to arouse suspicion," she said.
"What happens if you wind up pregnant? I don't want you stuck alone," he said.
"I know it sounds crazy, but we decided to have another kid. He won't think twice if I turn up pregnant," Traci said.
Several weeks later when the home pregnancy test informed Traci that her wishes had been fulfilled, she felt a devious thrill in her stomach as her husband unknowingly celebrated her getting pregnant by another man. She and Ryan didn't have sex for several days after the party as Traci begged off due to not feeling well. She truly wanted to give Liam's sperm the chance to find her egg before she made love with her husband once again. Since conception time isn't an exact science, her husband wouldn't have any reason to think it wasn't his sperm that fertilized his wife.
As happened with her first two pregnancies, Traci's libido ramped up heavily while she carried her third child. She had to admit to herself that some of her higher libido probably came from the thrill of her husband making love to her while she carried another man's child. She considered telling her secret to her best friend, Annette, to further add to the thrill, but reconsidered when she realized that telling no one meant that no one could spill the beans. In the long run, this seemed wiser.
Ryan was over the moon happy when Traci gave birth to a healthy seven-pound, two-ounce baby girl with a full head of strawberry blonde hair. As he watched Traci's doctor receive the newborn, he briefly wondered where the red hair came from, but he was too wound up with joy to give that thought more than a split-second.
The couple's other two children were quick to note the child's red hair when they were allowed to visit a few hours later.
"Who in the family had red hair?" 17-year-old Tristan questioned when he and 15-year-old Katie saw the child for the first time.
"Nobody as far as we know, but my doctor assures us that it's not impossible for people that don't have redheaded relatives to have a redheaded baby," Traci said as Ryan slowly rocked the latest addition to the family.
Traci was as surprised as anyone when the child was born with red hair. There were no redheads in Traci's family tree, and Liam had light to medium brown hair. When Ryan mentioned the red hair to the gynecologist, he quickly noted to both parents that while their child having red hair was an anomaly, it was possible if both parents carried the recessive gene for it. Ryan didn't notice his wife utter a big sigh of relief.
Ryan walked into Liam Mulroney's office several weeks later to ask the younger man a question about an account. He normally would have buzzed Liam on the intercom, but he wanted a cup of coffee from the break room one door down from Liam's office, so he figured he would just pop in after getting his caffeine fix. When Liam couldn't come up with the answer off the top of his head, he called up the account in question on his computer and invited Ryan to step around his desk so they could both look at the information. While they were reviewing the account, Ryan's eyes drifted to the family photo Liam kept on the desk, which showed Liam, his wife, Nora, and their two-year-old son, Jeffrey. Ryan noted that the child had red hair despite the fact that neither Liam nor Nora did.
"Wow, I didn't realize that you've got one, too, a ginger kid... and neither my wife nor I are redheads, like you and your wife aren't either," Ryan said.
Liam didn't stop to consider to whom he was talking and gave his usual truthful answer to why his son had red hair.
"I was born with red hair and had it until I was eight, when it finally changed to blond before finally settling at light brown," he said.
Ryan took another look at the photo. Surely not all redheaded children look alike, he thought to himself as he shifted his gaze back to the computer screen. He and Liam then confirmed the information they had on Starman Consulting.
"Thanks, Liam," he said and walked back to his office down the hall with his mug of coffee.
Ryan was feeding his baby girl at home that night at the kitchen table when he remembered the photo on Liam's desk. In his mind's eye, he went back and forth between the photo and the face in front of him. Ryan didn't believe in coincidence.
"Son of a bitch!" he muttered.
"Sorry, what?" Traci asked.
"Nothing. Just thought of a solution to a problem at work," Ryan quickly covered.
"Yeah, I do that all the time," Traci said, "except it's usually the middle of the night when I finally figure things out."
They both chuckled at that, only Ryan's was forced. Traci didn't notice.
Ryan pretended to be engrossed in a movie his son was watching later that night. In reality his mind was replaying events of the last year. Where could Traci and Liam have met up... wait a minute. Ryan remembered that Liam was seated with Traci and him at the Christmas party last year. Liam's wife wasn't there... and Ryan left early to take a drunk co-worker home. Like Ryan, Liam had made a reservation for a room at the hotel next door for that night.



"I'd bet the fucker used that reservation and he wasn't alone," Ryan thought.
Ryan remembered being gone for a little more than two and a half hours before he got back to the hotel room he had reserved for himself and Traci. He had spoken with her about an hour before, and she claimed to have been woken up by his phone call. She told him she was going to bed after they hung up, and she looked to be asleep when he crawled into bed with her when he got back.
It would be easy enough to check to see if Liam spent the night at the hotel.
Could his loving wife have cheated on him so callously and easily, he wondered. He got up from his chair and poured himself some Pepto-Bismol to ease his queasy stomach.
"I don't feel so great. I'm going to bed," Ryan called out to the rest of the family as he climbed the stairs to the master bedroom.
Ryan had the answer to his question within 15 minutes after getting into the office and calling the hotel the next morning. He then had to wait the rest of the day to get home so he could surreptitiously swab his daughter's cheek for a DNA test. He had swabbed his earlier in the day and would send both into a DNA lab for testing.
Ryan tried his best not to let his dour mood show to his family while he awaited the results of the DNA tests, but he was human and it was easy for his family to see something was wrong. He desperately needed to talk to someone, but the person he would have gone to for the last 20 years was the reason he was in the bad mood. He was devastated that he had to sneak around to see if his last child was really his biologically.
Sleep is fickle. When you need it most, it is nowhere to be found. Thus, instead of getting the post-confrontation sleep he needed, Ryan found himself staring at the small paint crack in the bedroom ceiling, while memories of his life with Traci played through his mind. Their first meeting in the library during a home football game, when he naturally assumed a woman that beautiful would be in a cheerleader uniform over at the stadium. Finding out that she neither ate pizza nor drank beer - no, she wasn't a communist - but they could find plenty of other activities to enjoy together. He chuckled briefly as he wondered if she ever did find what she was looking for about Philo T. Farnsworth. Their wedding; the births of Tristan and Kate, the many wonderful, loving times they had shared. And then this.
Ryan wasn't surprised when the DNA testing revealed that he and his second daughter were not related biologically. At this point he was assuming the child was Liam's.
What did surprise him was how easily his wife seemed to have been able to step outside of their marriage, and how easily she had passed off the child as Ryan's. He felt crushed way more than angry.
"Why?" he asked Traci that night when the two sat down in the family room by themselves after dinner.
Traci was shocked by the question. By the way it was asked, she knew exactly what the question referenced. What shocked her was that he knew. Unless Liam stupidly blabbed, there were only two people in the whole world who knew what happened. Why, indeed? She hadn't given much thought as to why she did what she did. She wanted to do it, so she did it. Liam had been the only man besides Ryan she had had sex with since she got married. It excited her to try to get pregnant with another man's child, so she did it. It excited her to actually be pregnant with another man's child, so she carried it to term. It excited her to be the mother of a child that was not her husband's without his knowing it. She had no guilt, no remorse. Everything was good in her world until suddenly it wasn't.
Traci looked away as she considered her answer. Ryan never took his eyes off her. Finally, she turned to face him with a tender, loving look on her face.
"I can't really give you an answer that will make sense to you. The truth is, I wanted to do it. I was always the goody-goody soccer mom, so I did it, all of it. I was happy with my decision. My decision. You had nothing to do with any of it," she said.
"I never gave a thought that you would ever find out, and I was good with that. I'm not sorry I did any of it, although I am sorry that you got hurt. I never wanted to hurt you, babe."
"And yet here we are," Ryan said.
"So does 20 years of a great marriage earn me a second chance, of course with a lot of groveling and ass-kissing, maybe a lot of ass-fucking?" she asked with a hopeful smile on her face.
He smiled back at her. He had to admire her wit under pressure.
"Not hardly, babe," he answered. "Even if, as you say, this was a one-off, you magnified the mistake to epic proportions. And you were perfectly willing to let me raise another man's child... the ultimate insult."
Her smile faded as she looked hard into his eyes.
"This is one of those states that is no fault but allows exceptions," he started. "First off, you will only get limited child support because by the time the divorce is finished, one of the kids will be in college and the second will be going in soon. As far as alimony, I'm asking to cap that at three years because of your adultery. We'll sell the house as quickly as possible and split the equity down the middle, as we will with the other assets as well."
This time she smirked.
"You forgot the baby. And since I've got the baby, I'll also get the house and probably a lot more than three years of alimony," she said.
"I didn't forget the baby. Since the baby isn't quite a year old, and I know who the father is, the court will let me take my name off the birth certificate and put his on... and he will be responsible for child support. You won't get the house and the longer alimony because it's not my kid. That's according to my attorney. I suggest you get one quickly, because you will be getting served tomorrow," he said.
Traci's smirk gradually morphed into a scowl. She definitely hadn't seen this coming.
"You can't name him as the baby's father! You'll destroy his marriage if you do that!" Traci cried.
"Why is it okay for him to blow up my marriage, but you don't want me hurting his?" he questioned.
"He's got a kid at home..." she started to say.
"I have two!" Ryan yelled back.
"You fucked up," he continued. Why am I the bad guy in this?"
Silence again reigned.
Three hours after Traci was served, Liam Mulroney showed up at Ryan's office door.
"Uhh.. can I have a minute to talk to you, Ry, on a personal matter?" Liam choked out.
"Yeah. Come in and close the door," Ryan said, staring daggers at the younger man.
Liam did as asked and sat in the chair across the desk from Ryan.
"I suppose we should have had this talk a while back," Liam said quietly.
"You suppose?" Ryan expostulated.
"There was no way for you to ever find out, unless one of us talked. I never expected her to tell you, ever. There was no need for you to ever know, she said. What changed?" Liam asked.
"Nothing changed," Ryan answered. "I found out due to a fluke. Cheaters always think there's no way they could be found out... She didn't say a word.
"What made you think that fucking my wife was a good idea? You've got a beautiful wife at home and a young child. Did you think that fucking my wife was worth you losing your child? I love my wife to death, think she's the sexiest woman alive, but I still wouldn't trade my kids for a roll in the hay with her."
"Hindsight being 20-20, I know now you are right," Liam said. "But do you really have to blow up my life?"
"If they didn't have laws against it, I'd literally end your life," Ryan said through clenched teeth. "But you're not worth going to jail for.
"As far as blowing up your life, that's more up to Traci than me. I won't support your bastard child. I won't spend one extra dollar on my divorce because of your baby.
"I'm guessing she told you not to worry. She had it covered. She was so goddamned confident I was a mushroom... kept in the dark, shit thrown on daily. I thought we had a perfect marriage. What a fucking idiot I was."
"She says she'll never be able to get by comfortably without help if the court let's you do what you're proposing," Liam said.
"Unless you do your share to help with your child," Ryan related.
"Fuck," Liam whispered.
"Of course that's just one of your problems. The other is how far underground I'm going to bury you here in the company, if you choose to stay," Ryan said.
"You would do that?" Liam croaked with the look of a child caught with both hands in the cookie jar.
"Absolutely, even though I really like your wife. She doesn't deserve a scumbag like you for a husband. But again, like I said, it's up to Traci," Ryan said.
Ryan watched as tears filled Liam's eyes. Ryan could see Liam's hands ball up in frustration.
"You want a shot at me? You ready for hell to rain down on you? I'd invite you to try," Ryan said, rising from his chair.
Liam glared at the older man and saw the determination on his face. He held up his hands in surrender, got out of his chair and walked out of Ryan's office.
Much to Liam's surprise, Traci never contacted him for child support. After a month, he called her, hesitantly offering to throw himself on the grenade so she could get by financially. Traci heard the hesitation, and knew she wouldn't ruin the man's marriage.
"No, I told you I had this, and I do. Don't throw your marriage away for my mistake," she said.
Even with the money she got in the divorce, finances for Traci and her younger daughter, Diana, were always tight. Unlike the years when her first two children were growing up, there weren't any big Christmases, vacations or summer camps. The two weren't destitute, but the child knew that most of her friends and classmates were in a better situation than she was when it came to money.
Liam never again stepped up and offered financial help to the pair, knowing his wife would find out and end his marriage. Traci also never got involved enough with any man that they felt the urge to help out as well. The only ones who seemed to care enough were Traci's two older children, but they mistakenly blamed their father for Traci's plight, even though they knew their mother caused the divorce by cheating and having another man's child.
"Dad, Mom's really hurting financially, and you're doing pretty good. We know she did you wrong, but you're too good of a man to let her and Diana suffer. Can't you throw her a few bucks every now and then?" Ryan's daughter, Katie, asked. "Take it out of any future gifts you would give Tristan and me, okay?"
"That's not going to happen, baby," he answered. "You do realize that she's never asked... the child's father to help, because she doesn't want to break up his marriage. That's rich. She threw our marriage away, but she doesn't want to break up his precious marriage. That's why I'll never help her. The delusional bitch doesn't deserve my help in any way."
"Okay, got it, Dad. I... we... won't ask again," she said.
Ryan was saddened by the fact that his children were somewhat estranged from him because he wouldn't help his ex. Traci knew better than to ask, and never bad-mouthed Ryan to her children when they would complain about their father not helping her and their little half-sister. She knew she could have absolved Ryan in the eyes of their children, but instead continued to enjoy her lone petty victory.
Even that went away four years later when Kate caught her boyfriend cheating on her with another girl. She was heartbroken and angry when she found out, and needed a mother's comfort... until she remembered that her mother had done the very same thing to her father... only much, much worse.
She called her father the next day, explained to him what happened with her boyfriend and begged forgiveness for not trying better to understand his pain.
"I get it now, Dad. I'm sorry I didn't see it until it smacked me in the face," Kate said. "I'll talk to Tristan. I think maybe I can explain things better to him now."
Ryan's rehabilitation in the eyes of his children came at the expense of their mother. She didn't take that well, and her sniping at her two older children left her and her youngest child more isolated.
Ryan made it a point to never attend any family events that Traci was scheduled to attend, be it birthdays or holidays. He explained to his children that he would show up soon after Traci left, but if possible he never wanted to talk to his ex-wife again.
"She didn't want my input at the end when we were married, she certainly doesn't need it now. Far be it for me to put a damper to her empowerment. It's worked out pretty well for her so far, hasn't it?" Ryan answered when his son asked him why he refused to meet his ex at family events.
"We might have a problem, then, Dad. I proposed to Melanie a week ago, and she said yes. I want both of you at my wedding. No ifs, ands or buts about it," Tristan all but commanded.
"Wouldn't think of disappointing my favorite son," Ryan responded.
"I'm your only son, Dad... aren't I?" Tristan asked, doubt coming through his voice.
"I'm not the one having children willy-nilly," Ryan chuckled.
"No, you aren't," Tristan said.
"Don't worry, Tris, I won't be the source of any problems," Ryan said. "Once upon a time, I would have been able to say the same for your mother, but now... who knows?"
As promised, Ryan didn't cause any problems at the wedding because at first he barely acknowledged his ex-wife beyond a brusque grunt. Ryan could tell that Traci was very emotional at the nuptials of her first-born, especially during the actual ceremony. Five minutes into the ceremony Traci had used up the Kleenex that women always seem to pull out of a sleeve or pocket, and Ryan handed her his handkerchief from his pocket.
"Thanks," she warbled out quietly in between sobs.
Ryan surprised Traci at the reception when he asked her to dance during one of the early songs. She hadn't expected that, and after first sitting mutely, she gave him an enthusiastic yes while blushing like a teenager, Ryan thought. She practically glided to the floor on Ryan's arm as Kate and Tristan both watched in shock.
The two enjoyed one fast dance and two slow ones, Traci mashed tightly up against her ex on the slow dances. She smiled brightly as Ryan led her back to the table. After he seated her he went to the open bar and got Traci her favorite white wine and a Coke for Diana.
After a few minutes of sitting quietly, he politely excused himself and then spent the next hour dancing with various single women, including several that were relatives of the bride. Traci's beaming smile faded with each new woman with whom Ryan danced. She had to admit to herself that he was still a handsome, fit man, and every woman seemed happy to be with him on the dance floor. She hadn't given her ex too much thought in recent months, but seeing him up close and personal sparked feelings within her she didn't want to admit were still there.
Halfway through the reception, Ryan danced with Melanie's Aunt Joan, her mother's sister, for several dances, and then followed the woman back to her table. They spent the next hour talking and laughing, and even when they separated for a bit, wound up back together for the rest of the reception. Ryan was taken with the woman's auburn hair, green eyes, curves and sharp wit. She was taken with everything about Ryan.
While Melanie's parents had paid for the wedding, Ryan paid for an after-wedding breakfast the next morning at the hotel where many of the out-of-town guests had stayed. Ryan walked into the breakfast with a smiling Joan Felder. Melanie's parents and several others grinned when they saw the pair. Traci wasn't among those smiling.
Joan and Ryan lived about an hour away from each other. They started trading off weekends driving to each other's homes. They then spent a week vacationing together in Key West, Florida. They came home tanned, rested and engaged.
They married almost a year to the day after they met at Tristan and Melanie's wedding. Tristan was the best man for his father. Joan's sister, Elle, also known as Tristan's mother-in-law, was matron of honor.
After the ceremony was over, Kate noted that she was now the only one of Ryan's immediate family that also wasn't part of Melanie's family.
"Maybe we should call you 'Unicorn' from now on," Tristan joked.
"Maybe somebody won't be getting any tonight for being a smartass," Melanie answered her husband. "The Gradys don't leave anyone out. You're family now until you tell us you don't want to be."
The Gradys were as good as Melanie's word. Kate was always invited to every family event, and a couple of years later started bringing along a young man who would eventually become her husband. The women of the Grady family threw Kate a very nice bridal shower before her wedding, and even invited Traci and Diana.
Kate's fiancé was both amazed and confused at the great party the Grady women threw for her.
"Wow. You're not even a relative to these people? Really?" Rich Foltz queried.
"Technically, no, I'm not a relative, but that doesn't mean I'm not family," Kate explained with a huge smile.
Tristan and Kate went out of their way to make family events on their mother's side good for Diana. Traci made sure to tell her older two children that she appreciated everything they did for her youngest.
"I know I screwed up with my arrogance," she admitted to her children. "There are no do-overs in real life... and there are no time-outs in a marriage. I forgot that once, and look where it got me."
Tristan and Kate and their spouses also did their best to keep Traci's spirits up, by pointing out to her that she was still a beautiful woman for her age and was raising a good daughter in Diana. They also noted to her that having a younger child would help keep her "younger" so she could communicate better with Diana.
"Maybe so, but I'm not really looking forward to buying Taylor Swift music," Traci admitted.
Kate's husband, Rich, had come from a fractured family, and was quick to remind Kate and Tristan just how lucky they all were to be Gradys, however honorary. "Don't ever take this for granted," he warned them. "And for heaven's sake don't you dare do anything to screw it up. I'd have killed to be part of a family like this when I was a teenager."
Thus it was inevitable that Kate and Tristan, and the other Gradys, saw quite a lot of their mother and their younger sister, Diana. It is hard to change one's deeply held opinion about someone close to you. The two siblings had been forced to do just that when the full depth of her deceit and treachery had been revealed. Now, seeing her at the Grady family functions,which were frequent and well-attended, only partially because the older Mr. Grady was a certified barbecue wizard, was more than a little uncomfortable. The memory of what Traci had done to their father did not mesh with the loving mother and friend they saw at the Grady gatherings.
It was Diana who paved the way. Kate and Tristan were both too fair-minded to hold her begetting against her: she'd had no say in the matter. And the term 'half-sister' was outlawed in the Grady family. Diana was their sister, and that was that. As she won her way into their hearts, they couldn't help but credit Traci for the job she was doing as a single mom.
Diana had grown into a reserved, contemplative 7-year-old, quite content with her own company and more at home with adults than other children. But she had excellent manners, especially for her age, and could be irresistibly charming when she chose. She seemed able to sense when someone was having a rough time, child or adult, and had a way of quietly joining them, rarely saying a word, but bringing a sense of peace and comfort.



Traci's eventual realization of the damage she had done to Ryan, and the flimsiness of her attempts to justify it, had changed her. Her self-confidence and self-image were all but shattered. Diana was her life now, and she loved her without reservation. The Gradys welcomed and accepted her as she was, she knew, and it meant the world to her, but she was deathly afraid that someday she might slip and do something that would make them hate her, as she had done with her own children. She also worried about her ability to bring up the special young girl who was her responsibility, and held her heart.
"I'm afraid I'm not doing enough for her, and she's missing out," she told Tristan and Kate. They were at one of the many Grady events, and had found themselves together in a quiet corner of the back yard.
"I don't think she's socializing like she should. I wish she had two parents," she continued as her eyes misted up. "Your father would have known what to do. I mean, look at her."
The girl was sitting quietly by the little pond in the back yard, watching the water.
"I think she's exactly where she wants to be," said Elle, Tristan's mother-in-law, had overheard and joined them. "I just walked by her, and she looked perfectly happy. Bless the girl, I think she was born an old soul. She's not going to be like these two." She motioned to Tristan and Kate. "And for what it's worth, Traci, I think you're doing a great job raising her. Don't you agree, guys?"
Touched by Traci's obvious vulnerability, Kate and Tristan agreed eagerly.
"But Elle, I'm a single mom. I'm not well off. And what will I do when she's older? It took both of us to wrangle these two, and that was a struggle."
"Who says you'll always be alone?"
"But..."
"But nothing. You have courage enough to raise a daughter by yourself, without even asking her bio-dad for support.
"Take that courage in your two hands, Traci, and live your life. For yourself and Diana. I'm not saying you should go out and hit the singles bars or something. You aren't needy; you don't have to have a man. And you have all of us. But when you're ready, you'll know it. Just remember, you have a lot to offer, so don't give it away cheap. We'll be watching. And anyone who abuses you will have us to answer to us."
Tristan gave his mother-in-law a mock salute.
"Don't think she's kidding," he advised his mother.
"But what about Diana? Who would want me with a 7-year-old attached?"
"Once they get to know her, who wouldn't want Diana? At least, if he's worth anything."
"Oh, Mom, she's exactly right," and excited Kate added. "aYou have to live your life, and it's for both yours and Diana's sake. And Elle's right, we'll all be looking out for both of you. We love you, Mom."
Traci gasped. How long had it been since she'd heard those words from Katie? For the first time in years, Katie took her mother in her arms, and Tristan joined in and hugged them both. Traci's tears of happiness fell unchecked.
"Well," thought Elle, smiling to herself, "my work here is done. For now, anyway." She walked happily away, pausing by the little pond to exchange a grin and a wink with Diana. Would Traci find a new man? Who knew? It didn't matter that much, anyway, she thought. The important thing was that she and Diana had the support and love of a family. If you have that, according to Elle Grady, you can accomplish just about anything.
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This story obviously was inspired by Bread's "Diary."
I smiled and winced as I walked into my kitchen to get a beer after mowing my yard on a beautiful spring day.
My older daughter, Jenny, and her two best friends were squealing and chattering like magpies as they were at the kitchen table doing their nails prior to some important dance that was taking place at the local high school later that night. I winced because when teenaged girls get to squealing, the sound could practically shatter glass.
"Mom! Could you come in here for a bit, please? We need your expertise," Jenny called out to my wife, Traci, who was somewhere else in the house.
I didn't offer to help out with whatever the girls wanted or needed. A man has to know his limits, and teenage girl fashion was well beyond mine. I grabbed my beer and headed up the stairs to grab a quick shower before dinner.
Traci waited for me to ascend the stairs before she headed down. We smiled at each other at the top of the stairs before she headed down.
Traci had apparently been on her laptop in our master bedroom, because it was open in the middle of the bed. I closed the door, stripped and was about to head into our en suite to shower when idle curiosity got the better of me and I tapped the computer's keyboard to wake it up so I could see what my wife was working on hidden away in our bedroom.
What I saw on the screen absolutely stunned me! I had no idea my wife had a journal, and it looked like she was in the middle of a "written soliloquy" about me, calling me the love of her life among other great things. I am surprised both my head and my heart didn't explode with love and pride from the words written on the screen. I felt tears come to my eyes, and decided I needed to stop reading and get into the shower before I completely broke down from my emotions.
Traci and I had been married for 19 years, and while I knew our connection was strong, I thought she had been pulling away from me a bit the last year or so, so seeing her heartfelt words on the screen was an amazing, welcome surprise. I had to admit I was overwhelmed that she was able to hide her feelings so well.
Her computer was again asleep when I got out of the shower, and I was about to wake it up again to read some more when I heard Traci coming back up the stairs, so I let it be and got dressed.
I decided that if my wife wanted to be coy, I wouldn't push her to make any declarations, but that night in bed I made my own declaration, eating her to several spectacular orgasms and getting a final climax with my hard dick.
Like we had done many times before, we fell asleep entwined. I told her I loved her right before I drifted off. I didn't think anything of the fact that all I got back was a grunt.
I couldn't get Traci's declaration of love off my mind and I know I smiled a lot the next week. I'll admit I went back and forth with myself about going back to her journal and seeing what else she had written about me. She had never told me that she did a journal, and I knew that reading would be invading her privacy, but...
I argued with myself for five days before I went back to her journal... and ended my life as I knew it.
"He was right. I never thought I'd like anal sex, but the more we do it, the more enjoyment I get out of it."
If I read that line once, I read it a dozen times, each time coming to the edge of throwing up.
The entry that I saw the last Saturday was her last entry, so I started reading backwards. Two back from her last, I found that gem. Significance: Traci had never... never... let me have her ass.
When the fog lifted, the meaning of what I saw on Saturday was crystal clear: her declaration of love was for another.
Fuck.
I don't know how long I sat and stared at nothing. I assumed I was still breathing, because I didn't keel over. I just didn't feel anything, didn't see anything, didn't hear anything.
Fuck.
My wife, the woman to whom I've dedicated 19 years, the woman I would give my life for... loved another.
Fuck.
I was jolted back to reality by a cacophony of emotions: searing pain, rage, helplessness, hopelessness, so much more. I thought of committing murder, two murders actually; the thought of my two children being alone took that out of play. Revenge... nasty, physical, painful revenge... how could I get that done and not go to jail for the rest of my life?
Fuck.
I was brought back to earth just then by my younger daughter calling up the stairs to tell me dinner would be on the table in five minutes. I quickly realized that I'd have to practically give an Academy Award-winning acting performance to make it through the meal.
I honestly tried to be engaged during dinner, but I caught myself several times sitting back and watching my wife. I guess I was stupidly watching to see if she was going to do anything to tip her hand. I smiled to myself when I realized what I was doing. Hell, I never noticed a thing before I found out she was cheating; why would she get sloppy now?
"Earth to Dad. Earth to Dad. Come in, Dad," my youngest said at one point, bringing me back to the present.
"Sorry, kid. Got a lot on my mind," I said apologetically.
"You've been staring at Mom for the last several minutes. It would be way too much information for you to tell us what's on your mind, I think," she responded, getting a giggle from her sister and a blush from my wife.
Yeah, that probably would have been the case prior to about a year ago. Traci and I had what I considered a vigorous sex life and we were never shy about showing our affection for each other in front of the girls, within the bounds of decency, of course. For about the last year, though, Traci seemed a little less interested in being affectionate with me, both inside and outside of the bedroom. I'd mentioned that a few times, which usually resulted in a quick apology and a short return to our previous status, but within a day or two we'd be right back to this new normal.
I had given this some thought occasionally, being perhaps a bit too introspective--paranoid, my wife called it--but about the only thing I could figure was that she was a bit fatigued and maybe a little stressed at work. She worked for a fairly big marketing firm and handled several high-end clients.
That was in addition to being a wife and the mother of two active teenage girls, 16 and 14 years old.
Still, her life was probably no more stressful than mine, but I understood that everybody handles things differently, and I assumed I was just better at handling stress.
For about the last year, I had become the primary parent following the kids' extracurricular activities. Traci had started to beg off due to her workload, but now, knowing what I just found out, I realize that was just a barrel of bullshit... as probably were her late nights due to work and her occasional girls' nights out.
Due to work and life commitments, it took me two days to read what I found out was Traci's shared journal from start to finish, and I was pretty sure I had an ulcer by the time I finished. At least I wouldn't need to hire a private investigator. My wife was fastidious in her accounting of what I now knew was a nine-month sexual affair, 12 months if you wanted to count from when it started emotionally.
Garrett McFarland was the vice president of marketing for Brice-Masterson Industries, a sizable petroleum products company that was a client of my wife's firm, Astrex Upward Marketing. In Traci's own words, he was a "tall, handsome, well-built stud" who filled out his custom-made expensive suits very well. She found him "charming and dashing" in equal measure, and my 43-year-old wife was thrilled when the 32-year-old started paying her increasing attention.
Traci apparently started the journal soon after McFarland starting flirting with her. She said she needed a way to share "this exciting time in her life" with her closest friends, without messing with text or e-mail chains. That made me wonder how many other people knew about her affair and knew that I was a cuckold. Obviously, these were all very close friends of hers, because nobody leaked a syllable to me about what was happening.
The relationship was in the lunches together stage when Traci started her journal. She sounded like a vacuous teen rather than the mother of two teens herself when she talked about her growing infatuation with McFarland. She noted how wet she got the first time McFarland took her hand in his.
Shocked wouldn't even get close to how I felt as I read the journal. I've never talked to my closest friends about my sex life the way Traci talked about hers to her besties. Was this a normal thing for women? If Traci ever found out that I talked about our sex life the way she was talking, she would hit me upside my head with a baseball bat.
Traci was fully aware where her relationship with McFarland was heading... and was fully committed to making that happen. I had never realized that my wife was so selfish.
"I deserve this. I've been a good wife and mother for a lot of years. This is something for me," she wrote.
What the fuck? I've been a good father. Don't I deserve to have an affair, too?
The lunches got longer, sometimes necessitating Traci to make up the time by working late, but soon after the lunches turned into dinners... and more. I came really close to hurling my guts up reading about how great her first sexual encounter was with McFucker: how talented he was using his big dick, the series of humongous orgasms, how she sucked him back to full hardness for a second go-round.
None of what she wrote about was new or different... except for her sucking him back to hardness. She would never consider putting my dick in her mouth after it had been inside her pussy.
In addition to being angry over her fucking him, I was angry over her how she made it seem like he was such a great partner. Traci is multi-orgasmic, and when we were playing, I would consider it a failure if she didn't have a series of big climaxes. How quickly I was disparaged... in addition to being disrespected.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
According to Traci, the pair fucked almost every week after that first time. The only thing of note for me was when Traci let him have her ass, something she had denied to me for the whole time we were a couple.
"I probably shouldn't have let Garrett do that because I never let Will have my ass, but it was so damn hot and it seemed to be the right time. It wasn't as bad as I thought and... once we got going I kind of felt like a nasty girl. I felt like I was really hot... and Garrett really loved it.
"Still, I know I'd never be able to give that to Will... because that would get him thinking."
Traci's feeling for McFarland continued to grow the longer the affair went on, she noted. Her infatuation gradually turned into love... then into a deep, passionate love. I was stunned when I read that she planned to file for divorce as soon as Jenny left for college in two years.
"Emma will be a junior in high school and leaving two years after that. She'll be old enough to understand that while I love her father, I'm in love with Garrett, and I want to spend the rest of my life with him," she wrote.
Despite the fact that I wanted to kill someone... two someones, actually... I really had to hand it to Traci. She still appeared to be a great mom, with the exception of not showing up at the extracurriculars as much, and she certainly had me completely fooled as to how good of a wife she was, with the exception of our sex life falling off somewhat.
No matter how I looked at it, I could see only three options for my predicament, only two of which I would actually consider. I immediately discarded the option to do nothing and continue to share my wife--at least for two more years--only now doing it knowingly. Fuck that noise.
My second option was to divorce her quietly: give her what she seemingly wanted and quickly get shed of the slut. I looked at this hard because it would keep my embarrassment to a minimum and hopefully get me out of the marriage quickly.
But... that option was missing the component that made option three so appealing: revenge... raw, mean revenge. Everybody thinks I'm this nice, quiet guy, but hey, I'm human. Traci burned me badly, cheated on me, lied to me, deceived me. Hell, yes, I wanted my pound of flesh. The only question in my mind was how much shit could I give to her and her lover?
I thought about it for a few days before I came to the conclusion that I did need the services of a private investigator. I needed proof for what I had planned, because let's face it, nothing says cheating better than the old in-out right in front of your audience's collective face.
The divorce attorney I chose had an investigative firm on speed dial, and at the rate the two lovers were fucking it didn't take long before I had several "informative" videos and a bunch of photos at my disposal. I had to admit, reading about your wife cheating on you isn't near as bad as actually seeing it in a video.
The videos weren't all about fucking. They made love as often as they fucked, with lots of tender kissing and caressing. That was a lot harder to take than when they just rutted like animals and had noisy orgasms. Watching the fucking made me angry. Watching the lovemaking hurt my heart.
Fuck.
What I did next was pure spite. She had broken my heart, so I was going to go for the proverbial kick to the nuts. I bought a burner phone and sent a text to her mother that included a video file of her daughter getting schtupped in the ass by Garrett while he also played with her clit, the actions resulting in a noisy, sloppy orgasm.
I'll admit I always had a good relationship with my in-laws, so I did feel a little bad about sending the video anonymously, but I felt they needed to endure some of the pain and humiliation I had been feeling. After I sent the text, I knew they wouldn't be among those asking me to reconsider my coming divorce filing against Traci.
I waited about 30 minutes before I sent the same file from the burner to almost the entire contact list on her phone, which I had copied one recent night while she slept. I wondered how many of those on her contact list also had the address of her journal.
I smiled inside as she barely acknowledged me when I walked in the door. She was in the kitchen preparing dinner as usual, but what was unusual was the constant pinging coming from her phone, indicating several text messages coming in one after the other. I heard her phone ring as I hit the stairs to go upstairs to change my clothes, but I couldn't hear what she said to the caller as I walked upstairs. I had a good guess, though, and I think I spent most of the evening trying to hide my smile.
"Hey, what's going on? Did you win the lottery or something and forget to tell me about it?" I asked, trying to sound like I was joking.
"Umm... something like that," Traci answered tersely.
Her phone buzzed the entire evening. Her fingers had to be exhausted at the end of the night.
Vengeance is great for a good night's sleep. I slept great for the first time since this mess started. I could tell from Traci's face, though, that she didn't sleep nearly as well as I did.
I decided my texting adventure was so much fun I would do it again, this time sending out a file showing Traci happily bouncing up and down on Garrett's dick like she was on a trampoline while her lover mauled her bouncing boobs. She grunted heavily each time she hit bottom before squealing out another noisy orgasm, the camera zooming in closely on her face while she came.
I could hear her phone's text alerts going off all evening while she sat in the living room pretending she was reading a book. I also heard her talking in a whisper from time to time. It wasn't very hard for me to keep pretending I was the clueless husband.
I only texted one person the next day, but it was the coup de grace. Sarah Franks was probably Traci's kryptonite. They were both pretty women with good bodies for 40-somethings, and it was almost like a contest to see who could get the most admiring looks when they both showed up to an event in our neighborhood. I knew Sarah wouldn't keep the Traci assfuck file to herself. Yes, it would be outing myself as an unknowing cuck to a hell of a lot of people, but why should Traci's besties be the only ones to know? I have broad shoulders.
Of course, putting the file into the public meant I could no longer pretend I didn't know what was going on. That was okay. It was time to wrap up this charade and move on with my life.
She was sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cliché glass of wine when I walked in after work, tears in her eyes. No, I wasn't going to let her play the victim. I gave her a disgusted look, walked to the fridge, pulled out a beer and sat down.
"I-I don't know what to say, Will," she said quietly. "Obviously I'm sorry you had to find out this way. I never meant for you to be ridiculed."
"Yes, you did, Traci. I've read your journal. I don't know how many of your friends know about that, but I know you didn't just start writing it to work on your grammar," I snarled. "At least this way, everybody else also gets to know you're a cheating slut, too."
"Oh shit," she rasped, probably not meaning to say that aloud.
"Y-y-you've read my journal? Who told you about that?" she inquired.
I never answered her question.
"That's your big worry right now, Traci?" I responded. "You've been cheating on your husband for close to a year. You've told your friends that you're in love with another man and plan on marrying him pretty soon. Oh, and half the town knows you're a cheating slut.
"Me reading your journal--all of it--just means that you don't have to try to lie to me about the sex and your feelings for him."
Her mouth twisted into a grimace. She looked like she wanted to say something, but nothing came out.
"I'm assuming the girls know by now... and they're just hiding in their rooms," I said. "We should get them down here for a family meeting, because we've got a lot to talk about with the divorce and the upcoming move."
"What upcoming move?" she questioned, her face showing her surprise. "Why would we move?"
"You can't be that dense... and selfish, woman. The girls are going to have a hard time showing their face in school for the next month until the end of the school year, but they're not going to want to take that shit for the next several years until they leave home... because of what you've done. I know teenage boys, having been one a long time ago, and a lot of guys are going to wonder if our daughters take after their mother. Those videos aren't going to help either.
"The girls and I are going to have to go someplace where we can start over with a blank slate."
"Wait. Wait. Wait. You're not getting the girls. The mother always gets the kids," Traci hissed.
"You obviously don't live in the real world anymore, Traci," I answered. "The girls are old enough to choose who they want to live with... and I know they're going to want to get the hell out of Dodge as quickly as possible."
Her jaw dropping on the table told me Traci hadn't considered any of what I just related.
"Besides, you're not really going to want them around for a while when you marry your new soul mate, Mr. Fucking Wonderful. Wherever you wind up, you're going to need to put in more soundproofing in your bedroom, if those videos are any indication."
We both sat quietly for a minute before I saw the light bulb go off over her head.
"Did you know about my journal before the videos? Did you have something to do with those videos?" she asked pointedly.
"I only found out about your journal very recently. I had nothing to do with the videos," I lied blatantly, not feeling one bit of guilt.



I figured if she could lie to me and deceive me for almost a year, I could return the favor: no guilt allowed.
"So can I assume those videos have been out there for a couple of days already? You've been on your phone almost constantly for the last two nights."
"Yeah," she whispered.
"Whoever sent those out included my parents in their distribution list. My mom about ripped my ears off when she got hers. You don't even want to know what my dad said."
I smiled brightly, maintaining my cover while also enjoying the moment again in my head.
"Kind of amazing your dad didn't have a heart attack when he saw those videos. You would have felt really bad if he had keeled over from seeing you be a slut," I remarked.
I heard the growl come from her throat, but there really was no good way for her to respond to that.
"So... do you have any questions for me, Will? I guess I owe you some answers," she said.
"Actually, I think your journal has explained it all to me. A helluva good road map for your... cheating adventures. Otherwise, I'd probably have a million questions.
"Wait... I do have one big question that you didn't address in your missive. How come you didn't show me enough respect to ask me for a divorce before you started cheating?"
She dropped her eyes to the table and was quiet for several long seconds.
"I'm really, really sorry, Will. Hindsight being 20-20, that's what I should have done," she rasped.
"And maybe not have been quite so receptive to his charm, after all. You are married... Well, at least for a bit longer."
Traci was served divorce papers at her office the next morning. I wasn't expecting the cliché call and cry, and I didn't get it.
I did get a call from Traci's parents that night. I know they had to be incredibly embarrassed by the videos, even more so than their daughter being a slut. They were good church-going people, and we always got along great. I did feel remorse for sending them the videos, but I felt they had to know the truth, and I was pretty sure Traci wouldn't have told them.
They both apologized to me and told me that as far as they were concerned, I would always be their son-in-law. All three of us cried. Their daughter's selfish behavior affected a lot more than just her.
"That was your parents, by the way, apologizing for your bad behavior," I told Traci that night after I got off the phone.
Since I had read her journal, Traci knew she had no choice but to accept the divorce, which I filed under adultery even though we lived in a no-fault state. Before the next school year and before the divorce was even final, the girls and I had moved to the city 30 minutes to the north of our old one so they were in a new school district. We still lived close enough that I was able to stay in my old job.
Traci and Garrett were married six months after our divorce was final. My daughters told me Traci tried to convince Garrett to move to another community, but he refused since they both had high-paying jobs in their current community. Being the subject of several pornographic videos didn't seem to bother Garrett, they said, although Traci was very embarrassed when somebody said something to her in public, or even if she thought people were talking about her. She told the girls that she was propositioned several times by what she believed to be high school age boys who were hoping she would be their "Mrs. Robinson."
Several times she was asked by boys to autograph a photo of herself from the sex videos they had printed off on their home printers. She told our kids that she was sure Sarah Franks was out there enjoying her misfortune. Both girls told her that Sarah Franks wouldn't be able to enjoy her misfortune if Traci hadn't been a slut in the first place.
Garrett's crowd of mostly younger friends didn't seem to have any problem getting along with Traci, which at least made up for her losing almost all her old friends, the girls told me. That explained why I seemed to keep almost all our joint friends after the divorce, even though many of them were more Traci's than mine originally.
Truthfully, I was surprised with all the dating opportunities out there for me. I had no idea there were that many single women in my age range. It was only because I was a picky bastard that I didn't go out every Friday and Saturday night. I knew that I wasn't going to find Miss Right anytime soon, but I could find a bunch of Miss Right Nows and have sex almost any time I wanted it. I emphasize the term "wanted it," because with all the ready and willing women out there, I never really got to the point where I needed it.
Life was actually turning out pretty good for me, so only occasionally did I pine for my former life. The only time I knew about my ex-wife was when one of the girls told me something. I never asked.
"Hey, Dad, got some Mom news you might be interested in," Emma said to me during a phone call several years after Traci and McFucker married.
I wondered what stupidity she was about to reveal, so I kept quiet. She took my silence for disinterest.
"Dad?" she asked.
"I'm still here, kiddo. I was waiting for you to spill."
"Oh. Okay. Mom's getting a divorce," she blurted out. "Apparently her soul mate found another soul mate, repeatedly, without their clothes on."
"Hmm. What's it been, eight years?" I responded.
This time the silence was on her end.
"Is that all you have, Dad? A 'hmmm.' I was expecting something a little more demonstrative," she said.
"She's my ex, Emma. We haven't been a married couple in a long time. She's way in my past," I remarked.
"Really, Dad? You can't tell me you still don't have some feelings for her," Emma said.
"I suppose I'll always have some feelings for her, kiddo. We were married for almost 20 years. The same way I suppose I'll always have some hatred for her. She wronged me in several ways. She ripped my heart out... which probably explains why the only time I talk to her is at family gatherings... and I never say very much to her.
"Have you ever noticed that the only thing I've ever said to her husband is, 'Get the fuck away from me, you wife-stealing piece of shit?'"
"Now that you mention it, I have heard that phrase pass your lips several times through the years," Emma said, giggling.
"So... I'm sensing that the odds of you two ever reconciling are... slim and none?" she queried.
"That's about right, Em. I could never trust the stupid... woman."
"I get it. Fair enough, Dad. Got anybody trying out for stepmom?" she asked.
"Sorry kid. I'm not really looking for your stepmother," I answered. "I'm having a great time sampling the single women's population in this area."
"Okay, you can stop right there before you cross over into too much information," she said, giggling again.
I really liked Emma's giggle. I missed the days when she and Jenny and I would frolic around the house when they were younger. Sometimes even Traci would join in.
The next time there was a family event, Traci was a solo act, as was I. She worked very hard to stick close to me. I could tell she was working up to trying to talk to me alone. She finally found her opening.
"I-I really need to apologize to you, Will," she started. "I know you know about Garrett cheating on me repeatedly and me filing for divorce. I just wanted to tell you that I've finally learned exactly what it feels like to be in your position... and it doesn't feel good. I'm sorry to have done that to you... and sorry to have been stupid enough and selfish enough to even consider going for another man when I had a happy family to go home to."
"I can't say I'm sorry that you had to go through that, Traci," I said, "but sometimes, karma can be a fickle bitch. You deserved to experience that. Maybe in the future you will consider somebody else in addition to yourself."
"I'd say that was kind of harsh, but in reality I know it's accurate. In hindsight, I threw away a great marriage and family because I was selfish. And now I'll probably be alone the rest of my life," she whined.
If she was hinting, I wasn't taking the bait.
"Can you tell me something? I mean it's been almost 10 years now. My friends all left me. I've had two divorces. It won't make a difference now... but it was you that sent those videos around to everybody, wasn't it? I know now I deserved it, but I never thought you could ever do something that terrible. Not you. It was you, wasn't it?" she asked.
I looked Traci directly in her eyes and didn't hesitate.
"Nope. It wasn't me. Sorry, Traci," I lied without a blink.
She looked surprised, then sad. I know she just wanted a little closure... but it wasn't ever going to come from me. Call it lesson learned.
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Avery Clark gave a low growl as he squeezed out his last few reps of triceps pushdowns.
"Yeah, that's how to do it, fucker!" he mumbled harshly to himself, trying to keep his pump going for the upcoming final few exercises of his Tuesday workout.
He grabbed his water bottle and slugged down a few gulps while taking a quick look around to see if his personal noises were bothering anybody else at the gym. He had already been warned once before by the gym's staff that his personal fire-up techniques were upsetting several of the other members. His initial reaction was anger, but after looking around and seeing several Senior couples and some "delicate-looking" 20-somethings, he knew he needed to tone down his act a bit. Thanks to a strict upbringing, he always tried to be respectful. He promised the staff who warned him that he would try his best to do better in the future.
Lifting in the late afternoons was a lot different than lifting in the evenings, he had found out. The lifting crowd in the evenings seemed to be more serious about working on their bodies. There wasn't a lot of chit-chat, but the bit that did occur was all about their lifts and techniques. Few of the evening lifters ever broke out cellphones during their lifts, which was somewhat common with the late afternoon crowd. He kept his mouth shut, but he absolutely hated when those fuckers--pardon, people--whipped out a cellphone while taking up space on a machine.
Avery started lifting earlier in the day so he could enjoy more of a social life in the growing Council Bluffs/Omaha metroplex. As a third-grade teacher, he was often off work by 3:30 PM. He determined that he could get in a good lift, eat a light dinner and enjoy what the two cities had to offer, which was quite a lot for a 25-year-old single guy, he found out. He had been teaching in Council Bluffs for three years, and found the metroplex to be target rich for a young, fairly handsome man who stood 6-4, 225 pounds, much of that muscle. Avery had been a scholarship football player at Baylor, and women seemed to like the fit body, chiseled jaw, bright blue eyes and short, curly, strawberry-blond hair. He never seemed to lack for female companionship, either in bed or out, so it appeared that it wasn't all about his looks. Most of his dates would have said Avery was flat-out a nice guy.
Avery was about to set up at the squat rack when he noticed a new woman looking up at the shoulder pulldown cable machine with a lost look on her pretty face. The problem was instantly apparent to Avery: at barely 5-feet, the woman couldn't figure out how to change the hanging bar to a narrower version for someone with her limited hand grip. Avery knew that most of the other short women actually stood on the seat of the machine to switch out the bar, but being the gentleman he was, Avery offered to swap out the bar for the woman. He noted to himself that it was just as easy to be a gentleman to a pretty woman as an average-looking woman... and this particular woman was way above average with her long blonde hair up in a high ponytail and with large, sparkling azure-colored eyes.
"Wow. Thank you so much," the woman said happily. "Kudos to your parents for apparently raising you right."
The woman, who introduced herself as Marnie Lassiter, discreetly gave the young man a visual once-over while he swapped out the bar. She liked what she saw.
"You're new here, aren't you? I'm Avery, by the way," the man said.
Marnie stuck her hand out for a handshake and noticed that her small hand disappeared inside the large but gentle grasp of the younger man.
"If you need anything... anything... please find me. I'll be glad to help," he said with a bright smile.
Marnie lit up the man with a 1,000-watt smile. He returned her smile with one of his own, then walked back to his squat rack.
Avery knew that his lifting vibe was broken, but for one of the few times, he really didn't care. He occasionally looked over at the woman, who appeared to at least know what she was doing. He was impressed that she was wearing a regular T-shirt and gym shorts, as opposed to a "cute" gym outfit. He guessed in his mind that she was about 30 years old.
Marnie could feel her elevated heart rate as she sat down at the shoulder pulldown machine. Although she had no intentions of checking out the young man, he did check all her boxes, and seemed to be a nice guy as well.
Marnie had just started working out at the gym near her work two weeks previously. She worked part time at the local library, and she and her husband felt their two children, 9 and 7, could be alone at home for about 90 minutes two or three times a week so Marnie could keep her 34-year-old body in the amazing condition it was in currently.
Marnie spent about 45 minutes lifting weights and then 20 more minutes walking on the treadmill. She had no reason to interact with Avery again, but the young man made sure to catch her eye and wave to her as he left the gym while she was on the treadmill. She waved back and smiled brightly, wondering if Avery would be at the gym again on Thursday.
"Hey, Munchkin, good lift?" Wade Lassiter asked his wife when he walked into the kitchen from the garage after getting home a few minutes after 6.
His wife of 11 years was flitting about the kitchen wearing her lifting attire of a T-shirt and gym shorts as she readied dinner for the table. She stopped momentarily to give her husband a quick peck on the lips, then did an exaggerated lifter's flex and grunted before breaking into giggles.
"Proud of you, babe," Wade told his wife.
Wade considered himself the luckiest bastard on the face of the earth. He had a beautiful, loving wife, two great kids and a high-paying job that afforded the family a comfortable lifestyle.
Marnie had gone back to work two years ago when their youngest child entered school, as much to keep vital as anything, since the family didn't need her income. Even though Wade thought his wife's body was just about perfect with her big boobs and tight ass, Marnie felt she was getting a little soft around the middle, so she had recently decided she needed to hit the gym.
After dinner, Marnie went upstairs for a quick shower to wash the gym off her body while Wade played games with the couple's children, Zach, 9, and Elaine, 7.
Later that night, the couple cuddled together in bed. They were still having sex two or three times each week, but on this night neither initiated. Right before she fell asleep, Marnie wondered if she should buy some "cute" outfits for the gym.
Avery was already in the gym working hard when Marnie walked in Thursday afternoon. He would have to admit he wasn't lifting with his usual intensity because he kept looking at the door every time a new person entered the gym, hoping Marnie would make an appearance. His face broke into a wide grin when she showed up five minutes later. He grabbed the shoulder pulldown bar she needed and hooked it to the clip as she approached.
"You're ready to go, my lady," the young man said with a somber bow.
"Thank you, kind sir. You are again a hero to this vertically-challenged old lady," she noted.
"Old... ha," he said with a chuckle. "You're what, 28... 30? Hardly an old lady. I'm 25."
"I'm 34. I've got two kids at home, a 9-year-old and a 7-year-old," she said.
Avery looked directly at the woman's left hand and saw her two rings. He never noticed the rings on Tuesday.
"Wow. You don't look any older than me, and I'm 25," he remarked. "I'd have to say that Mr. Marnie is a very fortunate man."
The offhand reference to her husband made Marnie wince slightly in guilt. She was enjoying her time with Avery, and the last thing she wanted to think about was Wade. She hadn't given her husband a second thought either time while she was with Avery.
The thought about her husband was fleeting, though, because Avery said he had to get back to his lifting, before he asked Marnie out to a near-by Starbucks for some coffee and conversation after she was finished lifting and walking. She didn't hesitate to tell the young man that she would skip her time on the treadmill so they could spend more time talking.
Avery agreed to find Marnie after he finished his workout. He wasn't going to let the new information that she was married stop him from flirting with her. It was harmless flirting with a pretty woman. He'd done it hundreds of times before.
For her part, the experience was virtually new for Marnie. She hadn't flirted with any man since she started dating her husband as a senior in college.
Avery found Marnie on the leg press machine after he finished his workout. She smiled and held up an index finger, indicating she had one set left. Avery nodded, picked up a cleaning wipe and the antiseptic liquid so he could clean the machine after Marnie was done with it.
"It's good to see a woman doing a leg workout. Legs hurt, so a lot of people--both men and women--don't do legs. A lot of guys in particular are just here to work their pecs and their biceps... T-shirt muscles... and their abs. You never see them wear anything but longer, looser shorts because they've got sticks for legs," Avery said.
The two friends adjourned to the Starbucks, where they talked for about 30 minutes, each learning things about the other. Before they parted, Marnie asked the young man what she considered an important question.
"What do you think? Should I get some 'cute' outfits to work out in? Would you like to see that?"
Avery knew there were several ways his answer could go. He decided to go with the truth and play to the woman's vanity as she seemed to be getting more comfortable with him.
"Ooh. That would be sweet," he responded. "You've definitely got the body to do that."
He waggled his eyebrows to emphasize his point. Marnie giggled and nodded.
Marnie went shopping for several "cute" outfits to wear for Avery at the gym, although if asked, she wouldn't admit it to herself that she was buying clothes for him. The outfits completely covered her, but were tight enough and small enough that it wouldn't take too much imagination to see what was on offer. In fact, Marnie started to keep a bag with her that contained her regular lifting clothes so she could change before she got home.
"Ooh. That's quite the outfit, Marnie," Avery said the first time she showed up in one of her new outfits. "I might have to stick real close to you to keep the other guys away from you."
Which is exactly what happened. The two became workout partners, to a point, and then went to the near-by Starbucks for coffee... after Avery changed clothes. Others in the gym soon recognized the two were a couple, even if they didn't consider themselves that, at least until after the first time they had sex in Avery's apartment. Avery never pressured her, as the relationship grew "organically." In fact, the first time for the pair was way more lovemaking than fucking.
While Avery dated and was far from a virgin, he had never felt about a woman the way he felt about Marnie. In fact, it would have been correct to say Marnie was the first woman he had ever truly fallen in love with. He knew she was married and loved her husband, but what he felt inside was... amazing... and she seemed to reciprocate his feelings.
As the relationship had moved forward, several times the two had skipped their workout and gone to Avery's apartment, at first for more private and intense conversation. That morphed into kissing and groping and... finally their first intimacy. As they lay entwined after their first time, both knew the experience was about way more than sex.
"You are an amazing woman. I won't try to take you away from Wade, but I will take whatever extra you want to give me. And should the day come that you two are no longer together, I will swoop in and take it all," he said.
Marnie smiled brightly. Avery understood the situation completely. She cared greatly for him... she probably loved him... but she had a husband she also loved and children. She had the best of both worlds, she felt.
The more time Marnie spent with Avery, the deeper her relationship with him got... but her relationship with Wade never lessened by comparison. In her mind, it was never Wade or Avery; it became Wade and Avery. The only problem was that Wade could never know, because Marnie knew he wasn't the type to share his wife. Rather than press the issue, she decided to continue both relationships separately. In simplest terms, what Wade didn't know didn't hurt him.
Besides, although he didn't know, Wade was indeed a beneficiary of Marnie's relationship with Avery. She felt empowered and vibrant due to her relationship with Avery, and that translated into a personal renaissance in all aspects of Marnie's life, including her sexual relationship with her husband.
There were times that Wade even commented on Marnie's new "hunger for life."
"Is this new zest coming from your gym work?" Wade questioned. "Because you look great, you seem happier, more energized."
"Maybe," she responded with a coy grin.
The next several months were among the best of Marnie's life, she thought, having two men who loved her, along with a great family life. The only real change she had to make was remembering to use the generic term "baby" during sex with both men, so she wouldn't one day forget and use the wrong specific name.
Marnie had never really worried about running into anybody she knew at her gym because it was on the far side of the city from her house, so she didn't really pay attention to a non-descript 40-ish brunette woman who seemed to be watching her about nine months after her affair with Avery turned intimate. Unbeknownst to Marnie, the woman took several cellphone photos of her and Avery, and she watched the younger man give the woman a peck on the lips in the parking lot.
Jeannie Matthews was the wife of Wade's co-worker, Jeff Matthews. She and her husband had met the Lassiters several times at various work-related company events, so she was surprised--shocked actually--the first time she saw a somewhat scantily-clad Marnie being what she considered overly-friendly with a handsome, well-built younger man.
"Are the Lassiters having problems?" she texted her husband, sending along three photos of the couple that didn't exactly look platonic.
Jeff Matthews felt like someone punched him in the stomach when he looked at the photos. He and Wade had worked together for at least a decade, and were pretty good friends. He knew he was going to have to show the photos to Wade, and was afraid that this would hurt their friendship.
"Shit. As far as I knew, everything was perfect with the Lassiters. Now I'm going to have to ruin Wade's day. Maybe his year," Jeff replied.
"Do you have to? What if he kills the messenger?" his wife texted back.
"I would want to know," Jeff replied.
"They kissed before they went to their cars," Jeannie again texted.
"Getting worse," he texted back. "Got to go."
Jeff walked into Wade's office with a hangdog look on his face and closed the door behind him. Wade knew his friend had a problem.
"You don't look very good, Jeff. How can I help you?" Wade asked sincerely.
Jeff had his phone up to the photos his wife had sent. He slid the phone across Wade's desk, mumbling "I'm sorry," as he did so.
Wade's eyes opened wide as he viewed the first photo. He slowly swiped left to the next two photos.
"Fuck!" he whispered before sliding the phone back across his desk.
"Jeannie saw them at Fit4Life near my house. Took those. I'm sure Marnie didn't recognize her," Jeff said.
"Whatever you do, don't do something stupid and wind up in jail."
"Yeah, that's good advice. But first I need to get some more evidence. I've got to know if it's worse than it looks here," Wade said.
Two minutes after Jeff left his office, Wade had hired a private investigation firm, the same one his cousin had used when he thought--correctly, it turned out--that his wife was stepping out on him. Denton Investigations was known as a firm that was not averse to bending a few legal rules. Before the business day was done, Wade had contracted with Denton to follow his wife for several weeks and get evidence if she was having an extramarital affair.
Marnie could tell something was off with her husband almost as soon as he walked in the door. She just never gave a thought that she was the cause of her husband's problem.
"Just had a really bad day," Wade said when she asked.
Wade's practically perfect life went into limbo. He tried not to be too obvious as he watched his wife like a hawk when he was home. He was astonished that she seemed so loving to him and the children, despite the fact that she was cheating on them with another man.
Two weeks later Wade had all the information and evidence he needed. Life as he knew it was over, he conceded. Phil Denton, the owner of the PI agency, warned Wade that Avery was a large, strong man, and confronting him would probably not turn out well for Wade.
"You're basing that on a fair fight," Wade said, "But what if I don't fight fair? I know I'm only 6-foot, 180 pounds and didn't play D-1 football. But I've got rage and... other advantages on my side."
Wade had the Denton people call him the next time Marnie showed up at Avery's apartment. Twenty minutes later Wade was knocking on the apartment door, knowing that the two were probably in the middle of having sex. He smiled to himself as his knocking became pounding when no one answered.
"Open the door, you chickenshit!" Wade shouted. "If you're man enough to fuck her, you should be man enough to face her husband!"
Wade wasted no time moving forward as the door opened. He took his absolute best shot at Avery's face and connected solidly with his jaw, the roll of quarters in his hand making the punch more of a bludgeon. Avery went down in a heap, unconscious, as Marnie screamed.
Wade slipped the roll of quarters into his pocket as he glared at his soon-to-be ex-wife, who was obviously naked in bed with the blanket held up to her shoulders. She had to resist the temptation to run to Avery since she was unclothed under the blanket. She looked wild-eyed as she glanced from Avery to Wade.
"I'll pick up some pizza for us since I expect you to be home a little later tonight... after you get back from the emergency room. You might want to get your whore ass dressed before you call 9-1-1," Wade hissed.
Marnie almost literally dragged herself into her family home several hours later, her eyes red and puffy. She was both raging mad for Avery and afraid for herself physically. If her normally sedate husband could do what he did to a much bigger man earlier in the day, hurting her physically was not out of the question.
Wade was sitting in the unlit family room nursing a drink when his wife walked in. His slight movement surprised Marnie, who stopped in her tracks in the adjoining kitchen.
"Pizza's keeping warm in the oven," Wade said. "Relax. I've never hit a woman before... unless you really want to push me. So, is lover-boy going to be okay? I clocked him with my best shot, I think."
Marnie heard what sounded like boastful words coming from her husband, but she knew his tone was more threatening than gloating. She saw the glare in his eyes. She decided attacking her husband verbally was probably the worst thing she could do.
"Doctors said you gave him a concussion. They are keeping him overnight. I... I will have to pick him up tomorrow sometime after 10 AM," she started.
"I had no clue you could do that. I'm sure he didn't think you could do that, either, or he wouldn't have answered the door as casually as he did."
"He disrespected me one too many times, and he paid for it," Wade growled. "He fucked my wife. He was bigger, stronger, younger. No fear. No respect. He will never underestimate me again."



"Did you have to hurt him so badly?" she asked.
"Are you kidding? I could have stomped his nuts while he was out. Trust me, I seriously thought about it, but I decided to at least leave you something for after I'm gone," he said.
Marnie's eyes got wide.
"Gone. No! You can't leave me. I love you, Wade," she cried.
"Seriously, Marnie? You call fucking another man showing love for me? You giving me more sex because you feel guilty for fucking another man is showing love for me?"
"You've completely missed the point, Wade. You're getting more sex because I feel sexier, reinvigorated by my life... by having two sexy men desiring me, loving me. I love where my life is right now. I don't want to change... ANYTHING," Marnie said.
"No, you wouldn't want to change anything," Wade rasped. "You've got two guys servicing you. You're the fucking queen of Sheba!
"But that's not how real life works. You don't get to have a husband and a lover. That's called cheating. You snuck this guy into our marriage, behind my back. How the fuck long has this been going on, Marnie?" Wade queried.
Marnie's face went blank for a second as she debated how truthful her answer was going to be. Wade had been with her long enough to know exactly what she was considering. At that point, he wouldn't trust any answer his wife gave him.
"A... a few months," she finally answered.
Wade grimaced but didn't say anything. Marnie took the silence as her chance to explain herself better.
"I didn't go looking for this. We became friends and then that friendship blossomed. He's a really nice guy, and I think you'd like him in any other circumstance," Marnie rushed out.
"Nice guys don't get involved in affairs with married women!" Wade asserted hotly.
Marnie would have agreed with that assessment before her affair. Now she felt her personal experience gave her a more rounded approach to what a marriage could be.
"If our sex life went through the roof, how was he taking anything from you?" she asked. "I never denied you any time you wanted sex. You had me anytime. He only got me once or twice a week."
"You are my wife. Mine. He doesn't deserve any time with you," Wade said.
It was Marnie's turn to growl.
"It's my body. I can say who I let share it..."
"No, you can't, slut!" he interrupted. "We made vows that say only I get to share your body, the same way only you get to share mine. You don't get to change the rules to benefit yourself."
Marnie had been struggling to hold back her tears... tears of frustration. Despite the fact that she really had no good rejoinder to her husband, she wasn't going to easily give up her current life.
"How did what I did with another man affect you if you didn't even know about it? It didn't," she said. "Why can't you... just pretend you know nothing again. I will continue to be discreet. We can continue to have our great family life, our great sex life."
"Because I'm not wired that way... to share my wife, to be a cuckold," he rasped.
"I love you, Wade. You know I do. I have enough love for the both of you. Can't you see that?" he asked.
Wade heard exactly what his wife said.
"So you love him... too? Love him..."
Marnie blew out a breath of exasperation, realizing that Wade picked up on what she had said.
"Yes," she practically whispered. "I love him, too, but not to the level I love you. Of course I love him. I couldn't have stayed with him if I didn't have any feelings for him. I'm not a... slut... although I know you will argue that.
"Don't do anything rash, Wade. Think of the kids..."
"And there it is... now you bring up the kids... try to use them as a bargaining chip of sorts. Did you ever once consider what would happen to them if I caught you cheating and divorced your ass?" Wade asked, his voice gaining both volume and emotion.
Marnie didn't answer verbally although she hung her head in apparent defeat.
"Didn't think you'd ever be caught, did you?" Wade asked. "Typical fucking cheater."
Marnie actually was dying to know how she was caught, but at least at this point was smart enough not to ask what, at this moment, would have been a stupid question. The important point was that she was caught. Could there somehow be a way that Wade would forgive her enough not to divorce her, she wondered?
Since Marnie had no idea how and when Wade found out about the affair, she had no idea that Wade already had an attorney working on divorce papers. She was served two days later at home while she was preparing dinner.
"Oh, Wade. Why couldn't you put your ego on the shelf?" she thought.
The two had been sleeping apart since Wade confronted her two days earlier. This new development led to a very quiet night at the dinner table. Wade knew his wife was going to be served that afternoon, so he was ready for whatever was going to happen. He spotted the large manila envelope on the kitchen counter when he walked in, and a quick peek at his wife's red-rimmed eyes told him she had not seen the papers coming this quickly.
The couple's children were mostly oblivious as to what had been happening between their parents in the past few days. During dinner, they chattered on endlessly about various things going on in their lives, both of their parents mostly grunting in acknowledgement.
Marnie held her tongue until the children were in bed for the night, then she exploded--keeping her volume down to not wake the kids--at her husband.
"I thought you'd at least give it some thought before you'd pull the trigger on the divorce," she hissed. "Pretty obvious you don't love me nearly as much as you've always told me."
"I had several days head start to think about things," Wade said. "No matter how much I love you, Yeah, I know you keep telling me you love me, but I can't reconcile that with your disrespect, your lies and your lack of love for me. I don't think a months' long affair with another man that you admit you love says 'I love you' to dear old hubby. "
"You need to get over yourself, Wade. Not going to give you a divorce if I can help it," she argued.
Marnie had gone to the hospital the day after Wade clocked Avery to bring the latter home to his apartment. She persuaded Avery not to file charges because she was aware that Wade could make things difficult for the younger man professionally.
"I'm sure the school board or trustees or whatever you call them wouldn't take it well if Wade explained that he knocked you out because you were fucking his wife minutes before. It's a bad look, hon. Sorry," she said.
To make things worse, Marnie then explained that she had to stop seeing Avery for the foreseeable future so she could concentrate on saving her marriage.
"I really love him, Avery. I've never lied about that," she said. "I don't want to lose him and break up my family."
"But you've told me you love me, too," Avery whined. "I can't just give you up. I love you. It's not fair."
Marnie smiled at the younger man.
"I do love you, but I've never lied to you. Wade is my number one, and so are my kids. You know it's only right."
The younger man dropped his head. He knew that someday she would have to make a choice, and very likely it wouldn't be him.
"But if he decides to divorce you... well, I'll gladly take you," he said.
"I'll fight the divorce with everything I have. I don't want one. But if it happens... well, yes, I would be thrilled to be with you," she said.
Things got ugly when Marnie's attorney asked the judge to mandate several counseling sessions. Wade changed the divorce filing from irreconcilable differences to adultery, affecting nothing except the judge's emotions.
"Do you have proof of this adultery, or is this simply a way to try and get back at your wife?" the judge asked.
Wade's attorney held up a photo stick and waved it at the judge.
"Shit!" Marnie whispered to her attorney. "I thought his whole reasoning for a divorce was based on what he had seen that day in Avery's apartment. He never said anything about having a stick."
The judge ruled against counseling and granted the divorce, to be official 90 days into the future.
Marnie's father approached Wade as he left the courthouse. Wade had gotten along well with his in-laws until he filed for divorce, but hadn't heard a word from them since then. His father-in-law was confused by the sudden switch of the divorce from irreconcilable differences to adultery, and thought Wade and his lawyer were pulling some sort of trick on the judge. Wade knew then that her daddy's little princess hadn't exactly been forthcoming with her parents about the reason for the divorce.
"She didn't tell you the reason I filed is because she'd been cheating on me for several months with some younger guy that she says she also loves?" Wade asked.
"No. She said you guys had a silly argument that got out of hand and your ego wouldn't let you admit you were wrong. I know my daughter would never cheat on you. She loves you... and isn't that type of woman."
Wade was almost sorry to disabuse his father-in-law of the notion that his little girl still had high morals. Wade explained to him exactly what had been happening between his daughter and Avery Clark, and told him he would e-mail some damning video when he got home to his computer.
"Are you really sure you want me to do that, Dad? I mean, this isn't going to be pretty. It wasn't pretty for me," Wade said.
"I have to see it to believe it," Mark Brennan said.
Although his attorney warned him it was going to happen, Wade was still pretty shook that Marnie wound up with half of his stuff, the house, child support and a healthy alimony payment for the next several years, along with her being named the custodial parent. He was hardly the first cheated on husband to utter the phrase, "She cheated, but I was the one who got fucked."
Avery contacted Marnie every few weeks during the divorce to ask how she was getting along and if there was anything he could do to comfort her. As she had requested, he kept his distance. Marnie was struggling with her husband being so quick to jettison her, despite her protestations of love and his obvious love for her.
Avery and Marnie went out on their first official date a month after her divorce was final. The younger man made sure Marnie knew his feelings for her hadn't changed, and before the evening was over Marnie had fallen back in love with Avery... only this time there was no husband ahead of him in line.
Marnie's children took to Avery right away and vice-versa. Eight months later the younger man moved into Marnie's home. Marnie and Avery were married a year later. A little more than a year after that the pair welcomed a baby boy into their home.
Wade didn't like being a part-time father. He especially didn't like when his kids happily chattered on about their new stepfather and their new brother. He was quick to point out that the infant was only a half-sibling to them since Avery was no relation to them. He knew his explanation to them was in part pettiness, but he knew he was losing touch with them little by little, and his heart was breaking by small degrees every day.
Wade didn't hesitate to accept a position at his company's new office in San Antonio, Texas, when it was offered to him several months later. He knew it meant he wouldn't get to see his kids every other weekend, but his attorney worked out that he could get the pair for a full month in the summers.
Wade had hardly dated at all since his divorce before he accepted the transfer. He was hoping that a new location might be the spark he needed to finally put his ex-wife in the rearview mirror. He had long ago admitted to himself that he still loved the woman and probably always would, despite the fact that she cheated on him. He knew divorcing her was the right thing, though, because he would never be able to trust her again, even if he could get over her disrespect and deceit.
A handsome man making good money is always a welcome sight for women at the bars and clubs in any city, and it was no exception for Wade once he started making the rounds. His social life soon picked up and matched the success he was enjoying at work.
One of the places Wade frequented on a regular basis was a quiet bar about 10 minutes away from his apartment. This was often his late-night haunt after a date that didn't wind up in bed, or when he just wanted to wind down by himself. He usually sat at the bar and talked with the bartender, a 30-ish Hispanic-looking woman with an engaging disposition and piercing gray eyes.
Wade enjoyed his time spent with Trinity Lopez. In between her serving customers and mixing drinks, they talked about everything from classic rock to religion to sports. Almost by osmosis, he noticed she was solid, but curvy... he guessed at 160 pounds with an ass that he would love to bounce quarters off of, and muscular, toned legs that just screamed that she rarely missed leg day at the gym. He wasn't a big fan of the tattoos she had on her upper chest, nor did he like the fact that she had a small nose ring.
Trinity had proven to be an able debater, so to speak, and Wade enjoyed her sassy nature, if he couldn't always understand some of her slang.
"I know you're a boob man. I see you taking sneaky looks at my tits when you don't think I'm looking, so let me ask you an important question: should I get matching teddy bear tats on the upper edges of both of my tits? I'm thinking I'd like to do that," the woman asked Wade one evening.
"I'm flattered that you asked my opinion. Yeah, I'm definitely a boob guy," Wade admitted, blushing slightly. "But I'm kind of old-fashioned when it comes to tits. God made them perfect just the way they are. I don't want to see them ruined by drawings and piercings. Just boobs, with areolas and nipples. Yeah, I love hard nipples.
"But to each their own. I see you like tats and piercings, and since they're your tits, I'm good with that, too."
Trinity smirked at Wade and thrust her C-cup chest out at him.
"So then, you're telling me you wouldn't want to get your hands on... these?" she said in a sing-song tone.
Wade almost choked on his Angel's Envy rye. He tapped his upper chest several times to relieve the choking feeling.
"I like to think of myself as an adaptable bastard. I think I could figure out some way to enjoy those. Can I consider this an offer?"
"Absolutely," Trinity said with a megawatt smile.
Wade raised his eyebrows and did some quick thinking. He didn't see this opportunity coming, but was smart enough to know he shouldn't waste it.
"When is your next night off?" he asked.
Wade picked up Trinity at 10 AM the next Sunday and took her to his favorite brunch restaurant to start their date. They next went to an art gallery that was featuring an exhibit of Spanish painters from the 18th century; Wade remembering that Trinity had told him once that her ancestry was heavily Spanish.
At the gift shop, he bought her a somewhat pricey Francisco Goya print of a painting she had earlier admired, which brought a tear to her eye and a wisecrack to her lips.
"If you think that I can be bought with a few trinkets, well... okay, you're right. But try not to make it a habit," she said, kissing him hard on the lips.
Dinner was a meal at an expensive Spanish restaurant, where the two discussed Trinity's DNA and both of their first marriages in more detail than they had done previously. Trinity had been married for nine years to a free-spirited musician who liked his women tattooed and pierced... yes, women, Trinity noted. She found out he was cheating on her with two other women, and all three of his women had the same tattoo on their right ankles. Trinity had hers laser-removed after her divorce.
Wade promised her dessert and after-dinner liqueur when they got back to his apartment. They ate and drank sitting together on Wade's sofa, then switched to tasting each other's lips. Trinity was very impressed with Wade's kissing skills, wondering to herself if the man would be as good kissing her nether region. She only had to wait a few minutes to confirm that skill as she shrieked through several big orgasms on the sofa with Wade's lips and tongue working on her wet, hot pussy. He was surprised at first when he found she had a second piercing on her body: the other one being a ring on the hood of her clitoris. He examined the piercing very thoroughly with his tongue.
Wade then began flipping his index fingers over her erect nipples. She cooed repeatedly and continue to writhe on the bed. When he gently pulled and twisted, she screeched out another climax, which surprised and delighted Wade.
He gave her a minute to catch her breath before he put his tongue back to work. He got another shrieking climax before he slid up her body and planted his hard dick inside the cauldron between her legs. The two seemed to be in perfect sync for about 10 minutes before Trinity put her hands on Wade's chest to stop him.
"Can I drive for a bit, Wade?" she asked with a huge smile on her face.
"Absolutely, babe," he responded before disengaging and lying down on his back.
Trinity got up on her knees and perched with the opening of her pussy pressing gently against the top of Wade's dick. He pushed up a bit trying to enter her, but she moved upward a bit to keep his dick up against her, but not allowing entry. She grinned almost innocently, then giggled before she oh-so-slowly slid down the man's dick until the tip nudged against her cervix.
"Ahh, ohh. Right there. Yes," she whispered as she began to slowly bounce up and down.
He placed his hands gently on her hips as she rode him, her breathing becoming less rhythmic the longer she moved. He watched her eyes as they slowly glazed over, then felt her pussy start to squeeze his hard-on like a vise. Her pussy muscles continued to squeeze as she rode, her eyes seeing nothing, and Wade wondered how long she could go in this trance-like state.
The answer to Wade's unasked question was about a minute as Trinity's powerful body shuddered wildly as she went off like a rocket in a spectacular orgasm, sounds but no words coming out of her mouth. When the writhing finally stopped, Trinity's limp body was lying atop Wade's torso, his hard dick still inside. Her eyes were closed, her breathing rhythmic. He realized she had passed out several seconds back.
She awoke about a minute later as if she had come back from a far-off dream, her eyes glassy and a silly smile on her face.
"What the fuck just happened?" she asked quietly.
"You took a little nap after your last orgasm. Are you okay?" he asked, returning her smile.
"Never felt better. Now, where were we?" she asked before she sat back up and started bouncing again.
While their first session was all about physicality, the pair's second session was all about connection: slower, more playful, more emotional. Wade was gently playing with Trinity's right breast as the two were laying entwined, both lost in their pleasure.
"Yeah," Wade murmured.
"Oh yeah," Trinity responded.
The two never discussed exclusivity. They both knew. A year later, they were married. For a wedding gift, Trinity got a new tattoo: Wade's name spelled vertically between her boobs.
Wade's children fell in love with Trinity almost immediately. His daughter repeatedly asked Wade to let her get her own ink. Wade repeatedly told her that she was asking the wrong parent, since her mother was custodial.
"Just because your father married an inkbunny doesn't mean you can become a slut, too!" Marnie said after being asked one time too many, in her opinion.
"The inkbunny's not the one who cheated on her husband!" Elaine answered back as she walked away.
Avery's career was moving along nicely. At 30, he was now an assistant principal at the junior high school at which he used to teach. He rarely left the school before 5, but his paycheck reflected the increased hours and responsibility. Marnie's children had taken to him quickly, and seemed to be thrilled with their baby brother. He and Marnie's love seemed to be growing every day, and in fact, in the last several months their sex life seemed to have ramped up, both in frequency and intensity.



Avery considered himself the luckiest bastard on the face of the earth... until everything came into focus one night as he lay spooning his wife after another outstanding evening of sex. His wife was cheating on him the same way she had cheated with him on her first husband almost 10 years ago.
Fuck!
While Marnie lay sleeping, Avery had to admit to himself that he should have seen this coming and been more vigilant... perhaps spending more time communicating. Of course, he had to admit that his being upset with his wife for cheating on him... having a second relationship, as the two referred to it back then... was the height of hypocrisy. He didn't seem to have a problem back then moving in on a married woman, but now that somebody had moved in on his wife, the pain seemed unbearable. How had Wade been able to get through it, he wondered.
Ten years ago, Avery was developing a relationship with a beautiful, vibrant woman. The fact that she was another man's wife wasn't his problem; it was Wade's. If he couldn't hold on to his wife, that wasn't Avery's worry; that was all on Wade. Now, with the shoe on the other foot, he didn't quite see it the same way as he had then. He was angry at Marnie and absolutely livid at whoever else she was sleeping with... fucking. She was fucking another man.
He now completely understood why Wade had clocked him all those years ago.
Avery didn't get a chance to speak to his wife alone until they went to bed the next night. He didn't waste any time getting to the heart of the matter.
"Who is he, Marnie? How long has this been going on? By my figuring, it's been about eight months," Avery said sharply as soon as the bedroom door was closed.
Marnie's visage morphed from shock at first to a languid smile. She knew Avery would figure it out eventually... after all, he was once a part of her first three-person relationship. Unlike with Wade, Avery had a clue... and after what had happened years ago, could he really object too awful much, she thought.
"His name is Ed McGarrett. Yes, we've been together for just about eight months. He's a part-timer at the library and a part-time student...
"You're fucking a kid?!" Avery said, conscious to keep his voice down with all three children still living at home. "How old is this guy?"
"He's 25, Avery. You were 25 when I started sleeping with you, you know," she said calmly.
"I don't see why you're upset. This is exactly how we got together, and you had no problems then. You know I am discreet, and you know I can love both of you."
"But... but... I never agreed to share you with anyone else," he whined. "Yeah, I know I'm a hypocrite, but still, we never talked about this. I thought when I married you it would be just you and me.
"Now I know how Wade felt... and it hurts, babe, it really hurts."
"Oh, come on, hon. You know I love you, and Ed doesn't take anything from you. We've had this discussion before, only from the other side. You can't switch sides now. You can't be that shallow, can you?" she said.
"If you were so sure that I'd let you have another lover, why did you go behind my back, lie to me, deceive me... unless you knew what you were doing was wrong?" Avery questioned.
"I went behind your back because my other relationship wasn't any of your concern, the way our relationship wasn't any of Wade's concern all those years ago," she responded. "He made it his concern, and look where they got him. He lost me, the kids most of the time, the house and a great future together. Don't make that same mistake because you're suddenly having an ego problem. Come on, babe, you know it doesn't have to be this way."
"No, Marnie. It's not about an ego problem. You're supposed to be my wife... just my wife. Not my wife and another man's fucktoy. I guess when push comes to shove, I am nothing but a hypocrite.
"No more second relationship, Marnie. Ed... has to go."
"And if I say no?" she asked.
"I will miss you," he answered.
"You've already seen I can love more than one man at a time. You said then you didn't understand why Wade divorced me. What has really changed from then 'til now? You'd be making the same mistake you said Wade made," Marnie admonished.
Avery grimaced. He clearly remembered saying he thought Wade made the biggest mistake of his life. But that was then, this was now, he thought. Now that the shoe was on the other foot--hell, the army boot was on the other foot--he finally understood what Wade felt and why he divorced... the stupid, delusional, narcissistic bitch.
"I thought--wrongly, apparently--that you maybe loved me more than you loved Wade, and I was enough for you," he said barely above a whisper.
Avery ran his hand over his stomach, which seemed to be rumbling and burning. He remembered back to a night out he spent with his best friend Leo Roberts, his best man at his wedding, when he was considering asking Marnie to marry him.
"Yeah, she might be pretty, sexy and fun, but aren't you concerned that if she could cheat on her husband, whom she said she loved, that she could cheat on you as well: you know, the old 'once a cheater' thing?" he remembered Leo saying.
Avery had always considered himself a good guy, even when he was cuckolding Wade. He put most of that guilt on Marnie; not his fault if Wade couldn't control his slut wife... his slut wife. Arrogance... thy name is Avery, he thought.
Marnie was nonplussed at Avery's contrary behavior. She couldn't understand how he could change his stance on her behavior. In truth, she didn't want to understand. She never really understood how Wade could divorce her if he loved her as much as he said he did. She had shown him that she could love both him and Avery, so there was no need for divorce... and yet...
Avery wasted little time filing divorce papers and fought her attempt to get the judge to mandate counseling. The divorce went through quickly and Avery did his best to have almost no contact with Marnie throughout the process and afterwards. He did make sure to tell her parents the real reason for the divorce, after Marnie had already lied to them and told them she and Avery had drifted apart. It was quite a while before her parents forgave her.
Wade found out about the divorce from his kids. He also received an apology from Avery through his children, who told him that Avery later broke Ed McGarrett's nose. Wade grinned when he heard that last piece of information.
"Fair is fair, I guess," he told his daughter.
The divorce between Marnie and Avery took an entire year because Marnie could never get over the fact that Avery was completely hypocritical and didn't want to let her have a second relationship. Much to her attorney's dismay, she explained to the judge in the case about Avery's role in her first marriage and divorce, thinking that if he saw Avery's hypocrisy it would work in her favor. When she was done with her soliloquy, the judge had his head in his hands, shaking it slowly.
"Oh my God, woman, you need to listen to your counsel. Please don't talk anymore," the judge said solemnly.
Marnie and Ed never slowed their sexual liaisons during the divorce, getting closer emotionally as well as sexually during that time, Marnie felt. The young man told her repeatedly he loved her, and she returned the sentiment. A month after the divorce was final, she asked the young man to move in with her and her second son, her first two children having left for college.
"No, I don't think so, Marnie. I'm good with how our relationship is right now," Ed said, not really looking her in the eye.
"I... I kind of thought maybe you wanted to step up and be the man of the house, with all that implies," she said. "And maybe down the line, we could make it official..."
"Whoa. Slow down, babe," Ed interjected. "I'm not looking to make our relationship permanent. You're fun and all, a great fuck, but you're almost as old as my mom, and you've got an 8-year-old kid. When I finally get married, I'm going to be looking at someone more my own age, without kids."
Marnie tried to speak, but no sound came out of her mouth for several seconds.
"Wait a sec, Ed. You told me you loved me..."
"Oh, come on, Marnie. That was just sex talk. You know it. You've said the same thing to me many times, and I'm not holding you to that," Ed said. "I mean, I love you and all, but I don't love you, love you, the way you really don't love me, love me."
Tears started to leak from Marnie's eyes. Ed realized that he and Marnie had a major difference of opinion when it came to this arrangement.
"You said you loved me. I love you," she said in a small voice.
"I do love you, Marnie, but not that way. Besides, I've already seen how you treated the last two guys you said you loved. That's not going to work for me, ever," Ed said.
Ed winced as Marnie's eyebrows raised at his last statement. He quickly realized that he perhaps went a little too far with this honesty thing. He wouldn't tell her that his arrangement with her was based almost completely on sex. When everything shook out in his mind, she was easy, free pussy. He loved having sex with her, but only wanted it on his terms: no strings attached.
A month later, Ed got himself a new job and a new phone number. He didn't tell Marnie about either. It took her a week to figure it out.
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Tyler Lemstom was more than a little surprised when he pulled his car into his driveway and noticed his house was completely dark. It was a Friday night, and there was no way his wife, Brooke, was already in bed at 10:30.
But there was his wife's car in its usual spot, too, he saw as the garage door went up.
Shit, he thought to himself, that meant his plans for a night of carnal fun was off. He was home a day early from his trip to Chicago, and he thought he and Brooke could maybe break out of their sexual slump of recent weeks.
He grabbed his bag out of his trunk and walked inside quietly so he wouldn't wake his wife of 18 years. Just because it was so out of character for his wife to have gone to bed early, he crept up the stairs quietly, opened the bedroom door stealthily and peeked in... and promptly let out a loud growl. The bed was empty. What the fuck!
Now angry, Tyler flipped on the room light to confirm that his bed was empty.
Tyler thought back to last Sunday when he told his wife he had the trip to Boston, leaving on Wednesday and getting home on Saturday. At no point before he left did his wife mention that would be out of the house as well. Tyler was not a happy camper.
Reflexively, he opened his wife's closet door. He noticed only one hangar empty. He had no idea which dress was on that hangar, but it really didn't matter. Since it was only one dress, that meant she wasn't planning on staying overnight. He'd just take a deep breath, step back, grab a beer and hit his La-Z-Boy to wait for the missing Mrs. Lemstom. Maybe... maybe... he'd be able to salvage something of this night.
With time on his hands, Tyler thought about how his recent relations with his wife had deteriorated. Up until their second child went off to the same boarding school that their first was at several months previously, everything seemed good in their house. Since Cheryl went off to school, though, relations between husband and wife had gotten frosty, and for one of the few times in their marriage, their sexual relationship had dropped off... a cliff, in fact.
She had even taken to spouting off some propaganda about women's self-determination, especially in the bedroom, and several times when he tried to ignore her, she reminded him "that this is 1967, not 1863, and that women would follow slaves to their freedom."
"Seriously," Tyler had responded to that first tantrum. "You don't work outside the home, and my asking you to clean, cook and raise our children hardly seems onerous compared to some of the things I have to do to earn my paycheck. Jesus, Brooke, you've really got to stop listening to your wacko sister, Paige."
Tyler had always considered his sister-in-law to be a bad influence on his wife. The former Paige Anderson was two years older than Brooke, and from the time the two were teenagers wielded considerable influence on her younger sister. Both Anderson girls already had reputations as easy when Tyler first met Brooke, and while Tyler knew Brooke was no virgin when they got married, he always considered that he stopped Brooke from becoming a full-fledged slut like her sister, at least until she married Bob Unger and got reined in somewhat... not completely, but somewhat.
Tyler occasionally told his brother-in-law in private that he needed to watch his wife closely because she always seemed to be flirting with every handsome man who came across her path, and Tyler was afraid she'd lead Brooke astray as well. Bob would usually chuckle and thank Tyler for caring, and then go right back to whatever it was he was doing beforehand.
Tyler was convinced he had a problem in his marriage when his wife still hadn't returned by midnight. There was no acceptable reason a married woman should be out that late without her husband, he thought. He got back in his car and drove it several houses away from his house, parking on the street, and would surreptitiously wait for her to return. This would not be the first time he gathered information on a target.
To Brooke and almost everybody else, Tyler--Tyler Lemstom, Ph.D. officially--was an associate professor of economics at Georgetown University who also dabbled in something called "economic tracking," occasionally travelling to other cities to give reports to state government officials. To his wife, he looked like an academic with his slightly shaggy dark brown hair and somewhat out of style clothes. When the two first met, she found him intelligent and engaging, and cute rather than handsome, with big brown puppy dog eyes. After they had dated several times, Brooke let the young man finally reach the "promised land," but before sinking an impressive cock into her waiting wet pussy, Tyler unveiled his talented tongue and fingers, at one point causing her to pass out from sheer pleasure.
By the time Tyler planted his flag, Brooke's throat was raw from screeching out during multiple orgasms and her body was growing limp. When she came back to earth during their afterglow, she determined Tyler Lemstom was every bit her soul mate.
Tyler actually was a professor of economics at Georgetown, at least on a part-time basis, but his job as an "economic tracker" was completely bogus. His other part-time job was as a low-level operative/analyst for the Central Intelligence Agency, and once or twice each month he travelled for several days as part of that job. Both Tyler and his bosses at "The Company" saw no reason for him to be completely accurate about his employment to family and friends, including his wife.
Tyler was broken from his reverie by the sight of a dark Chrysler sedan pulling into his driveway a little after 3 AM. His wife alighted from the back seat as soon as the car stopped, then went into their house. Tyler had no way to read the car's license plate number.
"Huh. Thought so," he mumbled out loud to himself.
Although he knew he wouldn't get much sleep, Tyler checked in to a hotel on the other side of the city. He would return to his home in the afternoon, as was his original plan.
Tyler was working on about three hours of sleep when he called an old friend. Despite it being a little after 8 on a Saturday morning, Doug Westfall sounded like he'd already had two cups of strong coffee.
"It's me. I need a favor," Tyler said quietly when Doug answered his phone.
"No, I need to start returning some favors to you," Doug answered. "Whatever you need, consider it done."
At one time in his career, Doug had also been a CIA employee, and he and Tyler had worked together on several... projects. Tyler had saved Doug's life once in Jordan, but of more importance to Doug was the fact that Dr. Tyler Lemstom had recommended his teenage daughter for a scholarship to attend Georgetown, and that daughter had later graduated from the school with honors.
"Can you meet me at my office at the university?" Tyler asked.
"Give me 20 minutes," Doug said. "You remember I like my coffee black, right?"
When Doug arrived at his office, Tyler hesitantly told him he believed his wife was cheating on him. Among Doug's business interests these days was a private investigation firm, and Tyler asked his friend to shadow his wife for the next month to gather information. In the meantime, Tyler would continue to play the clueless fool.
Only because he now had a clue, Tyler was able to see that his wife appeared to be somewhat tired when he walked into his house at 2 PM. She tried to marshal her reserves and sound excited when she greeted him, but Tyler could see by the bags under her eyes that she hadn't slept enough.
"You look tired, babe. Did you stay up too late reading another of those trashy novels you like so much?" Tyler asked as he deftly slipped the kiss she was trying to give him and wound up giving her a strong hug.
He wondered if the blush she had was because he was on the mark.
For her part, Brooke was indeed tired, and because of that she didn't read anything into Tyler's diminished greeting. She also didn't realize that Tyler was somewhat disconnected from her during the weekend. That might have been because she spent a lot of time reviewing her night with her latest lover.
The Anderson girls had grown up into a life of privilege in the Boston area where their father was a named attorney in a top legal firm. Mansion, servants, extravagant vacations, hanging around with other children of wealth and, yes... sex, more than just a little. While it was rarely spoken of in polite society in the late 1940s and early 1950s, it was almost an afterthought to the children of privilege. Sex was sex. Love was love. It didn't mean the two had to intersect. Sex was fun. It was hardly the pariah that the lesser classes made it seem to be. It seemed to the Anderson girls, among many, that only the privileged understood that.
Still, Brooke knew that Tyler Lemstom would never understand that attitude and she knew she'd have to cut way back on her carnal assignations if she was going to date the Harvard junior she had met at a friend's party the month before. The 6-foot, blond-haired, blue-eyed man appeared to be bookish, smart and somewhat athletic, but he seemed more than a little uncomfortable when the occasional sexual comment or double entendre was expressed. Brooke correctly assumed it came from his conservative, blue-collar parents.
She found out later that although Tyler was, in her thinking, somewhat backward, he was hardly a prude, and best of all, he was a savant of sorts in the art of oral sex. Her first time in bed with him was a revelation, and probably the best sexual experience of her young life.
The boy from Long Island, who was attending Harvard on an academic scholarship, and the girl from Boston quickly became exclusive, which in Brooke's world meant mostly exclusive for her, although she was always extremely discreet when she stepped out on Tyler. They married six months after he graduated from Harvard and she from Vassar. A fellowship at Georgetown where he was working on his master's, pulled the couple to the Washington, DC, area.
Before they were married, the two had what Tyler considered "the talk." Although he soon realized that Brooke was much more experienced than him, he made it clear to her that he wouldn't share her once they were married. Never. She agreed with him in principle and told herself that she would make a better effort to stay faithful. Out loud to Tyler, Brooke wholeheartedly agreed.
She kept her agreement through the first five years of their marriage as she worked as a librarian until the couple's first child, a son, was born two years later, and she then became a stay-at-home mother. By then, Tyler was working as a graduate assistant at Georgetown, working on his doctorate and also employed part-time for a government agency. With help from her parents, the young Lemstom family also moved into a starter home in a nice DC neighborhood.
The first marital slip, as Brooke called it in her mind, happened a year after she had the couple's daughter. She had worked very hard to drop her excess pregnancy weight and get her body back to her normal tone, and when an older man was less than subtle in appraising her visually in a store one afternoon while she was running errands alone, she found herself getting aroused.
The stranger approached, the two flirted innocently for a few minutes and then decided they needed to have lunch at a near-by café before Brooke told the man she needed to get home to relieve her babysitter. Alexandre Whitman, a Frenchman who worked at the French embassy, wrote his phone number on the back of his business card and gave it to Brooke, who smiled demurely and put the card in her purse. She promised to call him with a day and time the two could get together. When she got home, her panties were soaked with the thought that she would soon have her first new dick inside her in more than five years.
Due to Brooke's monogamy for more than five years, she was almost overwhelmed by the tall Frenchman the first time the two had sex... and it was definitely sex, not lovemaking as he practically rammed his hard dick inside and pounded her for all she was worth for 20 minutes before finally filling her pussy completely with cum.
The affair lasted for nine months.
Brooke was extremely judicious with her affairs. She loved Tyler, although her lust for him had lessened through the years, and when the two sent their daughter off to boarding school several years later she felt somewhat lost. Metaphorically speaking, the decks were cleared for her sixth lover when he made the move several months later.
******
"I'm sorry to tell you, but you are so fucked, my friend!" Doug Westfall said when he met Tyler in his office a month after their first meeting. "I'm almost positive she's cheating, but there's no way I can get photos if that's what you want... and there's no way on God's green earth that you'll ever be able to get revenge on her lover, and maybe not on her either, except for a divorce."
"What the fuck? Stop being cute here, Doug. You're acting like she's fucking the president... oh my God, she's fucking the president!" Tyler wailed, his eyes wide and wild.
Doug sat quietly nodding. He then picked up his coffee and sipped it for several seconds, waiting for his friend's brain to re-engage. Tyler had jumped up out of his chair and was pacing back and forth.
"Fuck! She's fucking Bill Wiler," he rasped. "Obviously at the White House, because the president of the United States can't just check in at a Hilton for a few hours."
"Yeah," Doug responded softly but succinctly. "That's why I couldn't get any photos, but it doesn't take a genius to figure out what the two are doing when they are in the residence alone for several hours and the first lady and their kids are out of town.
"From everything I was able to find out, this has been going on for some time, whenever you and Susannah Wiler have been out of town at the same time."
Tyler literally growled as he continued to pace behind his desk.
"Fuck! Bill Wiler! Fuck! I'm so fucked!" Tyler grumbled.
"How could she do this to me? How could she do that to Susannah Wiler? I thought they were friends... of a sort. We've been to parties at the White House. She's been to lunches at the White House, invited by Susannah.
"Goddamn! I knew Wiler was a pussyhound, but why Brooke? I mean I know she's gorgeous and smart, but couldn't he find a single woman? The actress was single, the little girl he knocked up was single... All of his other dalliances have been single. Why my wife?"
"He seems to be taken with the fact that he can actually hold a real conversation with her, both before and after, from what I can determine," Doug said.
Tyler slumped back into his chair behind his desk. He sipped his coffee looking to his friend like a man whose dog had just been run over in front of him. Doug didn't feel the need to fill in the empty space with unnecessary words. He drank his coffee quietly.
"The guy is practically a god among men in the press. He's handsome, charismatic and glib. His family is loaded. He's a veteran, having actually seen action where the bullets have been flying. He's been elected twice. Been president now going on seven years. Fuck. If I'm lucky, I'll be able to divorce her quietly, assuming the White House doesn't try to lean on me, like they leaned on that blond slut of an actress who mysteriously turned up dead. Life as I know it might be over," Tyler said.
"I'm sorry, Ty. Really. I don't know what to tell you," Doug said.
"I'm not going to shoot the messenger, Doug. Not your problem my wife's a slut. Not your problem our president's a slut, too," Tyler said.
"I guess that's why Brooke has seemed so distracted these last few months. When you're fucking the president, that's kind of epic. I guess being an econ prof at Georgetown doesn't play."
Tyler knew who the top divorce lawyers were in the DC area. He engaged his first choice and met with Bartholomew Sandrich two weeks later. He explained that his wife was cheating on him and he wanted a simple, straightforward divorce. When Bart Sandrich asked him if he knew who his wife's paramour was, Tyler gave a dry chuckle and named the president of the United States. Bart looked at him blankly for several seconds, then asked him a second time. Bart didn't reply, but kept staring at the attorney until the light bulb went off above Bart's head.
"You're serious, aren't you?" Bart asked in barely more than a whisper.
"Absolutely. That's why I'm not asking you to go scorched earth," Tyler said. "Remember what happened to that actress, and she was a lot bigger than me. I don't need to have an accidental overdose, too."
"Got it," Bart responded.
It took Brooke almost a month to realize that she and Tyler had become little more than roommates in the last several weeks. Tyler had gone on another three-day trip and Susannah Wiler was out of town for two of the same three days, so Brooke and President Wiler were able to get together on one of those nights. When Tyler again ducked her greeting upon getting home, she finally came to the realization that she and her husband hadn't made love since... before he left for his previous trip almost a month earlier. She started to say something but quickly stopped because she was afraid that she might give herself away.
Tyler watched as he could see the wheels spinning in his wife's head. He knew she wanted to say something, but she didn't want him thinking too much. He smiled in the presence of his wife for one of the few times in recent weeks.
******
When Tyler and Brooke settled in the DC area, Brooke immediately became a member of the unofficial Boston Wives Club, a group of eight women who came to DC from the Boston area, with several already being friends. Among those already in DC from the Boston area was the wife of young senator Bill Wiler, Susannah. She and Brooke had been acquaintances and had worked on several non-profit projects together as they grew up.
When Susannah wound up as the lady of the manor at 1600 Pennsylvania Ave. several years later, the BWC members became the First Lady's comfort group. They were invited to lunches, teas and other events to fill out the guest list, as all were well-schooled and good conversationalists. Later, the group and their spouses wound up being invited to occasional events that included the president and other government officials.
Brooke and her older sister, Paige, had both known Bill Wiler and his brother, Peter, as kids growing up. The quartet did the usual teenage things as part of a group of privileged kids.
When Bill Wiler spotted Brooke with other BWC members at a White House tea soon after he got elected, he stopped and chatted with her for several minutes, the two sharing several memories. The president then leaned down and kissed Brooke's cheek before heading somewhere else in the mansion with staff members in tow.
"I had forgotten you and Paige knew Bill and Peter as kids," Susannah said after her husband left the room. "He's told me several stories from those years. It's amazing that none of you wound up in jail for some of your antics."
Brooke wasn't a stupid woman. She heard Susannah's tone and saw the raised eyebrow. Susannah had in effect told Brooke she would be watching her whenever her man was around.
Brooke figured Susannah would continue to be vigilant when she was at the White House. Brooke, like most of the country, had heard the rumors that the handsome, young president was a bit of a player before he was married... and maybe after.
And then came the buzz from the press over his attention to a buxom blonde starlet at a pair of dinners both attended. Coincidentally, the first lady wasn't in attendance at either event.
Perhaps what made things worse was the fact that the American press seemed to be in love with the active, fit president and his active, fit family. The president's detractors were upset that the press was ignoring real issues to play up the family's antics.



Julie Simons' career seemed to gain momentum for a bit from her brush with the president, but then the woman's life seemed to slide downhill. She was caught in an affair with an up-and-coming married actor before she was photographed, apparently drunk, at an upscale restaurant in Los Angeles. A month later she was found dead in the nude in her home, apparently the victim of an overdose of sleeping pills... although there seemed to be multiple holes in the story coming from the Los Angeles Police Department.
Brooke Lemstom was fully aware that she still looked good in her early 40s due to eating healthy and playing tennis on a regular basis. In part due to the encouragement of her sister, she decided to embrace the miniskirt trend for younger women and teenage girls sweeping the world. She replaced most of her skirt and dress wardrobe with those landing about four inches above her knees.
Like many of the younger women, she was somewhat apprehensive about appearing in public in her new attire the first several times, especially when it came to sitting down and the hemline hiked up. Tyler, too, was concerned, although he had to admit his wife definitely had the legs for it. Brooke noted that Tyler hovered around her constantly when she wore a short skirt or dress.
"Give it a rest, Ty. Nobody's going to drag me off to another room and rape me," she said to him when they were out at a friend's barbecue.
"I'm not the only one looking at you like you're a meal, babe," he responded.
Brooke had long ago told Tyler that she and her sister had grown up with Bill and Peter Wiler, so unlike most other men, Tyler wasn't surprised when Bill paid attention to his wife. He also wasn't flattered by the president's attention to his wife, as it seemed many men were. He didn't like the fact that the president seemed to take it for granted that he could touch other women on their hands, arms, shoulders and hips with impunity.
Several times Tyler literally moved his wife out of Bill Wiler's reach while the president was talking to her. The first time that happened, Wiler reacted negatively, but upon seeing Tyler's stern face, decided not to make an issue of it in front of so many people.
His wife waited until the two were in their car driving home before she jumped on her husband, calling his move embarrassing.
"Fuck that, Brooke. He's being a rude-ass, so if you don't want to be embarrassed, just stay out of his reach," Tyler said. "I'm going to do that every time he puts his hands on you. Got that?"
Since he was driving and it was night time, he didn't see the glare she gave him.
It was early December 1966 when the White House and Georgetown University scheduled Christmas events on the same day. Tyler opted to go to the Georgetown event, but his wife opted for the White House event. Tyler wasn't happy with his wife's decision, but he understood as she explained, it was THE WHITE HOUSE.
Susannah Wiler was in Boston with her parents the night of the Christmas event at the White House, so the president was flying solo as well. When he spotted Brooke alone, he sidled up next to her with two flutes of champagne.
"What, no Boy Scout tonight?" he asked as he handed her a flute.
"Georgetown event. Susannah away, too?" she inquired.
"Karma or kismet?" he responded.
Wiler invited Brooke to stay for a late drink after the other guests went home. She accepted. An hour later the president of the United States was balls deep inside the woman.
"I wish you could stay the night, but I know you've got to get home to hubby, and you can't be seen sneaking out of the White House in the early morning hours. I'm pretty sure there have been several movies like that already," Wiler said with a big smile on his handsome face. "You took a taxi here, right? Let me get someone to give you a ride home."
Brooke got home about 30 minutes after Tyler got home. She had taken the time to clean up as best she could at the White House before coming home, so there wouldn't be any unpleasant surprises. Brooke knew her trusting husband wouldn't be suspicious and look too closely. She promised herself that in the future she would only meet with Wiler when both Tyler and Susannah were travelling. She was sure the president would see the sense in that if he wanted this affair to continue.
******
Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition, and nobody expects a phone call from the first lady of the United States. Tyler had met Susannah Wiler several times when he and his wife attended events at the White House; his wife and Susannah were acquaintances and had been involved in several non-profit causes together in the past. But Tyler had little connection to the president or his wife, so he couldn't imagine why Susannah Wiler was calling him at his university office.
"Are you completely clueless or just too afraid to face your future?" Susannah opened.
"So you know. How long?" Tyler asked.
"About two weeks. I've been busy making plans. Let's meet at your office at 4," she said before she hung up.
Twenty minutes later, exactly at 4, Susannah was knocking on Tyler's office door. She was accompanied by a rather large Secret Service agent, who waited outside the office while the first lady and Tyler met privately.
Tyler made a pot of coffee while the first lady and he got the cute little niceties out of the way. Tyler poured each a cup and she dropped the act that she used for her public persona.
"That tramp wife of yours is the last straw!" Susannah said. "I told him after that slut actress that I wasn't going to take any more fucking around, but then he knocked up that little intern. Now he's playing footsie with your wife. I'm done with him, one way or the other.
"What are you going to do about this?"
Tyler was shocked at the transformation in the first lady: the look, the attitude, even her voice was harsh. He quickly figured out that she was a lot more dangerous than anybody gave her credit for.
"Outside of a divorce, there's not much I can do," Tyler said blankly. "William Wiler is the president of the United States. Look what happened to Julie Simons... if you want to believe the rumors."
She grimaced, and Tyler could see her hands ball into fists.
"Believe the rumors, although I don't know anything officially," Susannah said. "My father-in-law gave me a million-dollar bonus to not divorce everybody's favorite handsome president. Said he'd get him to stop. Bill lied to both of us."
She then looked around Tyler's office like she was checking for something. It suddenly dawned on him what she was looking for.
"There are no wires in here. Why would an econ professor's office be wired? I have no connection to outside government agencies," Tyler said in little more than a whisper.
"I've learned to be paranoid. Mr. Hoover is a very powerful man," Susannah said.
"So... I've got a large amount of untraceable money at my disposal for someone who needs revenge as much as I do to do the unthinkable. I know you're a very intelligent man, Tyler, but I don't know how passionate and resourceful you are."
She watched as Tyler's face morphed from shocked to... terrifying in an instant. Yeah, she found the right man, she thought.
For his part, Tyler wondered if this was how John Wilkes Booth felt the first time someone in his group mentioned Abraham Lincoln.
Two days later, Tyler was in a booth in a nondescript diner, talking with Albert Gelardi, a mid-level Mafia member and his occasional link to the underworld as part of his CIA job. After some pleasantries and Tyler asking about how Albert's daughter was doing at Georgetown, the two men got up and went for a walk around the block, during which time Tyler told him that the first lady of the United States wanted to put a hit out on her philandering husband.
Albert momentarily stopped walking to absorb what Tyler had just said, then blanked his face and continued walking. It was the first time in the nine years the two had been working together that Tyler ever saw Albert show emotion.
"The whole world knows that cocksucker has been getting stuff on the side for years. Surely his wife has known before this. Why now?" Albert questioned.
"Cocksucker--Wiler--and his wife had a big sit-down after the fiasco with that actress, and he supposedly promised the wife he would stop running around behind her back. She was going to leave him, but his daddy gave her a million in a secret fund so she would stay. When she caught him running around again--for the second time after he promised to stop--she decided to use her secret stash to get revenge," Tyler explained.
"Why did she come to you? She knows you work for the company?" Albert asked.
"No, she doesn't know. She came to me because my wife is the woman her husband is cheating with."
"Oh fuck. I see now. Sort of a 'happy coincidence' that you are... who you are," Albert stated.
"I'll need to see The Boss face to face for this. Give me some time to make a trip to Italia."
******
Ray Fortunato, known as "Fortunate Ray" to most of the civilized world, sat drinking his espresso in the small kitchen of his home in Sicily, Italy, nine years after being deported from the United States. He listened attentively as an incredibly nervous Albert Gelardi whispered the reason for his visit on this sunny morning.
"The deal is $1 million for 'Smoke' to take out the president of the United States; a putz gets thrown to the wolves for the press."
"That's... quite intriguing, Albert. Why would I want to sign off on the biggest hit in history?" the older man asked without showing a hint of emotion.
"It's strictly a husband getting one back on his cheating wife, but it really works out nicely with our interests," Albert said. "There's no politics involved with this, Boss. Bill Wiler literally screwed the wrong man's wife.
"The cuckolded husband is one of my CIA contacts. We've helped each other out from time to time. And, just so you know, he helped me get my daughter--your godchild--into Georgetown."
The older man raised an eyebrow as he sipped his drink. The younger man knew that was his cue to explain further.
"You know the president's brother is the attorney general, and that rat-bastard has been causing us all sorts of problems for the last two years. He's costing us money; he's costing us years in prison..."
"How does killing the other brother help us?" Ray Fortunato asked.
The older man already knew the answer to his question, but he wanted to find out exactly how savvy Albert was. He always liked the younger man, and had considered him to be a possibility for leadership someday.
"Ah, the beauty of politics," Albert explained. "His family hates the vice president, and vice-versa. The attorney general will be out within a week when the VP moves up to the head of the class. We've always worked pretty good with the VP's people, much better than we've ever worked with the Wilers."
"Yes, Carl Wiler's father has always been a prideful bastard when it comes to his son, the president. Almost nobody remembers that Daddy used to be... an associate of ours back in the '30s. Stupid fucker thinks his son is untouchable. What better way to show Daddy he's wrong."
Albert smiled widely. The two understood each other completely.
******
The next time both Tyler and Susannah were out of town at the same time was just three weeks after the two met at Tyler's office. Only Susannah's trip was real.
Brooke was fairly certain she hadn't left any lights on in her house when she left to go to the White House, but as she let herself into the house from the front door, she could see what appeared to be a solo light on in the family room. She hung up her coat and walked into the family room to turn off the light, only to be surprised by the presence of her husband leaning back in his recliner reading a book. She stopped in her tracks and gasped when she saw him.
"Don't you just hate it when your cuckold husband shows up while you're out fucking your lover?" Tyler asked with no emotion in his voice.
Brooke stood completely still, the look on her face saying that she wished she was anyplace other than her own family room at that moment.
"How many times? How many different men through the years?" Tyler asked. "I'll make this easy for you by not asking you why. The why is easy. Obviously, I'm not enough for you. I knew you had a lot of... admirers when we started to date. I guess I was wrong to think you could give up all that excitement when we got married."
Tyler could see unshed tears building in her eyes. Why would she have tears in her eyes, he wondered. She was the one cheating. He should be the one with tears.
"I... I... don't know what to say, Tyler," she rasped.
"I'm sure you don't," he growled, trying his best to keep his anger in check. "I'm sure you never expected to get caught, since I never caught you the other times."
She looked up surprised, not able to get control of herself for just a few seconds. She saw that Tyler caught the reaction. She plopped down on the sofa near the chair. He could tell she was thinking, trying to figure out how truthful to be, how much he knew.
"You never answered my questions, Brooke. How many times? How many others?" he asked.
"We've been together for about six months. And, yes, there have been a few others through the years," she answered, opting to give him vague answers.
He didn't expect her to give him the full unvarnished truth. It really didn't matter at this point, he knew. Susannah Wiler had told him she knew of at least two more men, by Brooke's own admission, and that his wife had hinted at more. That made at least three. Did more really matter?
"The president of the United States? Well-played, I've got to admit, although I thought you and the first lady were friends of a sort. You know the Boston Wives Club thing," Tyler said.
She looked embarrassed for the first time. Still, he could see the gears turning in her head. She was looking for a way out.
"So... where do we go from here, Tyler?" she asked barely above a whisper.
"Our separate ways, Brooke. That's where we go," Tyler answered. "You'll be served divorce papers soon. Unfortunately, there's nothing I can do to him. What Susannah does is on her."
"Why did you have to tell her?" Brooke queried. "Misery loves company?"
"Actually, we both found out separately, within a couple of weeks of each other. I found out when I got home a day early from a recent trip. When you weren't home and didn't get home by midnight, I parked down the block and watched the house until you showed up at 3. I didn't have to be a relative of Albert Einstein to know what was happening," Tyler said.
"I don't know how the first lady found out. I didn't ask her when she called me to rant about my slut wife. I'm surprised your ears didn't burn off.
"I do know that the rumors about the president being a skirt-chaser are more than rumors. That actress the press reported about wasn't his first and only... before you. Which reminds me, the next time you and Susannah are in the same room together, you might want to stay out of her reach."
Brooke really did love her husband, but if she had to admit the truth, her love for him still came in a distant second to her love for herself. Tyler was a good husband and a decent provider with a good reputation in their social group. A divorce would out her as a slut, and while she certainly wasn't the only wife in her group to have a lover, it was almost a rite of protocol that she be publicly ostracized now that she was caught.
Fortunately for her, her parents were wealthy, so her lifestyle wouldn't suffer much, although she would be an outcast from her friends' group for at least the next year. Then there would be all the tongues wagging anytime the pretty divorcee went out on a date or showed up at an event with a plus-one. It was much easier to hide her lifestyle under the branches of marriage.
Had she been able to discuss her affair, Brooke would have said that while Bill Wiler was a decent sex partner, he was nothing exceptional... except, of course, for being PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES... for argument sake, the most powerful man in the world. There was always the thrill of new and different... but this was way beyond anything else she had previously experienced. And just as important to her, Bill Wiler seemed to enjoy the fact that she was more than a pretty face: she could talk about a myriad of interesting things, politics and government among them. It was one thing to discuss the world with Tyler or her BWC friends, but discussing the world with the president of the United States was incredibly arousing.
It was not lost on Brooke that she was the only one of Wiler's rumored lovers who was married.
"Are you not the least concerned that if Wiler feels even the least bit threatened by you that you could wind up like that actress?" Tyler asked.
Brooke honestly hadn't considered that, because she never did the math on that before. The Bill Wiler she was sleeping with wasn't that kind of man, she thought.
"Those are nothing but unsubstantiated rumors," Brooke replied. "Bill Wiler's a good guy. You know him. He'd never do anything like that."
Tyler chuckled.
"Unlike you, I've spent a total of five minutes talking with Bill Wiler. He's not a good guy. Good guys don't fuck married women, married women who are friends of his wife.
"So if he can do that... in addition to fucking several other women while he's married, it's certainly not a reach that he... THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES... could have one big-mouth lover... quieted. And once you do that, it becomes easier to have a second lover... quieted... if necessary. And you never gave that a thought?"
Brooke suddenly looked reflective.
"I know you weren't prepared for this tonight, but sometime in the next few hours, or days, you're going to need to figure out if you're going to continue this affair or end it. It doesn't matter to me anymore. I've got things underway. I'm not going to change my mind," Tyler said.
"I really wish you'd reconsider," Brooke said. "The kids, the families..."
"Why didn't you reconsider before you started in with him? At least you won't have to worry that I'll tell anybody who your boyfriend is. You might not have thought about it, but I have, and I'm not going to end up dying in a freak accident if I don't have to."
"I'm not going to continue with him because of Susannah. I'll bet she's pissed as hell at me. She's got a right to be, I guess," Brooke said.
******
Songbird Lena Horne had been performing for 32 minutes on stage at Carnegie Hall when a single shot rang out and President William Wiler's head exploded, a small fountain of blood showering the first lady sitting next to him in the first tier of seats. According to the Secret Service agents that got to the president first, he was most likely dead when his body hit the floor. Lying next to him, the first lady had passed out, covered in the president's blood, and was awakened seconds later by the agents, who quickly determined she was not hit.
Although Secret Service agents and then New York Police Department officers quickly swarmed the building, no shooter was caught and no one was arrested by the time everyone at the scene was released 12 hours later. Vice President Thomas Hartley was hustled from his residence to the White House by a cadre of Secret Service agents two hours later, and was sworn into office by the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court an hour after that.
Bill Wiler was now a part of American history.
True to his nickname, "Smoke" vanished instantly into history as well, his identity to be speculated on by historians and conspiracy theorists for decades to come.
Susannah Wiler was steadfast and the picture of the strong, silent grieving widow at the viewing and state funeral. She and her two children were on the covers of almost every newspaper and magazine in the nation in the next two weeks.



******
Brooke Lemstom was watching television at home when her program was interrupted by a special news bulletin: the president of the United States had been gunned down at a performance at Carnegie Hall in New York City. She heard the words, but they didn't register for several long seconds. When they finally registered, she crumpled in on herself, curling up into a fetal position on the sofa and sobbing uncontrollably.
Dr. Tyler Lemstom and two other economics professors at Georgetown were enjoying a couple of beers and a late meal in a bar a few blocks from campus when news filtered in that President Bill Wiler had been shot and killed in New York. All three men expressed shock at the grim news, but one of them was also resisting the urge to smile triumphantly. Tyler had always considered himself a patriotic person, but in the case of Bill Wiler, he felt the man got what he deserved. He wouldn't lose one minute of sleep over that bastard.
He wondered how Susannah Wiler would sleep for the rest of her life being the widow of a martyred president.
Lastly, Tyler thought of his estranged wife. The divorce between the two would be final in about two months. As far as he knew, Brooke had ended her affair with the president when Tyler filed. Still, he wondered what her feelings were at that moment, assuming she knew already.
As she had figured, Brooke's life went downhill after Tyler filed for divorce, citing her adultery. Brooke's parents, in particular, didn't believe Tyler's claims and wanted him to name her lover, but Tyler told them that their daughter could tell them, but he wouldn't. He also told them that she had actually cheated on him several times throughout their marriage. Although Brooke didn't tell them the who, she admitted to the multiple adulteries. To say they were angry and disappointed in their daughter was an understatement.
Both of the couple's children were also upset with their mother, even though the court placed them with her until they went away to college, when they weren't at their boarding school.
******
"Hey, you've been to the White House several times since Wiler became president. Was he a good guy?" Dr. Darren Hill, asked Tyler as he, Tyler and Dr. Robert James sat drinking and eating.
"Honestly? Unvarnished truth, he was a bit of a dick," Tyler answered. "You know the rich kid, frat boy thing. When he talked with you, you just knew he was only partially listening to you, because he believed he was better than you, and nothing you said really mattered. But if you were a woman, particularly a good-looking woman, he had that way of making them think they were the only person in the room. I'd seen that a lot.
"But my soon-to-be ex-wife knew him a lot better than I did, and she always said he was a good guy."
"How about the first lady? Did you get to know her? I'd bet she's devastated right now," Robert said.
"She always struck me as a bit of a ditz," Darren interjected. "That loopy kind of speech, the fact that the president always seemed to be cheating on her, if what the rumors say are true."
"I'm pretty sure a lot of that is for public consumption," Tyler said. "I've come to know her just a bit better than I know--knew--him, and I've learned that she can be a bit more aggressive and facile in her thinking than she's been given credit for.
"I think you guys, and the American public, are going to be surprised by how well she comes out of this, given some time."
******
Susannah Wiler was in a state of shock for several long hours after her husband was assassinated. While she knew what she had set in motion, she was never advised of any details so she would be as far removed as possible from any culpability. Her reaction, therefore, was completely natural. Her husband, the president of the United States, was gunned down right next to her, and she was covered in his blood.
It wasn't until several hours later that she was able to reconcile the events of the day with the plans she set in motion several months earlier.
******
The "world" in Washington DC went crazy for several months. The FBI and the Secret Service spent a lot of money in overtime as they tried to find the shooter and answers.
Much to her surprise, Brooke Lemstom was officially interviewed by agents from both agencies. Her name appeared many times on the White House visitors' log in the previous seven years, and officers were doing their due diligence.
She assumed that she was being interviewed because of the affair. Several of the presidents' aides knew of her repeated appearances at the White House when the first lady was out of town, and it wasn't a stretch for them to figure out what the reason was. She was sure Bill Wiler's closest two aides--Dave Preston and Kenneth O'Malley--would never give her up, but some of the lesser associates didn't have the same ties to Wiler, and thus not the same loyalty.
She had gone into the interviews with an attorney on the advice of her father after she told him that she had spent a lot of time at the White House in the few months before Tyler filed for divorce. Brooke never said the words to her father, but she knew he was a smart man and would probably figure it out. She was hoping he wouldn't say anything to her mother.
Both interviews appeared to go fairly well. She noted that one of the FBI agents probably figured it out based upon the continued smirks she received from him. The agents seemed satisfied that Brooke was harmless of anything to do with the assassination.
They were surprised, however, when she expressed no knowledge of her husband being employed by the CIA.
"Where'd you get that? We've been married for 18 years. I would have known if he worked for The Company," Brooke said.
Tyler was surprised to hear his wife's voice on his phone when he picked up the line that evening.
"How come you never told me you worked for the CIA? Didn't you trust me?" Brooke asked when Tyler picked up the line.
"Why? Would it have made a difference in how things ended up?" Tyler answered her question with one of his own.
"Maybe. Maybe to some extent I would have thought you were more a man of mystery, less... just a regular guy..."
"So you're saying that maybe you wouldn't have cheated on me because you would have respected me more, or because you would have thought I was more of a 'bad boy?'" Tyler interjected.
"Something like that, I guess," she admitted.
"But do you realize you lied to me, at least by omission, for the whole time we were married?"
"If you're trying to draw a parallel here, it's not going to work," Tyler growled. "I hid a second job from you. You hid several affairs. Not quite the same thing.
"I'm assuming you learned this from either the FBI or Secret Service when they interviewed you because your name showed up repeatedly on the White House visitor logs. Did they put two and two together, or did you tell them about your affair with Wiler, or any of the others? I'm sure that by this time they know everything there is to know about you... and probably about me as well. Thanks for that, Brooke. They'll probably be wanting to interview me now, too."
The FBI did in fact interview Tyler, but learned nothing new from him. He, however, did learn something new from them: the fact that his ex-wife actually had a total of six affairs, not three as she claimed.
In the end, a congressional committee and two government agencies never really determined who in fact killed President Wiler. A homeless man found near the event center was believed to have been the shooter, but he somehow died in FBI custody several days after being arrested. The FBI released redacted transcripts of their official interrogation of Collin Weston, but it didn't specifically implicate the homeless man, although no one else was ever tried in the crime.
******
Susannah Wiler and Tyler Lemstom never again talked to each other after their meeting in Tyler's office.
After her children left her home to go to college several years later, the First Lady went to work as an editor at a major book publisher. The sweet, almost backward woman seemed to grow up quickly, and maybe for the first time in her life, learned how to be engaged instead of taken care of.
She never remarried, although in her 60s she moved in with the CEO of a large financial services firm.
It was an overcast, cold morning in November when Brooke Lemstom's life came to a quiet, untimely end on a lonely stretch of park trail in DC. The city's metro police estimated she'd been dead for at least two hours when another trail walker found her body lying in a puddle of her own blood.
The murderer used a.22 and shot her once in the back of her head. There were no indications she was alive after she was shot.
Her cash and credit cards were still in her jacket pocket when she was found, so the police ruled out robbery.
But as the investigation went on, they couldn't find what appeared to be a motive for anyone to kill her. The police found out that after her divorce, her family and friends kept their distance. She didn't have any financial worries, but worked parttime at a near-by library branch.
She had started spending time with a women's group advocating more gender equality. She had shocked her children when she told them she had tried grass and found it enjoyable, and asked both kids if they would be willing to buy more for her on a regular basis. They both told her they would think about it.
She had also taken a couple of art classes at Georgetown and spent a lot of her time painting.
And of course she had gone on dates with several men. She was still an attractive woman and her libido was in good working order. In that respect, she missed the regular sex and attention from her former husband. Why couldn't he have just accepted her affair with the PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES! His loss, mostly, she thought.
******
Having his soon-to-be ex-wife hit was not in the plans when Tyler met with Albert Gelardi to discuss a contract on Bill Wiler, the president of the United States. But after everything was agreed upon for the Wiler contract, Albert surprised Tyler when he offered to take out Brooke as well for practically nothing.
"She's a nobody. Hardly anybody will miss her. Plus, it wouldn't be tough to isolate her and get the job done. She would be history for another 100K," Albert had told a shocked Tyler.
Albert could tell Tyler was surprised, so he knew it would take the other man a few seconds to come up with an answer. He was not wrong. Tyler's usually facile brain had bogged down at what Albert proposed.
"You could get that done?" Tyler whispered.
"For that and one small favor," Albert said softly. "The hitman's daughter would like to go to school at Georgetown.
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Not for the first time in my life I awoke with a killer hangover: my bones hurt like an arthritic old man, my stomach felt like Mike Tyson had used it for a punching bag and my vision was slightly blurry.
I had drunk way too much Jameson's Black Barrel last night, because I knew when I finally woke up this morning it would be for the first time in my life as a cuckold.
As I lay there in bed in my home's guest room, I felt old, weak, emasculated, sad, defeated and angry, in no particular order as the emotions seemed to whirl around my head. I whispered the word, "Cuckold," aloud softly, then almost literally jumped out of bed, ran to the bathroom and vomited vociferously into the stool, dredging up everything in my system from my toes on up.
I panted heavily, my face resting on the toilet seat. "Fucking pathetic cuckold," I whispered this time before once again heaving into the stool.
I staggered to my feet, rinsed out my mouth and headed downstairs, needing to infuse my body with some of the coffee I could smell brewing in the kitchen. In the bathroom mirror I caught a glimpse of the wreckage I had become, still wearing yesterday's clothes that I had slept in, looking only slightly better than a man who had lost a fight with the devil himself.
As I staggered down the stairs, I knew that the hangover I was dealing with wasn't the worst thing I was facing. That was the soul-crushing morass left by my wife cuckolding me with another man last night. The very thought of that made me stop and retch, but this time I was able to keep from throwing up, probably because I had nothing left inside to expectorate.
The touch of the linoleum on my bare feet in the kitchen was a bit of a cold shock to my system. I grabbed my favorite coffee mug from the cabinet, filled it full and dragged my ass to the kitchen table before dropping into a chair with a thud.
And then she was in the doorway, coming in from the family room, looking... impossibly beautiful, her skin practically glowing, her just-washed tousled dark brown hair hanging gorgeously down to her shoulders, her still fit body looking almost girl-next-door sexy in her short white robe, her slender yet muscular legs showing from under the hem. Her 45-year-old face easily could have passed for that of a 35-year-old, hardly a line or an imperfection to be seen. Perhaps any other morning I would have considered her perfect as she stood there, but on this morning the visage was ruined by the hesitation in her beautiful cobalt-blue eyes. Although she was smiling at me, the look never reached her eyes, and for one of the few times in our 23 years of marriage, I had absolutely no idea what she was truly thinking.
Was she afraid that I'd get violent with her for the first time in our marriage? Did she feel sad for me after breaking my heart last night? Perhaps she was proud of herself for proclaiming her sexual and emotional independence from me? Lord, I needed to at least finish my first mug of coffee before I could even begin to worry about the rest of my life.
"I love you, Solomon," she said softly and lyrically as she sat down at the table with me. "I always have and I always will. Last night didn't change anything about my feelings for you. In fact, I think I love you more for having given me that last night. You showed me how incredibly much you love me by giving me last night."
Her words came to me as if they were on a slight delay. She was staring into my eyes with what seemed to be every ounce of love for me... waiting for my response... while my brain was trying desperately to absorb what she was saying.
"I-I-I didn't give you last night," I finally responded. "You took... you took last night. You claimed last night as your own. I tried to talk you out of it. I didn't have a say... You made me a... cuckold last night. You took from me what you vowed was mine alone and gave it to another man... to satisfy your personal fantasy. Your fantasy alone... not our fantasy... certainly not my fantasy."
I finished the coffee left in my mug before heading back to the coffee pot for a refill. I wondered how I was going to be able to live my life with this broken feeling that was settling over me.
"How could you do that to me if you really loved me?"
"Oh come on, Sol. We're not lovesick teenagers here. We're adults. We both know there's a difference between love and sex, love and lust. Neither of us were virgins when we married. The sex we had with other people before doesn't affect our love for each other. Why should sex with other people now affect our love for each other?"
I felt my mouth start to open in shock and I made a real effort to keep my jaws closed. I took another sip of coffee while I wondered who the woman across the table from me was.
I jumped and pulled back when I felt her hand gently touch mine across the table. I must have been lost in my own thoughts for a few seconds there and she felt she had to bring me back to the table, so to speak.
"I know you fantasize about having sex with other women. You've admitted that to me when we've talked about things like that. I wouldn't stop loving you if someday you would get the chance to have sex with that Sports Illustrated swimsuit model, Kate Upton. Why should you be upset if I had sex with someone else, too?" she said softly.
"Because having sex with Kate Upton is a far-fetched fantasy. You having sex with one of your co-workers isn't a far-fetched fantasy. It's something that you made happen," I said, realizing my tone of voice was dangerously close to a whine. "A fantasy isn't reality."
"So just because you don't have a shot at making your fantasy a reality, I shouldn't be able to have my chance at making my fantasy real?" she asked me with smirk.
"It's a fantasy, Traci. Fantasies don't become reality. But even if Kate Upton would approach me, I'd still have to turn her down, because in real life I'm married. You're married. When this fantasy-boy of yours asked you out, or to fuck, or whatever he did, you should have turned him down... because you're married, and that's what a good spouse does," I said.
I resisted the urge to reach across the table and slap her when she rolled her eyes at me. That's always something that I've hated, the smug eye roll.
"We've been talking about this for a few years now," Traci said. "You know, about how exciting it might be to bring another person into our relationship. You seemed to like that idea when I mentioned that maybe we should see if Judith DeGeorge would play with us."
Judith was a French-Canadian friend of Traci's who always flirted outrageously with me when she came over to our house for a meal or just to hang out occasionally. I'll admit I flirted back sometimes, and when Traci first started talking about maybe the three of us getting together, I thought it was a good idea... for several long minutes while Traci had her luscious lips wrapped around my hard-on in bed one night. As soon as I came a bucket down my wife's throat and my big brain re-engaged, I realized that adding in a third person wasn't a good thing for our marriage. Traci seemed only a little disappointed at the time, and didn't really try to push too hard on that one. Now I think I might know why.
"I was kind of disappointed you didn't wait up for me, and more than a little surprised when I found out you slept in the guest room last night. I was home by a little after 1:30," she said.
"I went to bed about 12:30 and obviously had more than enough whiskey to keep me asleep. I slept in the guest room because, quite frankly, I didn't want you to crawl in bed with me with another man's smell on you, not to mention his semen still inside you and on you. I see that you didn't shower until a little bit ago," I said, noticing her blush.
"I thought... maybe... Derek said that maybe you would want..."
She saw the scowl on my face and figured it was time to shut up.
I fell asleep about 30 minutes after I received a video that I assumed her lover sent, probably without her knowledge. It was the two lovers going hard at it, I assumed for the second or third time of the night, and if I was considering giving her a second chance before I saw the video, I was no longer considering it.
"Cuck my husband with that big cock, lover. I love you fucking me with that big cock!" Traci cried out in passion right before having what appeared to be a massive orgasm.
I watched in shock and despair as the big man drove a huge cock into and out of my sex-crazed wife over and over. I had never seen her in this kind of sexual rapture before, nor had I ever heard her talk this much and use this much foul language. In fact, up until the video, I had never heard my wife drop an F-bomb before, but I heard a plethora of them in the 10-minute video. I had never gotten my wife off to that level before with my missile, but this big bastard was packing more inches and knew had to use them forcefully and successfully.
"Whose dick owns your pussy now?" he shouted out to her after she came down from her climax.
"Your dick, Derek! Your big fucking wonderful dick!"
I completely get "sex talk" and being in the moment, but Traci and I had never shared anything like I was watching on my phone. It was like watching a great porno, if I didn't mind my wife in the starring whore role. I know some guys would have found the clip erotic and been super-aroused, but I'm not one of those types of guys. I was repulsed, and my soldier couldn't have been more limp if I had eaten a pound of saltpeter.
I felt tears running down my cheeks as the clip finished. I watched it twice more, with no change in how I felt about it. I felt like I had been run over by a truck, then backed over, then run over a second time.
I thought about telling my wife about the video, but decided instead to hold that in reserve.
"So can I assume that last night's activities were worth the cost of admission... worth our marriage?" I asked.
"Oh, Sol, there's no need for all the drama," Traci said condescendingly. "It was one night out of 23 years. You're still the man I love, still the man I want to grow old with. This was an opportunity for me to live out a fantasy with a big, strong Alpha male. But it was a one-time thing."
I glared at my wife, who seemed to be getting stupider by the minute.
"I'm supposed to believe that?" I asked incredulously. "I'm going to assume by your non-answer that you had a wonderful night, so naturally you'll want to do that again and again, no matter what I think or say.
"I didn't sanction your first time with this guy. Why do you think I'd sanction a continuing relationship with him... if we were even to stay together?"
She visibly flinched at my last statement. Maybe, just maybe, the Traci I married 23 years ago was lurking somewhere in the body of this woman in front of me.
"Because you love me beyond all else. You are a man who possesses an infinite amount of love for me. And you know that this thing is not love, just a chance to live out a fantasy of lust.
"It was a wonderful night, honestly. Truthfully, I'd like it to continue for a while, but if you don't want that, I don't have to do it again. I thought maybe you'd like to see... or at least experience... this with me."
I screwed up my face. I felt my fists ball up.
"You've known me forever. You have to know I've never had a desire to be a cuckold... let alone share you with another man. What's going on with you, Traci?" I inquired.
I knew she was a bit of a flirt--maybe more--when I first asked Traci McClelland for a date early in our junior years at Michigan State. She was an economics major and I was a marketing major. We met in a Mideast History class, and to say I was smitten would have been a major understatement. She had a great body with big tits and was, well, in a word, gorgeous. Her one drawback was that she seemed to have a thing for athletes... in particular, big, powerful, pushy athletes. Before I asked her out, I know she had been with... euphemism for fucked... three football players and a basketball player. I knew she liked them big, but at 6-foot, 185 pounds I wasn't exactly a midget. Still, I knew going out with me was going to be a stretch for Ms. McClelland.
I was charming and delightful for two weeks before springing my ask on her. She accepted a date, and then a second and third. On our third date, I got to use my tongue and fingers on her wet, squishy pussy. She screamed like a banshee a half-dozen times, and after that night I knew she was mine. At least I thought so. With hindsight, who really knew, although at the time I was pretty sure.
We were married a year after we graduated. We had our first child two years after that and our second not quite two years later.
Our careers and our lives moved along well. We had our ups and downs like everybody else, I suppose, but I never really had any doubts about Traci until last week at her company's annual Christmas party.
Traci likes to dance a lot more than I do, so the deal is that I dance a few with my wife, then turn her loose to dance with other men, providing they are respectful and keep their hands to themselves. That had only been a problem a couple of times in all the years until last week. Traci was on the floor with one of the young guys from her company--who asked me first--when a big young guy I didn't know cut in. Almost from the get-go his hands were on her waist, then ran down her ass with Traci making no move to stop him. When a slow song came on, she melted her body to his, and he strategically placed one of his legs in between hers in her mid-thigh length dress. I had only been paying attention to the dance floor a little bit when she started dancing with the first guy, but I was paying rapt attention when the big bastard stepped in. When he placed one of his big hands squarely on an ass cheek, I'd seen enough. I got out of my chair, walked up to the pair and removed his hand from her body, squeezing my thumb hard into the back of his hand.
He grimaced hard as he released his grip from my wife, and I knew that if we hadn't been at the company Christmas party, he probably would have ripped me to shreds right there. My wife started to walk back to our table, but instead I escorted her somewhat forcefully out the door. She was breathing fire by the time we got to our car.
"How dare you embarrass me like that in front of my co-workers!" she yelled at me as we pulled out of the parking lot.
"Me? Embarrass you? Please. Everybody at the party saw that big gorilla groping on you. How dare you try to humiliate me with that big piece of shit," I growled. "Houston, we've got a problem.
"By the way, who is that big bastard?"
She told me his name was Derek Lively. He was 30 years old, and had joined the firm a few months ago. He was 6-5, 308 pounds, and had played defensive line at Ole Miss when he was in college. I could see that he was still in playing shape.
The rest of the ride home was done in silence. I know we both had a lot rolling around in our brains. Since the next day was Sunday, I figured we'd get around to sorting things out then, so I didn't see the need to continue the disagreement when we got home. We sat up for a bit and watched television, then went to bed. Obviously, neither one of us made a move to initiate sex, even though Saturday night was usually one of our play nights.
We usually slept late on Sunday morning, so I was surprised I was alone in bed when the alarm went off at 9. I listened intently for a bit but didn't hear anything, nor did I smell breakfast cooking. I made my way downstairs to find a note on the kitchen table that simply said, "At Judi's. I'll bring pizza home for dinner."
The first thing that went through my brain was that not only didn't she sign the note, but there was no endearment, no "Love you" as usual. After what happened the night before, I had to admit to myself that this sort of felt like the beginning of the end... or, as someone once asked, "was this the end of the beginning?" I felt my stomach rumble, and it wasn't because I was hungry.
Traci came back a few minutes after 6 with a carryout pizza and a look I couldn't decipher. She put the pizza on the table and I grabbed us a couple of beers. We each put a couple of slices on our plates and started to eat in silence. This was her show, so I sat quiet and ate while her face kept getting redder and redder. I figured she would either start talking soon or her head would explode.
"Look, Solly, we both know what's going to happen next. What I need to happen next," she finally started. "You know I've always had a thing for big, strong, aggressive guys, preferably guys that also have big equipment, guys that are proportional. Well, I'm not getting any younger here, and before it's too late in my life to enjoy it, I want to enjoy bigger and better one more time... and I want to do that with Derek. I'm going to do that with Derek, this Friday night as a matter of fact.
"I'd like to think that you love me enough to give this to me one time, but even if you won't I am going to take it, and you're just going to have to live with it. You've told me that Kate Upton is your fantasy girl... well, Derek is my fantasy boy. You don't own me and I can give my body to whom I want... and I want Derek."
"Just like that you walk away from our marriage?" I queried. "A good wife, a woman who loves me, wouldn't betray me with another man, giving me the lame 'he's my fantasy' excuse. This isn't a fantasy world we're living in. This is reality. In reality, we give up the fantasy game to play by the rules of reality: and those rules include our wedding vows. You vowed fidelity to me. You don't get to put fidelity aside to have sex with your fantasy. You honor the vows we made to each other 23 years ago."
"I want this, Sol. I really want this. If you love me as much as you say, you'd give this to me. It's one night," Traci declared.
"I really, really want a top end Mustang, Traci. We can afford it, but it would really chew up our savings. If you love me as much as you say... and at least I would have it for more than one night," I said.
"Well... that would just be selfish of you, Sol. You don't really need that car, you just want... Oh. Sarcasm. I get it," she said.
"Do you really get it, Traci?" I asked before I got up, dumped my plate in the sink, grabbed my keys from their hook and left the house.
We argued off and on the whole week, when we talked at all. She was upstairs in our bedroom when I got home Friday night after work. She was humming as she flitted about the room, wearing a brand new sexy matching red bra and panty set that I had never seen before. We barely acknowledged each other as I changed out of my suit and went downstairs.
I have to admit she looked stunning when she flounced down the stairs a few minutes before 7. I knew she was still a beautiful woman, but I got angry knowing that she went to an inordinate amount of trouble for her soon-to-be paramour.
"Derek's taking me out to a nice restaurant and a dance club first," Traci told me. "See, he's a gentleman. I should be home around midnight."
"I won't be waiting up, like I used to for the kids when they lived at home. I don't want to see what you look like at the end of your 'date' tonight.
"There's still time for you to stop this nonsense. We can go to a marriage counselor," I said, just shy of a plea in my tone.
She gave me a look that I can only describe as pitying. I called that look with my return visage of anger.
I prowled around my house the entire time Traci was out, snacking on various things and drinking my whiskey. While I was off-the-charts angry at her, the problem was that I still loved her with all my heart...and I knew that wasn't going away anytime soon. That's what made this worse. You just can't turn off love, but when that love is minimalized, the pain... the anger... is unbearable. I would never forget this betrayal, and would never be able to stay married to Traci.



The video showing up on my phone confirmed my decision. I would never... NEVER be able to get those images out of my brain. I watched it several times, somehow hoping that I wouldn't keep seeing the same thing over and over. The more I watched it, though, the more real it got. I heard them both disparaging me, heard her screams of pleasure as he plowed her with that big dick, screams that I had never heard from her before. She'd had her fantasy lover, and he was everything she had hoped he'd be.
We could never be the same again. From my standpoint, it was about betrayal and disrespect, and the fact that my wife was taken and ravished by a bigger and better dick--literally. From her standpoint, she would always have the memory of her night with a real specimen, and would compare me unfavorably for the rest of our lives together. We both would know that I would never again measure up. To my way of thinking, it was only a matter of time before she left me for him... or tried to go behind my back, which would be worse. Fuck.
I'm not sure why, but my wife was really pissed when she was served divorce papers on Wednesday. I made an appointment last week when she first brought this up.
"You know you love me. You know I love you. Why do we need to get divorced. It doesn't make sense," she cried.
"It doesn't make sense to you, maybe, but to me and most of the world a wife sleeping with another man earns her a pass to Divorce Court. I know you think what you did was hot, but I don't see it that way. I'm not one of those guys who gets off on watching his wife with other men. You made me a cuckold, but I'm not a willing one. I will never be a willing one."
"It was one date, one mistake. It will never happen again, Sol. Do you want to punish both of us for one mistake," she whined.
"It was one helluva mistake, though," I responded. "You decided... you alone in our two-person marriage, decided to give yourself a vacation day from our marriage so you could fuck that big bastard Derek. Obviously, you don't consider me enough to satisfy you anymore. Why didn't you just do the right thing and tell me I couldn't cut it anymore and file for divorce. It would have hurt me, but it would have been more honest than what you did."
"You know I've always kind of had a thing for big guys, but I married you, and I've been completely happy with my choice, in and out of bed," Traci said.
"Really? Completely happy with your choice?" I asked, trying to keep the incredulity out of my voice.
I pulled my phone out of my pocket, brought up the video of Traci and Derek fucking and hit play as I handed it to her. Her face registered shock, then anger.
"How?" was all she could mumble, flopping back on the sofa.
"I'm assuming Gigantor sent that to me. I was pretty sure you had no idea he was videoing the two of you," I explained as she continued to watch and listen.
She flinched, grimaced and groaned as the 10-minute video played on.
"I-I-I don't know what to say," an incredibly red-faced Traci mumbled.
"So you can see why I know your one night wouldn't stay a one-off," I growled.
She suddenly couldn't look me in the eye... and I knew.
"You've already gotten a second date with him lined up, right."
It wasn't a question. She nodded silently.
"Look, Sol. I don't want to marry him, just fu... have sex with him for a while," she said. "As you saw, I really, really enjoyed him."
"That's all well and good, now that I've filed for divorce. You can consider our marriage over right now, and fu... date him all you want," I said.
"Still don't want to get divorced. Can't you give me some time... then we can resurrect us?" she asked.
"Sorry, babe, our marriage is toast. No Lazarus act here. No us here either."
The tears rolling down her cheeks looked genuine, I had to admit.
She sniffled and cried for about a minute.
"Since we live in a no-fault state, why did you file for divorce citing adultery? Can't you at least change it to irreconcilable differences?" she queried.
"No. Absolutely not. You're not getting off easy. You cheated on me..."
"I didn't go behind your back," she interrupted.
"You fucked somebody who wasn't me, whether you did it behind my back or not. That's cheating. That's adultery. You need to own your actions, Traci," I said. "And all the tears in the world aren't going to make me change my mind."
She grumbled unintelligibly. I could see she had something else on her mind.
"You're not going to tell the kids and our parents about... Derek, are you?" she asked in a small voice.
It was my turn to nod.
"Yes, I am. In particular, you need to apologize to our kids, right after you apologize to me, of course, assuming you're sorry for breaking us up," I said.
"I'm not the one who wants this divorce. This isn't on me," she said defensively, her voice rising.
"You might not want it, but this is definitely on you," I rasped back. "You broke your vows. You broke my trust. You threw away us... us... for 10 inches of hard dick and what it can do for you. I've told you repeatedly, I won't share you. I respect myself too much to let your selfishness ruin my life."
Our kids were shocked and saddened when I told them what their mother had done. Both kids asked me if there was any way I could give Traci a second chance. They both understood when I told them that Traci had already set up another date with her lover.
Traci's father took the news very hard. Being the father of a daughter myself, I completely understood that. Although I thought we always had a good relationship, he quickly got abusive on the phone. I let him ramble for a minute while I sent him the video before ending the call. He didn't call back. I didn't expect he would. After thinking about it for a minute, I hoped he didn't have a heart attack.
Our kids expressed their disappointment in their mother to me. I was disappointed in her as well, so I just agreed with their musings. I never tried to influence them one way or the other, though. She was a good mother to them while they grew up, but I also wasn't going to be singing her praises for the future.
Their concern for me was that I would turn into a bitter old man. Most of our friends, as a couple, were really Traci's friends. I was a typical long-time married man: my wife was the dominant partner in our relationship as far as our social life went.
I had to admit to them that my dating skills were, at best, lacking. I was completely happy to be a married man, and rarely, if ever, flirted with women not my wife. Also, at the current time, I wasn't too keen on the opposite sex, preferring for the moment to stay in my small apartment and lick my wounds.
I was at my favorite small bar one Friday night about six months after my divorce was final, having a quiet dinner out alone as was my new habit, when the next-to-last person I expected to see showed up at my table and slipped into the chair opposite me. My jaw would have dropped had my mouth not been full of my food when I watched Judith DeGeorge sit down.
I finished chewing my mouthful as I blatantly checked out my ex-wife's best friend from head to toe. I always thought she was a beautiful woman although a little bit too cheeky for my personal taste. Her strawberry-blonde hair hung luxuriously just past her shoulders, her bright green eyes practically glowed and her thick, kissable lips were curled into what looked like a sincere smile. If that wasn't enough, her light green sweater was stretched enticingly over her large breasts.
"To what do I owe this surprise, Judith?" I asked quietly as I signaled my waitress to my table. She waited to respond as I instructed my waitress to bring Judith a glass of Rhine wine, knowing they had her favorite on hand. That brought an even bigger smile to her lips.
"You remembered. How sweet," she said. "But why so formal? Whatever happened to just Judi?"
I gave her another appraisal, not caring if she thought my inspection was rude. By the way she continued to smile, I took it that she not only didn't think I was being rude, but she liked the visual attention.
"I guess I thought you'd be mad at me for divorcing your best friend, so I thought formal was somewhat warranted," I answered. "But if you still want me to call you Judi... I would be pleased to do that.
"So what brings you across town? Surely you didn't come to see me, the lonely husk of a man pathetically eating by himself on a Friday night?"
She giggled lyrically, and I felt something stir in my groin area. It actually felt good to know that something could still stir down there, it had been so long.
"Actually, yes. Linda and Mike Johnson spotted you here last Friday night, and when Linda told me that, I knew I had to come to see how you were doing. Knowing you, I took the chance that this was now part of your routine, and that you'd show up again this Friday.
"And yes, it is kind of pathetic to be eating by yourself on a Friday night. It's always pathetic when a handsome, fit man is eating by himself."
I looked directly into her eyes as she sipped her white wine. I could see no hint of a lie.
"I wouldn't lie to you, Sol. I know I'm Traci's best friend, but I'd like to think we're still friends, too. I don't lie to friends," she said softly.
Still seeing no sign of deception in her eyes, I continued conversing with Judi for the next half-hour, completely enjoying a woman's company for the first time in forever. If the look in her eyes was to be believed, she seemed to be enjoying my company, too.
"You do know Traci and Derek are living together about half the week now?" she asked after being served her second glass of wine. "I assume your kids have probably told you by now."
For the first time that night, I bristled up and showed her some anger.
"My kids and I have an agreement not to talk about their mother," I explained. "This way they can't get themselves in the middle of anything. Could we have that same agreement? I was really enjoying the evening with you."
She brightened when I said the last, after first pulling in at my gentle rebuke.
"Agreed," she said softly, her smile reaching her eyes.
She had turned down my offer of dinner earlier while I finished mine. I didn't ask if she wanted dessert, I just ordered a slice of cheesecake and a cup of coffee for both of us. We continued to talk about all sorts of things until we were done. I realized that I had enjoyed my evening for the first time in a long time.
"Could... could we do this again... maybe next week... back here?" I inquired, sounding like a lost teenager, even to myself. "You know, just some conversation with a friend, although next time you have to eat a meal."
Her green eyes glowed brightly as she smiled.
"I'd love that," she answered. "Would it be easier to just meet here?"
"Truthfully, it would, but how about I pick you up like a gentleman? Then maybe, if you'd like, we could do something after dinner."
"Yes, that would be good," she answered.
I walked her to her car. She leaned into me gently and gave me a soft kiss on my lips before getting in her Prius.
"What the fuck just happened?" I said to myself as I drove back to my apartment with a huge smile plastered on my face.
I had known Judi for about 15 years. She and Traci had known each other for about five years before my wife introduced her to me. She was still married when we first met, but divorced her husband of 15 years about five years after we became friends. Apparently, she decided that him cheating on her for the second time was enough.
Our almost-threesome was about two years after she had divorced her husband. She always kidded me about backing out, telling me that she would have come after me hard if she wasn't Traci's best friend. She looked dead serious when she said that, and as the happily-married schmuck I was at the time, her pronouncements made me nervous.
As I said, Judi was still a beautiful woman at 49, and she didn't disappoint when I picked her up at her apartment the next Friday. Her blouse and skirt were just this side of alluring rather than slutty. She gave me another soft kiss on my lips when she greeted me at the door. Once again, I noted to myself the softness of those pillow lips.
We enjoyed another great meal and conversation at my favorite bar. When we were done, I asked if she wanted to go for a nightcap someplace else, and she said she wanted to go back to her apartment. I was disappointed, and I know she saw it on my face.
"I didn't say I wanted the night to end, you idiot. I said I wanted to go back to my own apartment, where I'm most comfortable. You've really got to up your game, Solly," she remarked, watching the surprised look on my face.
"I know you've been out of the dating game for more than two decades, but I would have thought you'd have been paying more attention. According to the experts, most women prefer to have sex in their own bed, where they are most comfortable. I guess I'm like most women," she said.
"Huh. Who knew?" was my brilliant comeback.
We were barely in her door when Judi planted her lips hard on mine, and her tongue snaked its way into my mouth. She might have been the best kisser I've ever been with, and I got hard instantly, which she felt pressing up against her lower stomach. She gave my package a definite squeeze as I pushed my tongue into her mouth.
"Mmffff," she moaned into my mouth.
"Grrrmmfff," I responded.
I might... might... have been a little over-excited due to not having had sex with a woman in forever.
I pulled my lips off hers and proceeded to strip her. I don't know how long it had been for her, but I felt her body trembling. She tried to return the favor once I had her naked, but her trembling fingers couldn't get my shirt unbuttoned. I wound up stripping myself as well, then she led me to her bedroom and I gently eased her onto her bed.
We kissed passionately for about a minute, then I eased my way down her body, licking her collarbones, then her breasts before sliding my way down to her belly button. I swirled my tongue there for a moment and her goose bumps turned into a full-body shimmy.
When I flattened my tongue and dragged it across her vaginal opening, she let loose a banshee scream, went into a full-body spasm and tried to squeeze my head off my shoulders with her thighs. It felt amazing until I realized I hadn't gotten a breath of air for about a minute, then the lights started to grow dim. I started tapping on her left hip before she finally realized she was in the process of suffocating me. She immediately let my head go and spread her legs wider, at which point I started sucking in air like a Hoover sucks in dirt.
She was laying there semi-comatose when I felt I had enough oxygen in my lungs and re-engaged, licking and sucking her folds gently yet quickly. A second big orgasm ripped through her body before I stuck my tongue inside her opening and started flicking her "G" spot. She screamed and rammed her pussy hard into my face, attempting to break my nose. I growled in pain but continued my actions until she finished one mother of an orgasm. Then I moved up just a bit and surrounded her clit with my lips, pressing both against her and sucking in hard. She shrieked and growled at the same time and did the exploding body thing again, again pounding her pussy against my face as this time I just held on for dear life. Damn, she was a strong woman!
I caught my breath again and crawled up her body, aligning my rampant, hard dick against her slick opening. Bingo!
For the next half-hour we did it fast and hard, slow and gentle, missionary, doggy, with her feet on my shoulders and finally with her riding on top while I played with her bouncing tits. She came twice more, although not quite as hard as when I used my mouth, with her second time taking me over the top with her.
She collapsed on top of my chest when she finished, her eyes rolled back in her head. She was wheezing as she panted on top of me, my arms tightly wrapped around her body. We lay there for several long minutes, devoid of words... because none were necessary.
"Ooooh! Wow! Oh! Wow!" she mumbled after several minutes.
We were both covered in sweat and panting.
"Why me? Why me, Judi?" I finally croaked out. "You two have a fight or something. Is this some sort of revenge?"
I could see some sort of recognition come back to her eyes. She shifted her body to where she was half on top of me, half on the bed. She looked me right in my eyes, all the way down to my soul.
"Definitely not revenge, because as of right now, we're still best friends," she began. "Traci has no idea about this.
"You know we have been friends for a lot of years. That meant for a lot of years I got to hear about you being the best husband in the world: a wonderful provider, great lover, great dad. She continued to sing your praises even after my rat of a spouse was out of the picture. I don't think she was trying to rub it in. I think she truly believed that, and she truly loved you.
"To this day I have no idea why she did to you what she did, but that's her problem. My problem is that I haven't found a good man since I got divorced... and all of a sudden, there's a good man... according to my best friend, a great man... divorced and alone. I'd be a fool not to see if I couldn't find a connection."
Fuck! That actually made sense! Now the question was, was it honest?
We made small talk for a few minutes before I heard her quietly snoring on my chest. It felt right, so I closed my eyes and joined her in snoozeland.
I was awoken by the feeling of a hot, warm, wet mouth on my cock.
"Good morning, sleepyhead. I hope I'm not being too presumptuous," Judi said with a big grin as she looked me in my eyes.
"Presumpt away, please," I responded as I came more awake.
She slobbered and laved all over my hard tool for several minutes before climbing up my body and impaling herself all the way. She flexed her PC muscles and I about lost my shit right there, groaning loudly. We took it slow and easy this time, as opposed to the wild fucking of last night. It was different, but just as good. We fit together well. I wondered if that was a sign.
Judi was an oral goddess: she was the best kisser I'd ever encountered and was amazing at blowjobs. She could feel me starting to ramp up, but slowed me down by placing her hands on my chest to slow my pumping.
Five minutes later Judi's back arched and she squeaked through a noisy climax as her eyes rolled back in her head. I slowed my pumping as she finished coming, then picked up speed and joined her in orgasmic bliss. She laid down on my body and kissed me several times.
"So what are you going to do? Are you going to tell Traci, because unless you tell me otherwise, I want to see a lot more of you," I said.
"I guess I need to tell her, because I don't want to make it look like I'm sneaking around behind her back because I'm ashamed of what we're doing. I'll tell her the truth... at least that we're dating... and let her figure out what she wants to make of it. If she wants to end our friendship, that's up to her," Judi said. "I will tell her face to face, though, not in an impersonal text or phone call."
Judi and Traci had their sitdown a week later, and from what Judi told me, it did not go well. Traci accused her friend of stealing me away from her.
"But you guys have been divorced for over six months now. He's a free agent. Why can't I date him?" Judi said she asked Traci.
"Because I know he still loves me... and I expect him to come back to me," Traci told Judi.
"You're delusional. You know that. He's never coming back to you. You threw him away. Why would I let a good catch like Solomon get away?"
"You're supposed to be my best friend. You can't date my ex," she whined.



"I'm sorry, Traci, but I can and I am. He's a great guy. I just wanted to tell you first, because we are friends."
"Were friends, bitch. I can't believe you're stealing my husband," Traci said.
"Ex-husband," Judi told her. "Besides, aren't you sleeping regularly with Mr. Big Dick, as you succinctly called him?"
Judi and I dated for a year before I asked her to marry me. Both of my kids thought it was a little weird that I was going to marry their mother's best friend, but they both liked Judi a lot, so it was a relatively easy fait accompli.
The kids also kept me somewhat informed about Traci. Neither was comfortable with their mother dating a man that was closer in age to them than her, and my daughter told me she didn't feel comfortable with Derek when she was alone with him. I warned her to stay out of that situation because I didn't want to be arrested for shooting him; there was no way I could beat that big bastard without a weapon.
Epilogue:
It was a beautiful fall evening as Judi and I sat on the deck of a restaurant in Galveston, Texas, watching several boats slide across the water in the Gulf of Mexico as we drank cold beers. We had been going to Galveston every fall for the last five years on one of our vacations, and were considering retiring there in a couple of years.
Both kids were married and each had two children. I agree with all those other grandparents that say grands are more fun than your own children. You don't have to raise them on a daily basis, and when they get too crazy you can pick up and go home.
According to my kids, Traci lives by herself in a small apartment. She never remarried, although she lived with Derek off and on for the next 10 years. After that she dated around for several years, but never found someone with which to settle down.



        Testing... Himself

        He couldn't give her what she most wanted.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/testing-himself

Title: Testing... Himself

Author: Hooked1957

Category: Loving Wives

Description: He couldn't give her what she most wanted.

Tags: 




The pretty long-haired brunette walked out the door of the condo, turned around and gave a passionate kiss to a handsome, shirtless younger man wearing a pair of gym shorts and started walking to her car.
She had no clue that a man sitting in a car within sight was taking photos and notes.
She hadn't gotten more than a few steps from the door when she was approached by a man carrying a manila envelope.
"Katherine McAfee?" he asked, sounding very official, she thought.
"Yes?" she said hesitantly as the man stood in her path.
"You've been served," he responded as he shoved the envelope into her right hand.
The woman looked shocked. She glanced from the retreating man to the man standing in the doorway, holding the envelope she now possessed as if it contained crawling spiders.
"No. Oh God no. He can't possibly know," she said as she staggered tearily into the arms of the shirtless man.
More photos and notes were taken.
"You know I'll gladly take you if he throws you out," the shirtless man said. "I'd love to have more time with you."
Lyle Starr wrapped the crying woman in his arms and closed the door. He kissed her gently on her face as he led her into his kitchen, sat her down at the table and got her a glass of water.
"I've been so careful. How could he possibly know?" she sobbed to him. "You haven't told anybody, have you?"
"Of course not. You told me not to. I would never do anything to hurt you," Lyle commented.
Lyle gently pried the envelope from his lover's fingers. He, rather than she, opened the clasp and took out the contents. The dissolution was on top. He gently set the papers on the table in front of her.
"I thought you said that he would never file on you even if he found out because he doesn't want to lose the kids," Lyle rasped. "It says here he's seeking to split custody with you. He obviously has no clue how these things work. The mother almost always gets the kids, child support and alimony."
Kate cried harder. She LOVED Elliot. He LOVED her. She didn't want a divorce. Lyle knew that. Truth to be told, he didn't want Kate to get a divorce. She was a great piece of ass, but he liked his bachelor lifestyle. He had tried to get Kate to stop by twice a week instead of the once she was currently doing, but he liked his current set-up. He had never considered marrying the woman; that was the beauty of having a married lover.
"You need to go home and straighten this out. Just explain to him that you will take everything from him if he divorces you. And then you will still have me," Lyle said.
Once she stopped crying, Kate knew she had to go home and come clean to her husband. She had to explain to him that she needed both him and Lyle.
Kate was surprised that her husband was already home. She took a big breath, got out of the car and went in to face Elliot.
Elliot was sitting at the kitchen table playing a card game with the couple's two kids, Alexandra, 14, and Shane, 11. He looked up at his wife as she entered the house from the garage. He didn't get up and greet her as he usually would. Her kids looked up as well and acknowledged her presence. She waved the envelope at her husband and then set it down under her purse and her keys.
"We'll talk later, after the kids are in bed," she said.
He nodded and went back to the card game.
Since it was a Friday night, the kids went to bed about an hour later than usual, but five minutes after they were in bed Kate went into the family room carrying a glass of white wine for her and some type of whiskey for Elliot. Although she now knew that her husband knew about her affair, he guessed this was her version of "Honey, we need to talk." He nodded to her as she set down his shot glass.
"Couldn't you have been a man and waited until I got home before you had me served?" she asked quietly but defiantly. "That was shocking... and embarrassing."
Elliot gave her a withering glare. She winced.
"That was me being considerate," he answered. "I didn't want to have you served at home with the kids around. And think about this for a second... if I could have you served at your lover's condo, I could have shown up at your lover's condo just the same, and there would have been much more happening than just you being served..."
"Oh, please, Elliot, that would have been a bloodbath," she interjected. "He's bigger, stronger, younger..."
It was Elliot's turn to interrupt.
"And apparently has a bigger dick, if I understand it correctly," Elliot said. "But none of that matters. I have a gun and am an excellent shot. Loverboy can't outrun a bullet... but I decided that I'm not going to jail for a whore and her paramour."
Kate looked over at her husband with true alarm showing on her face. She could tell by the glare in his eyes that he wasn't bluffing. He had apparently strongly considered wounding or killing her lover... and her, as well?
"How long have you been Lyle Starr's whore? Why, Kate? Am I not giving you something you need? What have I done wrong after 17 years?"
Elliot's voice was loud but not strong. Kate could hear the sadness and pain in her husband's tone. She noted, though, that she didn't hear anger. Was there a chance that she could talk him into not getting divorced... and keeping her lover?
What Kate didn't realize was that Elliot had several weeks to come to grips with his wife's cheating, and the anger that was rampant at first had mellowed into sadness and disappointment.
Kate suddenly realized that Elliot was still glaring at her, expecting an answer. She remembered that her husband had called her a whore, and decided to go on the offensive.
"How dare you? I am not a whore!" she huffed. "Lyle and I have... been an item for about eight months, I guess. And this isn't about you. It's about me, and what I needed. You haven't done anything wrong."
"You're not a whore... all evidence to the contrary?" Elliot questioned. "You two are an item, you call it. I'd call it a Goddamn affair. Now how about explaining the second half of your statement."
"I didn't plan for this. It just... sort of happened. You've done nothing wrong. He and I... just connected... on a level outside of us. I love you and our family. My feelings for him..."
"Oh shit! You have feelings for Lyle the fuckhead?" Elliot blurted out, his face a twisted mask of pain.
Kate looked down at the weave of the carpet for several long seconds. Elliot could see she was trying to find the right answer, one that wouldn't upset him beyond where he was at this moment.
"Of course I have feelings for him. I just couldn't... have sex with a stranger, somebody I didn't care about at all. I told you, I'm not a whore."
"Ri-i-i-ght," Elliot rasped harshly.
"I guess I needed someone to treat me like a desirable, sexy woman, not just a wife and mother. We'd do it Friday afternoons, then I'd go run a few errands and get home," she started.
"Remember we kind of had a slump there for a while... and then we found it again? That was when I found Lyle. Everything suddenly clicked into place again. I had a great home life... and a lover who treasured me. Everything was good. We were so careful, so you would never find out and be hurt.
"How did you find out? How long have you known about us?"
"That's what's important to you?" Elliott asked. "You've never even apologized to me for the affair... because you're not sorry about it. Are you? Fuck.
"You wanted to feel like a desirable, sexy woman? Don't I tell you all the time how much you turn me on? Don't I demonstrate that? What am I, chopped liver? Doesn't anything I say matter to you, bitch?"
"I know you tell me I'm sexy and desirable all the time, but you're my husband... you're supposed to say that. But when somebody not your husband tells you you're sexy... and openly desires you and shows you... Don't you get a little more pumped up when another woman looks you over? I don't get offended when that happens," she said.
"I don't get offended when other men look at you. In fact, I'm proud. But when that looking turns into touching, I draw the fucking line," Elliot said, his voice rising in anger. "We made vows to each other. No touching. No... I repeat... no cheating. Let me say it again, no cheating. I would never cheat on you. Never. Never."
Kate listened red-faced, but she was well aware that Elliot still never answered her question about how he found out. She hadn't wanted to hurt him. She thought she had done a great job keeping her affair secret. She had not even told her two best friends, even though she trusted them implicitly, because she had learned a long time ago that the best way to keep a secret was to tell no one.
With the cat out of the bag, though, Kate needed to focus on what she could do to keep her marriage... and, in her mind, maybe also the possibility of her lover as well. She loved Elliot and her kids.
"El, did you have to go nuclear right off the bat? Isn't there some middle ground? I don't want our family to break up. I know you don't either," she said.
"Kate, I've gone back and forth in my mind over this for some time," Elliot said. "This isn't a knee-jerk reaction. You broke my heart. You've cheated on me; given something to another man that should have been mine alone. You've disrespected me just by going outside of our marriage. You've obviously been lying by omission. You've let your own selfishness put our family on the brink."
"I'm sorry for that, Elliot. I am. What can I do to make this right... for us, for our family. I don't want a divorce," Kate said.
"I don't want a divorce either," Elliot responded. "But I'm not sure you've left me an out. Will I ever be able to trust you again? Will I ever be able to make love to you again without wondering if you're with me or with Fuckhead Lyle in your head? I'm assuming he's damn good if you've kept it up with him and haven't tried another guy."
Shit, Kate thought. She hoped her face didn't just give her away. As the discussion went on, she was hoping that Elliot wasn't going to ask her about the sex with Lyle. She knew she would crush her husband if she admitted the truth that sex with Lyle was fantastic, but she was afraid that he would pick up on her lie if she didn't admit that Lyle was great in bed.
"What you and I have is different from what Lyle and I have," Kate answered after a noticeable delay. "It's not better or worse, but it's new and different."
Elliot heard the words, sparse that they were. He also heard what she didn't say, which was quite a lot, he thought. If this was her opening argument against divorce, it was not very strong.
"You know you don't want to split up our family, become a weekend dad," Kate said.
And... there it was, Elliot thought. She fucks up, but he's the one who would be breaking up the family. He was hoping that she wouldn't use the kids as a bargaining chip. Yeah, he was hoping...
"If we divorce, babe, this wouldn't be on me. I'm not the one who slutted outside of our marriage. I know everybody thinks I'm a nice, quiet guy, but I won't be falling on my sword if we get divorced. None of this will be on me."
"You would throw me under the bus? You would do that to me?" she whined.
"You've been fucking a guy behind my back for months. What consideration do I need to have for you?" he snarled.
Lyle Starr was a pharmaceutical salesman. Among those he did business with was Wanamaker Community Hospital, where Kate was in accounts payable. The two had gone from acquaintances to friends to... lovers, Kate explained to Elliot during the next few days. Friendly Friday lunches at near-by restaurants eventually turned into private lunches and sex at Lyle's condo on the far side of the city.
Lyle was a former college football player. He was 6-4, 230 pounds and had short blonde hair and soft blue eyes. At 30, he was 11 years younger than Kate, and at first, she missed his subtle signs of flirting. The younger man was undeterred in his mission to ensnare Kate, who by everyone's figuring looked 10 years younger than her actual age with large breasts and muscular legs on her 5-5, 130-pound frame. Eventually, his flattery, intelligence and good looks were too much for her to resist, and when he kissed her for the first time she felt her pussy moisten, the first time a man other than Elliot had made that happen. After that, she started noticing little things like the strength in his hands, the softness of his lips, the smell of his aftershave.
Kate was in sensory overload by the time Lyle had her naked on his bed the first time. He figured out quickly she was very responsive to being kissed forcefully, and kept that up while taking breaks to ravish her large breasts and finger her squelching pussy. Always loud when she was excited, she screamed out her first orgasm on Lyle's fingers before he sank his hard dick inside her in two quick strokes. He was amazed at the heat and wetness of her pussy as he took her missionary, and after she came again, he turned her over, pulled her to her knees with one arm and slammed back inside doggy.
Lyle had 50 pounds of muscle over Kate's husband and used it forcefully during their fucking, making Kate feel more like a fuckdoll than an equal partner... and the longer their sex went on the more excited she got. She shrieked out a third climax a few minutes later that was quickly followed by a roaring Lyle unloading a monster quantity of cum into the woman's pussy.
Lyle planted a passionate kiss on Kate's mouth as he laid down next to her on the bed. Both were covered in a sheen of sweat, and although Kate was in good condition, she was breathing as if she had just run a sprint. She gave the young man a fatigued but happy smile, her eyes glazed over with lust. Lyle smiled back at the woman, knowing that the two would spend many hours repeating this act.
Kate snuggled into Lyle's shoulder, feeling very sated and secure. Under normal circumstances, Lyle would have gone for a second time with the woman, but he recognized that it would take her some time to get accustomed to his physicality during sex and didn't want to push her past her limits on their first time together.
Kate didn't have a lot of men before marrying Elliot, and none of her previous partners nor her husband were anywhere near the physical specimen Lyle was. His physical domination simply overwhelmed her, so much so that she never thought about what she was doing as cheating. In fact, she never gave a thought to her husband until she was showering to get ready to go home... and that thought didn't include guilt.
She, too, knew she and Lyle would do this many more times in the future. As she left his condo, she was already looking forward to their next assignation.
Lyle gave the woman a key to his condo after their fourth Friday of sex so she could just let herself into his home on Fridays after she got off from work at noon, her usual Friday hours. He, too, only worked a half-day on Friday, but there were times Kate got to his place before he did. On the days she got to his place first, she would greet him at the door naked, using his large body to hide her nudity--for the most part--from anyone who might be looking their way.
It was almost six months later on a Saturday morning when Elliot grabbed his wife's keys off the hook they were kept on in the kitchen to take her car to the local carwash for a wash and wax. The car worked off a keyfob, but on the ring was also a housekey, a key to their small house safe and a key Elliot didn't recognize. He didn't think much of it until he got home and put the keys back on their hook.
"What's the other key on your ring, Kate?" he asked almost absentmindedly as he came over to the kitchen table with a cup of coffee. "One's the house key and one's the safe key, but what's that third key for?"
It was an innocent question until Kate froze in fear when she realized what her husband had just asked her. An innocent answer would have gone unnoticed, but Kate's delay while she tried to come up with an easy lie didn't go past Elliot, who happened to be watching her face as she quickly tried to think of an answer.
"Ah... that's an old key from before we changed the locks. I've just never taken it off my ring," she said hesitantly.
Elliot saw the look of panic in his wife's eyes before she answered. He also knew without a doubt that the unknown key was not from their old lockset.
"Huh," he said as off-handedly as possible. "Who knew you were such a packrat?"
Kate shrugged, trying to seem nonchalant. Elliot didn't make a big deal over the lie, but he filed the uncommon incident away for a further review.
Elliott's further review over the weekend led him to calling an attorney friend Monday morning, seeking the name of a private investigator. Elliot felt awful over what he was thinking, but he couldn't understand why his wife would lie over something as seemingly unimportant as a key.
Two weeks later, Elliot unhappily knew what the key was for. Plans would have to be made, he knew.
Kate tried to talk to Elliot almost every night after the kids went to bed. Elliot usually let her ramble on for a few minutes before she would give up in frustration.
"How can we get past this if we don't talk?" she finally yelled at him one night.
"Did you never consider the consequences of what you were doing if you got caught?" Elliot responded.
The lack of an immediate response to his question made Elliot look at his wife. He could see the blank look on her face morph into one of hard reflection. He already knew the answer before she spoke.
"Honestly? No. I never expected to get caught," Kate admitted. "We were incredibly careful so we wouldn't get caught and you would never know... and be hurt. I truly do love you, El. I never wanted to hurt you.
"By the way, you've never said how you caught us."
"No, I never did say that. I wasn't born yesterday. If I tell you how I caught you, that would just make it a little easier for you to do it again," Elliot said.
Kate winced. She was hoping his smugness might give her a clue... and yes, she would have used that to help her go back to Lyle, whom she hadn't seen outside of work since she was served.
"I keep telling you it doesn't have to affect us, Elliot. It's outside of what we have. Did I ever turn you down for sex? Did you really ever have a clue anything was different until you somehow found out. If nothing was different, did I ever take anything from you?" Kate inquired.
"If I sneak $20 from your purse but you don't know it, did I take anything from you?" Elliot shot back. "Of course you took something from me... especially once I caught you. You took my trust and threw it away... and you disrespected me whether I found out about it or not.
"Why can't you see that?"
Kate had been rebuffed by Elliot for sex on several occasions since she was served. She knew this was particularly worrisome, because sex was one of the ways she used to get her way in any disagreement with her husband. He was always a lot more pliable in his thinking after she rocked his world.
After another week had passed with the two being nothing more than parents and roommates, Kate knew she would have to give up on her plan to keep her lover if she wanted her marriage to survive. She suggested to Elliot that they try marriage counseling, and she was relieved when he agreed.
Elliot knew he still loved his wife with everything in his heart, despite the wound she had inflicted on that organ. He also wanted to keep his family together, if possible. He would swallow a lot of pride to keep his family together.
A month after the pair began counseling, they finally had sex together. Elliot noted that while his wife made all the appropriate noises and actions, her pussy didn't seem as wet as usual. Still, when they were done, he would have had to admit it was a satisfying session, and Kate came three times.



Elliot knew Kate still saw Lyle on a semi-regular basis when he came into the hospital as part of his job, but she had promised him there would be no more coffee breaks and no more lunches; contact was to be kept to a minimum. Elliot reminded her that he had used an investigator to catch her the first time; he wouldn't hesitate to use one to verify her fidelity again.
Kate had done everything in her power to show her husband that she loved him and her family in the next six months. Although Kate never showed remorse for the affair, she showed remorse for hurting her husband, so Elliot did his best for his family. Still, he was aware that no matter how much she faked it, her reactions in bed with him were no longer what they were before she was served. She still enjoyed orgasms, but he was observant enough to know they weren't nearly as explosive as they used to be.
Several months later, Elliot could see that Kate was again starting to pull away from him and the kids. Not a lot, but... Now that he knew what he was looking at, he thought long and hard about his options. He kept coming back to the old saying, "If you love something, let it go. If it comes back, it was yours. If not, it never was." Sometimes, the right thing isn't the easy thing, he knew.
Kate and Elliot had just finished making love on a Saturday night. It was satisfying, but nothing special. Both knew that not every time could be special, but Elliot, in particular, had been paying close attention to everything.
"What would you say if I told you that I would allow you to have an afternoon with your former lover next Friday?" Elliot whispered to Kate as they lay together in their afterglow.
Kate tried but failed to see her husband's eyes in the darkened room. Although her heart skipped a beat at her husband's question, she knew that this was some kind of test, and she had to answer correctly.
"Why would you even ask me a question like that, El? Haven't I shown that I am yours only in the last year?" she asked in return.
"Yes. Yes, you have," Elliot responded. "This isn't a trick question, babe. Serious. What would you say?"
"Assuming you're not trying to trap me, I'd say you're the most wonderful husband ever. But why would you change your mind about something like that after all this time?"
"Because I can see that you're not totally happy with the way things are. You're like a caged lion. You seem to have lost your spirit," Elliot said. "I'm not making any guarantees about the future, but I need to see your spirit come back."
"If you're totally serious, I guess I can give him a call tomorrow and see what I can arrange," she whispered.
"Okay. Do that," he whispered back. "Just tell me if he says OK. I don't want to know anything else about it. No details. No anecdotes. Ever."
Elliot snuggled his wife close into his body. She couldn't see the tears in his eyes, but she really wasn't looking. She was completely inside her own head, wanting to jump up and down like a little kid but also wondering what angle her husband was playing.
Kate and Lyle had barely exchanged pleasantries since the day she was served. Lyle had told her that she shouldn't fight the divorce and become his woman, but she made it clear to him that she wanted to stay Elliot's wife, first and foremost. Because he cared for her, he acquiesced to her wishes.
He was more than a little surprised to hear Kate on the other end of the line Sunday afternoon, telling him that her husband had given her permission to enjoy an evening with Lyle this coming Friday... if he was interested.
"Are you fucking kidding me? Of course I'm interested, babe. I thought we had something going," he answered. "Are we going to get back together? What's supposed to happen here?"
"Right now it's a one-off as far as I know," Kate said. "He told me he's not trying to trick me, but he sees I've been off. Something about trying to pump my spirits back up. Yeah, seeing you would definitely do that for me. I'll take whatever he wants to give me of you."
Kate told her husband about her date after she got off the phone. Elliot just nodded in acknowledgement, turned around and walked out of the room. He felt his heart thudding in his chest and questioned the intelligence of his decision.
Kate initiated sex with Elliot on Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday, and was as vigorous as she had ever been with her husband. He was aware that she was excited about her upcoming date with Lyle. Thursday, as he remembered from the past, she would not initiate, and if need be, she would beg off sex, trying to keep herself fresh for Lyle on Friday afternoon.
She spent the week smiling and humming. It was even noticeable to the couple's children, who asked their father about their mother's uncharacteristic good mood.
"Mom get a promotion at work or something, Dad? She's been practically giddy the whole week," the couple's daughter said. "I really like this Mom."
If the three thought Kate was happy during the week, they noted she was positively glowing on Friday evening. She was ebullient at the dinner table, so much so that the kids shot their father quizzical looks several times. Although Kate probably didn't see it, Elliot was almost embarrassed for her.
"Somebody had a good day today, didn't they, Mom?" their daughter asked.
Everybody noticed Kate's bright blush, but only Elliot knew the reason.
Elliot waited until Wednesday night of the next week when the kids were in bed to have what he considered the most important discussion of his marriage.
Kate was sitting in the family room with her book of crossword puzzles when Elliot walked into the room and sat down in his La-Z-Boy, but didn't turn on the television. It took Kate about five seconds to realize her husband was watching her, and the room was quiet.
"What's up, El? You don't look so good?" Kate questioned.
"I'm not so good, babe. Could you put down the crosswords. We really, really need to talk... and I really need you to hear what I'm saying."
Kate's face dropped. Her first thought was that Elliot wasn't happy with allowing her to see Lyle again, and they were about to get into an argument over that.
"You... you gave me permission..." she started.
"Kate. Stop. I know I gave you permission. This is not about Friday and Lyle... directly. But it's part of it," he said, nervously wringing his hands.
"I love you, Kate, and I only want what's best for you. Unfortunately, though, what's best for you is absolutely the worst thing for me.
"You absolutely enjoyed Friday afternoon with Lyle. Everybody can see that you're on top of the world. The kids don't know why, but they've even commented on how happy you've been the last few days..."
"Yeah, it was really great, but..." Kate interrupted before Elliot re-took control of the conversation.
"That's exactly it, Kate. Even though you've tried to be the perfect wife for me the last year, you've been getting more and more miserable... and the kids had commented on that, too, even though they didn't know the reasons.
"You need Lyle. In a perfect world, where I could give you everything you want, you could have me and him. But I'm not made that way, Kate. As much as I want to give you everything you desire, I can't give you him... and me. I won't be... I can't be... a knowing cuckold..."
"I know that, Elliot. I've agreed to just be yours. But you gave me permission..." she started again, stopping when he held up his hand.
"Remember when I told you the date wasn't a test for you? It wasn't. It was a test for me. And I failed. I knew you still had a thing for Lyle, but I wanted to see if I could live with that. I can't. No matter how much I love you, I can't give you what you most want... and, apparently, need. I just can't do it.
"You've been trying so hard, babe. You say you love me, and to do what you've done for the past year proves that love for me. But your love for me still doesn't overcome your need... need for... him. You've been miserable without him. It's been easy to see, and it's only getting worse. If we stay together, sooner or later your resentment of me for not letting you have him will... ruin us, and we will wind up hating each other.
"You've been so happy since I told you to go to him. You've been like a beautiful butterfly let out of a cage. You've been able to stretch your wings and show the world your beautiful colors.
"Our marriage for the last year has been that cage. I don't want to be your jailer anymore. You need him, whether it's just sex or, as I suspect, there's much more there. You love me enough to sacrifice your happiness; the least I can do is love you enough to sacrifice mine. I will set you free so you can stretch your wings and show your beauty.
"We will divorce amicably. I will be as fair as humanly possible as long as we can have joint custody of the kids..."
Elliot could no longer speak as he broke down sobbing. Kate, who had been listening with tears in her eyes, went to her husband and wrapped him in a tight, loving hug. As he sobbed in her arms, Kate went over the implications of what Elliot had just said. She did love him... but being honest with herself, she knew that everything he had just said about her relationship with Lyle was correct.
"If that's what you think is best, I'll go along with it... as long as we can remain... special to each other. I don't think I could take it if we were to hate each other," Kate said softly.
Divorce papers were drawn up and both quickly signed. Kate would live with the kids in the house until they were both in college. Then it would be sold and proceeds divided evenly. Elliot asked and Kate agreed to wait until the divorce was final before she started dating Lyle in public. Kate asked and Elliot agreed that he be as civil as possible to Lyle, especially in front of their children.
For all intents and purposes, Kate and Lyle lived together in Kate's home for the two weeks Elliot had his kids with him, then she would spend Friday afternoons with him as she usually did on the two weeks she had her kids. Her kids, along with everybody who knew the two, were aware they were living together half the time, but everybody seemed good with it, with the exception of Kate's parents.
Although Kate missed the connection she had with her ex-husband, she had to admit that Elliot was right: her connection with Lyle was about sex and much more. She was definitely enjoying her second act, as she thought of it. Lyle was an even better sex partner than Elliot, and although he was still learning about being an emotional partner, she was enjoying teaching him.
Her children would never say anything to their father so as not to hurt him, but if asked they would have admitted that their mother was definitely enjoying a personal renaissance and seemed to be a more fun and fulfilled person.
Elliot got to see that for himself one night more than a year later when he was sitting at the bar of an upscale restaurant one Saturday night with a friend. He watched as an exquisitely-dressed Kate and Lyle were led to a table halfway across the restaurant. If anything, he thought, she looked even more beautiful than the last time he saw her, and he could tell by the way she looked at Lyle that he was everything in her world. He remembered when she used to look at him that way, and his heart broke once again.
Several times during the evening he glanced over at his ex and Lyle, and at one point his friend, noticing the continued looking over, took his own look at the couple.
"Yeah, that's one fine woman. That is one lucky guy," his friend Bob said.
"Umm... yeah," Elliot acknowledged, knowing Bob didn't know the woman was his ex.
She looked so happy every time he looked over that it took all of his self-control not to go over there and slap her.
"There's no ring on her finger, dude. Why don't you take a chance and see if you can slip her your number?" Bob said to him.
"That's not my game, Bob. I would never try to snipe another guy's girl out from under him, if I was aware that he was there," Elliot said.
"Suit yourself then," Bob said. "Pride goeth before a fall."
"Trust me, I know," Elliot said, his stomach knotting up.
Anybody who belongs to a gym knows that January and February are the best and worst months for those sites. Best months because that's when the gyms make their money: everybody has a resolution to lose weight and get in condition after Christmas. Worst months because the regulars have to contend with all the know-nothing newbies taking up machines and weights, causing their own lifts to take longer.
Since the divorce, Elliot had been lifting after work four days a week, going in to his office an hour early and leaving an hour early each lift day. His gym had paid trainers, so he rarely talked to any of the rookies about their lifts or gave any advice. It's not that he didn't care to help anybody else... oh hell, yes it was. He wanted to get in and get out. He wasn't looking to impress anybody else, nor was he looking to flirt with anyone. In fact, he always looked down on the men and women who spent more time flirting than lifting.
"Get off the machine and do your flirting in a bar," he'd think to himself when someone on a machine he needed was taking extra time because they were flirting.
Ariana Lewis was one of the newbies who didn't call attention to herself by doing idiotic things or talking too much, Elliot thought. At the time, he didn't know her name, but in his mind the short, overweight blonde with the long high ponytail and perhaps too much eye mascara was doing things right: not doing too much weight, doing a lot of reps and, perhaps most important... not spending too much time chit-chatting with other people.
Right then, however, she was working on the leg extension machine, making Elliot wait since he always liked to start off on that machine. She saw him lurking in the background, smiled and told him she had just two more sets to go.
"Take your time... sort of," he responded back, resisting the urge to look at his watch.
Since he had nothing to do but watch, Elliot soon noticed that the woman appeared to be a few years older than his 46, and about 50 pounds overweight, much of it in her very large chest. He was impressed with her work ethic; she definitely wasn't trying to impress him.
He gave her a compliment as she started wiping down the machine after finishing her sets.
The two exchanged pleasantries when they saw each other the next time they were in the gym together. He liked the fact she talked to him without flirting.
The third time the two were in the gym together, they got to talking as they were both putting on their jackets. Elliot found the woman to be friendly and didn't feel any pressure like there would be if she were one of "those" women.
"Would you like to grab a coffee with me?" Elliot asked. "Not asking you to have my kids or anything... just coffee."
She smiled sweetly at the man and said yes. They walked two doors down to the Starbucks.
The two actually had two cups of coffee. They quickly built a rapport and both felt comfortable with the other. Elliot found out that Ariana, 50, had been married for 15 years to a man who had cheated on her. She had been single for the past 10 years and had a son who was in college. He told her his sad story as well, noting he had been single for the past three, and he told her about his two kids.
The two went out to coffee together twice more in the next two weeks. Before they left the coffee shop that night, he asked her out to dinner for the following Friday, and she accepted.
Ariana was an assistant vice president at a financial services firm, and she had a good sense of style. She knew she wanted to dress more along the lines of business casual with a little bit of fun thrown in, so she was wearing a jean dress that went to her knees and had five buttons at the top, with two of them left undone. Elliot's eyes were immediately attracted to the little bit of creamy cleavage that showed.
"You clean up nicely," he said, trying very hard not to look at her tits too obviously.
She noticed Elliot trying to be discreet while looking at her chest. She couldn't help herself and made sure to stand up a little straighter with her chest thrust out. Elliot knew he was busted when she giggled.
"I'm... I'm sorry. That was uncool," he said when Ariana looked into his eyes.
"No, that was fine since you didn't drool. All women like to be appreciated," she noted.
He grinned self-consciously.
A very successful date by Elliot's way of viewing things was ended with a sweet kiss on the cheek when Elliot walked her to her door. He looked into her eyes and was encouraged by what he saw.
"I had a good time. Could we do this again in the future?" he asked hesitantly.
Although they were practically living together half of the time, Kate and Lyle still had not discussed marriage, not that she hadn't hinted enough. For his part, Lyle had the best of both worlds: he was living with a hot, sexy woman for two weeks at a clip, then having most of the next two weeks off to again be a single man. Among the things he could still do was spend time with his friends... and date, as long as he was discreet. He and Kate had never really discussed the fidelity thing, but he knew she had cuckolded her husband with him several years back, so she was not exactly a choir girl.
After more than two years together, Kate knew that she and Lyle would never have the emotional connection she and Elliot did, even though she cared deeply for Lyle. Their emotional connection had never really intensified the way she thought it would when they started spending more time together.
Perhaps more discouraging to Kate than the two not making a better emotional connection was the fact that their amazing sexual connection seem to flatten out. While they would occasionally still burn up the sheets, more often than not the sex between the two now seemed almost perfunctory as work and real life often took a toll.
As a smart woman, Kate now wondered if she hadn't sold Elliot short.
"Hey, stranger, how come you haven't come over and said hello? I thought we'd been pretty good at being civil to each other since the divorce," Kate said when she joined Elliot at the bar of another restaurant a few weeks later.
It was a warm summer night, and Kate, Lyle and two other couples were eating and kibitzing at a table when Elliot and a friend walked in and took two seats at the bar. Elliot saw his ex-wife and thought about saying hello, but ultimately decided he didn't want to get up and go through the hassle. Despite himself, though, he couldn't help but check out the still-attractive woman. She was wearing a tank top that was a touch tighter and a jean miniskirt that was a touch shorter than she ever wore when she was with him, and he had to admit she was making both articles of clothing look good.
"Ah, I didn't want to bother you and the youngsters," Elliot said with a chuckle, knowing he was being a bit snarky but trying to soften the blow with his laugh.
He blatantly looked the woman up and down, then blew out a soft whistle.
"Got to tell you, girl, that I like this look. You look good enough to eat," Elliot said.
Kate blushed and squirmed a bit. She resisted for quite a while dressing more the way Lyle wanted her to, but once she gave in, for the most part she enjoyed the admiring looks she got from most of the men.
"Th-thank you, Elliot," she said, suddenly shy. "Lyle kept telling me I needed to get a younger wardrobe, so..."
"Seriously, you look great... but... what's going on, Kate? Your smile's not reaching your eyes..."
"Oh, shit! You're cheating on him!" Elliot whispered.
Kate's hand flew to her mouth and she blushed crimson.



"Shhh! How could you possibly know that?" Kate asked.
"Now that I have a clue, it's pretty easy to see actually, but then we were together forever," he said. "Obviously, Lyle doesn't have a clue."
She pursed her lips and blew out a breath.
"I'm in a no-win position, judging by how you reacted," she said, casting a glance at the table she came from. "He never seemed to have a problem sharing me when I was with you, but he's been a lot more possessive now that we're together."
"But why are you even taking that chance? I thought he was your guy..."
"Yeah... well... about that... Like I tried to tell you, you were my guy. He was the... spice. But now that he's the guy, well let's just say he's not you. And he's not quite the spice anymore, either. So I found a new spice guy," she explained.
"What happened to the woman I first married?" Elliot said. "When did fidelity become just an afterthought to you?"
She blushed again, but didn't answer.
"Are you sure you want to do this again, Kate? You know he's going to find out sooner or later, and when he does..."
"I'm counting on him being more flexible emotionally than you were... especially when I point out to him that he had no problem sharing me with you. You know, the what's good for the goose thing," she said. "He didn't have a problem moving in on you, remember?"
"Oh, I remember completely," Elliot answered. "But you said it yourself: he's become more possessive of you..."
"And yet, he hasn't put a ring on my finger," she interjected. "This is on him, for leaving the door open."
"Whatever, Kate."
"I tried," Elliot thought to himself. "I am not my brother's keeper... especially that brother."
Elliot and Ariana had sex for the first time on their sixth date. She was energetic and enthusiastic and belied her age. Elliot was almost mesmerized by the site of her very large melons with their long, sensitive nipples. She squealed and shimmied when he thumbed both nipples while palming her breasts as she rode him from up top.
Elliot found Ariana's rounder body a lot of fun to play with. He nipped and licked her huge tits and sucked and ate her pussy until she screamed unintelligibly multiple times. She liked everything he did to her, and didn't complain when he left a hickey like a teenager on each breast.
"Darn, I guess I won't be able to wear that new low-cut blouse I bought recently for a while," she laughed at Elliot.
The blouse was worth waiting for, Elliot found out two weeks later. Ariana's face was pink when she answered her door for her date.
"Wow. Quite the blouse. Well worth the wait, you sexy beast."
Ariana and Elliot became lifting buddies as well as a couple. She started to diet and six months later had lost 30 pounds--none in those otherworldly tits--and firmed way up. She said he was a good influence on her. He knew without a doubt she was a good influence on him. A month later he asked her to marry him, and she said yes without a moment's hesitation.
Lyle didn't find out about Kate's cheating for another year. Although he was hurt by the act, he couldn't be too over the top because he had been cheating on her for longer than that. He used her cheating as his excuse to end that relationship, and started seriously dating his 25-year-old paramour. He married her a year later.
Since Lyle and she had never married, Kate's break-up with the younger man after seven years wasn't quite as traumatic as her divorce from Elliot. She never told anyone why she and Lyle separated, although Elliot knew. She admitted he was right when he questioned her about it. She pressed him not to tell their kids, and for the second time, he acquiesced to keep her lie since it didn't cost him anything with his children.
His kids liked Ariana and were happy that he had found somebody to love and spend the rest of his life alongside. They were less happy with the direction their mother's life had taken. They long ago figured out that Kate was the cause of their parents' marriage breaking up.
Kate dated indiscriminately, never really having a steady man again. Family events became almost painful for her to attend as seeing Elliott reminded her of what she gave up for... sex. She knew that while Ariana would never be her equal in physical beauty, her emotional beauty had won the day when it came to the man she most loved.
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I've said it before: Mondays absolutely suck.
Here it was not quite 9:30 AM and two guys with suits on walked into the butcher shop I worked at and drew their guns on me.
Ah, fuck.
It wasn't the first time I'd had a gun pulled on me, and it probably wouldn't be the last time. After all, this was Brooklyn, New York, in 1972, and anyone who had been here long enough has seemingly had a gun pulled on them. I had to admit, though, that I was surprised, because anyone with any brains would know that the best day to rob Mel's Market was a Saturday, the busiest day of the week when we had the most cash available. Robbing any butcher shop on a Monday morning was not going to be very productive.
Then the taller of the suits spoke directly to me as I raised my hands in the air.
"Norman Gruenwitz, you're under arrest for the murders of Darla Gruenwitz and Johnny Spinatto," he announced.
I felt my jaw drop in shock and the other four people in the shop at the time all turned to look at me while they were putting their hands down from above their heads.
"Wait a fuckin' minute!" I half-yelled, half-mumbled. "Murdered? Darla and Johnny? What the fuck are you talking about, suit boy?"
The two gunmen looked at each other, confusion on their faces; maybe as much confusion as was probably showing on my face.
Just then Mel Siegel, the owner of the market, walked in the door returning from the post office. He immediately pulled his gun from his jacket pocket and drew down on the men in suits. Just another day in Brooklyn.
"You've got three seconds to drop the hardware before I kill you both where you stand..." Mel yelled to the pair before being interrupted.
"Drop the piece, sir. We're here to arrest Mr. Gruenwitz for murdering his wife and her paramour," the taller agent said.
Mel's jaw dropped about as far as mine did when the man made his first announcement. He never dropped the gun, though, until both suits showed him their police shields. At that point, he put his gun back in his pocket, muttering for all to hear, "Fuck me! What's going on, Norm?"
I was still standing there with my hands up, sweat now breaking out on my forehead.
"Fuck if I know, boss," I rasped.
"Come out from around the meat cases so we can handcuff you and take you to the house," the shorter suit said.
I looked at Mel for guidance, after all he was my boss. He was in his mid-50s and seemed to have an idea about life. Me, I was 25, been working for Mel for the past seven years, and I thought, was doing well for myself... except for the fact that I had discovered a week earlier that my wife of four years, the aforementioned Darla, was cheating on me with that dickhead Johnny, a tough guy who had some connections to the Gambino family of the New York mafia.
"You need to go with them, Norm, and don't do anything stupid. I'll call a lawyer friend of mine to help you..." Mel started.
"I-I've got an attorney friend. My best friend in the world. His name is Frankie Marinelli. He works for Green, Steinbach and Mazur. Could you give them a call and have Frankie meet us?" I asked.
"Sure, kid. Again, don't do anything stupid," Mel cautioned.
Getting cuffed was a first for me. I'd done stupid shit as a youngster, who hasn't, but never had crossed the line and actually been arrested. After I removed my white butcher coat, the shorter suit hooked me up behind my back, putting the cuffs on way too tight to suit me.
"Hey, fucker, that hurts!" I complained loudly.
"I'm sure the bullets to the heads of your wife and her lover didn't feel any better. Shut the fuck up!" Tall Suit yelled back.
Miranda rights were only six years old in 1972, and police protocols weren't near what they would become decades later. Tall Suit read me my rights as we walked to the police car, then shoved me into the car with complete disdain for my person. I banged my right shoulder on the far door. Tall Suit grunted out what I thought might have been a half-assed apology.
Things didn't get any better when we got to the interrogation room at the police station. At least they finally told me what had happened to Darla and Johnny: somebody--they assumed it was me--put one bullet each into Darla and Johnny's heads the night before, apparently at Johnny's apartment. I was both shocked and pleased. Yes, pleased, because I felt the two fuckheads deserved what they got for cheating on me. I might have grinned once or twice while the two officers filled me in, which probably didn't help my case.
Frankie Marinelli showed up 30 minutes later in all his geeky glory. I'd known Frankie since we were about 3 years old, and we had been best friends since. If anyone could get me out of this shitstorm, it was skinny, jug-eared Frankie, a complete nerd, an almost-genius and the person I trusted most in the whole world.
In real life, Frankie was Francis Albert Marinelli, and if the combination of the first two names sounds familiar, it was because that was also the first two names of one Francis Albert Sinatra. Yes, that Frank Sinatra, "the chairman of the board."
Frankie's mom, Angie Marinelli, was one of the legion of fans who idolized Sinatra, so it was almost a no-brainer that she would name her first born son after the music icon. She was so nuts about Sinatra that she insisted everyone call her son Francis, and everyone did when his mom was around, but it was Frankie when she wasn't around.
Like the famous Francis Albert as a youth, Frankie Marinelli was a skinny kid with big ears, especially in his younger days. He was completely uncoordinated as a kid, so much so that he never played baseball with us in favor of being the scorekeeper. This way he could keep the ragging of his friends to a minimum.
On the rare times Frankie was away from his friends, he was often the victim of a bully or a prankster. There were numerous times when I saved my buddy from a beating, which pleased not only him but also his parents, who thanked me often. I was a stocky son of a bitch and could more than hold my own in a fight, and nobody picked on my best friend without tasting some knuckles belonging to me.
Frankie went on to law school and was now a first-year associate. We were still tight, and I still was his protector. Even though he was still a rookie attorney, he was my guy... even though he barfed in the interrogation room when the cops showed him photos of both dead victims. It seems that everyone found out early that Frankie hated seeing bloody photos, so the cops made it kind of a running joke to toss them around when he was there, with the same results.
"Clean-up on aisle six!" Short Suit yelled out in the bullpen to get a janitor to clean up the interrogation room.
Part of the reason the police thought I killed my wife and her lover were the broken nose, black eye and facial bruises that I had left on him the week previous when I caught the two of them fucking in my marital bed. I'm sure pretty much almost everyone in our corner of the world knew that I kicked the living shit out of Johnny, so it was probably only a small jump to assume the worst when the dead bodies were found.
I rarely get sick and probably hadn't missed more than one day due to illness in the almost seven years I had worked for Mel, but by mid-morning on the Wednesday of that week I felt as if something had crawled inside my stomach and was trying to eat its way to the outside by way of my lower intestines. Although he grumbled some, Mel could see that I was feeling like shit and let me go home. The rest, as they say, is history... on some stupid cheating story website.
I didn't recognize the strange car in my driveway in the middle of the day when I got to my house, but it was definitely odd because Darla was supposed to be at work at Gina G's, a hair salon about a half-hour from our small home.
Not entirely clueless about how life works, I entered my house stealthily, sadly expecting what I found. Not expecting anyone else to be in the house, Darla didn't bother to close the bedroom door, and she and her then-unknown paramour were making enough noise to sound like a pair of swine rutting in a barnyard. My balky stomach was completely forgotten as a wave of rage rode roughshod over me. I took the stairs two at a time, and when I got to my bedroom doorway, I instantly recognized local bad-boy, Johnny Spinatto, pumping my wife for everything he was worth, both of them grunting and Darla also making small squealing noises.
I only hesitated long enough to ID Johnny, then ran toward the bed and unleashed my best 40-yard field goal kick to Johnny's dangling nuts. His scream of pain was music to my ears, but I wasn't hanging around to admire it. He rolled off Darla immediately and was starting to get into a fetal position when I clocked him with my best right hand into the middle of his face, his nose erupting in blood. I then smashed him in the face several more times before he stopped moving on the bed, his face a bloody mask.
Perhaps fucking the wife of a man who carries halves of beef as part of his job wasn't the smartest decision Johnny had made to that point in his life, I thought.
Apparently, my opening kick to Johnny impacted Darla as well, as she was laying on the bed curled up with both hands covering her cunt. She was screaming in both pain and fear, I suppose, but at that point I didn't care.
"Shut the fuck up, bitch, or you're next!" I yelled.
I had never hit my wife in the four years we were married, but Darla wisely was taking no chances that I might change that status now, and she immediately shut up. The only sounds I could now hear were her whimpers and my heavy breathing.
"When Sleeping Beauty wakes up, you two gather up some stuff and get the fuck out of here," I growled. "I don't care where you go, go to his place, but you're not staying here... whore!
"Why? Why, Darla? Didn't I do right by you? Wasn't the sex good enough? Was it just because the wannabe might someday be an associate? Shit, I thought we had it together. Shows what I know, I guess. How long have you been hanging horns on me, bitch?"
Fourteen different emotions played across Darla's face. I recognized pain and fear among them. The rest, who cared?
"It was just a bit of fun. You know, just sex, not love. We'd only been doing it for about a month. It would have run its course pretty soon, and you wouldn't have been any the wiser," she choked out.
"Ah, I see. If I didn't know it wouldn't have hurt me. And you didn't see any problem with that? Goddamn, bitch. I'd bet your parents will have a problem with that when I tell them their little girl is a slut."
The tears running down her face doubled when I mentioned telling her parents.
"Y-y-you can't tell my parents..." she started.
"Of course I have to tell your parents. They deserve to know why I'm divorcing you... the truth," I snarled.
"Ohhh!" she sobbed.
"Be out of here by the time I get back. Oh, make sure you clean up the bloody mess asswipe has made. Fucking bleeding pussy," I snarled.
I spent the next several hours at Angelo's, a neighborhood bar. I only drank a couple of beers and then switched to Coke, assuming that I might need my wits about me if any of Johnny's friends tried to get a measure of revenge. By the time I went home, the bedroom was cleaned up and a different bedspread and linens were down. I still wasn't ever going to sleep in that bed again.
I called my buddy Frankie and gave him the Reader's Digest version of my afternoon's activities. Even though I knew he wasn't a divorce attorney, I still asked him to represent me in my divorce, and without hesitation, he agreed. It was a matter of trust, and I trusted no one else in my life more than Frankie. Apparently, he had to do a little bit of a song and dance with his bosses before they agreed to let him be my divorce attorney.
Two days later, Frankie and I were going over my divorce plans at his house after regular work hours. The pizza and beer were on me, of course, as part of his fee. There really wasn't a lot to discuss, because Darla and I didn't have a lot of money to split and we were upside-down on the house. The biggest thing to discuss was whether I was going to file based on adultery or just irreconcilable differences. I wanted to file on adultery, but Frankie insisted we file on irreconcilable differences because I had no physical evidence of the adultery, even though I caught them in the fucking act--literally. He claimed that if they both lied, which was likely, adultery wouldn't hold up.
While we were going around on that, Frankie's younger sister, Ava, walked into the kitchen from the garage, where she had parked her car. Ava, 23, had just begun her career as a pharmacist, and she had moved into Frankie's place with him soon after she got her job.
Since Frankie and I had been best friends forever, of course I knew his younger sister very well. What almost no one knew, though, was that I lusted after her when we were both teenagers. I wanted to date her, but was told in no uncertain terms by her overprotective father, Carlo, that I couldn't. I probably made a mistake by going to Carlo for his approval to date his daughter, kind of an old-school thing, but he told me that while he just about loved me almost like a son for my relationship with Frankie, he couldn't let Ava date me because he felt she deserved better than some kid from the neighborhood who probably wasn't going to be anything more than a butcher--maybe someday a butcher shop owner. My heart was broken, as much as a 17-year-old's heart can be broken, but I told him I understood, so I kept my distance from his daughter--his beautiful daughter.
Physically, Ava was the complete opposite of her brother. First off, she took after her mother, who was of northern Italian descent and was a blonde-haired, blue-eyed, light-skinned beauty. Ava was every bit as pretty as her mother, and had the body of a goddess in addition to her looks. We also got along great. Frankie knew I had a thing for his sister, but neither encouraged nor discouraged me. I think he knew that his father was never going to let me date her, and didn't want to get my hopes up.
Two years later, I met and fell in love with Darla, and we were married a year later. I was old-fashioned enough to assume that our vows meant something.
Ava and I made small talk for a couple of minutes when she first came into the kitchen. Frankie had told her that I caught my wife cheating and was getting divorced. She expressed her condolences on the death of my marriage.
"Ummm... so when you get divorced, are you at least going to give me a chance this time, instead of ignoring me like you did when we were kids?" Ava snarked.
I almost choked on the beer I was drinking.
"I... uh... I... never wanted to ignore you, Ava. Your dad told me I couldn't date you. He didn't want you to get stuck with a guy like me. I guess I can't say I blame him," I said softly.
"MY DAD! My dad said you couldn't date me?" she harrumphed. "Why did you talk to him? You should have just asked me, you dumbass."
I dropped my eyes at her admonishment.
"I-I know your father is real old-school. I figured asking him was the right thing to do."
"Aarrgghh! I'm going to kill both of you!" she shrieked at me, her eyes ablaze with anger.
"All right, I'm going to give you one more chance, but just one, dumbass. As soon as my brother gets you unhooked from that bitch, I'd better be first on your list of women to ask out. Got it?"
My throat had dried up and I couldn't have spit if my life depended on it. All I could do was nod emphatically, but silently.
"Okay, dumbass, get back to work with Frankie so we can eventually be together. I've got to go talk with my father and get his ass straightened out. Men!" she harrumphed again.
She strode out of the room back into the garage. I heard her tires screech on the garage floor as she drove off.
"I wouldn't want to be Dad in 20 minutes," Frankie said softly.
I had a visitor at Mel's the next morning, one I really didn't want to see. Angelo "Feets" Carpetti, a member of the Gambino family, walked in with his driver/bodyguard and headed over to where Mel was perched behind the meat cases. He and Mel stood real close together talking in whispers, before the two headed my way. I figured this was about my beatdown on Johnny Spinatto, who was probably part of Carpetti's crew. I had worried about someone coming after me for revenge, although I didn't think it would be someone of the rank of Feets.
"Mr. Carpetti needs to talk with you. Go take a coffee break with him," Mel said, his voice trembling slightly.
Fuck. I knew Carpetti and his goon weren't going to off me for putting Johnny in the hospital, but he probably thought he should do something to support his man. Working as a butcher, having him break some fingers or a hand would put me out of commission for a while, so that probably made the most sense. Fuck again.
Everybody knew Feets' nickname came from the slight limp he had from a broken foot he suffered as a kid. He walked alongside me, and the goon walked behind, as we went to a small diner about a block down from the meat market. The owner of the establishment smiled when he saw Feets, and the two engaged in some quick banter in Italian. I had picked up a little Italian through the years from Frankie and his family, but this was said too quickly for me to pick up. Feets walked us to the last booth in the back, and his goon sat in the booth just in front of us. The shop owner walked over with what appeared to be two black coffees and an espresso for Feets. He didn't offer sugar or milk. I wasn't going to ask for either.
In little more than a whisper, Feets made it quite clear to me that he couldn't abide by me fucking up one of his people, and that I had to be punished some way. Incredibly politely, I told him that I disagreed with his thinking because his man had been fucking my wife in my own home, and I felt he had to pay a price.
Feets mouth dropped open in disbelief.
"In your own home. You caught them at it?" he rasped.
"Yes sir," I said. "I beat his ass, and I'd do it again. You can't let someone fuck your wife and disrespect you like that... especially in your own bed," I said. "I'm guessing that he didn't tell you exactly what he was doing when I caught them."
"No, he did not tell me everything, and now I find I'm in a really embarrassing spot," Feets said. "You did what you felt you had to do, what any man should have done. My guy dishonored you, in your own home, too. You... responded correctly, and I will not punish you for my man's disrespect.
"Now go back to work, young man."
"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir," I mumbled quickly as I got up from the table and hustled out the door.
Mel was surprised when I showed back up at the shop as quickly as I did, especially since he couldn't see any apparent injuries.
"You okay, kid?" he asked tentatively.
"Yes. He seemed to understand why I beat Johnny Spinatto's ass when I told him the whole story. He agreed with me that Johnny disrespected me, and I shouldn't be... punished."
"Honestly, I didn't see that coming, but I'm really happy for you," Mel said.
I got to enjoy that feeling for three whole days.
Considering all of Johnny's bruises and bandages, I guess the police arresting me wasn't totally beyond the realm of comprehension. But I'd never... never... even struck a girl in my life, even as a youngster. My father would have kicked my ass if I ever laid a hand on a girl, which considering what a bitch my sister Evie was growing up to be, was a major accomplishment. Last I looked, shooting a woman in the head was worse than just hitting one.
Considering that there were two dead bodies in the morgue, I didn't get bail. That was a no-brainer for me, and possibly I was safer sitting at the precinct house than being on the streets. I was pretty sure Feets was not happy, and I would be high up on his list for people with whom he was not happy.



It took a couple of days for the police ballistics laboratory to determine that both Johnny and Darla were killed by a 45-caliber pistol, and it just so happened that I owned one. Both Frankie and I had bought.45s back when we were 18. I was a good shot, but Frankie, being Frankie, was practically a danger to himself with a gun, and I couldn't have that, so the two of us worked very hard to make sure he got good, very good, with that gun. I was very proud when Frankie scored high at a competition a year after we bought the guns.
My gun was exactly where I told the police they could find it, and as they found out, not only had it not been fired recently, it didn't match for the gun that ended Johnny and Darla.
I knew whose gun would match, though, and when Frankie showed up at the station, I waited until we were alone in a room before we had a very serious conversation.
"Tell me you've been smart enough to ditch the pistol, Frankie. I know you are probably the last guy anybody would think could shoot straight, but don't take any chances. Okay?" I said.
"Already dropped it into Sheepshead Bay, but thanks for looking out for me, Norm. By the way, how did you know?" he asked, looking surprised.
"Because it's not me, and you're the only person in the world who would risk spending life in prison for me. You know I love you like a brother, you geek-wizard," I said.
"You going to tell me why you did it?"
"I've got a source who knows we are good friends... who apparently overheard some of the guys from Johnny's crew saying he and your wife were planning to 'get revenge on the fucking butcher.'" Frankie explained. "I knew I had to do something, something that would keep you from getting hurt badly and keep you from having to look over your shoulder for the rest of your life. This was the best I could come up with. And in my mind, she was as bad as him...
"By the way, I love you, too, man."
The police had to release me after a couple of days when they couldn't find any hard evidence to go with their circumstantial evidence. Mel was surprised when I showed up back at work a day later. I think he was nervous that he would get another visit from Feets. I knew at the least that Feets would get a couple of guys he trusted to check on me to see if I did it.
Although I was enraged at my late wife, you can't just fall out of love with someone overnight. I grieved her loss, although a lot less than I would have thought. I probably would never be able to get the sight of her and Johnny fucking in our bed out of my memory bank... and knowing that she and her lover were planning me harm didn't exactly make for warm and fuzzy feelings. To some extent, her death was no different from what I imagined being divorced felt like.
Her parents, apparently having no clue about me catching her in bed with a lover several days earlier, were put off that I wasn't as distraught as they thought I should be... as distraught as them.
"What's going on, Norm? You seem more angry than grief-stricken. What aren't you telling us? Were you two having problems?" my mother-in-law, Lori Columbo, finally asked me a day before the funeral.
She was always the more perceptive of the two. My father-in-law, by comparison, had the perception of a brick, which was probably appropriate. He was a brick mason by trade, a New York Mets fan by avocation and a man who made it through high school by cheating off the tests of the people who sat in front of him in school.
We were sitting at their kitchen table drinking coffee and making final plans for the service when this discussion took place. I guess it was time to tell them their lovely daughter wasn't quite so lovely at the end. They didn't take what I had to tell them very well, at first accusing me of driving Darla into Johnny's arms.
I took most of their tirade against me with a large grain of salt, knowing it was the grief speaking, until my father-in-law tried to threaten me with violence. I lost my temper at that point, and considered telling them that their daughter and her lover were planning on hurting me physically for revenge for my kicking the shit out of Johnny when I caught them cheating in my bed. Giving that up, however, would also be giving up Frankie, and that I wouldn't ever do.
"Cops found both bodies together in Johnny's apartment, because I had thrown her out of our house after I caught them in our bed... in our bed, for God sake! Don't you two dare defend your slut of a daughter. She cheated on me with that jamoke. I was having divorce papers drawn up before somebody... God bless them... got some revenge for me," I said bitterly.
They both looked shocked at my statement. I had always gotten along well with my in-laws, but this news had shattered our relationship completely. I didn't necessarily feel good about myself after that performance, but I also wasn't going to apologize for telling the truth.
The three of us didn't speak at the funeral the next morning, nor ride in the limousine to and from the cemetery. Much to the consternation of the funeral director, I drove my own car behind the hearse and limousine. After the service, I didn't wait for the family to get into the limousine to leave for the post-service meal at our church. I got into my car and drove home.
Out of some sense of respect for my late wife, I waited six months after the funeral to call Ava for a date. She didn't hesitate to accept. We quickly became an item. I had heard through friends that Darla's parents were incredibly upset that I could start dating so quickly after her death. I told those friends about catching Darla in bed with her lover the week before she was shot; all those I told quickly apologized to me, said a hasty good-bye and hung up. I never heard again from any of those who called, nor for that matter, my in-laws.
A month after Ava and I started dating, she took me with her to her family's Sunday dinner, which, for those who understand the Italian Catholic thing, Sunday dinner was a big family thing. Not that I hadn't ever been part of the Sunday dinner thing before, but that was as a close friend of Frankie's, not as Ava's "official" boyfriend. This was kind of a big deal. Both Ava and I knew it.
I'll admit to being nervous when we got to the Marinelli house, even though I spent half of my childhood there with Frankie (Francis in his house). Ava's mom came up to me and hugged me tightly, and then her father came up to me, extended his hand and pulled me into a tight hug like one would to a family member.
"I owe you a huge apology, Norm," Carlo said. "You were always so good to Francis when you two were little and through school, and were always well-behaved when you were here with us. I should have been totally thrilled that you wanted to date my daughter... and I am totally thrilled with you again wanting to date her.
"I don't know how this is going to work out in the future, but if some day you would come to me and ask for my permission to marry my daughter, I wouldn't hesitate to give you my blessing.
"I know that you will never get rich being a butcher, but I know that no one... no one... would take care of her heart better... and that's all a father could really ask for.
"And, in case you're wondering, while Ava did threaten my life that I should be nice to you, she had nothing to do with everything I just said."
Carlo had tears in his eyes, something I had never seen before in all the years that I had known him. I knew he was being sincere. We hugged again, hard.
My parents were ecstatic when I started dating Ava. Our parents had been friends for years, and this felt natural to them. My sister, Evie, perhaps said it best for my family when she warned me "not to fuck this up."
I stayed with Mel for another seven years until he decided to retire and sold the business to me. No, I never got rich owning a butcher shop, but Ava and I were able to eventually buy a decent house in Roslyn, on Long Island, and raised two children.
Because I was a good customer at Ranbar Packing, owned by Gambino godfather Paul Castellano, Feets Carpetti actually became a regular customer at the shop. It didn't hurt that he got a "friends and family" discount on his purchases.
After a very successful career as an attorney, Frankie eventually became a state judge. We continued to remain close friends and his family of wife, Molly, and three children spend a lot of time together with my family.
As of Dec. 31, 1999, the murders of Darla Gruenwitz and Johnny Spinatto remained unsolved.
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Short and sweet, just a slice. Just my usual.
I had just walked into my house from the attached garage and put down my keys and wallet in my basket in the kitchen when I heard first, then spotted, my wife heading toward me quickly with more than a bit of rage on her face.
I deftly stepped back at the last second as her right hand swung past my face. She was growling and grunting unintelligibly as she continued to try to hit my face with her fists of fury. After several misses, I finally was able to grab both of her flailing hands. She then tried to kick me, but I not-so-gently dumped her on the kitchen floor by sweeping her balance leg out from under her.
And to think it was only Wednesday.
"You bastard!" she shrieked, words finally being formed from her mouth. "Where do you get off telling your best friend that we have an open marriage and if he wants to fuck me he should just man up and ask me, and I'd probably do it! We don't have an open marriage... and I'm no slut for your friend or any man!"
"I beg to differ on both of those points," I told my wife as she started to rise from the floor. "We've had an open marriage and you've been a slut since the first time you fucked your boss, Ryan Spillner, about a year ago."
From the rage of an EF5 tornado a moment ago, the noise in the kitchen went to absolute, complete silence. The rage on Traci's face transmogrified to a visage of shock.
"Y-y-you know? Oh my God! How long have you known?" she rasped, tears starting to drip down her face from the corners of her wide-open "Children of the Damned" eyes.
I could see she wanted to say more, but the vacant look in her eyes told me her brain had suddenly run out of RAM. Her eyes did a quick scan of the entire room, her mouth worked but no words came out; she looked for all the world like a cockroach looks right before you step on it with your shoe and grind it into dust. She didn't so much as sit back down on the kitchen floor as collapse back down on it.
We stared at each other for at least 10 seconds. I knew by the "no vacancy signs" in her eyes that she wasn't going to physically attack me anymore this night. I reached into the refrigerator, pulled out a cold Corona Light, popped the top with a bottle opener and sat down at the kitchen table, still watching my wife carefully. I didn't offer to get her anything from the fridge, nor did I offer her a hand up from the floor.
"You know. How long have you known?" she asked for a second time, this time croaking out the question.
"For about a month, but I know you've been fucking him for much longer than that... say about a year," I answered.
She started to cry at that point, which I've got to admit really pissed me off. Why the fuck was she crying, I'm the one who got cheated on?
"So are you going to fuck Bobby Jorgensen? It would probably be the highlight of his sexual life to this point. I mean, you are a helluva fuck, Traci," I said. "I'm sure if you played your cards right, you could get a really good meal out of him first. You know Bobby would do you right."
She looked at me as if I'd just grown a second head right in front of her.
"So you did tell him he could fuck me if I said yes?" she asked. "But we don't have an open marriage."
"Sure we do," I said somewhat positively. "Like I told you a few minutes ago, we've had one for about a year now. There's no way I'd let another man fuck you unless we had agreed to open up our marriage... and even though I don't remember doing that, I must have agreed, because you've been trying to wear out Ryan's dick since then. Since you love me so much, I know you wouldn't just cheat with him behind my back, so somewhere along the line I must have agreed to open up our marriage.
"Which actually works out really great for me since I've been fucking Valerie Hansen's lights out for the last month. God, I love the way that woman's watermelons bounce all over the place when we fuck. And she is every bit as good a fuck as you are, which is saying a lot."
"You can't be fucking Valerie," Traci insisted. "She's my best friend. She would have said something to me..."
"She was going to, but I persuaded her to keep this just between us until I could tell you. Like I told her, even though we opened our marriage, I knew you'd be really upset with me fucking your best friend, so I'd kind of have to ease you into that knowledge. So this is me... easing you into it right now," I said.
She had backed off on the tears for a bit, but this new information seemed to kick the waterworks back up.
"What makes you think I'd agree to having an open marriage?" Traci mumbled through the tears.
"Hello. Ryan Spillner. For a year. There can only be two possible explanations for that. That we have an open marriage that you neglected to tell me about, or you've been CHEATING on me. And I'm just not sure my tender heart could take it if you admitted to cheating on me," I said. "So... which is it?"
More tears. I got up, threw out my empty beer and got another. I glared at her while she sat on the floor, arms around herself, rocking gently. Finally...
"We were sooo careful, because I never wanted to hurt you," Traci said. "How..."
"How did I catch you? I didn't. Ryan gave you up," I said.
She coughed and choked at that bit of news.
"He told you? He told you?" she asked, clearly overwhelmed.
"He didn't tell me directly, but he was bragging to several of his friends one afternoon at Chez Chay, that nice French place on the south side of town. You know they've got the booths toward the back that have those high booth walls? I was there for a business lunch with two accounts. He and several of his friends were there for some reason. He told his audience in a not too quiet voice that Traci Blackstone was one fine piece of ass, and her husband has been one clueless cuckold for the last year.
"I almost choked to death when he made his announcement, but somehow, I was able to rein in my temper in front of my clients and continue on with my business, despite my embarrassment.
"He must be very good. You haven't even noticed that I haven't touched you sexually in the last month, since I found out. It sickens me to even sleep in the same bed as you, but I at least quelled some of my fears by going to our doctor and having him give me an STD test."
"Y-you went to our doctor... the same doctor that a lot of our friends use and my parents use... and had an STD test done? Did you..."
"Yes, I told them about our open marriage, and that before I did anything with anybody else, I wanted to make sure you hadn't given me anything," I said. "I had to admit to them that I wasn't sure how scrupulous you had been, nor the exact number of men you'd had at that point."
"Oh my God. No. No. No," Traci cried. "Please tell me you're just saying that to make me feel bad."
I shrugged.
"The truth is the truth, babe. I know you've been sleeping with your bragging boss for about a year, but I don't know how many others there have been."
"Shit. Shit. Shit," she mumbled. "There hasn't been anybody else. Just big-mouth Ryan. We're not opening up our marriage. I don't want to have an open marriage. Ryan's the only person besides you I've slept with since we got married."
"So you're saying that I should believe that you've only been cheating on me with one person. Why should I believe that?" I queried.
"Because it's the truth. That's why," she rushed out.
"I guess that would be a good thing, if I believed you," I said. "I was wondering how far behind I was, since you had an 11-month head start on me. I was in the middle of making up a list so I could catch up. I mean I love fucking Valerie, but I was thinking that I might be up against some serious numbers."
"What do you think I am?" Traci asked tearily.
I couldn't keep the sardonic smirk off my face.
"I know what you are. I just didn't really know how much of one you are."
She dropped her eyes to the floor. Not much she could say to that one.
"Why, Traci? Why did you cheat on me? Was I lacking? If I was, you never said anything to me," I commented.
"It... it wasn't anything you did or didn't do, Dan. The cheating is on me. It was just some extra... fun. I know it sounds cliché, but that's exactly what it was. He's a big, strong guy, and his extra forcefulness was different and fun. Definitely no love. But a lot of fun," Traci said.
"You knew what would happen if I caught you cheating, but you did it anyway," I snarled. "So you basically threw away our marriage for... some fun with a big, forceful guy."
She looked like she was about to say something stupid, so I said it for her.
"I know. I know. You never expected to get caught. NOBODY ever expects to get caught," I snarled.
"What about you?" she asked. "Why did you choose Valerie to cheat with?"
"I don't consider it cheating, remember? I consider it getting some of mine back. But to answer the why, you need to know that Valerie is by far the nicest one of your friends... and, in case your eyes don't see the obvious, she is also a walking wet dream. If I was going to go around our vows, why wouldn't I do it with the best specimen I could," I said.
"But since I thought I needed to catch up with you, I also made a list of others I wanted to have sex with, but I guess if I believe you when you say Ryan was your only lover, I guess I'll just have to put my list away until after the divorce."
"No. No, baby. No divorce. Since we both cheated, we can start over again at zero," Traci said.
I couldn't help myself and guffawed. Traci looked stricken.
"You will be served in the next couple of days. Sign it and then move on. We can be divorced in six months."
"But I don't want this. I know it was selfish and stupid, but a divorce is... divorce, Dan."
"Yeah, crazy, huh? You cheat for a year, get caught, but don't think I should divorce you," I snarked. "Maybe instead of you and your lawyer fighting for marital counseling sessions, you should use that money for personal counseling. You cheat on a man you say you love, but don't think he should divorce you. You have a lot of issues, woman."
Like I knew she would, Traci and her attorney fought for marital counseling, but my attorney was sharp and got the judge to see that she needed counseling a lot more than we did. I was a free man in a little over seven months.
I had continued to date Valerie throughout the divorce proceedings. I explained to her that Traci admitted to me she was blatantly cheating and had not opened our marriage. I also explained to Valerie that what had started out as a totally sexual relationship between us had grown into so much more. When she agreed, I asked her to marry me, and within a year of my divorce, I was married again. I know, it sounds crazy. This time, though, Valerie and I had a full-on come to Jesus meeting about fidelity before we tied the knot, leaving nothing to chance.
Prior to my dating Valerie, she and Traci were best friends. In fact, four years earlier, Valerie was in Traci's wedding party as a bridesmaid. Traci saw what Valerie had done as a complete betrayal of their friendship. Valerie looked upon it as aid and comfort to me after Traci had already thrown me away. Their friends were about split down the middle.
Traci went back to dating Ryan when she finally got it through her head that I wasn't coming back. I seriously considered telling Ryan's wife about the affair, because, after all, I would have hoped somebody would have told me the truth if they would have caught Traci. While I considered the pros and cons of ratting on the bastard, somebody beat me to it, and I was told his wife filed on him in a heartbeat, citing two previous affairs. Naturally, Traci blamed me.
"I hope you feel good about yourself. They have two young children," Traci yelled at me during a phone call several weeks after he got served papers.
"Why don't you look in the mirror, bitch?" I yelled back. "I wasn't the one having the affair with him, and even though you're not going to believe me, I wasn't the one who told her about her scumbag husband. Seems you weren't his first extracurricular walk in the park."
She harrumphed and hung up on me at that point. I never got the chance to ask her if she was going to fuck Bobby or not. If I had to guess, I'd say Bobby missed his window of opportunity, which was too bad for him. I mean, if she wasn't mine anymore, why shouldn't my best friend get some of that? He wasn't stupid enough to want her for very long, having seen what she did to me, but for several rolls in the hay, she would be an ideal partner.
I never did find out who dropped a dime on Traci to Ryan's wife, but Ryan wasn't the only one to suffer. A week later, a woman in a dark hoodie rammed into Traci with a shopping cart in a Wal-Mart parking lot, breaking one of her ankles. Suspicion was cast on Ryan's sister-in-law, who was known to hang with a group of bikers, but no one was ever charged.
Valerie and I had a daughter two years after we were married, followed by a son three years after that. For the next 20 years, so far, we've led either an amazingly boring life, or a wonderfully good life, depending upon your definition. We've had solid jobs that have afforded us a nice home and good family vacations, our kids have done well in school, we have money put away for our kids' school and nice retirement accounts.
Would I have preferred my first wife had never cheated on me? Sure. But I can't complain about how plan B turned out for me.
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I can't do anything more than a scene in 750 words, but sometimes a scene is all I want to write because it says enough.
So here's 750 words under the line.
"I'm pregnant. It's not yours," Liana Harrison said in little more than a whisper to her husband of 16 years, Julian, as the pair were lying entwined, their lips almost touching, after an athletic and passionate, 40-minute lovemaking session.
"Huh," Julian responded in perhaps not his finest moment.
"I'm sorry. I made a mistake... No, I actually made a series of mistakes," Liana said as tears slowly escaped her eyes and slid sideways down her pretty face to the bed.
Liana watched as the expression on her husband's face went from peaceful to confused to angry in the span of 13 words. She braced for a rage of epic proportions.
It was her turn to be momentarily confused.
"So this was our 'good-bye, farewell, auf wiedersehen, good night' sex then," Julian said, his soft tone matching that of his wife.
"Oh," Liana responded as her eyes widened. The last thing she had expected from her passionate husband was a reference to the ancient movie, 'The Sound of Music.'
"I'm hoping it's not, but I couldn't... wouldn't blame you if it was."
"Son of a gun. Now you show me some consideration, some respect," Julian said.
Liana closed her eyes and started to sob softly. She couldn't see the disgusted look on her husband's face.
"Open your eyes and look at me," he growled, still softly. "You don't get to play any kind of victim here."
"Yeah," she breathed out in agreement as she opened her eyes and saw the fire living in Julian's orbs.
"So you know for a fact that this... baby... is not mine? How far along are you then?" he asked, his tone returning once again toward normal.
"I'm three months along. I had DNA done as quickly as possible because... well, you know," she said.
"Yes, I do. If it had been my kid, we'd be celebrating right now, and you'd have taken the knowledge of your mistake--your series of mistakes--to your grave."
Her grimace confirmed his statement.
"You've already discounted the obvious way to have buried your problem, because I know how we both feel about abortion, but... oh, shit. He's a different skin color, the father. Otherwise you might not have told me at all. Damn, woman. That's cold," Julian said.
Liana again closed her eyes, obviously not wanting to face her husband. He took a deep breath and waited. She again opened her eyes, knowing he wasn't going to continue the discussion until she faced up to him.
Julian's eyes were unfocused, his tell for when he was in deep thought. She knew exactly what he was doing, which was confirmed shortly when he breathed out the words, "Yeah, him."
She flinched this time, and briefly wondered if she should warn her boss, Les Norikumi, that her husband now knew.
"So I guess your series of mistakes has left me with two choices, neither of which I relish. You have to know I still love you, but even that doesn't seem enough to overcome your mistakes, especially since you are carrying another man's child. Even if I could have forgiven the cheating, I'd never be able to raise another man's child from an infidelity... white, black, Asian, anything. When you break something, you don't do it halfway, do you?" Julian said.
Liana looked deep into her husband's eyes trying to find something reassuring to hold onto. She didn't find it. She knew her only play left was to appeal to Julian's heart, the love he still had for her.
"I still love you every bit as much as the day we married, despite my stupidity and selfishness. You've always been my knight in shining armor. If you could be that one more time, just see past my foolishness..."
"So you're making this a referendum on how good a man I am, assuming that a good man could forgive you, a great man could raise your child as his," Julian said. "I choose not to be graded on that scale, choose not to be judged by how I handle your stupidity, as you refer to it. I think I proved myself to you and everyone else for 16 years. Now it's time to judge you on what kind of a wife you have been, obviously up to and including now.
"I have two burning questions, the why and how long, but I know neither answer will change my mind about what I have to do going forward. You being sorry isn't enough."
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I recently posted a 750-worder that several commenters thought I should expand upon. I got that one how I wanted it, but maybe I wasn't quite done with that feeling, so here's one that's closely related, but more of a story than the last.
"Who is he?"
"Huh?"
"The guy you were fucking in your mind when you closed your eyes and went somewhere else."
My wife of 30 years was laying with her head on my chest, our eyes just inches apart as we looked at each other. She blinked.
"I don't want to tell you because I'm afraid you'll do something stupid and maybe wind up in jail," she said.
"Ha! Now you're concerned about me... months too late," I said softly as I watched her eyes grow wide.
"How... how long have you known?" she asked nervously, her voice quavering.
I let the silence grow. I could feel her heart pounding up against my stomach as we still lay together.
"About 20 minutes now."
She tried to push me off, but I had wrapped her in my arms and refused to let her go.
"What? What do you mean 20 minutes?" she wailed.
"I'd had my suspicions for the last few weeks, but you confirmed it today when we were making love. Well, I was making love, and you weren't really engaging until you closed your eyes. Now, who is he?"
"That's not important..." she started before I practically came unglued.
"Not important?" I yelled. "You're fucking another man! We've been married 30 years! Thirty fucking years of my life... up in smoke!"
I was practically breathing fire by this point. I saw real fear in her eyes, despite the fact that I'd never laid a hand on her before and she knew I wouldn't now.
"Don't you think that after 30 years you could have shown me enough respect to have asked for a divorce first before you started fucking this guy? Now... who is he?" I growled.
She couldn't keep her eyes on mine.
"You've got to promise me that you won't hurt him," she said. "Do you promise?"
I literally growled. Then I nodded.
"Dean... Dean Carmichael. He's the new antiquities professor in my department," she said softly.
"Yeah, I thought it had to be someone from the college. You guys are practically in your own world over there, which explains why nobody has said anything to me, and why you've been able to keep it under wraps," I said.
"How long exactly?" I asked. "I have an estimate, based on what I know now, but why don't you fill me in."
"About seven months now," she breathed out more than talked.
"Hmm. A little longer than I figured. You didn't start pulling away from me until about five months ago. Then came the random texts that brought smiles and made you get up and leave the room. I still hadn't put two and two together at that point, and I suppose you felt secure knowing that I would never disrespect you by looking at your phone.
"The subtle wardrobe change made me wonder, but when I mentioned it you said you were just trying to dress a little younger, look less middle-aged and stodgy. And here I thought you meant for the students, not for other faculty. Silly me. What a trusting dope.
"Did you and Dean have a good laugh over your trusting dope of a husband?"
I had released her from my grasp minutes earlier. She had moved to her side of the bed, giving her some distance from me. She briefly looked at me directly, then dropped her head... and nodded. Fuck.
I glared at the woman with whom I spent the last three decades and raised two children. This is the kind of thing that happens to nameless people in blurbs you read on the net; not people you know. Certainly not yourself.
The silence apparently got to be too much for Marnie, who figured she needed to fill the blank space with words.
"This isn't on you, Matt," she explained. "You did nothing wrong. I didn't seek this out. It just kind of happened, and before I knew it, I was in it."
I know I looked at her like she had grown another head.
"That's what you're going with... after 30 years? Nothing just happens after 30 years," I snarled. "You're supposed to be a grown-ass responsible woman. You saw it coming, and yet you did nothing to stop it. You probably even welcomed it. Hell, you might even have had encouragement from others to do it."
She flinched and dropped her eyes. Fuck again.
******
I spent much of the night sleepless and wandering around our first floor looking at the various family photos framed and on the walls: the pictorial history of our family. I suppose I could have said I felt like I wasted 30 years of my life, but that would have been a blatant lie. In truth, we had a really good run for most of those three decades, which is one of the reasons why I don't think I caught some of the signs that were now so obvious.
Trust is an interesting concept. When you trust someone as completely as I did Marnie, you get blind spots in your vision. Once that trust is gone, though, everything becomes suspect. Every action becomes suspicious.
We always had a pretty good sex life. It had its ebbs and flows, like everything, but again, after 30 years we knew each other's bodies so well. I also knew her emotions well, so when she suddenly seemed "off" a bit, I didn't think much of it at first. When she didn't switch back on in a week or so, I knew something was wrong; something that I needed to watch. It was then that I started to put the pieces together. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
The truth of the matter is that I still loved the woman as much then as I did when we married three decades ago. My "I do" all those years ago didn't come with a time clock. My "I do" meant forever. Hers apparently wasn't meant to go the distance, despite the vow she had taken.
It wasn't lost on me that Marnie hadn't apologized for her affair. I got the sense that she wasn't sorry, which was confirmed the next morning when we sat together at the kitchen table drinking coffee.
"It's more than an affair now, Matt," she said after a couple of uncomfortable minutes of silence at the table. "I love him. I have real feelings for him. The kind of feelings I used to have for you."
Although that hurt, I guess it was better than her telling me her cheating was "just sex."
"So if that's the case, again, why didn't you ask for a divorce rather than continue to cheat on me... like some slut," I growled.
That comment hit home, and I saw her bristle up. She started to respond, but I held my hand up in a stop motion, and she actually did stop.
"Did you cheat on me like a common slut? Yes, for seven months, by your own admission. It mattered not a whit whether you love him or not. You are still married to me, and sleeping with another man was cheating... like a common slut. You can't have it both ways."
She stammered. She growled. She did the fish face thing where her mouth opened and closed but no sound came out. She had jumped up out of her chair when I called her a slut, but now she fell back into her seat, her face bright red and unshed tears holding in her eyes.
"I take it, then, that you won't fight it when I file for divorce: simple 50-50 split, we sell the house or you buy out my share. No alimony because you make almost as much as me, and after all, you did cheat on me," I said. "I still don't understand why you just didn't file...
"Oh... I see why... your lover's married, isn't he? You've been using me as your umbrella--your safety net of sorts. You sorry bitch."
She flinched as if I had slapped her.
I winced. Thirty years, and I never really had a clue as to whom I married.
Apparently her lover's feelings for her weren't on the same level as hers for him, and when his wife threatened him with taking his two teenage children in a divorce, he chose the kids over Marnie, much to her shock. Oh yeah, it was me who told her lover's wife about her philandering dickhead of a husband. Hey, why should he get away clean?
"He told me loved me, and we were going to get married as soon as his kids got a little older and he divorced his wife," I heard Marnie practically shrieking into the phone to somebody several days after I alerted Sherry Carmichael.
I was walking in the house from the garage, and she whirled on me as the light bulb of recognition went off over her head. I don't think she even bothered to end her call before she started screaming at me.
"You bastard! Did you have to ruin his marriage, too! He's got kids at home!" she cried.
"I didn't ruin his marriage, slut. You are the one sleeping with another woman's husband, and you just told somebody that the plan was for him to divorce her sometime anyway.
"And why shouldn't I ruin his marriage? You do remember that he ruined mine?"
She looked like she wanted to continue this argument, but then realized I was right, so she just huffed off to another room.
Marnie told me she was going to buy out my share of the house, so I found myself a small apartment two weeks later and started boxing up my stuff to move out. A day after I told her I would be gone by the end of the week, she told me I didn't have to rush. In fact, she told me that since she and Dean were no longer together, maybe I could reconsider the divorce.
"No, it doesn't work that way, Marnie," I said sadly. "You've been cheating on me for several months with a man you said had replaced me in your heart. You were already making plans for the day when you could divorce me and marry him. I... I stepped aside already in my mind and my heart. Now you want to call 'backsies?'"
"We've been together for 30 years, Matt. Couldn't you at least try?" she whined.
"Like you tried when 'it just happened?'" I queried.
She at least had the good grace to blush a bit.
Our two adult kids took the divorce hard, but took their mother's callous cheating even harder. They didn't spend much time with her, rightfully blaming her for breaking up the family.
At least financially, Marnie and I came out of the divorce in decent shape because we both made pretty good money and had been fairly frugal throughout our marriage. I could have afforded a bigger place, but I certainly didn't need one. As a single man for the first time since my college days, I determined I only needed a decent bed, a good La-Z-Boy, a bigscreen and a refrigerator. I had an Arby's, a Pizza Hut and a good liquor store 10 minutes from my place. Life was good... sort of.
For the foreseeable future, I knew I didn't need female companionship.
Marnie limped into the conference room at my attorney's office several weeks later sporting a black eye and a split lip. I'll admit to feeling a bit of jealousy because somebody had done to her what I wanted to do, but wouldn't because I was raised to never hit a girl.
"It's too late to try the sympathy angle here, Marn," I said. "What the hell happened to you?"
"Sherry Carmichael happened to me," Marnie said. "I was in the grocery store and she was, too, although I didn't see her until it was too late. She rammed her cart into my leg, then clocked me in the face several times while I was bent over holding my knee. Some passer-by pulled her off me or it would have been worse. That bitch can hit."
It took all my reserve not to laugh out loud.
"If you just would have kept your mouth shut, Matt."
"Or you just could have kept your legs shut, Marnie," I responded.
If looks could kill...
While I could have cared less what Marnie did after we divorced, our friends apparently thought it was important that I knew that she wasn't sitting home pining for me. I had to admit I was shocked at how much she didn't seem to miss me, and I wondered if she had been cheating on me with more than just Dean Carmichael. According to several friends, she was out with a date almost every weekend night and occasionally during the week, and it appeared to be different guys most of the time.
"Damn, when she goes off the reservation, she really goes, doesn't she?" commented a friend when he ran into me at the drug store one evening. "She's still a good-looking woman for her age. You wouldn't mind if I took a run at her, would you?"
"Not a problem with me. She's single and over 21. But won't your wife have a problem if she catches you?" I asked.
"Not planning on getting caught... and everyone knows that she doesn't have a problem fucking married guys," he said.
I just shrugged. I certainly wasn't going to be the marriage police for anybody else. It was probably a good thing we lived in a mid-sized city or she might have run out of new men to date if she continued at that pace. I had to guess that she planned to make up for only fucking two men in the last 30 years... and at least in year one of her being single she was going at it hard.
She always made sure to give me an insincere smile when we ran into each other someplace.
My daughter called me one evening about a year after the divorce to complain about her mother's love life. Katie lived about an hour from us, so I wondered how she would know what, or how many, Marnie had gotten up to. Also, why would it matter to Katie?
"Do you know how embarrassing it is to get a call from our old neighborhood busy-body, Mrs. Iverson, to tell me that Mom has turned into a slut?" Katie complained. "I don't even remember giving her my number, but Tuesday morning at 6 she's on the phone telling me Mom has been with dozens of different men in the last few months, and she knows enough about things to know that if Mom is dating them, she's also probably sleeping with them. She says it's kind of embarrassing for the neighborhood "with the parade of men" coming and going from our old house.
"I don't need to hear that at all, especially from Mrs. Iverson. Can't you talk to Mom, Dad? You guys were married for 30 years. She'll listen to you."
I broke up laughing before I could stop myself. When I pulled myself together, I answered.
"The operative words in that sentence is 'were married.' She's still pissed at me and wouldn't listen to me even if her life was on the line. You, being her exalted daughter, would have a much better chance of getting listened to..."
"Oh God, Dad. I don't want to have to talk to Mom about her sex life. Please don't make me do that," she whined.
"Sorry, kid. She's all yours," I said.
"Ohhh," she groaned.
Apparently, Katie then had another thought.
"How come you're not... boinking everything on two legs like Mom is apparently doing?"
"I guess maybe because I have a little personal integrity... and I'm not desperate nor a manslut," I declared.
"Good answer, Dad," she said.
"So... back up the bus a minute," I said. "Did you say 'dozens?'"
Huh. Dozens. And I've had... four... count them, four dates, since my divorce over a year ago.
Reluctantly, my daughter sort of kept tabs on her mother's sex life. From what she figured after repeated conversations with Marnie, her mother's promiscuity was about her being rejected by Dean, and had nothing to do with me. Score one for me, at least.
Throughout the next several years, I dated but found no one that could replace what I had with Marnie for 29 of our 30 years together. I didn't feel the need to be coupled with someone who wasn't quite right. One divorce for me was enough for my lifetime.
******
I was surprised when I heard a familiar voice over my right shoulder as I sat at the bar of one of my favorite hangouts one Friday night several years later. Reflexively, I turned to see Marnie standing there in a jean vest and mid-thigh length jean skirt. I took a good look from head to toe. The outfit was more than a little young for my 60-year-old ex, but I had to admit she still had a pretty good body.
"Yeah, I know. Not too bad for six decades, huh?" she asked when my eyes finally settled on hers. "Right now you're thinking how easy it would be to reach under my skirt and rub me through my panties."
I blushed hard, because in fact that was exactly what I was thinking. We had three decades together, and she still knew me better than anybody despite the eight years we had been apart.
Rick the bartender, who had come over to find out what the unknown woman wanted to drink, blushed as well at Marnie's pronouncement.
"Umm... I'll come back later, if that works for you," he said.
"It's OK, Rick," I said. "My ex will have a Chardonnay. Put it on my tab, please."
He nodded and moved off to do my bidding. I watched as Marnie carefully seated herself on the barstool next to mine, her short skirt sliding up to just shy of indecent as she crossed her legs. She watched me watch her.
"Yeah," I said barely above a whisper.
She giggled and smiled brightly. She giggled again when Rick the bartender couldn't help himself and looked at her barely covered crotch as he set her glass of wine in front of her.
"Yes, Marnie. You still have it," I acknowledged, making her smile even brighter. "And from what everyone says, you're still spreading it around, too."
Her smile quickly changed to a glare.
"You can't believe everything people say..." she started before I cut her off.
"True, but when enough people that I trust say it, and when everyone... and I mean everyone, sees you with different guys constantly... hell, you've slept with more guys than Taylor Swift before she started dating Travis Kelce.
"What the hell, Marnie? You're not my problem and haven't been for years, but I can't go anywhere without someone commenting to me about you. And apparently from what the kids say, anytime they come home to visit they hear about it as well. I've got broad shoulders and just laugh it off, but the kids are really hurt when people start telling them about you whoring around.
"Yes, you've taken care of yourself very well and look a decade younger, but it's still obvious to everyone that you're a GILF on the prowl. You're not even subtle. Could your skirt get any shorter? Maybe that's why no man will ever look at you as serious dating material, serious marriage material."
I saw the tears building up in her eyes and knew I probably needed to back off a bit, even if I felt I was administering some "tough love." I probably shouldn't care as much as I did, but...
"I'm sorry, Marnie. I guess I still care too much. It's been a long time. I should finally let it go, but I can't. Thirty years, Marnie. We had 30 years together until you fell in love with that shithead," I snarled.
"Yeah, him," she muttered back. "He told me he loved me and we were going to get married. I gave up 30 years with a good man and he went crawling back to his wife and kids."
"I'm probably the wrong guy you should expect sympathy from, Marn," I growled. "I'm the man you left in the dust after 30 years... and you didn't even have enough respect for me to divorce me before you started fucking him. Thirty years, Marnie. I deserved better than that."
"By the way, thank you for dotting his eyes a few weeks after he left me," she said, referring to the two black eyes and cut lip I gave him in the parking lot of a bar two weeks after he went back to his wife.
"Trust me, I didn't do that for you," I said. "That was 100 percent for me, and damn, that felt good."
She dropped her eyes and sipped her wine before finally acknowledging my pain.
"I'm sorry, Matt," she said in a small voice. "I was so caught up in my own drama I never gave you a thought. You did deserve better.
"You gave me everything I needed and wanted for three decades, including two great kids. I should have been stronger. Should have been smarter."
I nodded. I thought of the old saying, "Better late than never." Fuck that. It really wasn't, because it just didn't matter anymore.
She looked deep into my eyes and saw my truth. She climbed down from her stool as lady-like as she could considering the length of her skirt. I sipped my bourbon as I heard the bar door open and close.
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She was in the middle of Dmitri Shostakovich's First Symphony as the guest violinist of the Memphis Symphony Orchestra at the Cannon Center for the Performing Arts when she spotted a familiar face sitting toward the front in the audience.
It looked a little older with some lines on his forehead than the last time she had seen it 10 years ago, but it was unmistakably his face. When you've seen that face up close as you kiss those lips, seen that face up close as it smiles at you covered in your juices from in between your legs, seen that face up close as it sleeps almost nose to nose with you in bed, you never forget that face. Never. Ever.
She watched that face as it broke into a small grin as the owner realized she had recognized it. She grinned in return, then went back to concentrating on her job. She had her present to concentrate on, although at that time it was incredibly tough for her not to dwell upon her past.
She had last seen that face as she closed the door to the garage, then went to her car, got inside and driven off... to her fate. He had told her before she left that he wouldn't be there when she got back, but she knew better. He loved her too much to ever leave her. He was hurt, maybe even incredibly hurt, but his love for her would win out. Of course he would be there.
Except he wasn't.
A part of her wanted to jump right up out of her chair and run to him, make him talk to her, put her arms around him... but she was just a tad busy right at that moment, playing a beautiful piece of music as the featured artist in this concert hall. Her career had taken off since she had last seen that face, but her personal life... not so much.
She wouldn't count on him sticking around after the concert. For 10 years, including eight of them as husband and wife, he had been the rock in her life. For the next 10 years, he had been the Invisible Man, although still her husband, technically at least.
She played three more pieces with the Memphis Symphony Orchestra, peeking into the audience occasionally, before her night was done. She left to thunderous applause, and under normal circumstances, she would have called this night another success in the upward spiral of her career.
Under those normal circumstances, she would have stayed until the end of the concert, congratulated the conductor and talked with several of the organization's top violinists for a bit before heading to her hotel room. On this night, however, she nervously paced back and forth in the wings, waiting for the final two numbers to be finished, before she could safely peer out into the audience to see if her husband would still be there. If not... would it be another 10 years before she saw that face again?
She smiled and chatted with orchestra members for a polite amount of time before she wandered out front to look for that familiar face... and felt her heart jolt in her chest when she saw him still sitting in place, smiling brightly at her as she looked at him. He was holding hands with a blonde pixie that didn't look to be more than 18 at most. Upon spotting her, her husband and the young woman rose and moved toward the stage.
"You're looking good, Rosaline," the man said almost formally, using the woman's full name.
The woman noted the stiff tone of his voice, but not the use of her full name. For all she knew at that point, he could have called her Bozo the Clown and she would have been as overwhelmed as she was at that moment.
"Th-thank you, Nick," she said in a strangled, quiet voice. "You look pretty good yourself."
He nodded and turned to look at the woman standing with him, in fact holding his hand.
"Rosaline... this is my wi... partner, Mara. She thinks you are wonderful."
The woman on stage visibly winced as she heard her husband start to call the woman at his side his wife. She was his wife. Still. There had been no divorce. Neither had ever filed. How dare he consider this other woman, this child, to be his wife. Rosaline's face turned beet red in anger. Veins were visible on her neck. She took a couple of deep breaths to calm herself. Both the man and woman noticed.
"Thank you. That's very kind. I'm not sure my husband agrees with you, however," she said, putting emphasis on her description of the man.
It was the other woman's turn to flare red in the face. She was not unaware that Nick was still technically married to the woman on the stage.
Nick quickly shifted his eyes from one woman's face to the other. He realized it was his turn to speak.
"You're wrong. Your husband agrees with her," he said. "You're still a fine violinist. As for the rest, well, I guess the jury is still out.
The woman on stage winced again. Her life these last 10 years was evidence that her husband was right.
"You obviously stuck around because you know we have to talk... finally," the woman said. "Are you sure you want your... young lady around for this?"
"If it's any of your business, I'm 35," the woman with Nick responded pointedly. "Good genes on my mother's side. Besides, I already know most of the story."
Rosaline held up her hands in a sign of surrender.
"Why don't you gather up your violin and I'll take us to a nice, quiet spot a few blocks from here for drinks and dessert," Nick said. "We can talk about... whatever it is you would like to talk about."
Rosaline came back carrying her violin and the three walked out to his new Lincoln SUV in the parking lot. Both women waited by their doors for Nick to hold them open. He chuckled inwardly.
Rosaline got into the back seat and laid her violin case lovingly on the seat.
******
Franco Giraldi was doing a six-month tour as guest conductor of the Boston Symphony Orchestra. Ros Sommers had been with BSO for six months as a wunderkind of sorts, being one of the youngest members of the violin section at 31 years old. The veteran conductor, 47 years old, took an instant shine to the curvaceous strawberry-blonde with big boobs and bright green eyes.
Giraldi was a tall, confident man of regal bearing who looked every bit of his northern Italian heritage. He was married, but his wife of more than 20 years didn't come with him to Boston. He was looking for a nubile companion for his time in Boston, and the fact that his target had a wedding ring on her finger was of no concern to him.
Ros at that point had been married for eight years to Nick Sommers. They had met when both were sophomores at the University of Virginia, and a year later they were dating. They were married a year after they graduated, and moved to Boston a year after that when Ros became the youngest member of the BSO violin section.
Ros's employment ceiling had seemed so much higher than Nick's at that point. She was a star coming out of college and getting on at BSO only pointed to big things coming. Nick, on the other hand, was just one of hundreds of business graduates coming out of school. Just to pull his own weight, he accepted an assistant manager's post at a hardware store soon after graduation.
Eight years later, Nick was still at a hardware store, now as the manager, in Boston. He enjoyed using his business skills in several ways for the owner, and he also enjoyed working with customers. The money wasn't bad although both knew he could have done much better in a big business, and to be truthful Ros was a little bit embarrassed when she related what her husband did for a living.
Still, the pair was very much in love, and were very much considering beginning their family in the next few months.
Franco was a skilled seducer, having had several affairs in the past, and he knew that a seduction of a married woman started not with her body, but with her mind. Getting to know his potential bed partner began with getting her alone to talk, to find any cracks in the marriage and to find likes and dislikes.
A month later Franco knew that Ros and Nick were considering starting a family soon. He knew that the woman wasn't totally convinced that she was ready for what she considered the staid life of a mother, and Franco had gotten her to consider, at least internally, that she was about to commit to having only two sexual partners for her entire life: the boy who took her virginity and then Nick. Franco never said one cross word to Ros about her husband, but constantly questioned her husband's commitment to her and their future. Franco's subtlety was world-class, and he could see by facial expressions that she had adopted his beliefs.
The young woman had gotten very used to Franco's constant touches on her arms and shoulders when they would talk, and to the increasingly-frequent kisses which had first started on the cheek but had gradually shifted to her lips. She also had gotten used to Franco occasionally rubbing what felt like a large cock up against her hips and ass while he was helping her into and out of his car and into and out of chairs when they had lunches out together. He smiled to himself when the woman "accidentally" rubbed his phallus through his pants when she "stumbled" getting out of a chair at a restaurant at lunchtime.
Nick's love and absolute trust for his wife never waned when his wife seemed to grow a little frustrated with him in recent months. He assumed she was feeling more pressure as her star continued to rise higher. He also questioned what seemed to be a burgeoning relationship with the guest director. He was getting tired of hearing Franco's "wisdom" being spouted at him any time Ros disagreed with him.
With a month to go in his guest conductorship, Franco knew that he had to push Ros a little harder if he was going to get her in bed before he left Boston. He could see that she wanted to have sex with him, but was still committed to her husband. He suggested to her at their next lunch that she ask her husband for a weekend "hall pass," so she could "sample" Franco before he left: since he would know, it wouldn't be cheating. It would just be sex with a different person, not love, and Ros and her husband would then go back and have the rest of their lives together to raise a family.
Ros and Nick had never discussed their previous sex lives in any detail. They each knew the other wasn't a virgin when they began having sex, but in their roundabout discussions about their pasts, they had come to the decision that the past was to be kept in the past. Still, Ros always assumed Nick had more previous experience than her because he was usually the one to suggest something new in the bedroom. In reality, Nick only had one more sex partner than Ros, but being a typical male, he spent a lot more time on porn sites than his wife, and wasn't afraid to bring things he'd seen online into the bedroom, much to the pleasure of his wife.
Ros knew that her husband loved her completely, as Nick would usually give in to her in almost any argument or disagreement. She was the stronger of the two partners in the marriage, and could usually manipulate any situation in her favor. Then, of course there was always sex when other kinds of manipulation weren't working.
Nick was barely conscious when Ros roused him with a whispered comment later that Wednesday night. The two had just spent the previous hour making love: to be exact, Ros had given her husband an amazing blowjob, followed by her sucking him back to full hardness and then climbing on top for a wild ride cowgirl while he mauled her breasts. The woman collapsed to the bed covered in a sheen of sweat and the two lay side by side trying to catch their breath.
Although he was completely in the moment during the sex, Nick was cognizant of the fact that this was easily the most passionate sex he and Ros had enjoyed in recent months. He was pretty sure this wasn't the moment to discuss... anything.
"Huh?" Nick asked, having absolutely no idea what his wife had just said, but the fact that she had said any words with more than one syllable was concerning.
"I really need you to listen to me, Nick. This is important," Ros said.
Ros had been preparing her speech to Nick all day after talking with Franco. She knew what she was going to ask her husband was going to stretch the boundaries of his love for her, but she was convinced in her own mind that she deserved what she was asking. One weekend out of the rest of their lives together surely wasn't too much for Nick to give.
Ros talked quietly but firmly looking at her husband's chest the whole time. She might have re-thought her position had she looked up and seen the anguished look on Nick's face. He watched her carefully as she spoke, noting to himself that despite the fact that she didn't look him in the eyes she seemed to believe what she was saying. He wondered if the words came from her or Franco.
"You seem pretty sure this is what you want to do, so I'm not going to try to convince you that you are wrong in what you want," Nick said. "All I'm going to ask you is if you are ready to face the consequences of your actions."
Ros finally looked up at her husband's face when she heard the harsh tone of his voice.
"This won't change who we are, Nick, what we have. I won't love you any less. Don't let your ego get in the way of us," she said.
"Of course this will change who we are and what we have," Nick answered softly. "I will no longer have complete trust in you... in fact, I have already lost my trust in you just for making this... ask, I guess. I now realize you don't love me to the same level I love... loved you. And it's not about ego. It's about me thinking my wife shouldn't be having sex with anyone else but me. Remember those vows we made. I thought that was a lifetime thing."
Ros's face dropped as Nick responded. She was crying by the time he finished talking.
"You're overreacting, Nick. We are stronger than you think we are. You are stronger than you think you are..." she started.
"But you are not as strong as I thought you were," he interrupted. "It's not right to give another man what you promised was only mine. I didn't realize that our vows had a shelf life."
With that Nick got out of bed, got a pair of briefs from his drawer, went into the home's living room and clicked on SportsCenter. He sat staring blankly at the bigscreen, not hearing a word that was said.
Ros was completely flummoxed by her husband's rejection of her announcement. He had never before dismissed completely anything she had asked of him. She wept for another few minutes before finally settling in her mind that she was doing the right thing for her. She knew Nick would eventually see things her way.
Nick's phone alarm buzzed at 6 AM. He hadn't really slept; more like he laid on the sofa and tossed and turned. He was showered, dressed and out of the house hours before his wife would even see daylight.
Ros was meeting Franco for lunch before the orchestra's afternoon practice. He was already seated when she arrived. He rose to greet her with a soft kiss on the lips when she got to the table.
"You look troubled. Did last night not go well?" he asked the woman.
"I definitely didn't see that reaction coming. He's going to be more... obstinate about this than I figured," Ros said haltingly.
Franco smiled gently, as much to calm the woman as enjoy the moment. It was her job to handle her husband; it was his job to handle her.
"So then we're on for this weekend," he asserted, no question anywhere in sight.
"Y-yeah," she practically whispered. "He owes this to me. He'll give it to me... but it might take him a while to get it into his head."
"American men are so uptight when it comes to sex. The more experienced his partner, the better for him. I will teach you something... several somethings, my dear. He will thank me, someday," he said as he gave her a wolfish grin.
Ros drew confidence from Franco's manner.
As usual, Nick got home ahead of his wife on Thursday night and started dinner. He was halfway through with breaded chicken breasts and mashed potatoes when Ros walked through the door. For perhaps the first time ever, Nick didn't stop what he was doing and give his wife a welcome home kiss.
Dinner was a mostly quiet affair. The elephant in the room was taking up a lot of space. Nick thought he had made his position clear, and Ros was content to leave well enough alone, assuming her husband would come around to her way of thinking.
Nick noticed the small suitcase sitting on the kitchen floor by the garage door when he walked into the house after work Friday evening. That answered the question he was afraid to ask his wife the day before.
"I've made you a pepperoni and sausage pizza for tonight," Ros said when her husband walked into the house. It should be ready in about 45 minutes. I used the sourdough bread mix you like so much."
Nick attempted to speak but his dry throat prevented anything more than a gruff assent coming out of his mouth. He couldn't believe that his wife was going to make a cuckold out of him this weekend. Cuckold. Several times during the day at work, in the privacy of his office, he had said the word out loud. Cuckold. Could his wife really be that clueless... that cruel... that selfish. Apparently, yes.
"Unless you need something else, I'm going to take off to meet Franco now. I'll be back Sunday afternoon and I'll cook dinner Sunday night.
"Remember, this is just for this weekend, and then I'll be back to show you how much I love you for the rest of our lives. I love you for giving me this," Ros said.
Nick looked at his wife as if he had never seen her before. He shook his head sadly.
"For the record, I am not giving you this. You are taking this, and making the assumption that I'm going to be here when you get back," Nick said.
Ros realized she was about to roll her eyes and stopped herself. Despite the fact that her stomach was doing flip-flops, she plastered a smile on her face and held her arms open to her husband, not moving in until he nodded. Nick embraced her strongly, realizing it could very well be the last time, but Ros took the strong embrace to mean that he was going to miss her over the weekend, despite the fact that there was no kiss good-bye.
Nick didn't move for several minutes when Ros disengaged from the hug, grabbed her suitcase and headed out the door, moving with a confidence that belied her true feelings.
When Nick finally moved, it was to pack his own suitcase. Before he left, he went online and paid off and cancelled all of their joint credit cards. He moved about a third of their joint money into a new account in his name only. He executed a quitclaim deed giving their house to his wife. He would let Ros file for divorce.
He got into his car and headed south.
Franco was waiting patiently for Rosaline in his small but comfortable apartment. The pair embraced like lovers when he met her at the door. He led her inside and had her naked and in his bed within 10 minutes.
Franco knew from talking to Rosaline for the last several months that she was relatively inexperienced sexually. He was a man of the world and would teach her many things this weekend, but this first time was all about getting the woman primed for the touch of a man other than her husband for the first time since she got married eight years ago. To use military parlance, he was going for "shock and awe."
After kissing her passionately several times, Franco ran his fingers along the woman's labial lips while she started to writhe on his bed. He slid two fingers inside and quickly found the rough area of her "G" spot, which caused her to shriek and stiffen. When she came back to earth, he slid a third finger inside and started to pump those in and out while she panted and moaned. He then ran his thumb over her protruding clitoris and she had her second hard orgasm. Franco smiled inwardly, incorrectly assuming that she was enjoying something her husband had never done to her before.


He was very pleased with how responsive this woman was to his attention.
After Ros's fourth hard climax, Franco slowly licked his way north, stopping for several long minutes to suck on the woman's hard nipples. When she started humping her body up against his, he knew it was time to insert his diamond-hard dick into her dripping-wet pussy.
She moaned loudly into his mouth as he slid his hard dick all the way inside on his first plunge. She moved slightly to situate herself better before Franco started a solid rhythm. He felt her body quiver underneath him as she built to another orgasm, which hit her after several minutes. Franco slowed his rhythm as she came, then picked up speed as he felt his orgasm approaching. His cum jetting into her welcoming pussy dragged Ros to yet another climax.
Ros was babbling incoherently as she came down from her orgasm. For the first time since she entered Franco's apartment, she was able to think. Her first sex with a man not her husband since she got married was remarkable, she thought, even though it wasn't any better than she enjoyed with Nick.
Franco kissed her softly as he rolled off her body.
"We have reservations at La Cerchio in an hour. Wear the sexy dress I had you bring," Franco told her.
Ros had him make restaurant reservations for someplace out of the way to lessen the chance that she and Franco would run into someone who knew her and her husband.
Ros was impressed with Franco's stamina and the fact that he had two more times in him when the couple got back to Franco's apartment. She didn't have a clue that he had taken a little blue pill in the restaurant to make that happen for him.
The woman was a little disoriented when she woke in a room that wasn't her bedroom in the morning. It took her a few seconds to realize that she was in bed with her lover, Franco, sleeping up against her back. She smiled when she felt his morning wood up against her lower back. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around his phallus. She giggled when she felt him press into her more forcefully.
The two had slow comfortable sex to start the day, then moved their playing to the shower. They didn't leave the bedroom until they got dressed to go out for dinner. At no point during the day did Ros think about her husband.
The pair had sex twice more that night, once Sunday morning and then a final time after lunch. Ros took a second shower after their final lovemaking session so she would be as clean as possible and would not smell like sex when she got home to Nick. It was time for her to become Nick's faithful wife once again.
It was mid-afternoon when Ros got back home. Nick's car was not in the garage when she pulled into her spot. She wondered to herself if he would be sober when he returned.
A pang of guilt swept over Ros as she brought her bag into the house. She noted to herself that Nick had done his usual good job of picking up after himself. He must have cleaned and put away any dishes he had used as well as there weren't even any in the dish rack.
It wasn't until she went to put her dirty clothes in the hamper that she noticed anything amiss. She had been gone almost two days, but there was no sign that Nick had put any of his dirty clothing in the hamper. She headed for the bedroom, anger building as she expected to find a pile of clothes on the floor... only to find nothing. She checked his closet and then his drawers to find they were mostly empty.
"No. No. No. No," Ros cried. "Ah, Nick, what have you done?"
Nick settled in Virginia for about six months, but wasn't happy and headed south a second time, settling in a small town near Memphis, TN. To make it tougher for his wife to find him, he started calling himself Nick Washburn, using his mother's maiden name. He found a job in a family-owned hardware store.
Mara Bledsoe was looking for a new front door lockset when she approached Nick as he was stocking grass seed in a near-by aisle. Nick heard the woman approach and looked up to see a pretty young waif who barely looked to be out of her teens standing there. Nick would later admit to her that he wondered why her father didn't come to the store instead of sending his teenage daughter.
Mara left the store with a lockset and a date for the next Saturday night... once she showed a disbelieving Nick her driver's license showing she was truly "of age."
"Hey, I don't want your father coming for me with a shotgun or a baseball bat... or worse yet, getting arrested because you're jailbait," Nick said.
Mara didn't even blink at the man's request. At 4-11 and 100 pounds, possessing a gymnast's willowy body and a face that would probably have her getting carded in bars forever, she knew the handsome man was indeed being careful. She noticed a slight depression on the ring finger of his left hand, indicating a wedding ring had been there at one time, but hadn't for some time.
Nick hadn't dated anyone since he left his wife. In truth, he didn't trust the fair sex, but there was something about the innocence this young woman projected that struck the right chord within him.
She may have looked innocent, but Mara was also direct. About halfway through dinner, she asked Nick about his previous marriage, pointing to the fading indentation on his finger. He took a deep breath and told the woman what he considered to be the biggest failure of his life.
"That's an awful story, Nick. How could someone who says she loves you do that?" she asked.
"I've asked myself that question a thousand times in the last year," he said. "The only thing I can think of is that I gave her everything she asked for, so she never thought I'd say no to her... even for something as wild as this."
Nick took the high road and explained to Mara that technically he was not divorced. The two talked about the pros and cons of his actions and by the end of the night Mara at least understood his feelings. She, too, believed that Ros would file divorce based on his abandonment... although she was not sure how Nick would ever find out without speaking to her.
A year later Mara was living with Nick. The arrangement didn't make Mara's widowed mother happy because of Nick's questionable marital status. Nick understood her concern and volunteered to sign a binding legal contract naming Mara as his legal heir and splitting their assets 50-50 if they broke up.
Mara was completely smitten with Nick and was absolutely thrilled when he presented her with an engagement ring a few months after she moved in with him. When she presented him with a 7-pound, 2-ounce son six months later, he bought her a wedding band.
Two years later a daughter joined the family, which by then was ensconced in a three-bedroom home in town. Mara legally changed her name to Nick's last name of Washburn. Nobody questioned the legality of the family. For Nick and Mara, it was about the bond... their bond. Nick knew first-hand that marriage vows... legal marriage vows... could be broken as easily as tearing a piece of paper.
Three years later Nick and Mara Washburn were the new owners of the hardware store. Nick's boss and his wife had no children of their own, so when it came time for them to retire, they offered the store to the Washburns. Nick and Mara became entrepreneurs and got involved even more deeply in the community.
Somewhat coincidentally for Nick, one of Mara's loves was orchestral music, and the two were regular attendees of the Memphis Symphony Orchestra. When the ads for the upcoming concert featuring the rising star from the Boston Symphony Orchestra started, Mara's initial reaction was one of fear, but the more she thought about it, the more she realized it was something both she and her husband needed to do. Nick hesitated when Mara said she wanted to see the concert, but he knew he could deny his wife... uh... partner... nothing.
"Yes, I know what I'm asking, Nick, but if I'm okay with not hiding, you should be, too. Besides, you probably should have had this meeting years ago," Mara asserted.
******
Although Ros was surprised Nick had taken much of his stuff with him when he left the house, she was more mad than worried, because again, she knew he would come back to her when his anger had subsided. Still, she made a couple of discreet phone calls to a few friends, hoping that Nick was staying with them until his mad blew over. She also texted him several times, telling him she was home and waiting for him, but she decided against calling him directly or leaving him a message.
When she hadn't heard anything from him midway through Monday morning, Ros called over to the hardware store and asked to speak to him. She was put through to the store's payroll clerk, Jennifer.
"Uhh... Ros... Nick called in first thing this morning and resigned. Told us to send his last check to his mom. The Old Man was really pissed. I'm assuming since you're calling you didn't know either, and he left you as well," Jennifer said.
The silence on the other end of the line spoke volumes to Jennifer.
"I'm sorry, girl. I don't know what's going on, but I'm real sorry," she said softly.
Ros thanked the woman and ended the call. She was more numb than angry. She knew she'd have to call her mother-in-law to find out where her husband was. Her stomach twisted in a knot at the thought of the call.
"Um... Mom, I think you know why I'm calling," Ros said when the older woman answered the phone. "I need to find Nick. He hasn't responded to me, and I don't think he will. He's taken his stuff and left..."
"I think you're way too late to apologize, Ros. He told me what you did... and I've got to tell you I'm ashamed of you. I never thought you could do something like this," Ethel Sommers said. "My first reaction was to rip your ears off, but I've calmed down. But Nick's another matter entirely."
"Please, Mom, I need to talk to him, preferably face to face. He knows it was nothing. We just need to talk it out," Ros said.
"Oh, dear, you've got a bigger problem than you realize. You don't think you need to apologize for what you did, do you?" Ethel said.
"We talked about this, Mom. Nick and I talked about this," Ros said. "It was one weekend out of all our years... before and after. He agreed..."
"No, dear. We talked. I know he didn't agree to this. You wanted this, so in your mind you've got it warped to think he agreed with this. He would never agree to this," Ethel said.
"He gave you the house, most of the money. Told me to tell you to file for divorce for irreconcilable differences.
"He won't be coming back."
Several times in the ensuing years when Ros got a little ahead financially, she would hire an investigative firm to look for her husband. The firms never got close enough to make a difference, even though Nick really wasn't hiding, except for the name change.
******
"So... this? What is this exactly?" Ros said, pointing first at Nick and then at Mara. "You know we are still married. Why do you get to ignore your vows, but I can't."
Nick's face broke into a small smile. He reached for Mara's hand while the three sat at a table eating cheesecake and drinking coffee with Kahlua.
"I consider our vows to have ended when you walked out the door to fuck... Franco. That was his name, wasn't it?" Nick said quietly, with little emotion.
It was Ros's turn to smile. She knew her husband remembered Franco's name. She knew he would never forget that.
"And this, as you called it, is exactly what you think it is," Nick said. "We didn't take vows... but as you've shown me, vows don't mean shit if both parties don't respect them. But Mara respects me and I respect her, so we don't feel we need them.
"We've been together for more than eight years. Have two beautiful children together. Here, let me show you my kids."
Nick reached for his phone, made a few finger movements and had a photo on his screen of his children. He turned the phone to Ros, whose eyes got big and teared up as she looked at the children that should have been hers.
"We were going to start our own family, if you hadn't run off," Ros huffed.
"We were never going to have kids, once you went off with Franco. You had to know that," Nick said.
"It was a weekend out of time. No love. Just a chance for me to have..."
"You're still going with that tired trope?" Nick interrupted. "Ten years... and you haven't come up with a better argument than that? Or an apology?
"So tell me, what did your parents think of your argument? Or did you lie to them?"
Ros blushed deeply. Mara glared at the other woman. She hadn't spoken since the trio got to the restaurant, except to order.
"No matter. You let him go. I found him. I won't be stupid enough to let him get away," Mara said. "Besides, I know he'd never walk out on the kids and me, like you walked out on him."
Ros looked defeated.
"Okay, okay. I get it," she said after a few seconds of silence. "So I can assume you want a divorce, and you want me to file."
Nick nodded.
"So how come you never filed for divorce before this? Surely a woman with your looks and career has had several suitors," Nick said. "What about Franco? Once I left, I figured he'd be over comforting you within minutes."
"Franco wasn't going to divorce his wife," Ros answered. "It truly was 'just sex' like I told you. As for others, there have been a few, but none ever measured up to you and never lasted very long. Plus I always hoped you'd walk back in that door. I know you loved me."
"You ruined us. You broke us. I really did love you, Ros, but you had to know I wouldn't put up with that. I told you that, remember?" Nick said.
"Yeah, you told me, but I just knew our love was strong enough to get us past that," Ros said. "That shouldn't have been more than a blip on our radar."
"I live in the real world, Ros. Not the make-believe world that you artists and performers live in," Nick said. "To you, the sex with Giraldi meant nothing. To me, it meant everything. You sold yourself short."
Ros grimaced. This wasn't going the way she thought it would. She was the beautiful and wordly Rosaline Sommers, star violinist. This woman with Nick was a little girl, a cute local girl who somehow had gotten her husband into bed and given him two brats. In her mind, she was the clear winner in any battle between herself and Mara, especially when the two of them were sitting at the same table with Nick.
"You can't be serious here, Nick," Ros said. "Sure she's cute and all, but she's not me... and I know you still love me. We can work things out, Nick, if you come back with me."
Nick was about to answer when he peeked over at Mara, whose teeth were locked shut and whose face was bright red. It was a look Nick had never seen before.
"I know you don't respect me at all," Mara snarled to the other woman. "You see me as nothing but a hick from the sticks who can't hold a candle to your 'magnificence.' But make no mistake about this: this PTA-member soccer mom won't tolerate another woman trying for her man. You're going to go back to the big city and finally file for divorce, or when you least expect it, I'm going to show up someplace and break all 10 of your fingers bad enough that you will never play violin again. Now that would be a terrible shame for all of your fans, like myself, but a woman's got to do what she's got to do. Understand... bitch?"
Mara's eyes were little more than hard slits in her face when she finished speaking in little more than a whisper. Rosaline felt threatened into the very being of her soul.
"Understood," she whispered pathetically as she dropped her eyes to the table.
"Good," Mara replied. "I think Ros needs to go back to her hotel now, Nick."
Nick had watched the scene play out in front of him in stunned silence. This was a side of Mara he had never seen before... and if he had to admit, he was both a bit scared and more than a little turned on. Nick quickly signaled the waitress to come over with the bill.
******
Rosaline did as she was instructed when she got home to Boston. She then resolved to find herself a man about whom she could feel like Mara felt about Nick. Not only did Mara scare Rosaline with her threat, but seeing the way Mara seemed willing to fight for her man showed Rosaline that her love for Nick had never approached the level of love that Mara had. Rosaline saw that Mara's love for Nick was every bit as strong as Rosaline's love for her music... and that music was a poor substitute for Nick when she was home alone in her upscale Boston condo.
Unfortunately for Rosaline, she never found another man who measured up to her ex-husband. She dated from time to time, but never again married.
Although Nick and Mara had agreed that a wedding wasn't necessary for them to show their love for each other, he arranged for a small ceremony at the couple's home a month after he received notification that the divorce was final. Mara sobbed from the beginning of the event to the moment where the officiant told Nick he could kiss the bride: Mara immediately hopped into Nick's arms, put her arms behind his head and planted a sensual kiss firmly on his lips, finally releasing him when the embarrassed officiant softly cleared his throat.
"Mine. Officially," she declared.
"Officially, unofficially, forever," he responded back.
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The sun hadn't quite set over the island of Jamaica, and anyone looking up could see a beautiful, short black-haired woman leaning naked with her hands on the railing of the balcony as her partner took her from behind.
The evening was warm with a gentle breeze, but the exertions of the pair had both showing a sheen of sweat on their bodies. The woman's moaning was growing in intensity and spurring her partner to a higher physical peak before her pleasure broke in a giant crest throughout her body, her scream only slightly muffled by her hand covering her mouth.
Her partner worked hard to hang on to the woman's bucking hips before his orgasm, too, broke throughout his body, his release shooting hard into the woman's pleasure center.
A couple of 20-somethings walking down below in the street four stories down heard the noise and looked up. Both smiled and the young woman waved up at the pair, who, despite being somewhat embarrassed, waved down as their orgasms finished. Despite being seen, the two lovers took their time finishing, then shared a searing kiss as she turned to him.
"That was amazing, baby," the woman, Traci Seaver, cooed to her husband, Clark, as both watched the younger couple walk on. "God, wouldn't it be great if we could have their youth paired with our knowledge and experience."
"God, wouldn't it be great if we could still have their passion 30 years down the road from now," the younger man said to his wife as they walked on.
The sun slipped down the rest of the way and the Seavers headed inside for a shower. This was the last night on their anniversary vacation, and they had reservations for a late, light dinner before they went to a club for drinks and dancing.
Clark wore a nice golf shirt and nice jeans. Traci put on a low-cut red sundress that finished mid-thigh. She was braless and wore a thin pair of bikini panties as her only lingerie.
"You don't think it's a little too obvious, do you?" she asked with a soft giggle. "I know I'm not a kid anymore."
"You are still a sexy beast, Traci. You look great," Clark said. "A little less obvious than the balcony."
Both grinned broadly.
******
Three months later, Clark Seaver sat expectantly in a chair facing the elevator doors in a hotel on the north side of the city. He had been sitting in the chair since about 1:30 PM, and a few minutes after 2 his targets finally showed up. As the doors opened, Traci Seaver and a tall, handsome, dark-haired man looked to be finishing up a passionate "lovers" kiss--full of meaning and emotion, without tongue--and turned forward. Arising from his chair and striding forward purposefully, Clark had all his momentum moving forward as he swung his right fist and connected with the man's nose just inside the elevator car.
The crack of the man's nose corresponded with his falling backward inside the enclosure. Clark wasted no time following him into the elevator and kicking him twice in his genitals, forcing air audibly out of the man's lungs. He was laying defenseless in the elevator, bleeding from his face and holding his balls, whimpering pathetically when Clark reached into his expensive suit jacket pocket and pulled out a billfold thick with money. Clark completely ignored the greenbacks and quickly found the man's driver's license, putting it in his own pocket. He then tossed the billfold disdainfully at the man's bleeding face.
The whole scene played out in no more than 10 seconds. During this time, Traci stood off to the side, frozen in place, a look of absolute horror on her face. As if awakening from a bad dream, Traci suddenly let out a strangled gasp and ran to the man, bent down and tried to comfort him somehow. Clark stood there and looked down on the scene, breathing heavily from the exertion and the stress. Neither he nor his wife had said a word to the other.
Someone must have pushed the open door button, Clark figured, because the door was standing wide open. He walked out and left the hotel as several people started moving toward the elevator.
After he got in his car, Clark called one of his best friends, Luc Marquet, and told him he had a personal emergency and needed to see him as soon as possible. Luc, a family law attorney, had no thought as to why Clark would need to see him specifically, because he, along with all of Clark and Traci's friends, thought the two had a great marriage. Still, he didn't hesitate and told Clark to meet him at his office immediately.
Clark showed up in 15 minutes. He then spent the next 10 minutes telling his friend everything he knew about his wife's affair, which wasn't a hell of a lot. He thought he had the perfect marriage until a friend and co-worker called him earlier in the day and told him he had just seen Clark's wife and a man who was not Clark register at a hotel and head into the elevator. Clark arrived a few minutes after he got the call and tried to find out what room his wife was in, but the desk clerk wouldn't give him the information, citing privacy concerns. When Clark couldn't get the desk clerk and then the manager to give him the information he sought, he decided to wait out the lovers and took a seat across from the elevators, smoke practically rising from his head as he sat.
"I don't get it, Luc. I thought we had everything going for us," Clark explained. "Just this past weekend we didn't leave the house... hell, we hardly left our bed... spectacular weekend. We've been empty-nesters for the past two years, and for the last year you'd think we were newlyweds.
"I'm fucking devastated, Luc. When those elevator doors opened they were kissing... sort of like a married couple would. You know what I mean? I just lost my head... and I hit him with everything I had. Clocked him a good one, probably broke his nose. And you know what the stupid bitch did then? She went to him! Never said shit to me. She went to see how loverboy was. Can you believe it?"
Luc shook his head sadly.
"So you're telling me I might need to get one of our criminal guys involved? Technically, you assaulted him, you know?" Luc asked.
"Yeah, I guess I did assault the fucker," Clark answered. "But considering the way things went down, he might not press charges on me."
"It might be out of his hands, Clark. The hotel could bring charges against you. You beat him on their property," Luc said.
"Yeah... about that," Clark said. "I'm not so sure that hotel would want word to get out that they might be investigated for prostitution, because I might have to make those allegations..."
"You can't be serious about that?" Luc sputtered. "You would accuse Traci of being a prostitute? What proof do you have?"
"Absolutely none. But reputable hotels don't usually encourage couples to use their establishments as obvious playgrounds. If I don't miss my guess, considering how comfortable the lovers looked getting off the elevator, they've been doing this for a while, and the hotel staff has to know that at the least they are meeting there for illicit sex. If I threaten to make enough noise, the hotel might decide it's best not to press charges.
"Public relations... you know?"
"That might work," Luc responded. "But are you prepared to actually call you wife a hooker in public?"
"My wife is a cheating slut. My marriage is over. I've got nothing... nothing... to lose," Clark said in a gruff voice. "Fuuuuck."
Clark did all of the cliché divorce things like splitting bank accounts. He and Traci lived in a no-fault state, and both made good money. Their house in a nice neighborhood was paid for. Neither would be hurting financially, although they wouldn't be living at their current level.
Clark had asked his friend if he could have his wife served divorce papers the next day, knowing it was a huge ask and would require overtime for someone, which he offered to pay. Luc answered affirmatively, but asked his friend if he might not be moving too quickly.
"Are you sure you don't want to think about this a bit?" Luc queried. "Catch her cheating one day, serve her the next? And you really don't have any definitive evidence that she really did cheat."
"Neither one of us was born yesterday, Luc. You and I both know they weren't up in that room playing pinochle," Clark stated harshly.
Luc agreed quietly. He told his friend Traci would be served the next day.
Clark had called in to his office and took the remainder of the day off. As he pulled his car into his garage, he noticed the police car parked in front of his house. He went out to greet the two police officers who had gotten out of their vehicle and invited them inside his home.
The three sat down at the kitchen table. Clark offered them both refreshments, but for himself he went to his well-stocked liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of Eagle Rare bourbon.
"Bourbon... a serious drink for a serious subject," he told the officers.
As Luc had expected, the officers were there on behalf of the hotel. Clark very politely explained his position to the officers, who looked at each other hoping the other had a clue.
"Why don't you guys call your boss and explain to him or her what my choice will be if you arrest me? It might be in your best interest as well as the best interest of the hotel to hold off on arresting me at this time," Clark said.
Traci walked into the house as the two police officers and Clark were shaking hands. She looked surprised, probably wondering how friendly the police officers and her husband seemed to be.
"You're not arresting him?" she asked nervously. "But he beat a man earlier today. I'm afraid he might hurt me."
"You know I've never laid a hand on a woman in my life," Clark said. "I've given these officers my word I won't hurt you, and since the hotel declined to press charges at this time, they've decided to take me at my word. But if you're uncomfortable, I'm sure they'd stick around long enough for you to get some of your stuff so you can stay somewhere else tonight. But I'm not sure that your favorite hotel wants you back there, with or without Ted Livesey."
She grimaced harshly. The officers offered to stick around, which she declined.
She had dried blood all over her business suit. It was obvious by her makeup that she had been crying a lot.
"Why did you attack Ted? I've never known you to be violent before," Traci remarked.
"Do you really have to ask? I guess I've never been violent before because I've never known I was a cuckold before," Clark responded.
"That was still no reason to act like a maniac. You broke his nose and might have ruptured one of his testicles," she said.
"I beg to differ. I think another man fucking my wife is more than enough reason to act like a maniac. I'm sorry I didn't rupture both of his testicles," Clark said.
Traci's eyes got wide at Clark's pronouncement. She wondered where her kind, gentle husband of 24 years had gone.
Traci went to the couple's bedroom to shower in the en suite bathroom and change her clothes. Clark was sitting quietly in the family room, a shot of bourbon by his right side, Traci saw when she came downstairs. She knew she needed to talk her husband down from the ledge of his anger.
Before she could say anything, Clark jumped in.
"How long have you been cheating on me, bitch? How many men?" he rasped harshly.
Traci cringed at not only what her husband said, but how he said it. He had hardly ever raised his voice to her in all their time together.
"I won't be discussing anything if you don't show me proper respect," Traci said in a tone that Clark took as incredibly condescending.
"Fuck you!" he growled. "Cheating on me, lying to me, deceiving me... you don't get to demand respect after what you've done! Go talk to someone who gives a shit about anything you say."
Traci got up from the sofa on which she was sitting and harrumphed as she left the room. Clark picked up his phone, dialed his favorite pizza place and ordered a large pepperoni and sausage. He didn't ask his wife if she wanted anything.
"Did you order a spaghetti dish for me?" Traci asked when the delivery kid showed up at the door.
"Fuck you, Traci," he said again, this time with just a bit less vehemence than earlier.
Clark slept in the home's guest room that night. With the exception of when she gave birth to their two children, it was the first time in their marriage that the two had slept apart. Traci in the marital bed by herself knew she needed to make her husband understand that her affair in the long run was a good thing for their marriage, even though she had hoped she would never have to explain anything to him about Ted.
The affair wasn't anything Traci planned on happening in her life. After the couple's second child left for college two years ago, she suddenly felt old and a little... alone. Clark was a great husband, but she missed the daily interactions with the kids... attending events, doing things for them, even just talking to them. She felt adrift, maybe a little lost.
Along came Ted Livesey: handsome, fit, tall and glib, one of the vendors for her company. Ted went along to a lunch with Traci and several other co-workers, and as they hit it off, the lunches became a regular thing... until the two realized they were the only two to keep showing up. Traci was impressed that Ted seemed to understand what she was going through, even though if she would have admitted the truth, she never really talked to her husband about missing the children and feeling more alone.
Ted was as smart as he was handsome. He quickly picked up on Traci's need to talk to someone who was not her husband, and well as the fact that she seemed to enjoy the flirting aspect as well. Slowly the flirting got more suggestive, and Ted was quick to note that the woman didn't seem to back off. If anything, he noticed she seemed to always have an extra button undone on her blouse or seemed to wear a tighter, shorter skirt on the days they went to lunch.
A quick kiss on the lips as they went back to their cars in the restaurant parking lot soon became more than that, until one day they wound up registering at a hotel a little more on the edge of town and finally "consummated" their friendship. Both agreed that the sex was exceptional, although it wasn't for several days after that they agreed to continue with their assignations.
While she thought her first session with Ted was amazing, Traci's guilt afterwards when she got home was palpable. She was sure that Clark would be able to see the word "guilty" written on her forehead. She was emboldened when he didn't seem to know what had happened earlier that day.
"What he doesn't know doesn't hurt him," Ted told her the next time they got together. "I know it sounds trite, but it's true. We just have to be incredibly careful, so we never hurt our spouses."
The two did exactly that, and for the next year they enjoyed each other's bodies without remorse or regret. Traci went from being disappointed over her children leaving to being... upbeat and joyous. She had promised herself that she would be the best wife in the world to her husband and would never deny him anything, and had lived up to that. If Clark would have been asked, he would have said that the two hadn't been this active sexually since before they started having children... she had become almost a sexual dynamo.
"How had Clark found out?" she wondered under her breath as she lay alone in her marital bed.
Clark lay in the bed in the guest room balling and opening his hands as anger coursed through his body. He didn't regret for a minute punching his wife's lover. He knew there was no way he could take his wife back, despite the fact that his love for her was virtually all-encompassing... until earlier this day. It hurt beyond belief to find out that she didn't love him nearly as much as he loved her.
He remembered back to the first time he met the future Mrs. Clark Seaver. It was a couple of days before their junior year at college. They both reached for the last Latin book on the shelf in the campus bookstore. Clark's hand got to the book a split-second before Traci's, but when she grabbed his hand which was already on the book, it felt like an electric shock hit both of them. They both recoiled back from the sting.
"Uhh... sorry... static electricity," the woman said, looking guiltily at the green-eyed man with a mop of light brown hair.
Clark looked into the brunette woman's cobalt-blue eyes and froze, at least mentally.
"Electricity... yeah.... Electricity," he mumbled.
"Traci English," she said, holding out her hand by way of introduction.
Clark looked at the outstretched hand, then at the beautiful woman extending it. He leaned in quickly and planted a soft kiss on her thick lips.
"Clark Seaver," he barely rasped. "I'll let you have that book if I can have a date this Friday night."
The woman smiled crookedly but nodded.
"Won't you have trouble in that class without a book?"
"It will be so worth it," he said softly.
A first date led to a second. The two were an exclusive couple in a month. Marriage came a year after graduation. Their first child, a girl, came along three years after that, followed by their son two years later.
Clark would have said he had a storybook marriage. Not every minute was puppies and rainbows, but until a short time ago, he had never given a thought that he and Traci wouldn't be living the rest of their days together.
Now that he was focused on his marriage, he realized that there was a little rough spot about a year ago, more of an indifferent patch really. Traci kept telling him she was okay, but she seemed to be pulling away from him a bit. This went on a month or so, he noted, but then she came back to him, so to speak, and if anything she seemed more committed than ever to the two of them. Even their sex life, which was always good, got even better... more physical, if you will, more passionate, if that was possible.
Was this new guy responsible for Traci's improved passion, he asked himself. Fuck.
******
To say Traci was shocked when she was served divorce papers the next morning a little after 10 would have been a devastating understatement. It hadn't even been a full day since her husband had caught her kissing Ted Livesey in the hotel elevator and correctly assumed they were lovers; how could he have gotten to an attorney and had papers prepared so quickly unless he knew something before yesterday? Not to mention the obvious fact that by having her served so quickly he was in effect telling her that he had little interest in discussing reconciliation.
How had things gone south so quickly, she asked herself as tears slid down her cheeks as she sat in her office. She knew she HAD to talk with her husband when they got home from work later that day. She truly loved Clark and she knew he loved her as well. She knew if she could talk to him and explain it properly, he loved her enough to give her... her affair.
Traci left her office 30 minutes early so she could have a good dinner started by the time Clark got home. She nixed her first thought about changing into something sexy for dinner, figuring that it would appear as if she was trying to win Clark over... she knew that was the reality of the situation, but she didn't want to make it seem that obvious. She didn't feel guilty over her affair; she didn't want to portray guilt in her discussion with her husband. Yes, this was a discussion, not a negotiation. Her affair would continue once she explained everything calmly and rationally to Clark.
Clark was surprised he didn't receive an angry phone call from Traci as soon as she was served. He had gotten a text from Luc informing him of the service, and was bracing for his wife's verbal enmity... only to get silence as the call never came. Could she have rethought her position from last night, he wondered. Would he consider reconciliation if Traci seemed sincere in an apology? He growled aloud while he sat in his office.


"Everything okay, boss?" his personal assistant Penny asked from the doorway. "I'm hearing all sorts of noises coming from you. "You seem to be strung pretty tightly today."
Penny had been Clark's personal assistant for five years. They had become personal friends as well as colleagues, and Penny and her husband, Hank, had been out with Clark and Traci several times through the years.
"Bring your coffee cup and settle in for a few minutes. You're not going to believe this, but..."
Penny sat quietly and listened intently to Clark's tale of woe. She was shocked at what Clark told her because she thought the Seavers were the most loving couple she knew. She knew Clark also wasn't given to being impetuous. He was the prototypical actuary... analytical, reflective and cautious. In fact, she and her husband had joked that Clark was a "two-condom guy," meaning that he always covered his bases on big decisions.
"I'm sorry, Clark. I can't offer you any practical advice. Hank and I will be here for you, though. Whatever you need," she said.
Clark smelled the chicken parmigiana in the oven as soon as he walked into the house and smiled. It was his favorite meal, and he knew his wife would try to mollify him with a good meal and a great dessert before engaging him in discussion about her affair. He knew Traci was a smart, stubborn and proud woman, and wouldn't go meekly into the night if she thought she was right. By Clark's figuring, however, any cheating was wrong, and a full-on affair couldn't be any more wrong.
From the way Traci had reacted the day before, and from the smell coming from the kitchen, Clark knew his wife thought differently. Somehow, in her mind, she could justify what Clark considered the unjustifiable. Who was this woman, and what had she done with the Traci that he had married all those years ago, he wondered.
As Clark had anticipated, the conversation over dinner was mundane. He participated but was guarded. They both felt the pressure of the conversation that was to come.
Clark picked up a book and sat in his favorite La-Z-Boy reading while Traci cleared the dishes from dinner. She was also reinforcing her position in her head, getting ready for what she knew would be a difficult discourse.
She walked into the family room carrying a plate of cheesecake for each of them. Clark went into the kitchen and poured himself a shot of Kahlua and a glass of White Zinfandel for his wife.
"Great meal, babe. Cheesecake, too... wow. Tells me I'm not going to like this discussion very much, am I?" Clark asked, his voice firm.
Traci's eyes flickered, telling Clark he was right in his assessment, but his wife's words disagreed with her eyes.
"If you stay calm and use that analytical brain of yours, instead of thinking with your gonads, I think we'll be okay," Traci said, the butterflies in her stomach not agreeing with the calm demeanor she was trying to display.
"Let me first explain and have my say before you interrupt and this will go much easier..." Traci started.
"Much easier for you, but that's not how this is going to go," Clark interjected.
The woman openly harrumphed at her husband and realized immediately that she made a mistake.
"You want to lecture me, tell me everything from your standpoint and expect me to just fold in front of your superior argument. Hmm. Nah. Not going to happen. We're both going to have our say, and when we're done I'm still going to tell you that our marriage is toast. There is almost nothing you can say that will get me to drop the divorce," Clark said.
Traci's mouth dropped open in shock. She had almost always won any arguments the two had. She never realized Clark's willingness to give in on the color of the living room drapes was hardly an indication of how much he would dig in on something of real importance... like say, the direction of their marriage moving forward.
"Most important question, Traci: why? Why did you decide to cheat on me after all these years? Wasn't I cutting the mustard in the bedroom anymore? Did I ever cut the mustard?" he queried in rapid fire, sounding almost like he was an attorney in a courtroom, Traci thought.
"Of... of course you satisfy me in the bedroom, Clark. This is about so much more than just sex. You men automatically go to sex when there's any sign of trouble..."
Traci stopped her answer short, realizing that her reply was not what she had rehearsed in her head.
"Stop the bullshit, Traci, and answer my question. Why? I'll get up and leave if the next words out of your mouth are anything but the answer to my question," Clark growled.
Traci knew she could not afford to have Clark walk out without actually finishing the discussion. As quick as he was able to get a divorce filed, there was no telling what he would do if she didn't at least give him answers to his questions instead of the roundabout story.
"Remember how I kind of struggled after both kids left for school? Surely you noticed that, right?" she asked.
Clark nodded.
"I felt alone... adrift. I missed being in the middle of things. You were still here with me and you were wonderful, but it was different. I felt unneeded, old, unattractive," she stated.
"Ted was a salesman for one of our vendors. He started going to lunch with me and the girls. Then it was just me alone. He's handsome, fit, smart, witty. He flirted, I flirted back. He made me feel... younger, attractive, sexy. We... we eventually had sex. I knew it was wrong, but it felt right, physically and emotionally. I didn't feel the least bit guilty until after we were done. Then, that night you didn't notice anything different... anything different about me. It was exactly as Ted said. If you didn't notice anything different, how were you being hurt? I was the same person I was before I had sex with Ted. You were the same. How were you being hurt?
"If we, Ted and I, were discreet, you would never find out and never know, so therefore you weren't being hurt. And if I never turned you down whenever you wanted sex, I wasn't taking anything from you and giving it to him, so to speak.
"At the same time, I enjoyed the attention, the ego pump of having a handsome, younger man chasing me and, yes, I enjoyed the sex. It was with someone new and different. He was good... no better than you, but still good.
"I felt so good about myself, and I know you benefitted directly from that. I felt sexually alive, and you and I had sort of a renaissance, if you will. I loved you and I wanted to show you that all the time. My life is full and alive... and having Ted in my life has definitely helped both of us."
Clark was gritting his teeth throughout most of Traci's little speech. He blew out a deep breath.
"No, I see having Ted in your life has definitely helped you... just you," he said. "Me, not so much. You cheated on me. You disrespected me. You lied to me, at least by omission.
"You at least threw me a bone by giving me your body more, and with greater enthusiasm, but it was an enthusiasm paid for by your 'sleeping with the enemy,' so to speak," he argued, using air quotes to emphasize his last part. "His dick surely must be magic, because you didn't get your sexual enthusiasm from me, to hear you tell it."
Traci dropped her eyes, hoping not to show her husband that he was correct in his assessment.
"Do you love him, Traci?" Clark asked quietly.
"I don't love him the way I love you," she said plaintively, "But I do have feelings for him. I couldn't have slept with him all those times if I didn't have some sort of connection to him."
"All those times," Clark whispered, almost more to himself than to his wife. "How many times, Traci?"
Traci flinched at the question, knowing immediately she had opened herself up to that by her last statement.
"We've been sleeping together for the past year. I don't know how many times, Clark," she practically whispered.
"But if you didn't know, how were you hurt?" she added with real emotion in her voice.
"You're playing stupid, but you are not a stupid woman, Traci. You broke our vows. You disrespected me by having sex with another man. You lied by omission. Instead of coming to me when you felt old and unattractive, you went to another man for comfort... and then took him to bed because he... he made you feel 'special.' He, not me, made you feel special, for a whole year. Goddamn, woman, you're a slut of epic proportions," Clark said.
Traci wanted to argue but bit back her response, feeling that the discussion was degenerating rapidly into a namecalling mess that she couldn't win.
"Listen to me carefully, Clark. It's you I love. I always came home to you. I never took anything away from you. I'm sorry for hurting you. I really am. That's why we tried hard to be discreet. We didn't want our marriages to be affected by this," Traci said.
"That's right. You said he was married. Perfect. He deserves a lot more pain than I gave him," Clark said.
"He hasn't taken anything from you. He didn't deserve what you gave him," she insisted.
"So you keep saying. I disagree... vehemently. And if I get another crack at him..."
"You'll do nothing. You've done enough. I won't stand for you..."
"You won't stand for me... The scummer deserves more. Good men don't pursue other men's wives," Clark snarled.
Traci pursed her lips. This conversation certainly didn't go the way she anticipated it would. Her usually thoughtful husband was not giving her argument any sway. She wondered how she could have missed his reaction so badly. She had to regain momentum in this discussion.
"How could you file for divorce without even talking to me first?" Traci asked, slightly changing the direction of the discussion. "We've been married 24 years. Didn't I at least merit the respect of a conversation before you filed for divorce? What the hell, Clark?"
Clark smiled, almost self-consciously. Then he chortled and smirked evilly, Traci thought.
"I decided to show you the exact same amount of respect you showed me by having an affair--absolutely none," Clark snarled. "You decided unilaterally to fuck another person. I decided unilaterally to divorce you. Easy as that."
"You're being unreasonable," Traci whined. "I don't know how you found out about Ted and I, but you have to admit I took nothing from you. I took no time from you. You got all the sex you want from me. What did I take from you?"
"My heart. You took my heart and trampled on it, whether you think so or not. A loving marriage is supposed to only have two people in it, not three. For some reason, you gave him a piece of your heart, and your body, that he had no right to have, Clark explained.
"You took my trust and threw it away. Tossed it away like a used-up Kleenex that didn't matter."
"Oh please. Stop the dramatics," she answered. "How did I trample your heart if you didn't even know about... what I was doing? You weren't hurt when you didn't know. You just think you were hurt. As far as giving away a piece of my body, it's my body. I get to say who gets to have a piece, and when."
"That new age crap doesn't wash with me, Traci. Our marriage vows nullify that 'my body shit.' The same way I just can't give away my body. Marriage vows... fidelity," he fired back.
"And as far as not knowing, well I do know now... and I'm incredibly hurt that you felt you had to go outside of our marriage for... extra sex. Was I not enough? Not big enough? Fuck, I thought... thought wrongly, mind you... that we really had something special, only to find out that I'm only part of something you think is special.
"I didn't sign on to be a part of something. I wouldn't ever agree to this, which is why you went behind my back... you deceived me. If you felt so sure that this was a positive thing, you should have come to me first..."
"But I knew you wouldn't have agreed to this..."
"Exactly!" Clark snapped. "You knew it was wrong, but you... YOU... wanted this... and you... YOU... knew it was wrong, so you... YOU... snuck around behind my back, like a weasel. It was wrong. You knew it was wrong. And yet you still did it. Whether I knew it or not, you knew it was wrong, and yet you still did it. Just because I didn't know it was happening, didn't make it right. It's never a big deal to the cheater, but to the 'cheatee' it's killer. You knew it was wrong, and you knew that I would be... crushed if I found out, yet you still did it. That's love?"
"Twenty-four years married. Two great kids. You can't tell me you don't know I love you," she whined.
Traci growled in exasperation under her breath. Even to her, her last statement sounded weak.
"You at least loved me for some of that time. The question is how much of that is left now," he admitted. "If you still love me somewhat now, you obviously don't love me as much as I love you, or you couldn't have cheated on me. So how much love do I deserve, if I don't deserve all of your love? Do I deserve 90 percent? Eighty? And what's my line for acceptance? Should I be happy if I only deserve and get 68 percent.
Traci looked like she wanted to scream in frustration.
"Now you're just being petty. You know we've been especially good in recent months. What about our Jamaican vacation, for example," she said aggressively.
She could see he was thinking carefully. She assumed the small grin that came to his face was his remembering their recent trip. She watched in horror, though, as the grin changed to a frown.
"But why would you need a second man to keep you happy... or satisfied. Which is it, by the way? You never really answered my question: is he bigger or better or both?" he rasped.
Traci threw her hands up in disgust.
"Call it anything that makes you feel good about yourself, Traci, but it's still cheating. If you are having sex with a man who's not your husband; if you are intimate emotionally with a man who is not your husband; that is cheating," Clark declared.
"That still doesn't mean you go off half-cocked and file for divorce the very next day without even talking to me. Doesn't our history together count for anything?" she questioned in frustration, tears starting to show in the corners of her eyes.
Clark looked hard at the woman he had loved with all his heart until a day ago. He wondered and dismissed the internal argument that if he slapped her hard enough, she would return to the woman he married.
"I might have been able to overlook a mistake, a one-time mistake," he responded sadly. "But this was hardly a mistake. Multiple times over a long period of time with the same man because he makes you feel good is a not a mistake. That's the very definition of an affair. You knew it when you started. You know it now."
"But how could you be so callous? We used to talk about things..."
"Bingo!" he said, clapping his hands in a triumphant gesture. "We used to talk about things. Then for some reason, you stopped talking to me and started talking to Ted Livesey. Then you started fucking Ted Livesey."
Traci completely understood what Clark was saying. She dropped her eyes in guilt. For a second, she was the woman Clark had married all those years ago. Then what Clark considered "the new Traci" regained control.
"We can work this out, babe. We can get past this. We just need to talk it out. We'll never get past this if we don't talk," she said. "Before we throw this away, how about we find a marriage counselor?"
"I don't see what we have to talk about. You ended us by being selfish. All talking about it will do is continue to further erode my love for you. Yes, I still love you... but every day a little more ebbs away. If you want to argue about it, I will end up hating you. Do you want that?"
"I don't want that, but I don't think you're thinking rationally. I know you're angry, but this doesn't have to end us," Traci said.
"You know I love you. We can figure this out. Things were going so good, you have to admit that. I don't see why we can't go back to that."
"You don't see why we can't go back to that because you're the one who benefits from that, but I'm the one who takes it in the neck," Clark declared. "You expect me to let you continue having two men, while I go from being an unknowing cuckold to a knowing one. You expect me to share you with another man? Really? Nah. Not happening. Ever.
"It hasn't affected you for the last year. It doesn't have to affect you. You're overthinking this," she said.
"I'm overthinking things because I don't want to be the guy sitting home playing with his dick pretending nothing's happening while some other guy is boning his wife? How lame do you think I am?" Clark asked.
"You're not lame. H-he's not better. Not bigger. Just different. And I connect differently with him than I do with you. The sex is good, but not better, but still good," she said. "You are both good, but different. You both bring something different to the table."
"Aarrgghh! You're not getting it, because you don't want to. He shouldn't be bringing anything different to the table. He's not your husband... at least not now. What you do after our divorce is up to you," Clark snarled.
"I love you. I don't want a divorce. I just really would like you to consider how amazing our marriage has been for the last year, how alive and happy I've felt, and let me keep things the way things are," Traci said. "It's not only been good for me, but you have to admit it's been good for you, too. I've been happier, which has been better for you and me both emotionally and sexually."
"Again, better for you, not for me," he growled. "Remember, I don't do the sharing thing... whether I know it or not. It's not right. By your figuring, Traci, killing somebody would be okay as long as nobody found out about it. Wrong is always wrong, whether everyone knows or only one person."
"You're being naïve and are going to throw away a 24-year marriage for what... your pride?" she queried.
"If you can't see this isn't about my pride, then we really do need to divorce," Clark said. "You... your selfish actions destroyed us. For some reason, you decided you alone could make major decisions in our marriage.
"What if I had decided to have sex with Susan Marinelli, and you found out after a year? You would have been okay with that?"
Traci's eyes glowered when Clark mentioned her gorgeous, big-boobed long-time friend. Clark knew that Traci was jealous of her friend's physical beauty, and he knew that his wife had this irrational worry that Clark would someday run off with Susan, no matter how many times he told her those fears were completely unfounded.
"You stay away from her, Clark. There's no reason to get revenge with my gorgeous friend," she declared. "And that's all this would be--revenge. That would make you a small man, in my opinion... yours, too, in your opinion, and you know it," she said.
Clark's face broke into a slow, smug grin.
"Seriously? Slow the bus down, woman. You can't see how hypocritical you're being right now? You're not only a cheater, but you are a hypocrite of epic proportions," he said.
It was Traci's turn to growl.
"It's different. I didn't have sex with Ted for revenge. I have feelings for him... not the same kind of feelings I have for you, but I have feelings. Revenge would be a cheap reason for you to have sex with Susan," she said.
"Suddenly you're the arbiter of cheap reasons? That's a laugh, babe," Clark remarked.
"At least Susan is single. I wouldn't go after some of your other friends because they're married."
Traci colored brightly.
"You've been fucking a married guy. Don't you care that you're breaking up two families?" Clark asked, his voice strained.
"There's no reason why his wife has to know," she answered. "There's no reason why his family has to break up."


"You're kidding me, right? Of course she has to know. She has a right to know her husband is a scumbag. If it was me, I'd want to know my wife is cheating... if I didn't already know, I mean," Clark said.
Traci looked alarmed as her eyes widened large.
"He can break up my family, but I can't break up his?" Clark questioned. "Are you even listening to yourself?"
"I'm begging you, Clark. Don't be an asshole," she cried.
"Why would I be the asshole? Her husband is the one who cheated on her. I would just be the messenger," Clark said.
"They have two kids, Clark, two daughters, 8 and 4. Don't break up their family, please," she pleaded.
"You guys might be the two worst cheaters in history. Did either of you never realize there would be consequences if your cheating was found out? Really?" Clark asked with more than a hint of incredulity in his voice.
Traci colored again.
"That's why we tried really hard not to be found out," Traci said. "How did you find out?"
"The biggest problem with cheaters is that they all think they're smarter than everybody around them, and while that may be the case, they also don't realize that the more they cheat, the more the odds of discovery increase. You should have quit while you were ahead, but since you didn't, the odds caught up with you. It was just a fluke, really," Clark said.
Traci was leaned forward in her chair, hanging on Clark's every word, but Clark stopped talking at that point. Traci's mouth gaped open.
"So, Traci, how did this happen? How did you go from a loving wife to a slut? You said you started to go to lunch in a group and then everybody else stopped showing up, but who made the first move, who seduced whom?" Clark questioned harshly.
"He made the first move, but I guess I was receptive," Traci admitted. "It felt like I was coming back to life after having been sleepwalking for a year. I missed the kids. I felt old... and maybe a little underappreciated..."
"Wait. What?" Clark yelled. "Underappreciated? I tell you all the time how much I love you, how gorgeous I think you are."
She sighed deeply, then pursed her lips.
"It's different when your husband compliments you, babe. We're married. You have to compliment me. But when a stranger does it... a handsome, younger stranger... it kind of gets the juices going. Don't tell me you don't get jacked up a bit when some young hottie smiles at you," she said.
Clark grudgingly grunted his agreement.
"And he's just so fucking good you two just kept at it... never considering how I or his wife would take it if you got caught," he growled.
Traci shrugged and smiled sheepishly. Clark glared through his wife.
Although nothing was settled verbally, Traci thought to herself that she had succeeded in calming her husband to the point where they could continue the discussion. Clark realized that Traci thought she was successfully manipulating him. He knew she would try to entice him into bed in the next day or two and fuck him into seeing things her way. Under normal circumstances, he would be susceptible to that tactic, but those days were gone, he thought to himself.
As Clark got up from his seat, he was struck by a sickening stray thought: he wondered how many times in the last year his wife had given him sloppy seconds. He thought about asking the question directly, but decided against it because he didn't believe he'd get an honest answer. He noted to himself how quickly he had lost trust in his wife.
Traci was smart enough not to approach her husband for sex that night, but the next night was a different story. Clark was perfectly aware of what Traci was doing, but he came to the conclusion that pussy was pussy, and he knew he wouldn't be getting this particular pussy too much longer, so he decided to literally go along for the ride. He could tell Traci was trying almost too hard, moaning a little louder than usual and making her movements a little more obvious. For her part, Traci was sure she had Clark completely engulfed in her machinations, even if his facial expression never really changed throughout their lovemaking.
"See, baby, there's no reason for us to divorce. Nothing's changed between us, and nothing has to change," she said sweetly as they lay together in their afterglow.
Under most other circumstances, Clark would have let Traci's comments go unheeded. His default was to let his wife have her way most of the time, but that was the Clark who thought his wife loved only him. This Clark knew better, and knew that being a nice guy was perceived by his wife as being weak. He sighed before speaking.
"Who are you kidding, babe? Everything's changed between us," he responded. "I just had sex with Ted Livesey's lover. While we were fucking, I wondered if I was as good as him, if you were enjoying me as much as him, if you were thinking of him. You invited him into our bed with us, and I don't know if I'll ever be able to kick him back out."
Clark felt Traci stiffen while he talked. He was not the least surprised. In the last days he had come to see that Traci had felt that anything that was good for her, was good for them. He had always known that his wife was the stronger personality in their marriage, but until the day before he hadn't realized that she not only was dominant, she almost always pushed her agenda. Again, that ended when he caught her and Ted in the elevator.
"You're way overthinking this, baby," she said. "Stop thinking and just be. Tell me you didn't enjoy our sex tonight."
"You're purposely ignoring the obvious," Clark said. "Physically we were good, but you can't tell me this was anything more than you trying to fuck me into seeing things your way."
Traci was surprised over her husband's ability to see things clearly despite her attempt to veil her intentions. The two had been together for more than a quarter of a century, counting from when they started to date, but it suddenly was obvious to her that Clark had been paying more attention to her than she to him, especially in recent years.
"Read the papers, Traci, and sign them. This is a no-fault state. It will pretty much be a 50-50 split. You can have the house. I'll take more cash to balance that out. The kids' college expenses have already been figured. We'll both be okay. It was a great 24 years... okay, a great 23 years; the last year apparently not so good according to when you say you started your affair," Clark said.
"Why are you rushing to get this divorce done, Clark? Do you have a girl on the side? You're not considering counseling, nothing. Straight to divorce... and now you're pushing," Traci spat.
"I can't believe that you did that to me; cheated on me after 23 great years of marriage, two wonderful kids," Clark answered. "I will never understand how you could do that if you love me as much as you say you do. I'm crushed.
"You disrespected me. You disrespected us. You disrespected our family... and you can't see it. I could never trust you again... particularly because you don't see what you did as wrong."
"But it was right for me," she whined. "And you gained from it. You can't tell me you didn't think our marriage was wonderful this past year... so you gained from it."
"Did I really?" Clark hissed back. "You told me that the reason everything was great in your life was because of another man, how great he made you feel. Our marriage wasn't wonderful because of me, your husband. You've been lying to me for a year, in addition to the cheating and disrespect."
Like many people, the Liveseys no longer had a home phone per se, so it took Clark two days to track down a cell number for Ted Livesey's wife, Elizabeth. He knew it was not going to be a phone call he would be proud to make. He expected the woman to be upset and probably cry when he told her that her husband was cheating on her. Instead, she surprised Clark with her anger.
"That stupid fucker!" the woman yelled to Clark over the phone. "This was his third strike. I warned him after the last time I caught him that I'd cut his balls off if he did it a third time.
"So tell me, Mr. Seaver, does your wife have dark hair, blue eyes and big tits?"
"Pardon me?" a shocked Clark asked.
"It's an easy question, Mr. Seaver," she repeated. "Does your wife have dark hair, blue eyes and big tits?"
"Yes, but how did you know that, unless you've met her?" Clark answered.
"I assure you, Mr. Seaver, I've never met your slut wife. My husband has a type, though, that your wife fits. But your wife will be the last one of that type he cheats on me with," she said.
"Anything else you want to tell me? No, then if you'll excuse me, I have several phone calls to make, starting with my lawyer so we can review the pre-nup we signed when we got married 11 years ago. I'm the daughter of rich parents, and our pre-nup states that whoever cheats leaves the marriage with only the stuff they brought in. Believe me, he didn't bring a lot in. Maybe he can move in with your wife... I'm assuming you're going to divorce her since you called me."
"Uhm... yes, ma'am," Clark responded, his head reeling from the verbal assault put forth by Ted Livesey's wife.
For a split second, Clark was almost sympathetic toward his wife's lover. Elizabeth Livesey wasn't taking prisoners. He chuckled to himself as he ended the call.
Traci spent the next several days unsuccessfully trying to convince her husband to rescind the divorce. Clark's heart broke a little more each day. He knew he was doing the right thing for himself in the long run, but the right thing still didn't feel good.
"You just had to do it, didn't you, you bastard!" Traci yelled at Clark through the phone lines a week later when he answered his phone in his office. While the yelling caught him off guard at first, Clark quickly realized that Elizabeth Livesey must have had her husband served.
"Ted said his wife had him served an hour ago and he's going to be broke and lose his kids! How could you do that to him? How could you ruin his marriage like that, you heartless bastard?"
"I didn't ruin his marriage. I'm not the one who cheated on his wife with three different women," Clark responded without emotion.
"You didn't have to... Wait. What? What do you mean three different women?" Traci yelled at him. "What did you tell his wife?"
Clark could hear Traci panting heavily through the line. His five-minute phone call with Elizabeth Livesey was paying dividends.
"I told his wife that you were cheating on me with her husband. She told me you were the third dark-haired, blue-eyed, big-boobed harlot he had cheated with, and this time instead of forgiving him, she was going to divorce him and make use of their pretty severe pre-nup," Clark explained.
"She knows I have dark hair, blue eyes and big boobs? How does she know that?" Traci asked, sounding confused.
"You left out slut, by the way," Clark said with a chuckle. "When I told her you were cheating with her husband, she described you perfectly even though she said she's never seen you. Seems that Mr. Really Great Guy has a type, and he seems to be pretty good at this seduction thing.
"Turns out that Elizabeth Livesey draws the line at two affairs. Told me she and Teddy-boy have a pretty severe pre-nup since she's the daughter of a wealthy man.
"Huh, seems you got taken in by a serial seducer. Sucks to be you right now, doesn't it?"
Traci heard more chuckling as her husband ended the call. If she was truthful with herself at that moment, it did suck to be her. In the span of a little more than a week, her perfect world had been burned to the ground, and she apparently was the one holding the match.
Clark girded himself before entering his house that night. He found a forlorn Traci sitting at the kitchen table, drinking a cup of coffee.
"Tell me why you had to destroy his marriage. Didn't beating him senseless feel good enough? You had to ruin his life, too," she rasped.
"Don't put this on me. He ruined his life when he started cheating on his wife," Clark reasoned. "No one put a gun to his head and told him to find some loose women to fuck. If anything, you're way more responsible for ruining his life than I am, being as you're one of those sluts. I'm just the messenger."
Traci flinched visibly when Clark called her a slut. In the face of Ted's marriage breaking up, she had come to the uncomfortable realization that she was "the other woman." Her blaming Clark for telling Ted's wife was her continued internal mechanism to deflect her cheating.
She wondered how everything had gone south so quickly. A little more than a week ago, her life was just about perfect: an amazing marriage with a handsome, loving husband and a fun, handsome, personable lover. She hadn't been looking for a lover, thought she would never have considered a lover, but once she found one and he seemed to change her life, she couldn't imagine not having him in her life.
But that was before she found out that she was his third mistress. HIS THIRD MISTRESS. That meant she was... a chump. Probably a chump on her way to a divorce. How could she make her husband forgive her?
The phone call from her daughter was unexpected and not pleasant. Traci had always had a close relationship with Ella, but Ella spent much of the short call berating her mother for being a tramp and cheating on her father. Traci tried to answer that she wasn't a tramp and resented her daughter calling her that name, but Ella never let her cut in, continuing her rant as if she was talking to some random friend and not her mother.
"I don't care how many times you have to suck Dad's dick in the next few months, get him to drop the divorce, Mom. How could you think that having an affair for a year was acceptable. Hell, how could you think having an affair for any length of time was acceptable. You always lectured me about not being a slut..." Ella said.
"Would you stop saying that. I am not a slut!" Traci insisted.
"If it walks like a slut and fu... has sex like a slut, it's a slut," Ella remarked. "Come on, Mom, face it. You're a tramp. You slutted on Dad. I honestly don't think he's going to forgive you, but you've got to try or I'm going to be really pissed. More pissed than I am now. And in case you're wondering, Gary's just as mad as I am. When Dad told us yesterday he filed for divorce, you could have knocked both of us over with a feather. That man is so in love with you, but I get it. Twenty-four years together... I guess 23 when you started cheating on him. Damn, Mom!"
Traci felt embarrassed and humiliated by her daughter's call and tirade. She and Clark hadn't really talked about telling anyone else about the filing. She was still hopeful she could get him to stop the divorce so she wouldn't have to tell anyone else.
"You told the kids! Why did you do that, Clark? I haven't signed the papers. I'm not going to sign the papers. I don't want a divorce," Traci cried in anguish when Clark walked in from work that day.
"What will it take for you to stop this craziness?"
"How many times do I have to tell you, but I don't consider any of this crazy," Clark said. "For some reason you thought it was fine to cheat on me for a year. Fine. To cheat on me. Fine. Sign the fucking papers, Traci.
"Contrary to what you believe, Traci, everything isn't always about you. You fucked up. This is now about me... getting my freedom from a narcissistic bitch. I'll never be able to trust you again. Never.
"I just hope that someday in the future I'll be able to trust a woman again with my heart."
"I can't sign the papers, Clark. I promised Ella I'd try to get you back. She'll hate me if I don't try," Traci said.
"I'll end up hating you if you keep trying," Clark said. "I'll talk to Ella for you."
"Can I ask one favor, Clark? Do we have to tell my parents about... you know?" she asked.
"Yeah, babe. We do. There's no way I want your parents blaming me for this mess..."
"I get that, but can't we just tell them that I'm at fault."
"No, because they'll somehow figure in their minds that I pushed you to the divorce. We will tell them the truth. This way you can also see that I'm not the only one who thinks what you did was wrong. Way wrong."
Traci looked at her husband guiltily, then dropped her head.
"Fair enough. I'll sign the papers," she said barely above a whisper.
******
Traci was still a fairly hot woman at 48, and as would be figured, she had no trouble finding men to date. Clark, while still handsome and fit, wasn't quite as in demand as his ex-wife, but to be fair he wasn't putting himself out there very much. He admitted to his children that he still had very strong feelings about his ex-wife, but she had hurt him so much he might never again be able to trust any woman with his heart.
"I know Mom would take you back in half a heartbeat, Dad. Why don't you give her a call?" Ella queried one night when she asked her father if he was dating anybody.
Clark grimaced and shook his head, neither of which his daughter could see.
"That train has already left the station. We've got no future together. I'd be waiting for her to do it again. That's no way to build a relationship, looking over my shoulder all the time," Clark said.
"But she would promise she'd never do anything like that ever again," Ella said.
"She promised she wouldn't do it the first time. Those are called wedding vows," Clark said.
"It's called forgiveness, Dad. You've got to forgive her sometime," Ella said.
"Sometime isn't right now, El. Sometime is some time... in the future," he added.
Clark used the extra time he now had in his life to spend a few extra hours at work, a few extra hours out with buddies after work and to learn how to play pickleball. The pickleball helped him get in better condition, and by working out he added 10 pounds of muscle to his already solid 5-11 frame.
"Damn, Clark, you're looking really good. Between the pickleball and your lifting, you're probably out almost every night, right?" his assistant, Penny, asked.
"Thanks. Don't worry about me. I'm doing okay," Clark said.
"I do worry about you, Clark. I don't want you to be alone for the rest of your life," she responded.
Several of the few dates Clark enjoyed over the next couple of years were with Susan Marinelli, a big-boobed woman who was probably the best-looking of his ex-wife's friends. The fact that his dating Susan would rankle his ex-wife was only a small consideration in dating a woman who probably could get mature modeling jobs in her mid-40s.
Susan was reluctant to date the ex-husband of one of her best friends until Clark explained to her that since his ex-wife had cheated on him, he no longer felt he had to worry about Traci's jealousy. Susan was surprised to hear that Traci had cheated on Clark, pointing out that his ex-wife had told her the couple had just drifted apart. Clark chuckled when he heard Traci's version of why they divorced.
"Well, I guess you could say we did drift apart, once I found out she had been schtupping some vendor from work for about a year," Clark said.
"If that's the case, then, I'd love to go out with you," Susan said. "I'm really shocked to hear that Traci cheated on you. She always said you were a great husband and father."
"Not great enough apparently," he responded.
Susan and Clark enjoyed their dates. They started sleeping together on their third date, almost at Susan's insistence.
"We're mature adults, Clark. I like sex and I like you, so why dance around the obvious."
Susan was a beautiful woman with clothes on. When she made her statement, however, she was standing in front of him wearing only a red plunge bra and matching thong. Clark never stood a chance. The two fucked like animals the first time that night, then made love the second time. In between, Clark used his fingers and tongue to bring the woman to multiple orgasmic highs. When they were finished, both were exhausted, sweaty and satisfied. Clark stayed the night.


Clark woke up as Susan was slowly impaling herself on his rock-hard dick, the feeling of her warm, moist pussy a velvet inferno as her hands rested on his chest. He watched the woman's eyes glaze over as she lowered herself down completely before she realized he was awake. She smiled almost... almost guiltily, he noted.
"Sorry if I woke you," she said with a small giggle. "A part of you was asking for attention when I woke, and I didn't want to be a bad hostess."
Susan held still for several seconds once she got Clark's dick fully inside her pussy. She then flexed her internal muscles and ground on him forward and back before finally starting to gently bounce up and down. He put his hands on her hips to steady her as she slowly picked up pace.
The sight of the woman's very large breasts bouncing wildly as she rode him soon had Clark completely engaged and he started to meet her thrust for thrust before a noisy climax from her interrupted the pattern momentarily. He slowed but did not stop as her orgasm went on for what he guessed was about a minute.
He reached up and palmed both orbs as she re-engaged with a manic look in her eyes, her tit-flesh overflowing his hands. He thumbed both diamond-hard nipples.
They continued in this fashion through a second orgasm for Susan before Clark athletically flipped them over, staying inside the whole time, putting the woman on her back. Ten minutes later the man roared his own release, jetting several ropes of semen inside the woman.
"That deserves a nice breakfast after we shower," Susan said. "I want to impress you in the kitchen as well as the bedroom."
Sex between the two was always good and the friendship built each time they were together, but the pair was experienced enough to know that they would never be more than fuckbuddies and very good friends. They agreed this relationship worked for them.
That the relationship didn't work for Traci didn't bother Clark nor Susan. They weren't trying to hide the relationship nor rub it in Traci's face. Ella's phone call to Clark one afternoon several months after the two had been dating was somewhat expected.
"Dating one of Mom's best friends, Dad... really? You know that's bad form, right?" Ella asked soon after she and her father went through the pleasantries. "You're doing this just to piss off Mom, aren't you?"
"Not really, Ella. I originally asked Susan out because she's a beautiful woman, regardless of the fact that she's your mom's friend. I've continued to date her because not only is she beautiful, but she's become a close personal friend of mine..."
"Are you sleeping with one of Mom's friends?" Ella interjected. "Oh, man!"
"What 'oh, man?' My personal life is mine to do what I want. And I'm not saying yea or nay on whether or not we're sleeping together. A gentleman doesn't tell... ever. That's something my father taught me when I was growing up," Clark said.
"How would you like it if I told you who you could or couldn't sleep with. You wouldn't take it very well, would you... if at all. You know that. At least show me the same courtesy," Clark said.
"Fair enough, Dad. Sorry I bothered you," Ella said quietly.
"I understand, baby. We're good."
"By the way, Dad, Susan is hot. I wouldn't blame you if you are... with her," Ella said.
Traci and Clark hadn't been in the same room since their divorce five years earlier when their son, Gary, got married to a girl he met in college. Both parents attended with plus-ones, Traci with a man she had been seeing for several months, Clark with a woman neither of his children had ever seen before. Both children were expecting their father to bring his friend, Susan Marinelli.
When Clark told Susan about the wedding, Susan told him that she didn't think she should attend with him because of Traci's feelings about her. When he tried to object, she told him that she didn't want to be the cause of any disruptions at the wedding. She suggested he take a new co-worker of hers after they first went on a couple of regular dates.
"Am I sensing a set-up here, Susie?" he asked, looking at her skeptically.
"Maybe," she responded with a giggle. "Trust me. I think you're going to like my choice. If I had a thought about playing for the other team, she'd be the one I'd date."
He sighed.
Gloria O'Malley was nothing like Clark envisioned. Susan wouldn't give Clark a description of the woman, but made a reservation for two at Clark's favorite Hungarian restaurant on a Friday night. When Clark was led to his table, a short Asian woman with long black hair was already seated there.
"I'm sorry, you must have me at the wrong table," Clark said to the maître d'. "I'm supposed to meet..."
"Gloria O'Malley," the woman spoke up cheerily. "I knew Susan wouldn't tell you I'm Chinese-American. Gets everybody."
The maître d' smiled as he walked off.
"I guess I had you pictured as a flaming redhead with green eyes," Clark admitted. "Where does the O'Malley come from?"
"My ex-husband was an O'Malley. We were married for 15 years before he decided to run off with a waitress barely out of high school. That was 10 years ago. I've got to admit I've had trust issues since then and have hardly dated, but Susan said you are the man to get back on the horse with, and I trust her. But what's this about a wedding?" Gloria said.
Clark and "Glo-O" as he started to call her, had two very successful dates before the woman accompanied him to his son's wedding. He had filled Gloria in on his first marriage and his background so she would be ready for what might be coming at the wedding.
"I've got your back, Clark. I can be very lovable. You'll see," Gloria stated.
Each of Gary's parents sat at a different family table during the reception as Gary and his fiancée had arranged. The two did sit in the front row on the groom's side at the church in the actual ceremony, but neither parent said anything to the other except for a very brief greeting.
Clark had never met the man his ex-wife had brought to the wedding, the same way Traci hadn't ever met his date. Clark was polite when Traci introduced him to Ethan Harris, who smirked at the older man during the introduction and tried to do the macho hand-crush thing. Clark was ready for the maneuver and gripped the younger man back equally as hard, then shook his head sadly.
For her part, Traci blatantly looked Gloria up and down during their introduction, then clucked her tongue, apparently in disapproval. Gloria smiled sweetly at the other woman, then took Clark's hand and led him off.
"Wow, ice wouldn't melt on her ass," she whispered to Clark as they walked off.
"Here I thought it was my imagination," Clark whispered back. "She cheated, but according to her, I broke up the marriage. From what my kids have told me, she's still pissed at me."
Clark's daughter was surprised when her father showed up with someone other than Susan. When she asked him about that, he told her that it was Susan's decision not to come so she wouldn't antagonize Traci, and that she had introduced him to Gloria several weeks back so he wouldn't go to the wedding without a date. Ella looked at Gloria carefully, then gave a low whistle.
"Susan's a very crafty woman. Gloria is a very pretty woman. I can practically feel Mom's anger ratcheting up from across the room," Ella said.
Gloria liked to dance, and she and Clark spent a lot of time on the dance floor at the reception. Clark was still in good condition in his mid-50s, as was apparent to all.
After watching her ex-husband on the dance floor for a couple of dances, Traci grabbed Ethan's hand and dragged him out. The 30-something Ethan didn't enjoy dancing, and he wasn't happy about Traci interrupting his assault on the open bar that was being paid for by Clark.
At one point during the evening when Clark was off schmoozing with family while Gloria was sitting at their table alone, Traci sat down in Clark's chair next to Gloria. If Traci thought the other woman would be intimidated, she quickly found out she was wrong.
"So, are you Susan Marinelli's replacement? Serves that backstabbing bitch right," Traci rasped.
"Oh, no, I'm not Susan's replacement. She and Clark are still good friends, but she knew that you'd bitch at her all night long if she came, and she didn't want to put up with your shit. So she asked me to go in her place because she knows I'm a martial arts black belt and I don't take shit from anybody. So before you get mouthy, let me warn you that I've got a bad temper and you've got a pretty face, so be careful. As for what I get out of the deal, let's just say I don't intend to let your ex get too much sleep tonight," Gloria enthused.
Several emotions played across Traci's visage while Gloria talked. She could see that while Gloria was short, she could see fairly well-defined muscles in Gloria's arms and legs. If the woman was half the martial artist she claimed to be... Yeah, maybe discretion would be the better part of valor, she thought.
Clark was all smiles when he returned to Gloria's side several minutes later.
"Seems that you're the talk of the hall, Glo-O," he said brightly. "So now you're a black belt, huh? Gave yourself an upgrade from orange, did you?"
"No. No. No. I wouldn't do that, Clark," Gloria said with a giggle. "Your ex must have misheard me. I'm sure I told her I own a black belt, not earned one."
The two shared a smile before Clark leaned in and gave the woman a soft peck on the lips.
"I'll bet that's exactly what you told her," Clark said.
"I also told her something to the effect that I was going to fuck you senseless tonight," Gloria said.
Clark raised an eyebrow and smiled.
Traci never married again, although she dated a lot of men. She was still a good-looking woman with a good body in her mid-50s, but many of the men in her age range figured she was too high maintenance after they heard what she had done to her husband of 24 years. She also had her share of dates with men in their 30s and 40s, who looked at her as a MILF after they found out about her cheating on her long-time husband.
"The scouting report is she's a good fuck but a selfish bitch who's never gotten over losing her husband," one man said to another when she and a friend walked into a bar one Friday night. "No one will ever measure up to her ex-husband, yet the stupid bitch cheated on him when she had him. I'll never understand women like that."
Gloria realized what she had from the beginning. She thanked Susan repeatedly for introducing her to the man who would become her second husband. In fact, Susan was her maid of honor at the ceremony.
******
The Friday night dinner at one of their favorite restaurants was relaxed and good. The pair then went to a dance club/bar and spent the next several hours dancing, something which they did occasionally. As usual, Clark enjoyed watching his wife's braless boobs bounce and jiggle on the dance floor. They both noticed others watching as well, which didn't bother either of them as long as the others were respectful.
Several times during the evening other men attempted to cut in, but Gloria didn't give any of the others more than a polite turndown. Gloria was surprised when she was approached by a spectacular-looking younger woman, but that woman got the same negative response as the men. Clark watched with an amused grin.
"I can't fault them for trying, Glo-O. It shows they at least have good taste," Clark said. "Now, Mrs. Seaver, how about we adjourn back to our bedroom, where I can show my good taste by tasting your goodness."
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Bella Rader might have been the only person who left the mid-year reinsurance conference in St. Louis with a smile on her face after the first day on Wednesday.
Most of the other attendees looked uninspired, knowing that they still had two days of meetings left, but Bella looked ebullient and fresh. At 65 and within three months of retiring, this was her 34th and final conference. Pleased with the scope and length of her career in the industry, Bella had vowed that she would go out on a high note and enjoy all three days of this conference before "riding off into the sunset" in just a few months.
"I'll meet you down here in the lobby at 6. We've got reservations at 801 Chophouse for 6:30," Bella said to her co-worker, Liz Bradder, as they left the conference room.
Liz, 25 years Bella's junior, wondered where her friend got the energy. She had to admit that Bella looked at least 10 years younger than her actual age, and she often was the last one wanting to stay out when the girls got together once a month to blow off steam.
"I'm not going out partying too late after dinner this time, Bella. I've got to get some sleep this year during this conference," she warned.
Bella chuckled. Conference attendees usually got together at several bars and clubs throughout the city in which the conference was held, and there were always late nights and occasional hook-ups resulting from the parties. Bella, who had been married to her husband, Rick, for 40 years, did her share of partying through the years but always got back to her hotel by 11 PM and was always alone.
Bella truly loved her husband and had never seriously considered breaking her vows to that wonderful man, as she often called him. Still, as she got older there were nights at the conferences where she had to admit it was very flattering to be approached by some of the handsome men looking for companionship... and more.
Bella's shoulder-length light brunette hair came from her hairdresser's skill, but her bright blue eyes and pretty, mostly unlined face were good genetics she got from her mother. Her large breasts were no longer as perky as they once were, but had still held up well through the years, in part due to her being a regular in the gym, and the workouts had kept her stomach flat and ass firm a lot longer than most other women.
Liz and Bella ate a nice meal and then took a cab to a club at which several of the conference's other attendees were meeting.
"That's a new dress I've never seen before. Plan on doing some flirting tonight since this is your last conference?" Liz asked her friend.
Bella gave the other woman a quixotic smile. Liz's eyebrows raised in surprise.
"I've given Rick my complete fidelity for 40 years... even though it would have been easy to enjoy another man's advances many times through the years, particularly when I'm so far away at these conferences," Bella said. "I've been thinking that if I ever were to cheat, this would be the place that I can undoubtedly get away with it. Maybe this is the year that I finally give myself a little something extra, since it's my last chance.
"Plenty of other women have done it and gotten away with it. You would be the only one to know, and I think my secret would be safe with you, the way I've held your secrets from your past liaisons.
"I mean, I still love Rick with all my heart, but physically he's not what he once was, and this would be the only time in all our years together I would ever... step out on him. I would have this... conference... and then go back to being my Rick's everything."
"Wow. You're serious," Liz rasped in shock. "If this is what you want, I say go for it, girl."
As usual, Bella danced and flirted with several men during the evening. The unusual part came when she told Liz she was leaving early, accompanied by what looked like a handsome 40-something man with short, styled brunette hair and broad shoulders in his suit jacket.
"Good choice. You have a great night. See you at conference tomorrow," Liz said with a big grin.
A broadly smiling Bella nodded and headed to the door where Lloyd Taylor waited in great anticipation, although not exceeding that of Bella.
Lloyd was a successful car salesman in St. Louis. He lived in a tony section of the city in a stately four-bedroom home. He was very good at his job due to his ability to size up clients quickly, and what he saw of Bella told him that he needed to treat her with deference, at least to start.
After pouring drinks for both of them, Lloyd led her to his large, comfortable sofa, where the two talked for several minutes before he put his hand behind her neck and brought her face to his for a series of soft kisses. Bella felt herself lubricating, something that didn't happen very often anymore, and began to kiss the man harder.
Several minutes of necking like teenagers followed before Bella felt her dress being unzipped. She giggled like a schoolgirl, noting how exciting the very act of doing this with a man not her husband was.
Lloyd was very good at the art of seduction. When he had Bella down to her matching black lace bra and panties, he stopped momentarily to admire her toned body. He apparently liked what he saw as she thrust her chest out and struck a pose before Lloyd took her by the hand and led her to his bedroom after a quick detour for Bella to get a tube of K-Y out of her purse.
Tingling from her head to her toes, Bella took control of the action when they got into the bedroom, slowly undressing the man to reveal a well-built body. She tried not to be too obvious as she peeked at his hardening penis, figuring it was about the same size as her husband's.
When they were both naked on the bed, Lloyd kissed his way down her body to her wet pussy before running his fingers up and down her vaginal lips, getting a quiver and a whimper from Bella. That made him smile and he set about licking along her entire slit before flattening his tongue at her opening and giving her a slow sensuous lick. She burst into orgasm with a loud, high octave screech as her entire body started to quake. Lloyd hummed into her pussy, at which point she bucked up into his face several times in complete abandonment.
"Aarrgghh! Unngghh! Unngghh!" she shrieked, lost in lust.
Lloyd slowed his ministrations but didn't stop while she finished her climax. He picked the pace up again as she finished, and it wasn't long before he pushed her over the edge for a second time. He let her finish completely this time before crawling up her body, lining up his hard dick and then slowly inserting it into her hot, wet vagina. She moaned lustfully as he did so.
Bella's white-hot lust got a little more heated as the first different dick she had inside her in 40 years slowly went deeper before nudging her cervix. Inflamed as much mentally as physically, she started humping up at Lloyd almost immediately, wrapping her legs around his ass soon after. Lloyd quickly recognized that his mature partner wanted to be fucked hard, and he certainly was up to the task, getting into a swift rhythm of long, hard strokes. Bella came again several minutes later, screaming unintelligibly as she did so, before her fourth climax took Lloyd with her, the man unloading with a loud growl as he did so.
Lloyd held most of his weight on his elbows as he lay gently on top of the woman for several minutes before he rolled off to the side.
"You are something. You know that?" he said with a satisfied smile on his face. "Your husband is a lucky man."
Lloyd mentioning her husband reminded Bella that she hadn't made her nightly call to Rick, something she did every night when the two were apart. For a quick moment... in truth a very quick moment... Bella felt a pang of guilt.
As she reached for her phone on the night table beside her, she put her finger to her lips, telling him that she had to make her nightly call to her husband. He raised both eyebrows as he nodded at her.
Rick noticed immediately that his wife sounded somewhat winded when she phoned Wednesday night at about 10:45. She had told him that she often went with co-workers to a club for a meal, a few drinks and some dancing... but he had never heard her sound like she had just walked off the dance floor right before calling... on a Wednesday night no less. Despite the fact that he trusted his wife of 40 years completely, his antenna went up over what seemed to be odd behavior.
"Are you okay, baby? You sound like you've had a long day," Rick said, giving his wife an opening to explain.
Feeling sexually sated and staring into Lloyd's eyes as she laid in bed talking to her husband, Bella had no clue that she was breathing heavily into the phone while she was speaking. Occupied mentally as she was, she never realized exactly what her husband was asking her.
"Oh, yeah, long day," she said languidly. "In fact, I was just about ready to go to bed."
Rick's blood pressure was rising rapidly as he was suddenly sure his wife was rubbing her infidelity in his face, intentionally or not. He ended the phone call quickly before he said something he couldn't take back.
Lloyd flicked both of Bella's nipples just as she was ending the call. She couldn't control the moan that escaped her lips in the second before the call was ended. She never considered whether her husband heard the sound.
In fact, Rick didn't hear the moan. He was already too upset with his wife to have even heard the sound.
By trade, Rick was a successful certified public accountant. Anyone who knew him well would have said he was also a CPA by temperament: he was analytical and calm. Despite what was going through his head and heart at the moment, he knew he needed to have some facts, not just some wild suppositions. In his head, he knew that his loving wife of 40 years could and would never do to him what he was imagining. This had to be just a freak circumstance, he thought.
But what if it wasn't a freak circumstance, he thought further. When numbers don't add up, you re-do the math a second time, sometimes doing the numbers from the opposite direction. He would start the equation from the opposite direction... by calling her... on her room phone, since she said she was about to go to bed. She always gave him her room number when she travelled, just in case of emergencies. He could at least confirm she was in her room, at the least.
Except that when Rick had the hotel desk call his wife's room, there was no answer. He thanked the woman at the front desk and ended the call.
"Fuck!" he screamed to no one.
Rick might only have been a CPA, but he was not without some connections. He was the second-ranking CPA in his firm, which had done a lot of work for several law enforcement agencies in the area. Early Thursday morning, he called in a favor from an area sheriff, and after a couple of back and forth phone calls, a private investigator was going to be watching his wife for the next two-plus days, until she got on the plane for home Saturday morning. He had transferred several thousand dollars to an investigator's bank account and texted several photos, along with a lot of pertinent information.
Bella's cab pulled up in front of her hotel at a few minutes past midnight. She was physically tired from several hours of sex with a younger vigorous man and also still aroused from her first extramarital tryst. Her large smile practically split her face in two. She would be a little tired in the morning when she got up to go to the conference, but in her heart and especially in her loins, it was well worth it.
Liz had a big smile on her face when Bella sat down next to her at the lunch break the next day.
"You look a little tired, girlfriend, but I'm going to guess it was time well-spent," Liz said more than asked.
"Oh yeah, which is why I'm going back right after we're done here. He's cooking me dinner," she said confidently.
"So I'm guessing then that you're bringing dessert," Liz giggled. "Or, more accurately, you are dessert."
Bella giggled and blushed.
The private investigator that Rick hired in St. Louis was a retired police officer. He was innocently reading a newspaper in the lobby of the hotel at which Bella and Liz were staying. He watched the two women head for the elevator, knowing that he had some time before his target came back down. Approximately 45 minutes later, Bella came back down to the lobby, dressed much more smartly than when she first entered it. The investigator noted to himself that Mrs. Rader was every bit the MILF--GILF actually, that her photos had made her out to be.
He quickly headed outside to his car so he was ready to follow the taxi into which Bella landed.
"Well at least fuck-boy is a handsome bastard," the former cop thought to himself when Bella was met at the door of a nice home by the man he would later learn was Lloyd Taylor. "I guess if your wife is going to be fucking around on you, at least it's with a handsome guy and not a troll."
The investigator spent the next five hours doing extensive research on Lloyd Taylor while the woman was inside. When a taxi appeared at the residence a little before midnight, the man and woman exchanged a passionate kiss on his doorstep before she got into the car and drove off.
Bella and Lloyd were again in bed taking a break on Thursday night when it was time for Bella to call her husband. This time the two had been resting for a while, so Bella wasn't breathing heavy, but Lloyd was feeling a little puckish, and was busy trying to distract her during the call. Neither Bella nor Lloyd gave any thought to the fact that Rick, already suspicious, had the call on speaker and was paying careful attention to every noise... which included a lot of rustling sheets and at least two gentle slaps from Bella to her lover. Rick heard every sound but bit back any comment.
Rick quickly found the e-mail he was expecting when he logged onto his computer after he awoke Friday morning. Even though his PI didn't have concrete evidence his wife had cheated, Rick knew what he was seeing. He angrily pounded the arm of the chair in which he was sitting. He called in to his office and took a sick day, figuring it was appropriate since he was more than a little sick to his stomach. He didn't need to see the final day's report to know he had plenty of tasks to do that day.
The investigator was up bright and early on Friday morning and was parked down the block from Lloyd Taylor's home when the latter drove past, apparently on the way to work.
"I've got you now, boy," the investigator thought as he gathered a box and made for the home. "He won't be able to use this in court, but it's time for me to earn my money."
An hour later, the investigator left the home through the back door with an empty box in his hands. Three tiny cameras with audio had been hidden. The investigator had used a similar set-up many times in the past, and knew that his chances of getting the cameras back intact were only 50-50, but he wasn't concerned because they were already paid for by the customer. If he cared to go back to the house and retrieve the cameras, that would be a bonus savings for himself.
When the two co-workers met again at lunchtime on Friday, the usually taciturn Bella was practically giddy.
"If I had known that playing away from home was this good, I definitely would have been doing this years earlier," she whispered to her friend. "I know. You tried to tell me...
"But don't you worry that your hubs might find out someday?"
"I am a very good wife to him and have earned his trust. Therefore I only play when I am really away," Liz explained. "There's almost no chance Frank will ever catch me if I don't get careless."
Bella knew of at least a dozen different men with whom Liz had hooked-up in their years of attending the annual conference.
As usual, there was a small gathering when the conference ended at 6 on Friday. Bella said her good-byes at 7:30 and went back to the hotel to shower, change her clothes and pack her bag. She checked out and took a cab to Lloyd's home, fully intending to spend the entire night with her paramour. She was humming a happy tune when she got into the cab, never paying any notice to the man sitting in the lobby reading his newspaper for the second straight day.
The investigator knew exactly where the woman in the cab was heading. He followed along at a more relaxed pace than the day before. He was in place to see Bella and Lloyd again kiss intimately at the door before he took her small suitcase from her and they went inside.
Because she was spending the night Friday, Bella was more relaxed than she had been the previous two nights, and perhaps wasn't quite as careful as she should have been, maybe forgetting the conversation she had with Liz the day before. She and Lloyd were in the middle of their first anal fuck--something she had only done twice with her husband in 40 years--when she noticed the time was 10:45. She told Lloyd that he'd have to pull out and wait while she talked to her husband for a few minutes, but Lloyd, rock hard and more than ready, had other ideas.
"How many times are you going to get the chance to talk with your husband on the phone with a hard cock stuffed all the way up your ass?" he asked. "How hot is that? You know you want to do it."
Bella flamed bright red. Although she hadn't thought about it, Lloyd's statement hit home in a big way. That very thought had her unfilled pussy lubricating voluminously.
"Okay," she whispered as she reached for her phone.
The conversation with Rick was short, but several times Lloyd flexed his hard-on and leaned in a little closer, causing Bella to hesitate. Again listening in on speaker, Rick didn't know what the hesitation was about, but he was smart enough to know that she wasn't alone. His heart broke once again before his rage kicked in again.
Bella and Lloyd enjoyed a slow, sensuous fuck in the morning when they woke and then engaged in shower sex a little later. Lloyd drove Bella to the airport and the two engaged in a sensuous kiss before she took her suitcase and headed off. This would be an experience she knew she would never forget... and run it back in her brain many times in the coming years.
Rick, too, would run that experience back in his brain many times in the coming years. He was sitting in front of his computer with his investigator's e-mail open and the video from Lloyd's bedroom playing, hot tears running down his cheeks. He watched the pair couple repeatedly, his wife having numerous orgasms throughout the night and next morning. He was certainly not amused with his wife's antics during her phone call to him.
From the conversations of the two lovers, Rick was able to determine that his wife and her paramour had sex eight times in their three nights and one morning together. Obviously, her time with Lloyd was way more than a one-time mistake; it was disrespect of epic proportions. Rick wasn't sure he could get past the cheating; he knew he could never get past the disrespect.
As Rick sat in front of his computer, his mind did a lot of wandering. The ease with which Bella cheated on him made Rick wonder how many times previously she had broken her vows, both when she was on other trips and then in general. Was it possible that his two children weren't even his? His mind was completely muddled. In the span of three days, he went from thinking about how he and Bella were so close to enjoying their retirement years to thinking about being alone in those same retirement years. No, there was absolutely no way on God's green earth that he wasn't divorcing the cheating bitch.
Sitting together on the flight home, Bella and Liz swapped tales of their extra-marital adventures on this trip. It wasn't uncommon for Liz to have a tale or two, but for Bella this was a new experience. She was both elated and a little confused as she related her week to her friend. Confused, she admitted, because she felt very little guilt over her repeated indiscretions of the week.


"I'm going to remember this week for the rest of my life," she told her friend and co-worker. "The sex was amazing. Honestly, I don't know if it was because Lloyd was that good, or because he was a new, different man or maybe it was a combination of both, but... this was something I'll think about forever. Maybe I should have been doing this all along..."
"So you think maybe you'll do other men in the future?" Liz interrupted. "I would think it's going to be a lot tougher when you're retired and you're spending a lot of time with your husband."
"We're not going to be attached at the hip," Bella answered. "I'm sure I'll have plenty of time if I find the right man... or men."
"Huh. Listen to you," Liz giggled.
After the plane landed, Bella dropped Liz off at her home and then headed for her own house. For the first time, she found she wasn't quite as excited as usual to get home to Rick.
As usual, the home's front yard was impeccably cared for, Bella noted as she pulled into the driveway. Rick had obviously just finished mowing the yard, and the bushes had been trimmed while she was on her trip. She smiled to herself, knowing her handsome, steady husband, even at age 65, would practically carry her to their bedroom for sex after she had been gone for three days... and what a three days those were. She felt a tingle start below her waist when she realized that for the first time in her life, she was about to have sex with two different men on the same day.
Bella was somewhat surprised when Rick didn't greet her as she walked into the house from the garage. The house was almost eerily silent, but she knew Rick had to be around somewhere because his car was in the garage. Maybe he had just popped over to a neighbor's for a few minutes, she thought. She was about to head upstairs to the master bedroom when she spotted him reclining in his big La-Z-Boy, his coffee mug by his side. She started to approach, a smile coming across her face, until she looked into the dark, blank eyes of someone who only looked like her husband.
"How long have you been cheating on me, bitch?" Rick growled, his voice barely above a gruff whisper.
Bella was barely able to control her pelvic floor to stop herself from literally peeing her pants. Her eyes quickly opened wide in shock, then darted away from those of her accuser. Her brain went into meltdown as she tried to figure out what her husband had just accused her of... she was positive the two had a practically perfect marriage... and there was no way he could possibly know about the past three days. What was happening? What the hell was happening?
Tears sprang into Bella's eyes and the room seemed to be suddenly unbalanced as she struggled to stand up straight.
"I don't know what you..." she started to answer, but quickly stopped when Rick threw a sheet of paper in her direction. She watched as the paper, a photograph actually, landed on the floor in between the two. Even though the photo was upside down to her, she could tell it was a photo of Lloyd with his cock buried deeply inside her ass.
She stared at the photo in horror--unblinking and unmoving. This couldn't be happening, she kept repeating to herself. She heard a strangled cry in the room, only realizing seconds later the noise was coming from her own throat.
"How could you possibly... how could you have a picture of us?" she rasped in shock.
"That's what's important right now... really?" Rick sneered. "Not even a half-assed apology?"
"How long? How many men? Are the kids even mine?" he fired off in rapid succession.
Bella slowly sank to the floor in front of her husband, tears draining from her eyes. She tried to speak but could only form unintelligible sounds.
"Do you love this guy, Lloyd? It looks like you definitely loved what he was doing to you? Did you cheat every time you travelled? Did you ever cheat here in town?" Rick machine-gunned.
Bella's body was a lump on the floor as she sobbed, her shoulders heaving uncontrollably. Rick was aware that up until three days ago, the very sight of his wife in distress would have made him spring to her aid, but now... the very thought of physically touching this woman was repulsive.
He drank the rest of the coffee in his cup, pushed the recliner into a closed position and got up to get a refill, walking past his prone, sobbing wife. He then climbed back into the recliner and pushed back. Several seconds later, she lifted her head and dried her tears with the backs of each hand.
"Wait a minute," she said with an edge to her voice. "You've been having me followed? What about my right to privacy? How dare you!"
Rick knew he shouldn't have chuckled at his wife's outrage, but he just couldn't help himself.
"Your right to privacy stops where my right to expect my wife to keep her wedding vows starts," Rick answered. "I've had you followed for three days, and you cheated every day, slut!"
Bella swallowed whatever she was about to say and dropped her eyes under her husband's harsh glare.
"Forty years, babe, I trusted you completely. If it weren't for the fact that I pay attention to little things, I still wouldn't know that you are a cheating slut. Remember when you called me Wednesday? You told me you were tired and about to go to bed, but for some reason you were panting like you had just run a sprint. I wasn't born yesterday. I've got some connections and used some favors. I had a guy following you from Thursday until you got on the plane to come home Saturday. Hell, I've even got video and audio from your Friday night... hijinks.
"So you can see why I'm wondering about all of your other trips. You took a lot of trips through the years. How many other guys did you fuck in all the years?"
The light of recognition went on in Bella's brain. Her mouth opened and closed once, twice, before she was able to formulate words.
"Lloyd... he was the first time I ever cheated on you, Rick. Honest!" she whined. "It was stupid, I know, but since this was my last trip before retiring, I thought I deserved a... retirement gift to myself. I had been hit on so many times in all the years and I turned them all down. But this was going to be my last dance, so to speak, and I wanted to go out with a bang, no pun intended.
"This was something just for me. A first and last thrill... then you and I could head off into retirement."
"And I didn't matter to you? Forty years... and you didn't consider our marriage vows at all?"
"I did, but you were never going to find out... NEVER. If you didn't know, what difference would it make to you?"
"So your personal integrity means nothing to you?" he asked heatedly.
"Of course not. But that's assuming I believe you anyway about this being your first and only time to cheat on me."
"I swear it's the only time. I swear..."
"So is a swear like a vow... because we know you're not very good about keeping those," Rick yelled.
"You want me to believe that you fucked some strange guy a bunch of times in three days as a retirement gift to yourself? Couldn't you just have bought yourself a hot car, or gotten yourself a goddamn puppy for a retirement gift? Did you have to throw me away to get yourself a retirement gift?"
"I didn't throw you away, Rick..." she started.
"Didn't you?" he queried. "In all our years together, what have I ever done that would give you the thought that I would put up with you being a slut?"
"I am not a slut! Stop saying that!" she insisted.
"What would you call yourself, then? You spent three days having sex with a man who is not me, not your husband. Isn't that the very definition of slut?"
Bella harrumphed, but did not answer. There was silence for several long seconds.
"So where does this leave us?" Bella finally asked.
"Us?" Rick asked. "There is no us anymore. There ceased to be an us when you fucked Lloyd. At best, there's a you two, and there's a me."
"No, Rick. He and I don't have anything. That was just three days of sex. What you and I have is something... something that's much more than mere sex," she explained.
"I thought we had something, but you proved me wrong. If we really had something, you wouldn't have needed Lloyd," Rick rejoined.
"I'm sorry, Rick. I'm really sorry. I guess I took us for granted, and saw myself outside of us. That was both selfish and wrong. I think we need to go to marriage counseling," Bella pleaded.
Rick twisted his mouth into a scowl. Bella knew this couldn't be good.
"Not going to do marriage counseling, babe. I'm not the one who screwed up. But you going to a counselor seems like a good idea... for you. But I'm still going to file for divorce," Rick said.
"What? You're not even going to give us a chance?" Bella whined.
"Assuming for a moment you're telling me the truth about this week being the first time you've cheated on me, this still was hardly a one-off mistake. You slept with the same man on three consecutive days, fucking him multiple times. Hell, you even gave him your ass, something you've only done for me twice in 40 years. A goddamn stranger, and you give him your ass after three days. You cheated on me multiple times, you disrespected me and you abused my trust. I will never be able to trust you again. Never," Rick said.
"That's still assuming this week was your first time cheating, which I'm not sure I believe, considering how easily you slipped into being a slut this week."
"So you're giving up on us... after 40 years?" Bella said, sounding incredulous.
"You can twist this any way you want to try, but I'm not the one who spent three days in another man's bed. You... gave... up... on us. You," Rick emphasized.
"How could you not expect a divorce to come from this? Whether we were married 10 years, 25 years or 40 years doesn't matter. You cheated. What did you think would happen if I caught you?"
"I-I guess I never really considered that I would get caught... and that divorce would be the consequence," she admitted. "I'm still having a problem believing that you caught me because I was breathing heavy."
"So you're telling me that you never considered the consequences of your actions because you were so sure that you would never get caught. So I shouldn't divorce you because you hadn't considered the consequences? Seriously?" Rick asked.
Bella blushed profusely, but then nodded hesitantly.
"I love you, Rick, and I know you love me. We're better off together," she said.
"How could you have cheated on me if you love me so much?" Rick queried. "You don't cheat on someone you love. I loved you, so I didn't cheat on you. Now... less each day."
"You don't mean that. Do you want to spend your old age alone instead of with me?" she asked.
Rick grimaced.
"You cheated on me. You disrespected me. I can't trust you as far as I can throw you. Tell me why I would want to spend my old age with you," Rick said.
"It was one week, Rick. It wasn't about love..."
"It was to me, bitch."
"Please, Rick, do we have to have the childish insults? This isn't helping," Bella said.
"Fuck you, Bella. You don't get to play the superior being. Never again."
Bella was served with divorce papers Monday evening at home. She appeared to be in shock when she walked into the family room with the papers in her hand and tears in her eyes.
"Do you hate me that much that you had to have me served so quickly?" she sniffled. "Well at least you didn't have me served at work."
"You just don't get it... or you want to pretend you don't get it," Rick said.
The couple's two children, who were both married with kids of their own, were also shocked that their father filed for divorce, until they heard about their mother's cheating. Neither child wanted to believe their mother could do that to their father, but when their father said he had video, they both expressed their displeasure with their mother, although...
"You sure you can't give her a second chance, Dad? You guys have been married forever, and you were both going to retire soon," their daughter, Jennifer, pleaded.
"She cheated with some stranger for three straight nights, Jen. She did things with him that she didn't do with me. I know I'd never be able to forget that betrayal, and if you don't forget, that means you really can't forgive. She ripped my heart out," Rick explained.
"Okay, Dad, I get it," Jennifer said.
After the divorce, Bella decided to stay working for several more years since she was now alone. She and Rick wouldn't have money worries ever again once they split their assets and sold their home, but with nobody at home with her, she couldn't see the sense of retiring.
Also, since she was now divorced, Bella decided there was no reason she couldn't have sex with any man who struck her fancy... and she wouldn't have to worry about having to hide anything from a spouse.
"I told you I wanted to continue doing this, and now I can without having to worry about Rick. It would have been great to be able to do this and keep Rick, but as I've learned, you don't get to have your cake and eat it, too," she told Liz at lunch soon after the divorce was finalized.
Rick decided to continue on with the plans the two had made for their retirement years. He moved into a small apartment and then started to travel around the United States. Now 66, he didn't see the need to seek out female companionship on a regular basis, but he didn't have too much trouble finding a partner on the nights he felt he wanted a bedmate.
The only time Rick and Bella talked was when they were together at a family event, like Christmas and birthdays. Rick avoided being alone with his ex-wife as much as possible. Bella quickly realized what he was doing and made note of it in front of the family at Christmas dinner the first year the two were divorced.
"You don't have to avoid being alone with me, Rick. I'm not going to drag you off to a bedroom and rape you," she said at the table as Rick and the two older grandchildren blushed.
Rick bit back the first thought that came to his mind, and instead replied gently, "The less time we spend alone, the less chance I have of saying something nasty to you that I'll feel bad about later." That brought several smiles around the table, and an uncomfortable silence for several seconds before Isaac, his daughter's oldest child, quietly said, "Point to Grandpa. Next serve."
Rick and Bella still lived in the same city but rarely ran into each other. In her free time, Bella, also now 66, could often be found at one of the city's bars frequented mostly by 40- and 50-somethings. She knew she could still attract men in this age range and preferred that to the more sedate, less physical men in her own age range.
She was a popular pick-up as she was still pretty and fit for her age, and her partners enjoyed that she could take a pounding like a woman half her age.
"Oh man, I can't believe you turned your ex loose," one of Rick's younger single friends told him one night when they were out in a group. "She was one wild fuck last Friday night."
Rick winced. It was not the first time he had heard his ex-wife talked about in vulgar terms. In fact, that type of talk just confirmed his decision to divorce her.
"Yeah, I've heard that more than a few times in the last couple of years. Hopefully you wore protection," Rick said in a lighthearted tone that had a disturbing effect on his friend.
In addition to the occasional hook-up, Rick went on a few actual dates as he travelled around the country. He usually stayed with women in his own age range, who were more than happy to be on the arm of a handsome, fit man who could still please a woman by making love to her after first pleasing her with his fingers and tongue.
"Whoever turned you loose is an absolute idiot," Rick heard more than once in his bedroom during an evening.
Rick was seated right behind the Atlanta Braves dugout at Truist Field when three women he guessed were in their 50s took the seats next to him, each carrying a glass of wine. A quick perusal told him they were all fairly pretty, and two of the trio weren't wearing wedding rings.
Rick was a big baseball fan, and the Atlanta ballpark was the 12th major league park at which he had seen a game. It certainly didn't hurt his feelings that the women sitting next to him also seemed to be big fans and seemed to enjoy their frequent conversations with him. By the end of the game, he had made some new friends, and the short redhead who sat next to him for the final three innings seemed especially friendly.
The quartet went off to a restaurant together, and at the end of the night, Rick had Jessica Millington's number in his phone, and a date set for the next night. That date was so good that Rick stuck around in Atlanta for another week, and the two had three more dates. They had sex on the fourth and fifth dates.
"Where to next, Rick?" Jessica asked Rick as she cuddled into his shoulder after what both considered very good lovemaking on date number five.
Rick wrapped the woman into his body, enjoying how her body felt up against his, in addition to the conversation. He hadn't felt this comfortable with a woman since his divorce almost three years before.
"What would you think about taking a road trip with me next week? I'm heading to Jacksonville for a week, maybe 10 days," Rick said.
Bella was slowing down physically as she approached 70 and figured it was probably time to retire. She and Liz were eating lunch when she broached the news to her longtime co-worker and friend.
"I probably should have pulled the ripcord a year ago, but honestly, I'm afraid that I'll be all alone when I retire," she told Liz. "I don't have a lot of friends... most of them left when they heard what I did to Rick... and my kids don't want me around too much. I'm not ready for a Senior community, though, but the men I've been meeting lately... I've become a fetish. It seems to be a thing for some of these younger guys to have sex with a GILF. And they all want to pound me, see if the old lady can take it, I guess.
"Do you know how long it's been since I've actually made love with a man. It's always about fucking, and most of the time these guys practically jump out of bed when we're done. There's no cuddling, no enjoying afterward; hell, hardly any kissing and stroking. Rick was so good at that. I have to admit, I miss him most days.
"My kids say he's become a travel bum, usually has a woman by his side and just heads out every month for a trip for a week or so. That was exactly what we were supposed to do. Wouldn't let me have a three-day romp with another man, but now thinks he's the Senior playboy of the Midwest. What a hypocrite."
"Slight difference now, sweetie," Liz piped up. "He's not married and can have sex with whoever he wants. When you did that, you were still married."
Bella sat quietly and glared at her friend. Liz shrugged innocently.
"I hate it when you're right. You know that?" Bella said quietly.
"Have you ever thought about asking Rick if he would consider taking you on one of his trips?" Liz inquired.
"I can barely talk to him, but our daughter mentioned that very thing to him one time, and she said he doubled over in laughter before catching himself and apologizing for being rude. One three-day adventure after 40 years and he's never going to forgive me for that."
"You had to know the consequences of your actions, woman. I mean, if you got caught, right?" Liz asked.
"Well yeah, but who expects to be caught because of heavy breathing. It was just supposed to be a retirement gift."
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Elliott Parker thought he was being so clever.
His mother, Evelyn, and her best friend and next-door neighbor, Jeri Andrews, had just come out to the porch between his house and pool to lay out in the spring sunshine in their bikinis with their margaritas.
Elliott, who had just started mowing the back yard, switched his mowing pattern so he could get a better look at his mother's best friend in her black bikini.
Both women smiled when Elliott, Eli to most family and friends, switched his pattern, knowing full well why the 18-year-old made the change. Both knew Eli was no different than any other healthy teen boy.
"You still got it, girl. Watch as he slows down every time he gets to this end of the yard," Evelyn said to her friend with a smile, knowing that the lawnmower was making too much noise for her son to hear the discussion.
Jeri flamed bright red, knowing what her friend said was true. Even if the young man was only 18 and her best friend's son, it was still nice to know that a man--any man--still found her attractive.
If the truth were told, Elliott also noted to himself that his 43-year-old mother, who had 10 years on her friend, still looked good in her red bikini. He thought his father was a lucky man.
"I know Fred hurt you emotionally as well as physically, but you're way too young to just pack it in and become a crazy cat lady," Evelyn said to her friend.
Jeri knew what her friend said was the truth. Her ex-husband had hurt her much more emotionally than physically, although the two times he beat her left plenty of bruises. With Evelyn's support, she finally pulled the rip cord on her divorce four years ago. Since then, however, she was still gun shy about dating, despite having men hit on her on a regular basis.
"I know you're right, Evie, but... I guess I'm still scared. It's not like there's a million out there like your Steve," Jeri said. "How about I just wait around for Eli to get a few years older. You know, he's a really good-looking kid. I bet the girls at school are all over him."
"They would be if he wasn't so shy," Evelyn responded. "He dates some, but I don't think he's ever had a steady girlfriend. If he did, I'm sure his best buddy Paul would have said something to me. That kid couldn't keep a secret if his life depended on it."
Just then Elliott mowed past the two women, giving the two his best surreptitious side-eye checkout.
"Look at him. He thinks he's so slick," Jeri said.
Both women giggled. Jeri gave the young man her own version of a check-out. The look didn't escape Evelyn.
Elliott finished mowing his own yard, then mowed Jeri's. He and his father had been doing a lot of the small homeowner chores at Jeri's home since she divorced her husband.
Since her divorce, the already-strong friendship between Evelyn and Jeri had just grown stronger. Evelyn's husband, Steve, had no problem with Jeri being around even more than she had been before the divorce as he always found her to be good company and easy on the eyes. He considered her to be a friend as well.
Evelyn and Jeri laid out for about two hours, then went into their respective homes and changed into shorts and T-shirts. Jeri was coming back later to eat dinner with Evelyn and her family, a not unusual occurrence.
The dinner time conversation got around to the prom that was taking place in two weeks time. Elliott's parents knew he didn't have a date and wasn't going to attend, but this was news to Jeri, who seemed surprised by that fact.
"What sane girl could turn you down? Didn't you ask anybody?" Jeri inquired seriously.
Elliott blushed.
"The only girl I asked turned me down," he answered. "I didn't ask anybody else because I only wanted to go with one girl."
"Wow. She wasn't very smart then," Jeri responded. "I wouldn't have turned you down if you had asked me back in the day."
Evelyn smiled brightly. Steve could see the wheels turning in her head. He waited patiently.
"Well, it's too late to get tickets for prom now, but would you turn him down now if he asked you out today? I'm sure you could still get dinner reservations for that night, and figure out something to do afterward," Evelyn said.
"Evie!" Jeri squeaked as it was her turn to blush.
The three others at the table were all watching Jeri.
"Yeah. Yes. I would go out with Eli... if he asked me," Jeri said barely above a whisper.
Eli blinked several times and stared like he was a deer in the headlights.
"I can't tee it up for you any better than that, Eli. Say something," Evelyn said.
"Umm... umm... would you like to go out with me two weeks from today?" Elliott breathed out, his heart suddenly pounding in his chest.
"Yes. Yes, I will," Jeri said.
"I'm glad that's settled," Evelyn said. "Let's have our cheesecake out on the porch."
Elliott made reservations for a restaurant in the next town over, knowing that virtually all of the restaurants in town would be filled due to the prom. He also planned to take Jeri to an all-ages music show featuring music from the 1990s.
Jeri was wearing a fairly tight green dress that showed a little cleavage and finished several inches above her knees. It was appropriate for a woman her age, and Elliott seemed to like the look, Jeri thought, judging by the smile on his face when she answered the door.
Elliott knew that Jeri was a pretty woman, with mid-back length strawberry-blonde hair, boobs that were more than a handful, having seen her many times in a bikini and what he considered womanly hips. Her green eyes sparkled when she smiled, he noted.
Jeri had lived next door to the Parkers for the past seven years, the first three with her husband and the last four as a divorced woman. She and Elliott's mother had become best friends in that time, and his father, Steve, and Elliott also considered Jeri a friend. Elliott and Jeri had spent a lot of time together, but not alone in a date setting as they were that night. Elliott was uncomfortable at first, which Jeri found somewhat charming. As they were sitting at the table talking, she reached across the table and took his hand. She thought his blush was adorable, but Elliott never pulled his hand back from Jeri's.
As Elliott relaxed and became more talkative, Jeri found the young man to be even nicer than she already knew. She had always thought him to be a good-looking young man, with curly dark brown hair and large brown eyes, and was smart, but she found him to be engaging and funny in a different sort of way as they were one on one.
Elliott parked his car in front of his own house at the end of the date and then walked Jeri to her door. The two stood together awkwardly on her porch for several seconds before Jeri told the young man she had a good time and then leaned in and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. Elliott was somewhat surprised by the action, but had enough wits about him to note the women's lips were very soft and "inviting."
"Good date?" his father asked when Elliott walked in the door.
Elliott blushed deeply, then replied affirmatively. His parents already knew what the plans for the evening were, so Elliott was a little disturbed when his mother said, "And..."
"Dad always taught me that a gentleman never talks about certain things, Mom. Nice try," Elliott said before heading off to his bedroom.
Evelyn frowned at her husband, who just smiled and shrugged.
Evelyn wasted no time asking her friend about the date when the two sat down for coffee the next day. Not knowing what Elliott said to his mother, Jeri told Evelyn she had a good time on the date and that Elliott was a perfect gentleman.
"I've got to admit that maybe... maybe... I was wishing for more," Jeri said. "He's a handsome kid, well-built, well-spoken. And apparently you two have raised him right."
Jeri blushed as Evelyn smiled.
A week later Elliott went over to Jeri's to talk to the woman without his mother around.
"What's up, Eli?" Jeri said when she let Elliott into the house.
"Just wanted to talk to you without Mom around. You know what I'm saying?" Elliott responded. "Can... can we do another date next Saturday?"
Jeri smiled brightly. She felt her heart flutter a bit. It was a feeling she hadn't felt since she first started dating her former husband.
"I know you're used to better, but how about we do some putt-putt and then hit Olive Garden?" Elliott asked.
"That would be great. I'd love to go with you," Jeri said.
"If you're too embarrassed, Mom doesn't have to know, but it's OK with me if she does. I'm not hiding anything, but I don't think I need to tell her everything," Elliott said.
"I'm not embarrassed, Eli. I told you I had a good time. I meant it," Jeri said.
"Great. How about I get you about 3? It is a little different to have my date right next door, you know?" Elliott said with a chuckle.
Elliott told his mother he was heading over to play putt-putt and go to Olive Garden on a date. He smiled when his mother didn't ask him who he was taking. He figured she already knew, which, in fact, she did.
Jeri was dressed in a pair of tight short jean shorts and a tight tank top, nothing outlandish. Elliott thought she looked every bit as good as any girl he had ever dated before. He felt smug as he watched the woman lean over to pick up her golf ball from the cup early in the first round.
The pair went out on a third date two weeks later and a fourth two weeks after that. It was on date number four that life changed for both of them.
Elliott probably didn't even realize he did it, but he put his arm around Jeri's waist after he opened her car door and she got out in the parking lot at the movie theater after the two had gone to dinner. Jeri realized it, smiled to herself and moved into the young man's grasp more securely.
A few steps from the front of the movie theater, the two encountered a pair of Elliott's friends coming out of the theater. The friends, a couple who had graduated high school with Elliott a few weeks previously, stopped to talk with Elliott and Jeri. Elliott felt Jeri flinch as they approached the other couple, and realized his arm was around the woman. He realized she probably felt uncomfortable in this situation.
Elliott said hello to his friends, then knew he needed to make introductions.
"This is my... girlfriend, Jeri Andrews, Elliott said with only a slight hesitation. "This is Paul Okuly and Sylvie Myers."
Elliott noted that Jeri seemed to be a little off as she, Paul and Sylvie exchanged pleasantries. He hoped his introduction of Jeri as his girlfriend wasn't too out of line. When he saw the other two, he quickly thought of several ways he could introduce the woman, but he decided "girlfriend" was the most accurate.
After a couple of minutes of discussion, the four broke apart, Elliott and Jeri heading into the theater, the two holding hands.
"I'm your girlfriend now?" she asked him in a cheeky tone, looking directly into his eyes.
Elliott stopped walking, pulling Jeri up short with him. He blushed and looked at the ground, butterflies suddenly started moving in his stomach.
"Well... yeah... I guess you are, aren't you?" he asked tentatively.
"I hadn't really thought about it, but I-I guess I am. Hmm. I like that. What about you?" she queried.
Elliott's face split into a huge smile. He was surprised she wasn't angry with him. He was also very pleased with Jeri considering herself his girlfriend.
The two sat very close together in the theater, often holding hands. When they weren't holding hands, Jeri had her hand wrapped around his upper arm. Every nerve in Elliott's body was tingling. He was watching the movie, but his brain wasn't comprehending any of what his eyes were seeing.
Jeri practically was seated in Elliott's lap on Jeri's sofa after the two went home following the movie. She leaned over and kissed his lips gently. He immediately responded and the intensity ramped up. The two explored each other's mouths with their tongues before Jeri rose, reached out for Elliott's hand and led him upstairs to her bedroom.
The two continued to kiss passionately for several minutes when they got to the bedroom. Jeri slowly removed the young man's shirt and pants before he returned the favor, then added her panties and bra to the pile of clothes.
Elliott was not a virgin, having had sex three times previously, but he was moving almost on autopilot as his brain was on overload. He ran his hands slowly down Jeri's arms, then moved to her breasts, feeling her nipples harden as he played.
"Mmm," she moaned through his kiss.
Elliott stopped kissing Jeri long enough to take the remainder of his clothes off, then he joined her on her queen bed. The two resumed kissing and fondling for several minutes before Jeri gently took Elliott's manhood and directed him inside her warm, wet channel. Both moaned when Elliott entered her. She stopped him long enough to get him situated better, then the two made sweet, gentle love for about 20 minutes. Jeri came hard after about 10 minutes, her body spasming underneath Elliott, who at first didn't realize what was happening since he never had a previous partner climax with him.
When Elliot's steady pumping started getting ragged about 10 minutes later, Jeri knew he was about to come, too. The young man knew it as well, and started to disengage, knowing he was not wearing a condom.
"It's all right, baby. I can't have children. I have... issues," Jeri rasped. "Come inside me, baby. Come for me. Do it, lover."
Elliott was nothing if not obedient. The two re-engaged completely and Elliott soon deposited his cum inside the woman, who responded by shrieking out a second orgasm.
"That was amazing. That was so much more... amazing," Elliott breathed out.
"Yeah. That was... That was..."
Elliott cut short whatever Jeri was trying to say with a hard kiss.
The kissing continued for several more minutes. Jeri's nerves were on fire as Elliott was her first partner since her divorce several years earlier.
"I'm not sure that should have happened, considering your mom is my best friend, but everything felt so right," Jeri noted several minutes later while the two cuddled. "That was... that was..."
"Yeah. That was," Elliott agreed.
"Can we do it again?" he asked shyly several minutes later.
"Hell yes. I forgot what it was like to be with an 18-year-old," Jeri said enthusiastically. "Have you ever done cowgirl?"
Elliott had only ever done missionary before that night, but Jeri was a willing teacher. Elliott enjoyed playing with Jeri's boobs while she bounced up and down on his hard dick. She enjoyed the depth Elliott's dick got every time she came down on him, and came twice more, screaming incoherently both times.
Having already come once, Elliott was able to last twice as long as the first time. The two disengaged briefly after Jeri's second climax of the session as the woman got on all fours and taught Elliott about doggy.
"Make me yours, Eli," Jeri called out at one point, the only intelligible thought she vocalized during the lovemaking.
The two played kissy-face and snoozed for a while after they had sex. Around midnight Elliott figured he should probably go home.
"I'm not embarrassed by what we did, Jeri, but I'm certainly not going to tell my parents or anyone else, if you're worried. A gentleman doesn't discuss such things, my dad always taught me," Elliott said.
"Your mom may be my best friend, but we don't need to discuss my sex life. We don't discuss hers, other than your mom saying your dad is a very good lover," Jeri said.
"That's great by me," Elliott replied.
"She'll know anyway," Jeri added. "The woman is a bloodhound, and she has very good instincts. She knows me really well. She'll know within 10 minutes of seeing me."
"Damn. It is what it is, then," Elliott said. "I'm not sorry about what we did."
"Thank you for that. Neither am I," Jeri remarked.
Two weeks later Elliott and Jeri were holding hands as they walked through the interactive Monet exhibit at a museum two towns over from their hometown. Elliott had done some homework and found out Monet was Jeri's favorite artist. Jeri was thrilled when Elliott told her he bought tickets.
"Those tickets are expensive. You don't need to be spending your money from your summer job on me, baby."
"It's my money. I get to spend it on whoever I want," he said.
Jeri had just given Elliott a peck on the lips when she looked up to see one of her co-workers staring at her. Her stomach fell as she saw the woman look over at Elliott. Elliott felt her hand grip his harder.
"Uhh... hi, Krystal," Jeri said more hesitantly than she intended. "Are you enjoying the exhibit?"
"Yes, I am, Jeri," the tall blonde woman answered. "By the way, I don't believe you've met my husband, Eric. Eric, this is Jeri. We've worked together for the past five years."
"Nice to meet you, Eric. This is Elliott. My friend Elliott," Jeri related. "This is my co-worker, Krystal Smithson and her husband, Eric."
Elliott shook hands with Eric with his usual strong grip and acknowledged Krystal. He, and the Smithsons realized that Jeri was very uncomfortable with the situation.
"I-I'm sorry if I embarrassed you," Elliott said when the Smithsons moved on. "I guess I was too caught up with things to realize that you having an 18-year-old... boyfriend is probably not a good look for you. I'm sorry for being clueless."
Jeri truly was embarrassed when she ran into her co-worker. Elliott handling the situation better than she did caused her further embarrassment. She didn't know how to address the situation.
"I guess I was so caught up in us that I never really gave that situation a good thought. I should have," she said. "I won't lie to you. I was uncomfortable. I'm afraid that people are going to look at me like I'm a desperate woman, or some kind of a cougar. That's all on me, not on you."
Jeri could see by Elliott's face that he was searching for the right words. She was amazed at how composed, how mature he was for an 18-year-old.
"Look at you, woman. Anybody can see by looking at you that you could get any man you want. You'd never be desperate. I'm just the luckiest 18-year-old on the face of the earth," Elliott said.
"Good answer, young man," she responded. "Have you been practicing that one?"
The two were removing their clothes in Jeri's bedroom later that night after a warm-up make-out session when Jeri asked Elliott a serious question.
"H-have you ever eaten pussy before, Eli?" she asked hesitantly, never figuring it would be a question she would be asking her best friend's son.
Elliott was sucking on Jeri's left breast when she asked her question, so it took a moment before the question caught in his brain. When he realized what she asked, he gave a big lick on her nipple before looking up.
"No, I haven't, but I would most assuredly love to learn that skill," he answered in what Jeri recognized as mock sincerity.
"Besides the fact that I would very much like you to learn this skill for selfish reasons, it would be my gift to you for your future. Long after you've gone on to greener and younger pastures, this skill will hold you in good stead and make you a popular partner. Trust me on this," Jeri said, raising her eyebrows and nodding her head.
"I am your humble student then," Elliott said, trying to sound as serious as Jeri did.
An hour later, Jeri was coming down from her fourth orgasm courtesy of Elliott's tongue and lips, to go along with three from his fingers. Every nerve in her body felt wonderfully alive. Now she knew she had to reward Elliott for being such an apt student.
"That was wonderful, baby," she said, her voice sounding both elated and tired to Elliott. "Now climb up here and make love to me. Wonderful, baby. Wonderful."


The two were sated and fatigued when they got done making love twice that night. They fell asleep entwined for about an hour before Elliott woke up. The clock on the table near the bed said 2:15.
"Oh shit! It's real late. I'd better be going!" Elliott said as he started to rise from the bed.
"Umm... you might want to jump in the shower first. The glazed doughnut look on your face would be a dead giveaway," Jeri said.
Elliott quietly walked into his own house 15 minutes later. The only light on in the home was a small light in the kitchen. Elliott quietly went to his room and went to bed.
"Yeah, I know. I'll talk to him tomorrow," Steve whispered to his wife as they lay together in their bed. "But you've got to talk to Jeri."
"Right," she whispered back.
"Let's grab lunch at Arby's, just you and me, Eli," Steve told his son the next day around noon.
The two ordered their food and sat at a table away from other people.
"Last night was a bit excessive, Eli. You walked in a little before 3," Steve said to his son.
Elliott grimaced.
"I get it, Eli. Both your mother and I get it. We were young once, too. But... And besides that, Jeri is not just anybody. She's your mother's best friend, and I've grown quite fond of her, too. If you hurt her, or do something that wouldn't make me happy, I'm going to have to break both of your legs. You know that right?" Steve said.
Elliott knew his father was exaggerating the punishment. All right, he was pretty sure his father was exaggerating, but the end result was the same. His father was warning him to be respectful.
While Steve was talking with Elliott, Evelyn was having coffee with Jeri. Evelyn was making small talk trying to figure a way to start the real conversation when Jeri's guilt got to her.
"I promise I won't hurt him. You know that," Jeri blurted out to her friend. "He's a great kid, Evelyn. He kind of reminds me of a... Steve Junior.
"We have been really discreet, though, haven't we? We've talked about making sure we don't do anything in front of you and Steve when we're together, like holding hands or little whispers..."
"You have been pretty discreet. Obviously since you live next door we knew you two have been dating, plus Mrs. Swihart from down the block keeps asking me about it. That woman knows more about what is happening on this street than the FBI... or whoever," Evelyn said.
"Oh, God! I forgot about Mrs. Swihart!" Jeri exclaimed.
The relationship between Elliott and Jeri continued throughout the summer with the tacit approval of his parents. Both were pleased with how things were going, but with two weeks left before Elliott was to leave for Purdue University for his freshman year of college, Jeri knew a serious discussion needed to be had. She decided to start it while the two were enjoying their afterglow after the first of what usually was two rounds of lovemaking following an evening out together.
"Eli... Elliott. We need to talk, baby, about what's going to happen when you leave for school," Jeri started.
Elliott realized that something important was coming when Jeri used his full name, something that almost never came across her lips.
"What do you mean, Jer? I thought we'd just continue on like we are when I come home for breaks like Thanksgiving and Christmas..."
"No, that can't happen, baby," Jeri said, rising to one elbow and looking very seriously at the young man, who was watching her carefully. "As much as I'd love this... to continue forever, it can't. You're about to start a whole new chapter of the rest of your life, and you need to be free to chase every new opportunity that may come your way, and that includes other girls, other women.
"You're 18 years old, things are really just starting for you, and someday you're going to find a beautiful woman to marry and have beautiful children, along with a great career," Jeri explained. You don't need an old boat anchor like me holding you back..."
"You're not an old boat anchor!" Elliott interrupted sharply. "You're a beautiful woman, my best friend. Just because you're older than me doesn't have to mean anything."
"Eli, I'm 15 years older than you. At this point, it does mean a lot. You need to find someone closer to your own age, someone who can give you babies and a family..."
"I don't need to have children. Or maybe you and I can adopt, if that's what you want," he interjected again.
"No. you're missing my point completely. I'm holding you back," Jeri said. "You haven't had one date with a girl your own age, because you've got me... completely. But that's not the best thing for you. Trust me on this. You need to date young girls, be wild and crazy, then settle down with one and give your mom and dad grandbabies. They deserve that. You deserve that.
"What I'm saying, Eli, is that you and I will end... for good... when you go to school. You will date tons of girls at Purdue and have a great time, in addition to learning lots of new things. Maybe you will find someone who will be your soul mate for life at Purdue, maybe it will happen after you graduate, but it will happen, if you let it.
"I know you. If we do an on-again, off-again thing, you won't date others, so we need to end this completely. I... I think I love you, Eli, so I need to put my selfish desires aside and do what's best for you."
The tears that had been building in Jeri's eyes dropped down her cheeks and onto her breasts. Elliott pulled the sobbing woman to him and wrapped her in a strong hug.
"It's all right, Sweets. I get it... mostly. I'm not sure I totally agree with you, but I understand what you're saying. My parents didn't have anything to do with this, did they?" Elliott asked.
"No, they didn't, but I'm sure they would agree with me, Eli. It's the sensible thing to do, after all," Jeri responded.
"But I'm only 18, Jeri. We don't think sensibly..."
"I know, which is why I've done the sensible thing," she said. "Promise me you'll do what I say."
Elliott hesitated for several seconds, prompting Jeri to repeat, softly, "Promise me."
"I promise," the young man said barely above a whisper.
Elliott told his parents he wouldn't be home until morning before he left for his final date with Jeri, the night before they were to drive him to Purdue. He had made a reservation at one of the city's best restaurants, even though he knew the two would probably run into people who knew him or Jeri. He felt both confident and comfortable, and believed she would be the same after being with him for most of the summer.
Elliott came very close to drooling when Jeri answered her door in an LBD that showed as much cleavage as she had ever shown the young man and finished mid-thigh length. She thought the dress definitely put the 'little' in the term little black dress. The look on Elliott's face told her he agreed.
"Ooh. That's new... and really, really nice," Elliott rasped enthusiastically. "That's really... wow. I hope I don't have to fight anybody off... because I will."
Neither Elliott nor Jeri had eaten Hungarian food before but both enjoyed the food and the atmosphere. Elliott was bursting with pride when the pair walked into the restaurant as more than a few heads turned to look at Jeri. She looked somewhat uncomfortable before Elliott whispered to her that she was both beautiful and hot. She made sure to be very careful to keep her dress down when she sat in her chair.
Both enjoyed the meal. They also each enjoyed a piece of Gerbeaud Cake, a traditional Hungarian cake with walnut and almond jam filling, for dessert, together with a strong cup of coffee. They then went back to Jeri's house to complete their night.
Elliott made sure that the couple's last night together was special. He made sure he drove the woman to new heights with his fingers, mouth, lips and dick. She shrieked her way to several noisy orgasms, and when they finally slipped off to sleep in each other's arms after three lovemaking sessions they were both well-sated.
Elliott was incredibly pleased when he woke the next morning a few minutes after 6 with his arm around Jeri and her left breast in his hand. This was the first time he had ever spent the entire night in bed with a woman, and although he was tired, he wasn't going to pass up the opportunity to have Jeri a final time.
He gently but firmly started playing with her nipples, moving from one breast to the other, before he felt her body shift and her legs open, her body shifting halfway over his prone form. When she started to moan, Elliott moved out from under her, took his hard phallus and rubbed it up and down the woman's vaginal lips before inserting himself into her hot, steamy depths a final time. Fifteen minutes later while the two kissed passionately, Elliott emptied his balls with a low grunt, taking Jeri over the top with him in a noisy climax.
"God, I'm going to miss you, young man. You've made this old woman feel like a teenager again," Jeri rasped before the two engaged in a final passionate kiss.
"You're a goddess, woman. If you ever change your mind..."
Elliott had to get up and get next door to shower before the eight-hour car ride to West Lafayette, Indiana. He knew he could get some sleep on the ride up to Purdue while his father took the first shift driving.
Three days later Jeri and Evelyn were having coffee in Jeri's kitchen when the topic naturally got around to Elliott.
"He's a great kid, Evie. I'm really going to miss him," Jeri said.
"I know he's really going to miss you, too. I heard you broke it off gently. Thank you for that," Evelyn said.
"You're welcome," Jeri said. "I hope your plan of making him a little less shy with women pays off. He'll make some woman a great husband someday."
Evelyn looked at the other woman warmly and smiled.
"I didn't put you two together for Eli. I did it for you. You hadn't dated more than twice since your divorce, and you're too young to give up on the male of the species. I knew Eli would be good for you, and I trusted him not to push you too far too fast.
"Now that he's gone, you need to see if there aren't others out there that might interest you. You're a beautiful, interesting woman. Eli can't be the only one to see it."
Jeri did go out on several dates, but as she pointed out to Evelyn, none of the men measured up to Eli.
Eli experienced the same thing at college, with none of the girls--yes, girls, not women--measuring up to Jeri. If asked, he would have admitted the sex was usually good, sometimes great, but he had matured to the point that he now knew the difference between sex and love.
Eli's partners always enjoyed their time with him. He always rewarded those who allowed him to take them to bed. Word of mouth spread about the long-haired, quiet kid from Tennessee.
Elliott and Jeri kept in touch mostly by text and occasional phone calls. They had promised each other to remain friends, unfortunately without benefits. They saw each other with Elliott's parents around when Elliott came home for Christmas break. Evelyn and Steve could tell both were struggling with their decision to end things.
Fortunately for Elliott, classwork at Purdue kept him very busy. A good student in high school, Elliott was studying for an aeronautical engineering degree.
In the summer between his freshman and sophomore years in college, Elliott worked for the same construction company he worked for the previous year. The crew chief liked Elliott's good work ethic and told the young man he could work full time during the summer if he wanted. As much because he couldn't date Jeri, Elliott worked every available hour he could get.
About halfway through the summer, Evelyn and Jeri were again sunning themselves near the pool at Evelyn's house in their bikinis, again watching Eli mow the yard. Thanks to the physicality of his job, Eli now had about 15 more pounds of muscle on his frame, and he was heavily tanned. Evelyn was watching Jeri watching Eli, lust obvious in her eyes.
"I get it, Jer. I know it's tough for both of you, but you both know this is the best thing for the two of you moving forward," Evelyn said.
"Yeah, you're right, but this being noble thing really, really sucks," Jeri answered. "I know he's your son, but look at him. It's taking all my self-control not to run over there and... Sorry."
Jeri blushed. Evelyn nodded, picked up Jeri's empty wine glass and told her she definitely deserved another.
Despite the fact that Elliott had become a much sought-after prize at Purdue by his junior year, he still was selective in terms of dating, and didn't ring up near the numbers of bed partners he could have. He was no longer the shy youth he was as a freshman, but still never felt the need to always have a girlfriend, or even a date every weekend.
He was at an open party at a frat house early in the second semester of his junior year when he spotted her... the most beautiful girl he had ever seen live in person. She was dancing with another guy, and Elliott was completely smitten with this goddess come to life, he thought. She had a mop of shoulder-length black curls, large brown eyes, thick, kissable pink lips and very large boobs inside a tight red sweater, her boobs looking even larger since she had a flat stomach, narrow hips and what he considered a small, tight ass. She had skin the color of a mocha latte, he decided as he watched her big tits bounce as she danced.
When the song playing ended, the girl said something to her dance partner and went over to a group of three other girls. Elliott didn't waste any time heading for the group and quickly asked the girl to dance, just as another guy came up to her. She looked at the second guy and apologized, telling him she would dance with him later, and took Elliott's hand.
Elliott and Raylene Chambers exchanged names while they danced. She was a junior from Skokie, Illinois, one of the wealthy suburbs of Chicago. She said her father was a vice president of informatics at a large insurance company in Chicago.
The two danced two songs and started to leave the dance floor hand in hand when the other boy who approached her earlier stopped her and asked for his dance. She asked Elliott if he would mind waiting one dance, as she said she was a woman of her word and had told the other guy she would give him a dance. Elliott was a little put out by her ask, but decided she was worth him waiting five minutes.
The woman proved to be worth waiting for as the two hit it off quickly when she came back after the dance with the other guy. They left the party holding hands, went to a diner and had coffee and dessert. They sat and talked for an hour, and Elliott had her digits in his phone when he dropped her off at her apartment.
Elliott's breath caught in his throat when Raylene answered her apartment door for their first date two weeks later. Her version of a little black dress showed more breast than most women even have, and the hemline was mid-thigh, showing plenty of creamy brown, muscular legs.
"Perfect. So white guys drool just as much as black guys," Raylene said, not looking one bit impressed.
Elliott felt stung by the young woman's words. He knew ogling the woman to her face was uncool.
"I'm sorry, Raylene, but I'm a healthy man with perfect vision. Give me a minute to get my brain working again," he said.
Raylene gave the man a crooked smile, sighed and took his arm as he escorted her to his car. She noticed he would take quick peeks at her legs and boobs while he was driving. He was hardly the first, she thought.
Elliott gave himself a pep talk while he drove. He had dated beautiful women before. He knew that acting like a horny teen wasn't the way to impress a woman. He needed to find out if this beautiful woman was worth dating long-term or if she was just going to be a potential fuck-buddy.
The relative quiet of the restaurant was a much better atmosphere to talk with the woman than a loud party, Elliott noted to himself.
During the meal, Elliott found out Raylene was the third of four children of John and Estelle Chambers. John was a vice president in a financial services firm that had offices throughout the state of Illinois. Estelle had been a homemaker since she and her husband had their first child.
Raylene was majoring in finance and hoped to follow in her father's footsteps one day.
Elliott noticed throughout the meal that people seemed to be watching them intently. After he started paying attention, he figured out they weren't watching Raylene and him; they were watching Raylene. It was perfectly understandable when he thought about it logically.
He realized that Raylene had stopped talking and was looking directly at him.
"I know you know that practically everyone in here is checking you out. I'd bet it happens all the time, but I'm feeling really uncomfortable with all the attention you are attracting. How do you deal with it so easily?" Elliott asked.
"I've been getting stared at and checked out since I was 15. After a while you get used to it, become immune to it, sort of. It's not like I can hide my boobs, especially when I get dressed up, so I dress the way I think looks good, and to hell with the people who stare," she explained.
"It also might explain why I haven't dated near as much as most of my friends. Most guys figuratively can't see anything past my boobs."
"To be perfectly honest here, they are impressive. Way impressive," Elliott admitted with a disarming smile.
"Yes, I've been told that by tons of people, both male and female. Most people don't talk to my face. They talk to my boobs. I've gotten used to it, although I still resent the fact that most people just assume I'm a big-boobed brainless bimbo," Raylene said.
The two went to a movie after their meal. By the end of the evening, Elliott knew his date was far from a brainless bimbo. The big-boobed part, however, couldn't be hidden, nor did Elliott want them hidden.
The two didn't become intimate until their fourth date.
Their first night of sex started with a make-out session on the sofa in Elliott's apartment before the pair adjourned--half-dressed--to Elliott's bedroom. He watched in total fascination when Raylene unhooked her frilly bra and let it drop to the floor.
"Oh fuck!" he whispered as his throat tightened up and his hard-on ached in his briefs.
Raylene seemed just as fascinated with Elliott's body as he was with hers as he disrobed. She tentatively wrapped her fingers around Elliott's hard dick. He felt a bit self-conscious as she stared at his hard-on. He wondered if she was disappointed.
"Can I tell you something?" she asked shyly.
He nodded affirmatively.
"You are the first white guy I've ever gone out with. This is the first white dick I've ever seen up close and personal," she said. "Truthfully I haven't seen a whole lot of these of any color up close and personal."
"I feel honored then," Elliott said.
"Did you date many black girls growing up? There can't be a whole lot of black girls in the entire state of Tennessee," Raylene said.
"Heyyyy... my neighborhood in Knoxville wasn't exactly lily white. I dated a black girl a couple of times," Elliott said.
"Of course she wasn't exactly built like you... few women are. So let me ask you this: where is 'the booty?'"
"Damn. As soon as you said you dated a black girl, I knew you were eventually going to go there," Raylene said, her head turning to look at her back side. "I've got a condition my family calls WGA--white girl ass."
Raylene giggled for a few seconds before it became a full-on, throaty laugh. If he wasn't already smitten with the woman, the sound would have made that come true. He laughed along with her before leaning in to kiss her hard on her lips while he squeezed both of her ass cheeks.


"I guess the chest balances out for the dearth of butt," Elliott said, planting another passionate kiss on her lips.
After thumbing both of Raylene's substantial nipples, Elliott slowly lowered her to his bed. He started licking and kissing both of her feet, then moved up to her legs as she writhed, giggled and moaned. He stopped when he got to her very wet, bald pussy, admiring her skill with a razor. He then leaned in and ran his tongue up the entire length of her slit, eliciting a small shriek, which turned into a loud scream when he licked downward with the back of his tongue. When he stuck his tongue in her opening as far as he could, she shrieked again and went into a full-body spasm. He smiled to himself as he grabbed onto her hips to keep himself in place while Raylene bucked hard into his face and tried to give him a concussion.
Three hard orgasms later, with his brains half-scrambled, his lips swollen and his face covered in Raylene's plentiful juices, Elliott moved up the woman's body and kissed her hard on her lips before lining up his hardness and sliding it inside her vagina.
Thirty minutes and two more orgasms for Raylene later, Elliott roared through his release, feeling like his entire life essence was coming out of his dick. Raylene had her hands on his shoulders and her legs wrapped around his butt.
When the two disengaged, Elliott laid down next to Raylene and wrapped her in a passionate hug. The last time he had felt this way, he thought, was the last time he had made love with Jeri Andrews.
"Either you're a damn sex savant or somebody taught you well. Nobody's ever done that to me before. That was..." she mumbled, barely coherent.
The two were exclusive from then on, without having to have a discussion about it. They did have a discussion about it when they left to go to their respective homes for the summer.
Raylene invited Elliott to stay with her family for a week about midway through the summer. Elliott, who had gone back to the construction company to work for the summer, got the week off and flew from Knoxville to Chicago. He was greeted at O'Hare Airport by Raylene and her 18-year-old brother, Alex.
Raylene greeted Elliott with a passionate kiss before she introduced him to a smiling Alex.
"Oh yeah, Ray, Dad's going to absolutely hate him. Better not be doing that in front of Dad," Alex said.
Elliott was somewhat unnerved by Alex's proclamation. He immediately jumped to what he thought was an obvious reason for Raylene's father to dislike him.
"He's going to hate me because I'm white?" Elliot asked.
"Because you're white? Hahahaha! No, you boof. He's going to hate you because you're dating his princess. Your skin color doesn't matter to him one bit. And you two better not kiss in front of him, at least not if you want to keep all your teeth," Alex said almost cheerfully.
John Chambers was an imposing man, Elliott admitted to himself. At 48 years old, he was still in good physical condition at 6-5, 220 pounds, and looked like he was still a regular at his gym. Elliott knew he wouldn't be trying anything sketchy with Raylene, not that he was that type of person.
Estelle Chambers, on the other hand, was the balance to her husband in personality, being outgoing and warm. At first glance, Elliott could see where Raylene got her looks and large breasts, although Estelle, unlike her daughter, had a backside that balanced her chest.
Elliott met Raylene's older sister and her husband and her older brother and his wife during the week. He found the whole family mostly outgoing and warm, the exception being her father. Elliott figured out pretty quickly that being the husband of a beautiful woman with two pretty daughters probably had something to do with John being somewhat reserved. He remembered how tense he was at the unwanted attention Raylene garnered when he first started dating her.
John made sure he sat down alone with Elliott once before the young man went home to express his thoughts on Elliott dating his daughter. The meeting wasn't so much a discussion as a soliloquy on what might happen to any man who hurt either of his daughters. Elliott thought that his father would get along well with John.
Elliott and Raylene picked right up where they were the year before when they started their senior years. Elliott wasn't totally comfortable with the amount of times his girlfriend was hit on, but he learned to ignore all but the worst offenders as the penalty for having an incredibly hot girlfriend. Raylene was used to all the unwanted attention and handled herself as well as could be expected, Elliott thought. That didn't mean he wasn't watchful, and he began to understand why her father was so vigilant.
Raylene went with Elliott to his parents' home for Thanksgiving. The Parkers were very pleased to meet Raylene, and quickly realized by the way Elliott treated her, that he was considering her for a long-term partnership down the road.
As had been the case since Jeri had gotten divorced, she was also a guest for Thanksgiving and was around the family much of the time as usual. She and Raylene seemed to get along well, Elliott noted to himself.
Elliott was running an errand with his father two days after Thanksgiving, leaving the three women alone for several hours. That gave Raylene the chance to make an astute observation.
"You and Eli were together for a while, weren't you?" Raylene asked Jeri about an hour after the men left the house. "I've got you to thank for him being an excellent lover, don't I?"
Jeri blushed deeply before taking a sip of her coffee. She looked from Raylene to Evelyn, then back again.
"Eli's never said anything to me. It's just the way you two look at each other, and interact," Raylene said.
Jeri continued to blush, and kept her eyes down. It took Raylene a second before she picked up on her mistake.
"Oh, I'm sorry. I thought you two being best friends..."
"Yes, I knew... but it was not because we ever discussed anything," Evelyn said. "They were discreet within reason, but a mother just knows things. I love Jeri like a sister, and Eli is my child. You want good things for good people."
"I understand. But what happened? Why did you two end, if you don't mind me asking?" Raylene queried.
"I ended it because I felt he needed to find you, have a bunch of babies and celebrate a 50th anniversary. I can't have children and I'm 15 years older than him. It was best for him that he leave home and stretch his wings.
"I will never be a threat to you. I love him too much for that to ever happen... if that makes sense."
"Knowing Eli the way I do now, it makes perfect sense," Raylene said.
The top student in his field at Purdue, Elliott was hired to work at the Lyndon B. Johnson Space Center in Houston, Texas, after his graduation. That meant Raylene had to interview for jobs in the Houston market, and after several interviews she got an offer from an energy company in the city. She and Elliott planned to live together.
Raylene's father was not pleased with this development. He discussed the situation with Raylene first, and then threatened Elliott in a paternal way. Raylene tried to reassure her father that the apartment was a two-bedroom, but John wasn't born yesterday. He warned Elliott that he didn't expect to have grandchildren from Raylene until she was married. Elliott told John he understood completely.
Elliott and Raylene were married in Raylene's home church in Chicago a year after they graduated. It was a lavish ceremony. Elliott's parents, Jeri and two dozen other relatives and friends were among the 100 in attendance. The pair honeymooned in Belize.
The two were very much in love. Sex between the two was always good, sometimes great, they both would have said. It was also always plentiful, so it was no surprise when Raylene turned up pregnant about two years after the two were married. Both sets of parents were over the moon happy, as were they.
Raylene's libido, always high, went through the roof during her pregnancy. The two were making love twice a day, every day until two weeks before she gave birth, when the doctor told the pair they needed to stop for her health reasons. Elliott wondered to himself if the doctor wasn't telling the pair to stop for Elliott's health reasons.
Elliott started looking fatigued during the last month of Raylene's pregnancy. Several co-workers asked him if things were good at his home; all he could do was smile. Gentlemen don't talk about such things, his father always taught him.
Elliott was in the shower on a Wednesday morning when Raylene joined him in the bathroom to tell him her water had broken and that they needed to go to the hospital since she was in labor. He quickly finished his shower, told his boss what was happening and drove his wife to the hospital.
Raylene had a typical delivery until the final two hours, when the baby turned inside her slightly and pressed on several nerves, causing extreme pain. Elliott, not able to do much to help his wife through her pain, was holding her hands and allowing her to squeeze his hands during the painful contractions. At one point, Raylene unknowingly snapped the pinky finger on her husband's left hand, and when the nurse came in to check on the woman, she had to pry Elliott's hands from her grasp.
"You should have that finger looked at, Mr. Parker," the nurse said when she saw the finger sticking out at an odd angle.
"Right after the next generation arrives I'll have this taken care of," Elliott answered.
Raylene was moved into a delivery room when the nurse thought she was fully dilated. She and Elliott were quickly greeted by the obstetrician, who got into place between Raylene's knees and got ready to deliver a baby.
When the baby started to crown, the doctor asked Raylene to push one final time. Elliott let go of his wife's hand and moved closer to watch in complete amazement as the couple's daughter entered the world.
"Oh my God, Sweets, she's beautiful," Elliott enthused as he looked from the small brown bundle in the doctor's hands to his sweaty, exhausted wife.
"You're very welc..."
An aneurysm is a sneaky, terrible thing, a doctor explained to Elliott several minutes later when he next became cognizant. Less than a minute after her child was born, a brain aneurysm exploded in Raylene's head, and she was dead instantly. No one could have foreseen it, the doctor said.
Not that it mattered to Elliott at that point.
The baby was kept overnight at the hospital. Elliott stayed at the hospital as well, walking back and forth in the hallway of the maternity ward, his ability to think rationally completely overwhelmed by his grief. He had cried until he ran out of tears, then began to walk. Several nurses talked with him, the hospital counselor talked with him. All Elliott could think of was waiting until his daughter could be released to his care and taken home.
Elliott had called both sets of grandparents sometime after the baby was born. They were both on their way.
Elliott walked. He would have said he was numb, but the pain that descended on him made that thought false. He knew he should have been happy with the birth of his daughter, but it was a bitter trade of lives. Raylene was gone, taking his heart with him. One life in. One life out.
Sometime during the night, Elliott helped one of the nurses fill in the baby's birth certificate. He and Raylene had decided to name the child Aliyah Jayde if she was a girl, or Arlen Joshua if he was a boy. In one of his lucid moments since his wife died, Elliott decided to name the baby Aliyah Raylene... maybe he would call her Aliyah Ray as she grew, he thought. It had a nice ring to it, he noted to himself.
As Elliott had seen since he first met the people who would become his in-laws, Estelle Chambers was practically a force of nature. The wife of a successful businessman, Estelle--Stell to her family and friends--had raised four children who were doing well in the world, and was a highly sought-after volunteer for several non-profits in the Chicago area.
Stell's first reaction after seeing Elliott was to rap her son-in-law in a strong hug, mashing her large breasts hard against him and sobbing along with him for several minutes. Ending the hug abruptly, she then got busy figuring out what needed to be done in the next few days, followed by the next few weeks. She was going to stay in Elliott's spare bedroom and run his household for the next several weeks, including setting up childcare for Aliyah Raylene for when Elliott would go back to work.
Elliott's parent's got to his home later that same day. The four grandparents took turns grieving with Elliott and celebrating their newest granddaughter. For all concerned, it was a traumatic dichotomy.
Elliott went back to work a month after Raylene's death. By that time, Stell had gone back home, leaving Elliott alone with his infant daughter. Always an organized person, Elliott quickly had his life and his daughter's well-ordered. For the most part, he was over the big displays of grief for his wife, but he knew that a part of his heart would always remain unhealed.
Most of his close co-workers knew why Elliott had been off work. Still, it hadn't escaped all of the single women he worked with that a handsome, fit, successful man was suddenly on the market. Many of those women made sure to dress a bit sharper, perhaps a bit more alluring, on an everyday basis.
Elliott had always been a popular co-worker because of his polite, sunny disposition, but it was easy to see that this new version of the man seemed more serious, more introspective. The easy banter and humor that were previously a big part of his outward appearance seemed to have disappeared.
At home Elliott's spirits soared in the presence of his daughter. She was usually set up in the same room he was in, regardless of whether she was asleep or awake. Her mere presence seemed to brighten Elliott's spirits when he had a down moment. He often referred to her as "Robin" to his "Batman."
Stell insisted Elliott and Aliyah Ray spend their first Christmas together with the extended Chambers family, although he tried to beg off, citing fatigue. Stell was having none of that, and even got Elliott's mother to push him to travel to Chicago. The group in the Windy City included Raylene's three siblings and their families--which now included four grandchildren and a fifth on the way--two cousins and their families and a single cousin. It didn't take Elliott long to figure out that the single cousin, 22-year-old Rhianne, was invited to be his match-up partner for the few days the group was together.
Elliott wasn't unaware that Rhianne was very pretty and personable, and she went out of her way to be charming for Elliott, but in a non-sexual friendly way. Everyone in the family was surreptitiously watching Elliott to see any signs that he might be ready to jump back into the dating world.
"I know it's only been 10 months since Raylene died, but Rhianne's a beautiful girl. I'll be really worried if he doesn't at least flirt with her a bit," Stell told her husband before everyone showed up. "Eventually he's got to get back to living. He's a young guy, with a lot of love to give. And maybe he can find a good stepmom for Aliyah Ray."
Stell watched Elliott carefully for the five days he and Aliyah Ray were with the family. She discovered the same thing that the single women who worked with Elliott had figured out: he was far from ready to be social.
Evelyn and Steve Parker visited with Elliott and Aliyah Ray in Houston the following June. They, too, noted that the only time their son seemed truly happy was when he was in the presence of his daughter. Evelyn asked her son if he was considering going back into the dating world now that Aliyah Ray was 16 months old.
"How do I replace a woman like Raylene? How do I ever find that kind of connection again, Mom?" Elliott replied.
Evelyn's face reflected her concern.
"That's part of the problem, Eli. You're looking at this the wrong way," she said. "You can never replace a woman like Raylene. You're looking for a new... connection, not a replacement woman. Don't spend your life comparing other women to Raylene. Measure them all on how you connect to them, not on how they compare to Raylene."
"Damn. I never looked at it that way, Mom. You're right," Elliott said, causing his father to chuckle.
"Yeah, she usually is," Steve said.
Having a baby at home limited Elliott's dating opportunities, but with the help of neighborhood teenager who proved to be a reliable babysitter, Elliott started getting out about once every other week. He started by dating a couple of co-workers who had expressed interest in him, but that proved awkward when he didn't ask them out a second time.
In fact, none of Elliott's first six dates were followed up by a second date, although two did end up in bed. It had been a long dry spell for Elliott, but he was thankful that sex was sort of like riding a bicycle.
It was probably another six months down the road before Elliott met the first woman who sparked more than a passing interest. Susan Alford was an administrative assistant in a factory who had long blonde hair, bright blue eyes, plenty of curves and a 2-year-old son. He and the woman hit it off well on their first two dates, then they decided to try introducing their children into the mix. That date was held at a near-by park and included a petting zoo and a trip to a McDonald's. Both parents thought it was a successful outing, and after putting the children down together in a playpen in the living room at Susan's apartment for a nap, the two put a blanket down on the carpet in the same room and engaged in their first intimate relations, Susan chewing on part of the blanket at one point to keep from screaming out during an intense orgasm.
The two laid together on the living room floor smiling brightly and gently kissing each other, occasionally looking over at their sleeping children. They both drifted off for a while before the sound of the children stirring woke both.
The two got closer over the next six months, doing a lot of dates with kids invited. Elliott began to think Susan could be the one and had gotten to the point of considering what kind of ring the woman might like.
Like Elliott, Susan was also 28. She had been married for four years before divorcing her husband for cheating, she told Elliott. Since then she had found that dating with a toddler was somewhat difficult, although it was much easier dating Elliott since the two often took the kids.
Elliott had dated Susan exclusively after they were together about three months. He assumed, from the way she had talked, that she was dating him exclusively as well.
Elliott was surprised but not too concerned when Susan called him at work one Friday morning to cancel their upcoming date for that night in their sixth month of dating. She said she wasn't feeling well. She even turned down Elliott's offer to bring food over to her apartment for her and her son.
"Mmm... OK... call you in a few days," Elliott said.
Although Elliott was disappointed to cancel his date, he figured, what the hell, he already had a babysitter reserved, so he might as well go out for dinner and a few drinks at a new upscale bar/restaurant that had opened recently on the far side of the city from where he lived. He figured if he liked the place, he would take Susan there the next time the two had a date without their kids along.
"He bought it. I'm good to go tonight," Susan said to her co-worker, Lily, who was sitting across from Susan at her desk when she made the call.
"That seemed almost too easy," Lily said. "It didn't sound like he put up any kind of an argument. You must have him trained right."


Susan giggled brightly. Her relationship with a handsome, fit aerospace engineer was moving in the right direction while she occasionally kept her foot in the dating game with other handsome men.
On this night, there was no specific man. She was going out with Lily and three other co-workers to a fairly new high-end bar/restaurant on the far side of Houston to dance, drink and in general have a good time. There were no guarantees that she would leave the bar alone.
She hadn't stepped out very often on Elliott in their relationship so far, but when she did she was always careful to be discreet, and since the two had never officially had the talk of exclusivity--although she knew she gave Eli every indication she was--she had next to no guilt about her activities. What he didn't know wouldn't hurt him, she thought.
Elliott was sitting at an out of the way table with a friend, John Watts, having a nice steak and a Bloody Mary when four pretty but somewhat loud women walked into the establishment, apparently having already started their evening someplace else. John noticed the look of shock on his friend's face.
"By the look on your face, something's obviously wrong," John said. "What's going on, Eli?"
"Remember I told you my date for tonight cancelled on me earlier today? Well, she just showed up with her friends. Try to be subtle, but she's the babe with the long blonde hair.
"I thought we had something going. We've been dating for the last six months. I was actually thinking she might become the second Mrs. Eli Parker," Elliott said quietly, but intensely. "Not going to happen now. She lied to me, broke a date with me and who knows what else could be in the cards for tonight. The vultures are already starting to circle."
As the two men watched, a group of three men walked over to the hightop table the women had perched at in the bar area. An hour later, the blonde woman left the establishment with one of the men who had gone over to the table. It didn't slip past Elliott that her partner had his hand firmly on her ass as they exited.
"Well, look at it this way, you could have found out after you were married," John said.
Elliott considered following the two out of the restaurant and trying to follow them to where they were going, but then realized it didn't matter if he actually knew for a fact whether or not they had sex.
By Sunday evening, Susan was miffed that Eli had not called or texted her all weekend. That hadn't happened in months. She went from miffed to angry when three texts to him were ignored.
Two calls to Elliott on his cell at lunch on Monday went unanswered before she finally called him at his work number.
"What's going on, Eli?" she asked when he picked up his phone line. "Ethan and I both missed you and Aliyah Ray, and you're not returning my texts or calls."
Elliott had to admit to himself that he heard no hesitation in her voice, nothing that might give away the fact that she perhaps felt even the slightest bit of guilt for lying to him Friday morning and ditching their date Friday night, not to mention being with another man. He thought back to John's assessment Friday night and again had to agree that it truly was better this happened before they were married.
"I was very impressed with your recuperative powers Friday night. My replacement was a handsome sucker, I have to admit. I hope it works out for you two," Elliott snarked.
There was silence on the line for several seconds before a rattled Susan responded softly, "You... you were at White Lion Friday night? What were you doing there?"
"My girlfriend had cancelled on our date, so I decided to try out the place with another friend. Imagine my surprise when my supposedly-sick girlfriend walked in with several of her friends, looking absolutely beautiful and completely healthy, by the way. Imagine my surprise when she was flirting heavily with some apparently random man who just showed up at the table with the women. Imagine my surprise when she left with this apparently random man."
More silence was followed by a low murmur coming from the woman.
"We... we've never discussed exclusivity," she said barely above a whisper.
"As if we had to after six months," he replied sharply. "We also never discussed lying either, so you felt you could do that, too, despite the fact that most people consider that completely wrong under any circumstances. And breaking a date... I'll repeat that slower for you... breaking... a date... to go out with your friends... and then leaving with another man... please don't insult me further. We had our time. It was good, obviously better for me than for you. You've moved on. I'm good with it."
"No. No. I haven't moved on," she said, alarm in her voice. "This was just a one-time thing. If you want to be exclusive from now one, we can. And... I'm sorry for..."
Elliott noted that she couldn't bring herself to admit she lied to him. Although he doubted he could have forgiven her even if she had apologized for that, not doing it sealed their fate as a couple.
"I'm sorry, too, Susan, but we're done. You did a triple play with your Friday escapade: you lied, you broke a date with me to go out with your friends and you had a random hook-up, assuming it was random," Elliott said.
Susan tried to respond, but came up empty, stammering sounds but no words, for several seconds before her brain engaged.
"We're good together, Eli. Our kids are good together. I thought we were going somewhere," she said.
"I thought that, too, until Friday night. You don't do what you did to me to someone you love," Elliott said emphatically. "By the way, up until Friday night I was considering that you might be the next Mrs. Parker."
"That can still be. Give me another chance. Please, Eli."
"I'm sorry, Susan. Very sorry."
Several weeks later, Stell Chambers was serving the ham, baked beans and cornbread she had cooked for dinner while she and her husband were visiting Elliott and Aliyah Ray for the weekend. Stell and John were regular visitors to the Parkers' home because Elliott and Aliyah Ray were still family and would remain close, Stell always insisted. Elliott was grateful that Raylene's family never abandoned him and his daughter.
The conversation around the table was about the upcoming wedding of Raylene's younger brother, Alex, and his fiancée, Marley. Elliott was going to be one of Alex's groomsmen, and 3-year-old Aliyah Ray was going to be the flower girl.
There was a lot of laughter and joking, but Stell was holding back a bit as she watched her son-in-law like a hawk. She had noted to her husband when they were flying down that she was still concerned that Elliott was still hiding behind his grief and raising his daughter.
"He'll get over it in his own time," John had said. "You had to know following Raylene is going to be a tough act for any woman... and would take time. You don't just find a Raylene-type woman hanging around every corner."
"Yeah, but I hate to see Eli suffer. He's a great dad, and was a great husband. He'll make some woman very happy, and that in turn will make him happy. He deserves to be happy," Stell said.
John knew something was brewing in his wife's mind. He knew she would tell him eventually, when she had her plan finalized in her head.
Jeri Andrews was surprised when she saw Stell's name show up on her phone. She remembered Stell was Elliott's mother-in-law. The two had met several times through the years.
"Hello, Stell," she said as she answered. "Is everything okay with Eli and Aliyah Ray?"
"Everything's okay with Aliyah Ray," Stell said. "Elliott on the other hand...
"I need a favor, Jeri."
Stell and Jeri spent the next hour on the phone as Stell explained her plan.
"To put all the cards on the table, Jeri, Raylene had told me that you and Elliott had a... relationship before he went off to college. Evelyn kind of put you two together trying to jumpstart your social life after your divorce... and you and Eli developed a real connection. But you ended it when Eli went to college, said it was the best thing for Elliott that he experience everything life had to offer. Told him to enjoy women of his own age and find one to love and be married to for the next 50 years.
"Raylene always thought that was truly the act of a selfless woman; a true act of love.
"Well, since my daughter's been gone, Eli's been lost. Yeah, he's raising a great daughter, his work life is humming along, but he's alone. He needs the kind of connection he had with my daughter, that he apparently had with you a long time ago.
"Do you still have any feelings for him? Because if you do, maybe you could be the one to help him heal."
Jeri's brain exploded. Stell heard sobbing on the other end of the call.
"I swear I would never have interfered in Eli's marriage. I thought Raylene was perfect for him from what he told Evelyn and me, and from what I could see. I knew they loved each other deeply..."
"I'm not accusing you of anything, Jeri. Raylene told me she knew you would never do anything to hurt Eli... and her," Stell interjected. "I'm hoping that you still have feelings for Eli... and maybe you could... re-visit your relationship with him."
"So... you're asking me to replace your daughter with Eli, or something like that?" Jeri queried.
"Not replace. Never replace," Stell said. "I guess what I'm asking is for you to... succeed my daughter. Be the connection that completes his life. I love Eli like he's one of my sons. I want him to be happy."
"I guess I'm flattered that you would even think I can re... be Raylene's successor. But what about Aliyah Ray. She's a beautiful child. But I'm not sure I'd be a good mom. I mean, I'm 44 and I've never had a kid before. What if I'm not a good mom. I don't know what to do. I don't..."
"Calm down, Jeri. From what Raylene told me, you've never had kids because you can't, not because you didn't want them. You could do this, you and Eli, if you want to at least try. I know this sounds a little crazy, but I think you both could move forward by re-visiting your past," Stell said.
"I'm pretty sure Evelyn and Steve would support you, and I know John and I... and our whole family, would support you two.
"I want the best for Eli and Aliyah Ray, and I think you would be the best."
"I'm still 15 years older than Eli," Jeri said. "That's never going to change. And I'll probably be the oldest parent in any class for Aliyah Ray."
"I don't think the age difference between you and Eli matters as much now as it did when he was 18, and you've got to admit, you've kept yourself in damn good shape. Hell, you look 10 years younger than you are. And I don't think Aliyah Ray will ever care," Stell said.
"The thing is, are you willing to give it a try?"
"Yes," Jeri whispered. "But what if he doesn't have any feelings left for me?"
"Woman, I'd say that next to my daughter and his mother, you are probably the next most influential woman in his life, even ahead of me, despite how long you two have been apart. And Raylene told me about what a great job you did teaching Eli everything a man needs to know to please a woman. She couldn't thank you enough," Stell said.
"Go ask Evelyn. She'll tell you it's the right thing to do."
"You've already talked to... of course you have," Jeri said. "You two are in cahoots on this, aren't you?"
"Just two moms looking out for their boy and their granddaughter," Stell giggled.
Elliott assumed the person walking in his front door two months later was his mother-in-law, Stell, who was going to be staying with him for a week to again help out. He was in the kitchen with his daughter, who was perched on a countertop across the room, preparing dinner, so he yelled out a "hello, Mom" as he reached into the oven to pull out a lasagna.
Elliott was somewhat surprised when his mother-in-law didn't answer him, but he was busy slicing the lasagna and getting the garlic bread out of the oven as well. He was also surprised that his daughter wasn't calling out her usual greeting of "Gandma." When he finished, he turned around to see... Jeri Andrews, standing in the doorway to the kitchen.
"Oh my God, Jeri, what a great surprise! Wh-what are you doing here? Where's Stell?" he exclaimed, surprised showing on his face.
"Well if that's all you've got for me, I guess I can go back..." Jeri started.
"No. No. No. I'm sorry," he said as he moved forward and engulfed the woman in a tight embrace. "I was expecting Stell... Wait, how did you get in here?"
Elliott's brain was moving in several directions at once.
"Stell sent me a copy of the key to your door when she sent me a ticket to Houston. Something apparently came up, so I guess she figured you could still use a familiar, friendly face," Jeri said.
Elliott's face almost split in two as he smiled brightly. He lowered Aliyah Ray down from her spot on the counter, and the child was in "Aunt Jeri's" arms immediately.
"You know that Stell is a force of nature, right?" Jeri asked after the two put Aliyah Ray down for the night. "She's really concerned for you two... well, mostly you. She knows that you will take care of Aliyah Ray, but she worries that there's nobody to take care of you. Obviously, that's why I'm here."
Jeri smiled brightly. Elliott felt warmed by her smile, and by what she had just revealed.
"Yeah, that's what I figured," he answered. "The minute I saw you, before you even spoke, I knew Stell had a hand in you showing up at my door."
"Honest to God truth now, Jeri. Are you in with this plan? I don't want you to feel pressured in the least, if you and I try to figure out where we are going. I don't want you to feel you have to do this for me and Aliyah Ray. I mean, I'd love it if you want to do this for us, but not if you feel pressured. We had something once, a long time ago. Could we find that spot again? I care for you, as a great friend, and I'm pre-disposed to thinking we could find that again, but it has to be real--you and me--without you being pressured."
"I-I have real feelings for you, Eli, have had them since we had our summer together, but I would never have interfered in your marriage--your life--if Raylene had lived. She was everything I hoped for you, exactly why I turned you loose... but she's gone... and you're alone... and I'm alone. Maybe this is meant to be. I know you once had feelings for me. Let's see where this goes," Jeri said.
The two didn't wind up in bed together until a week later, and maybe surprisingly for both, their first time re-engaging wasn't a wild and crazy, over the top encounter. The two had put Aliyah Ray down for the night about an hour earlier and were watching TV leaning up against each other on the sofa when Elliott's left hand started gently rubbing the inside of Jeri's right leg. Jeri was wearing a tight pair of short jean shorts, and Eli's fingertips kept climbing higher every few seconds, causing her breathing to increase in volume. She gasped softly when those fingertips slid into the leg of those shorts and rubbed her pussy through her tight panties.
Both Elliott and Jeri were surprised when they were jumped on by Aliyah Ray in Elliott's bed the next morning. Jeri quickly made sure she was completely covered by the blankets before she grabbed the child in a big hug, laughing as she did so. Elliott laughed and shrugged at Jeri as he, too, hugged the child. Elliott realized that he hadn't locked his bedroom door when he and Jeri went into the room at the end of the evening.
"Sorry, I'm not used to having guests over, obviously," Elliott said quietly.
"I suppose that's a good thing," Jeri giggled in response as she wrapped the toddler up in the blankets as the child laughed heartily.
"Okay, baby, you need to go downstairs and get the napkins and silverware ready. Aunt Jeri and I will be down in a minute to start breakfast," Elliott said.
Jeri never returned to the guestroom for the rest of her stay with Elliott. Aliyah Ray didn't seem fazed by the change in sleeping arrangements.
The two agreed to try a long-distance relationship for the current time. They engaged in a very passionate kiss when Elliott and Aliyah Ray left her at the airport, after Jeri and the young girl had a strong hug and kiss.
A plaintive cry of "Mom!" among squeals and laughter from the family room had Jeri out of her chair in an instant, but Stell grabbed the other woman's arm quickly and stopped her from leaving the room several months later when Jeri was in Chicago with Eli and Aliyah Ray. The other two women sitting at the table drinking coffee giggled and looked at Jeri and Stell.
"You can't be running to the rescue for every little thing, woman, otherwise you're going to raise a wimp. Chambers women aren't wimps," Stell said. "If it's something big, you'll hear another scream, or she'll come running in. Trust me. You're new at this. You'll figure it out."
Jeri nodded and sat down as tears fell from her eyes. The others looked at Jeri with understanding, at least they thought so.
"Did you hear that? She called me Mom!" Jeri said as she sniffled back tears. "She called me Mom! That's the first time..."
"Oh my God! That's amazing!" Stell said, wrapping Jeri in one of her patented tight hugs, the other woman's face crushed against Stell's large breasts.
The other two at the table, Stell's older daughter Kayla and her daughter-in-law, Cerise, quickly got the significance of the moment and joined in the celebration, Jeri rising from her seat and the four engaging in a happy but tearful group hug.
Several weeks later the same four women plus Alex's wife were again enjoying coffee in Stell's kitchen a couple of days before Christmas. As usual, the entire Chambers clan was at the house. Jeri was specially invited to join the family this year by Stell, and she and Eli stayed at a near-by hotel while Aliyah Ray stayed in Raylene's old room.
"Now Eli just has to figure it out and make you an official member of the family," Kayla said.
The women giggled and drank some more coffee. The various cousins were in the family room and scattered throughout the house. The men, John, his two sons and his two sons-in-law, were in John's home office/man cave, drinking Glenmorangie 18-year-old single malt and smoking John's personal stock of high-end cigars. A college basketball game played on the large screen TV on one wall with the sound muted as the five men were examining a two-carat diamond engagement ring and congratulating Elliott.
"Nicely done, Eli. You know you'd better take care of that woman, or you'll have to answer to Stell and me. If you can't tell, by the way, you really don't want to piss off Stell," John said as the other three men in the room all nodded their heads.
"I will always take care of my girls. You know that, Dad," Eli answered.
Elliott wandered out of the room soon afterward to check on his two girls. He spotted Aliyah Ray happily playing, then went into the kitchen to find five women laughing and crying. He asked if everything was okay.
"She... Aliyah Ray just called me Mom a few minutes ago," a tearful Jeri answered. "We've never talked about that or anything, it just came out of her mouth. I'm pretty sure my heart almost exploded."
"Well, then, maybe this is the right time," Elliott said. "Let me get the guys in here, and I've got a question for you, Jeri."
He quickly ducked back into the office and got the others to join him in the kitchen with the women. He then reached into his pocket and produced the ring box, which produced many more tears, even before she opened it.
"Oh my God! Yes! Yes! Yes!" Jeri shrieked loudly, completely overwhelmed with emotion for the second time in five minutes.
She grabbed Eli in her hardest hug before crushing his lips with hers as tears ran down her cheeks.


Hearing the noise, most of the children in the house joined the adults in the kitchen, clamoring to know if a sobbing Jeri was all right.
"Aunt Jeri from now on, guys," Stell announced. "Uncle Eli and Aunt Jeri will be getting married soon."
There was a chorus of cheers from everybody in the room.
As everybody was celebrating, John took Jeri aside by the arm.
"I know you've got parents, but Stell and I would be honored if you would let us give you this wedding," John said. "If you can't tell, we think the world of Eli... and we welcome you to our family with open arms."
Jeri cried again as she kissed John's cheek and he dwarfed her in a hug.
Eli and Jeri were married six months later.
Although things happened quickly, Jeri's parents were on board almost from the moment they found out about their daughter and Elliott. A big selling point turned out to be Aliyah Ray. Jeri's parents had long ago come to grips with never being grandparents, but Aliyah Ray completely turned the game on its head. They instantly relished the chance to be grandparents.
Nobody had their life changed more than Jeri: new husband, new daughter, new family, new location and new job. She and Eli decided together that she would be a stay-at-home mom until Aliyah Ray started school so she could soak up the whole new experience. Stell and her family and Evelyn and Steve made several trips to Houston to help out.
"I miss you like crazy, Jeri. I miss being able to pop over or having you pop over at any time," Evelyn told her one day when they were sitting together drinking coffee at Jeri and Eli's home. "And the Golden Child is here, my son is here. I've been working on Steve to maybe retire early in a few years, then we can move somewhere around here."
Jeri quickly became that mom: the one always helping out at kids' events, bringing the snacks, cheering from the sidelines. She made sure, however, to leave room for other parents, because she was afraid to "overreach on the fun," as she called it.
"You and Aliyah Ray have given me a do-over, Eli. I get to be a wife and mother. I just have to remember that there are other moms... other parents... trying to enjoy the kid experience as well. I just never thought I'd get to do this... ever."
Jeri adopted Aliyah Ray as soon as it was legal to do so, with the enthusiastic support of the Chambers' clan. She and Elliott had decided to explain the family situation to their daughter as soon as they felt she was old enough to understand. Considering by her skin tone and hair type Aliyah Ray was obviously mixed race and her parents were both white, it seemed the prudent thing to do. In reality, on the few times someone made the observation that the child and her parents were not of the same race, it was always assumed that she was adopted, like some of Angelina Jolie's children... which was only half-accurate.
Elliott and Jeri figured they had until Aliyah Ray was about 10 before they needed to explain their family dynamic to her, but she surprised them when she initiated the discussion when she was about 8... for reasons they never saw coming.
"My friends want to know how come I have three sets of grandparents but only two parents," Aliyah Ray asked her parents one night at the dinner table. "All of my friends who have more than two sets of grandparents also have more than two parents... you know, because of divorce."
Neither Elliott nor Jeri saw that coming... quite the way it did. They figured their daughter was old enough to hear the full story, which included Elliott's marriage to Raylene and Raylene's death right after childbirth. They also explained that Elliott and Jeri had been close friends before he went to college, and that Grandma Stell--Raylene's mother--basically recruited Jeri to reconnect with Elliott.
"So the Parker and Chambers grandparents are from birth, while the Sebnick grandparents are from your mom's family through adoption. Six grands, no divorces. Follow?" Elliott asked.
"Follow," Aliyah Ray answered.
The relationship between Aliyah Ray and her parents was such that the Parker home was often the place where Aliyah Ray and her friends congregated throughout junior high and high school. There seemed to always be something going on or several additional children staying over on weekends, even though Aliyah Ray knew that sometimes her parents would embarrass her with a public display of affection for each other, like a kiss or a tight hug.
"Eww, you guys! Get a room!" Aliyah Ray would usually shout if her parents exchanged a kiss in front of her and her friends.
"She's just kidding you, Mr. and Mrs. Parker. We're not offended. We think you guys are cute... for old people," said one of their daughter's friends one time. "Actually, I wish my parents were cute like you two."
Stell Chambers and Evelyn Parker were sitting together at the kitchen table in Stell's home in Chicago several years later, both enjoying a flute of Asti Spumante, as controlled chaos reigned around them before another family Christmas celebration that now included four generations of family.
"Isn't this the best?" Stell asked Evelyn.
"Absolutely," Evie said with a bright smile. "Thank you for inviting Steve and me. It's always fun to be with family at Christmas.
There was a shriek from the family room.
"That sounded like Aliyah Ray," Evelyn said. "Bet you a nickel Eli's going to be up to check on what's happening with the kids. He can't help himself, especially since she brought that boy with her."
Both women laughed as Elliott sauntered past the kitchen on the way toward the family room, trying to look casual.
"I've seen that look before, on John's face. There wasn't a boy alive who John trusted near his daughters back in the day, no matter what he'd say... even Eli when Raylene first brought him home. Eli eventually won John over, but it took a bit... and John can be a bit imposing. Eli never backed off, though, and showed John he was serious about being with Raylene. John didn't make it easy for Eli, the way he didn't make it easy for Jayden with Kayla before that. But Raylene was his baby girl, so he might have been a little tougher on Eli," Stell said.
"Eli would have run through a brick wall for Raylene... the way he'd run through a brick wall for Jeri and Aliyah Ray," Evie said. "I can't tell you how amazing it was when you brought Jeri back into his life. He was lost. And then... Thank you."
"He's family. You know, you do for family, Evie. Raylene would have wanted that," she said.
Evie held her flute up and out toward Stell. Stell clinked her flute with Evie's. Both women smiled, then sipped.
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Because I wasn't born yesterday, I knew things weren't good when I walked into my house on a Friday night to find my wife of 22 years sitting on the sofa holding hands with a young man I had never seen before.
Both of them appeared more than a little nervous when I took a good look at them as I set my keys on their usual hook in the kitchen.
"Shit! I suppose this is the spot where you tell me 'we need to talk?'"
The two looked at each in surprise. Maybe they didn't live in the real world. We'd see.
"Yeah. How did you know that?" the as-yet-unidentified man asked... like it was a big fucking mystery.
I sighed heavily. I guessed I was going to have to play both my part and their part in this little drama.
"Because you two are sitting smooshed together holding hands like a couple of high-schoolers on my living room sofa," I said, not trying to hold back my anger. "You two are obviously going to tell me something upsetting, like you've been having an affair behind my back for some time and want to come clean."
The mystery man's jaw dropped. I looked at both him and my wife with the most obvious disdain I could show on my face. They stared back at me for several long seconds.
"Exactly," the unnamed genius answered, his voice wavering.
At that exact moment I found out I was a stronger man than I ever thought, because somehow I resisted the incredible urge to club both of them into submission.
"Spill it, God damn it!" I growled, half out loud and half under my breath.
Traci gently squeezed our mystery guest's hand. He took the hint and shut his mouth, giving her the floor.
"W-we need to tell you we've been having an affair for the past three months," Traci practically whispered, her eyes going back and forth from the mystery guest to me and back again. "We're really sorry for deceiving you for so long, which is why we're coming to you now."
It was my turn to act surprised.
"You successfully hid an affair from me for three months. Now you're coming clean. What am I missing?" I snarled.
"W-we don't intend to stop for a while," Traci said, still in a voice that was more background than foreground. "We're just telling you because we feel bad about going behind your back. Eric wanted to tell you right from the start, but I was the one who said we should keep it quiet for a while. But he finally convinced me to tell you so we could both feel better about what we're doing."
"Wait a fucking minute. You're telling me about your affair so you can feel better about it while you're doing it?"
"Yeah," the man I now knew as Eric said. "If we tell you about it, we're not cheating on you anymore. And since we've been upfront, we're hoping you can forgive us for those first three months."
"Who the fuck are you, Eric?" I asked very loudly, clenching and unclenching my fists as I asked.
Traci was watching me carefully.
"I wouldn't even consider trying to fight him if I were you, Don. Take a good look at him. He's at least three inches and 40 pounds bigger, 20 years younger and those rippling muscles are real. He was a reserve linebacker for Western Michigan for four years, just a few years ago," Traci said.
I took a careful look at Eric. The old saying that forewarned is forearmed was definitely correct in this case. OK, so I wasn't going to fight him... at least not fairly, but I certainly wasn't going to back down completely.
"I'll ask again. Who the fuck are you, Eric?" I queried, my voice rising with my anger.
"Eric Jones, sir. I work with your wife at the real estate agency."
Oh, Jesus, the fucking kid just hit me with a sir. Handsome, big and polite. I noticed Traci was looking at him like he was dipped in chocolate and honey. Fuck. If I wasn't considering anything but divorcing the stupid bitch, I would have been fucked.
"I really like your wife. She's been a good teacher. I think when we're done, I'll be able to keep up sexually with any woman," Eric said.
"Ah, holy shit! You're teaching him..."
"He needed someone. He was so shy and backward. It was almost painful. Somebody had to help him. I'm that someone," Traci said with pride in her voice.
"You're my wife. You can't be teaching another man sex," I demanded.
"And yet, here we are," she giggled.
She giggled. I felt my blood pressure go up... way up.
I had been standing the whole time since walking in my door. I suddenly felt the need to sit down and get my bearings. I staggered over to my La-Z-Boy and flopped down. My whole world seemed to be floating away from me.
"This won't be forever, Don. I'm helping Eric, providing him an education, and I'm enjoying it, too. I'm not going to lie. He's an apt student, and very powerful. He just needed someone to teach him, build up his confidence. Someday he'll make some woman a great sex partner, and I will have helped two people," she said, gaining confidence.
"And our vows... our marriage... meant nothing to you?" I asked incredulously.
"That's why we're here right now, Don. Our marriage means the world to me. This doesn't have to affect our marriage, unless you want it to. You had no idea this was happening for the last three months, so it obviously didn't affect you. You wouldn't have known if we didn't tell you. We can continue to go on exactly the way we were, except we don't have to feel guilty because we've now told you," she explained.
"You two have been fucking each other for the last three months. Why tell me now and rip my heart out?" I whined, hating that I did.
"Because we were afraid that you'd find out somehow and be really devastated. The more times you go to the well, the more the odds increased that we'd be caught... and we didn't want to do that to you," Traci said.
"My mom raised me to be respectful, sir. Going behind your back wasn't right, so we had to tell you," the kid said, again hitting me with that sir shit. Every time he "sirred" me, Traci would look at him like a proud parent.
"How respectful was it to be fucking another man's wife?" I asked him directly.
Traci actually had the nerve to glower at me when I asked him that question. He stammered but didn't answer, eventually looking to my wife for help, I suppose.
It didn't take a rocket scientist, nor a certified public accountant such as myself, to know that the two of them were seeking absolution for what they'd already done, and tacit permission to continue on in the future. Until several minutes earlier, I had loved this woman with everything in my being; now the hole in the bag was letting my sand of love spill onto the floor at a rapid rate.
"If you're expecting some sort of approval from me, you're going to be incredibly disappointed, both of you. That's not happening. Not today, not tomorrow, not next week," I declared.
They both looked upset with me. Really?
"Come on, Traci. You had to know I wasn't going to go along with this cockamamie bullshit. We've always been of the same mind on fidelity: one and done. When did you switch sides, so to speak?" I growled.
She looked at Eric, then briefly looked at me before turning her eyes to the floor.
"It... it just happened, Don. We didn't plan for this," she replied. "We were friends, got to talking and I found out that he... had only had sex with two women because he was just about a virgin and afraid that he wouldn't be able to satisfy any woman. I mean, look at him: he's gorgeous and fit and... it just seemed like such a waste. I figured I could teach him. Did you know in France, it's not uncommon for a friend of a young man's mother to help 'make him a man.' This just seemed like the right thing to do... for both him and me. I could 'coach him up,' and he could make an old lady feel young and alive again."
"But you are married. Did I even merit a thought in there somewhere?" I whined again. God, I really hated doing that.
"It just happened... slowly and then all at once," she said. "I didn't really think about it the first time until we had finished. I felt guilty, but at the same time I also felt invigorated and... wonderful. I won't lie to you. He's big, strong, vigorous..."
"All right. All right. I get it," I said angrily.
My stomach... actually several inches below my stomach, felt like I had been kicked repeatedly. I was fighting off the urge to puke.
"When the world didn't collapse and you didn't seem to have a clue after we did it the first time, I knew that you didn't 'miss' anything," she said. "It was just a matter of Eric and I not feeling good about going behind your back.
"You didn't know and it didn't hurt you. So you just need to pretend you still don't know, and it won't hurt you."
"The same way Wonder Boy here can't unfuck you is the same way I can't unknow that he did fuck you, and I won't put up with it," I said.
"Huh," she said like a throw-off. "You won't put up with it. Since when did you become my owner? It's my body, and I can give it to whomever I want, without asking for your permission..."
"You can in general, but not if you want to stay married to me," I explained. "Since we are married, you could say we entered into a contract with each other, which means that your body belongs to me. Therefore you had no right, have no right, to give your body away to anybody else, the same way I don't have the right to give my body to anyone besides you."
She looked shocked. She turned to Eric, who looked like the poster boy for the Terminally Clueless.
It was way too early for me to figure out if I wanted to stay married to this woman for what she had already done, but there was no way we could stay married if she was going to continue this affair. Maybe... maybe we could put this stupidity behind us, and with some good counseling, remain married.
And then...
"We didn't come here to negotiate. We just came here to let you know how things are going to go in the future," she said. "You're not going to throw away a great marriage and lose half our stuff for something that hasn't affected you so far and won't affect you going forward."
Wow. I didn't see that coming. Apparently I had a much bigger problem than I knew. I tried to switch tack.
"My marriage is hanging by a thread, in great measure thanks to you, son," I said to Eric. "If I asked you, would you end this... whatever it is... with my wife, because you're so respectful and all?"
He started to say something but quickly closed his mouth and looked straight at my wife, who gave him a tiny shake of her head.
"That's not really up to me, sir. The only way I'd stop fu... having sex with Traci is if she told me no more. Until she tells me to stop, I'm not going to," he said, sitting up straighter so I could get a better look at his large size, I suppose.
"Yeah, that's what I figured," I said. "Someday, kid, your parents and I are going to have a long discussion about what they have or haven't taught you about respect."
He blushed deeply. I saw his hands ball into fists, then release. I wasn't going to back down from this piece of shit, even if it meant I was going to take a beating.
We bantered back and forth for several more minutes. Traci admitted to me that the two of them usually had sex about twice a week, except for the week I took a business trip to New York. With me gone, she felt free to move him into the house for what sounded like a full-fledged fuckfest.
"You brought him here? You fucked him in our house? Holy shit... in our bed?" I asked.
She looked at me blankly, then looked away without answering... but answering. Son of a bitch!
I closed my eyes, thinking back to happier times: the first time we had sex, when she accepted my marriage proposal, our wedding day, the birth of our two kids. I thought we were going to grow old together, enjoying our grandkids and doing some traveling together. Now I was looking at enjoying the grandkids and traveling solo. Fuck.
We never had an actual numbers conversation before we married, but from the way she talked there weren't too many sexual partners before me. Assuming she hadn't cheated with anybody before Eric, I wondered if she was going through some sort of mental thing at 45, feeling she needed to prove she "still had it."
"So... Eric... how old are you? Are you old enough to drink?" I queried, half in anger and half in spite.
"I'm 26, sir. Is that important for some reason?" he asked.
"That makes you only six years older than your lover's oldest child. Did you know that? Had you and she ever discussed having a kid of your own after I'm gone?"
"Wh-what? Kids... no, we've never talked about having any kids. She's married," he mumbled, half in shock and having no clue that I was totally fucking with him... the two of them, actually.
"She won't be married much longer. So... kids on the horizon? Should I tell Kate and Joy to brace for some siblings?"
Eric's mouth dropped open. It looked like he might have been considering what I was asking; at least until he looked over at a glaring Traci.
"That's not funny," Traci said, turning back to me. "There's not going to be a divorce. We're going to grow old together."
I gave a full belly laugh.
"Yeah, right. What the fuck world are you living in?" I rasped.
"You can't divorce her. She loves you. She tells me that all the time. She cares for me, but she loves you," Eric voiced.
"Like I would actually believe some fucking kid who's been fucking my slut wife behind my back for the last three months!" I roared, the volume of my voice startling both of them.
At least the kid had the good grace to drop his eyes. My wife, on the other hand, must have figured that the best defense was a good offense.
"Do you really want to wind up in a small apartment by yourself, when this is just a temporary thing. I love you, Don. What I have with Eric is separate from us, and it won't be permanent," she pleaded.
"You honestly expect me to let you fuck this piece of shit kid for months on end, then pretend like nothing happened? Do you take me for a willing cuckold, woman. Not happening," I growled.
"You're telling me you'd let me fuck Diane Figgerton for several months, then we could go back to being a couple like nothing had happened?"
I knew bringing her friend Diane into the conversation would be a spiked glove to her face. Although the two are friends, Diane has long strawberry-blonde hair, green eyes and tits the size of small watermelons. Despite their being friends, Traci was always jealous of "Walking Wet Dream Figgerton," as were many other women.
"Well...th-that's different!" she squeaked, her face turning crimson.
"Pray tell, how is it different?" I asked.
"It... it... it just is. It just is," she answered, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Right," I replied no louder than she spoke.
I got up out of my chair, went into the kitchen and looked around. I knew nothing was being prepared for dinner. Sometimes you do things just for effect.
"Hell, wouldn't it have been better for your cause if you had made me some type of over-the-top dinner? Something that would remind me what I'd be missing if I divorced you. Remember that for the next time you ambush whoever you marry next, if you're not considering lover-boy here," I remarked.
I took a quick peek at both of their faces. Traci looked stricken. The kid looked lost.
"I'd apologize for being rude and not inviting you two out with me for dinner, but fuck you both," I said. "By the way, if I ever find out that you two have fucked in our marital bed again, I'll kill you both. Don't believe me, try it and find out if I'm fucking around."
Neither one of them looked very self-assured at that moment. Would I have carried out my threat? Hell, yes. I felt I didn't have a lot to lose.
I went to a favorite quiet pub to eat and have several drinks. I purposely stayed away from my house for several hours, not walking back in until almost 10. As expected, Traci was home by herself, sitting in the family room reading, her legs tucked up under her, a cup of coffee on the table by her side.
I didn't need another drink, but I still grabbed a shot of Eagle Rare bourbon, went into the family room, sat in my La-Z-Boy and turned on the bigscreen. I nodded in her direction when she looked at me, but I never said a word.
I know she kept peeking over at me, hoping for some way to start a conversation, I suppose, but I never really looked over at her and gave her the opportunity. About an hour later, I got up and headed upstairs to bed--in the guest bedroom. She fucked that kid in our marital bed. I was never going to sleep there again.
I heard her come upstairs some time later. I have no idea what she thought when she got up to our master bedroom and didn't find me sleeping there.
I spent most of the weekend catching up on yard chores. Since the kids have been at school, we usually went out to eat on Saturday nights, but Traci correctly figured I wouldn't be going anywhere with her this weekend, so she cooked a meal that we ate in almost total silence.
Professional service people run in similar circles, so I knew who I was going to call first thing Monday morning. Marianne Cooper was the biggest, baddest family attorney shark swimming in the waters of our midwestern city. Not that I wanted her to chew up my wife, but I wasn't taking any chances that I wouldn't get treated fairly. It would also show my wife that I was dead fucking serious in my intention to divorce her cheating ass.
I had been doing the accounting work for Marianne's practice for about 10 years, as well as her personal taxes for that same time period. She shoe-horned me into her schedule for the next morning, and expressed her sorrow that Traci and I weren't going the distance.
At dinner Monday night Traci asked me if we could have a sit-down Friday night at 7 to discuss our marriage. I would have listened to her that night, but when she asked for an appointment of sorts, I knew she was setting up an ambush. Two could play that game, so I agreed.
I called Marianne and paid extra to have her get divorce papers ready to be delivered Friday night at 8. I then called both of our children in a conference call and asked them to be at our house at 7:05 specifically, after first telling them that I was divorcing their mother for her cheating on me. Both girls were shocked, to say the least. They both asked me if I had any evidence or was it just supposition. When I told them their mother actually confessed, I could practically hear them choke over the phone line. They apologized to me for Traci's behavior. I told them it was not their place to apologize for their mother's disrespect of me and complete selfishness.
I then explained about their mother's planned ambush of me on Friday night, and I wanted them there to be my back-up.
We finished eating and Traci cleaned up the kitchen at about 6:45. She had said she wanted to meet in the family room, so I brewed a pot of coffee and had a cup for each of us at our places a few minutes before 7. Traci tried to play innocent when the doorbell rang, but again, I wasn't born yesterday. While she answered the door, I got a third cup poured and set it down on the coffee table next to where I had put Traci's cup.
"Eric, I'd say it was a surprise to see you, but in truth, I would have been surprised if you hadn't shown up," I said.
"Well, since this concerns all of us, I thought we should all be here," Traci said as she moved into the room.
"I'm glad you feel that way, sweets," I said as I got up and headed to the door, opened it and motioned toward a car in front of the house. "I completely agree with you. We should all be here."
Traci turned around and looked shocked to see our two daughters enter the house as I closed the door behind them. She started to protest, but I quickly shut her down.
"All of us, sweets."


Traci and Eric were sitting together on the sofa, the girls both sat on the loveseat and I was sitting in my La-Z-Boy. Traci looked unhinged, so I figured I'd better start.
"Girls, this is Eric Jones," I started. "He and your mother have been having an affair for the last three months, and your mother has stated she intends to continue this for a while longer. Eric, these two pretty young things are our daughters, Kate and Joy. Since my wife's trysting with you is causing the break-up of my family, I figured it was only right that they come home and participate in this important family meeting."
Eric sat mutely and nodded at the girls. Traci looked more annoyed than anything. The girls glared daggers at both Eric and Traci.
"You didn't have to include them in on this, Don!" Traci yelled.
"We have more right to be here than your boyfriend, Mom!" Kate, the older at 20, yelled back. "This is our family that you are breaking up!"
Joy, the younger at 18, was nodding in agreement as she sat there. Tears started leaking out of Traci's eyes.
"I'm not breaking up our family. I want us to stay together. It's your father who thinks we need to break up," Traci said.
"Because you're fucking another man!" Joy yelled.
I have to admit I was shocked at the language Joy used. Despite everything that was happening, my brain went into "Dad mode," and my first instinct was to upbraid her for the nasty language. Then I came back into the present, where her language didn't mean nearly as much as the message.
Traci was doing the fish thing with her face, where her mouth was opening and closing but no words were coming out.
"I can't believe you told them," she finally blurted out. "How could you throw me under the bus like that?"
"I didn't throw you under the bus. I just told them the truth," I said. "You've been cheating on me for three months. They were going to find out anyway when we told them about the divorce..."
"What divorce? We don't need to get a divorce," Traci argued.
The doorbell rang yet again. Traci's blood pressure was going through the roof, I could tell. This next event could cause her an aneurysm.
"Who could that be? Everybody who counts is already here," Traci said.
"Not quite everybody. Answer the door, Traci. It will be for you," I said.
She followed my instructions as if she was hypnotized. The rest of us sat watching as a young man in a bad suit asked for Traci by name, then asked for identification when she acknowledged she was Traci Pratt. We sat silently as Traci got the requested ID and showed it to the man, who in turn handed Traci the manila envelope that was in his hand.
"Oh, Don," she whispered as she opened the envelope and pulled out the divorce papers.
The sobbing began moments later. I expected the girls to rush to their mother to comfort her, but they just looked from each other to their mother and then to me. Finally, Eric wrapped his arms around her.
"Why did you do this, Don?" Traci asked between sobs.
"Because I knew you two were going to ambush me," I answered. "If the girls weren't here, you were going to try to browbeat me into agreeing to let you keep going with lover-boy here while staying married to you. But because the girls are here, you couldn't ask."
She shook her head while continuing to cry.
"What the fuck happened to you, Mom? When did you become such a selfish slut. What did Dad do wrong to deserve this?" Kate snapped.
"You two aren't being very supportive of your mother," Eric remarked.
"Nobody asked you for any great insights, genius," Joy shot back. "Why the hell are you here at a family meeting?"
Eric suddenly looked very uncomfortable. I could tell my bringing in the girls messed up their plans.
He tried to stammer out an answer but came up empty.
"Being polite doesn't make up for the fact that you've been having sex with a married woman, which by extrapolation is not very polite," I said.
The girls were staring daggers at Eric. I don't think it was lost on all three of them that he was barely older than the girls, even though he was fucking their mother. Awkward, which was exactly the scenario I had set up by inviting the girls.
"We... we can't talk about this with the girls here," Traci said.
"Interesting," I responded. "You want to be a slut, but you don't want to talk about it in front of the girls. They're both adults. They understand what you want, although they probably don't understand why you want it. Honestly, I'm not sure I understand it either. Can you really be that selfish... or have you been zapped with some sort of Martian Slut Ray. I always thought that was some sort of mythical thing, like a unicorn. Who knew it really existed?"
She literally growled like an animal.
"You taught us better than this, Mom," Kate said. "Would you be so sanguine about this if Dad was fucking 'Walking Wet Dream Figgerton?' You would have tossed him out on his head and filed on him."
Traci did the fish mouth thing again. She couldn't look at either daughter directly, suddenly finding the nap of the carpet incredibly interesting.
"Exactly!" Joy chirped.
"So... you're saying there's no way you're going to let me keep seeing Eric and still stay married to you? But you love me. I know you do.
"This won't be a forever thing. Just for a while longer. Can't you give me a little more time?" she asked plaintively.
The girls must have inherited the fish-face thing from their mother, because they were now both making that face. Time to bring my wife back to reality.
"More time? No. The first three months were already three months too long and should never have happened in the first place. Your selfishness has ended us, Traci. I never... never would have thought you could have done this."
Traci's attorney tried everything he could think of to slow the progress of the divorce, including asking for marital counseling. My shark played the recording I had made of our "family" meeting for the judge, and he agreed with my determination that things had gone way too far for marital counseling. Individual counseling for Traci, however, was definitely a thing he endorsed.
We split everything down the middle since we lived in a no-fault state. Of course, there was a little less in our accounts to split as I had pre-paid all of the girls' remaining college fees into a trust for them, as suggested by my shark. We'd have to sell the house.
The love of my daughters kept me sane in an insane time in my life. I never saw this coming. I would have bet the farm that we would have been celebrating grandchildren and anniversaries until death did us part. Traci went from being a practically perfect wife to... what... a whore... slut... uncaring bitch?
Unlike some people, worrying about what I was going to do about sex going forward wasn't high on my list of priorities. I didn't live my life through my crotch. I hadn't been getting any from Traci from the minute I found out she was fucking another man.
I supposed I would eventually start to date again. Fuck, even thinking about that was depressing. I hadn't dated anyone in close to three decades. Hell, I wouldn't even know where to look to find someone to ask out on a date.
We all know what we know, and don't know what we don't. One thing I knew was that a little more than half of all marriages now end in divorce. One thing that I didn't know was that high divorce rate meant there are a lot of divorced people out there, more than I ever realized. As a couple, Traci and I had several couples in our group of friends; not so many divorced people. So I really had no clue just how many divorced people were out there: in reality, a fuck of a lot of them, which now included me.
What I never expected was the network of divorced women out there. Inside of a month of my divorce being final I was asked if I was ready to start dating by three women, one of which was a work colleague of my ex-wife and one of whom was a friend of hers. The latter, unbelievably, was Diane Figgerton. To say I was shocked would have been an understatement of epic proportions.
I was on my computer at work when Diane called. Honestly, my first thought was that she was calling about an accounting or tax problem. When she asked if I was ready to have a drink with her some evening, I froze up like a TV dinner just taken out of the freezer.
"Don? Earth to Don. Are you still there, Don?" she inquired after several seconds of dead time on the phone.
"I-I'm sorry, Diane. Let me save my work on my computer so I can talk with you," I replied lamely.
Five minutes later I had a date for drinks with "Walking Wet Dream Figgerton." Fuck. Will wonders never cease?
We had sex for the first time on our third date. The woman's body was absolutely exquisite, the stuff of legends, without a doubt the best body I've ever had the pleasure to enjoy. And enjoy it I did, three times that night and once more the morning after. I hadn't done that volume in years. Let's just say I was amped up to the max.
Diane was a sexual beast. There are some women that look amazing, but are less so when they get horizontal. There are some that are way more amazing horizontal than they look. Diane was every bit as amazing as she looked when she was between the sheets. She was strong and flexible and inventive. She just about killed me several times in bed, and I'd have to say it would have been a great way to go.
I didn't pay any attention to Traci's life after we divorced, so I was surprised and concerned when Diane jumped on me about my sex life away from her one night about six months after we got together. To explain, Diane and I had never discussed being exclusive. I was, but I knew she wasn't; she never hid that from me. So when she flat-out asked me if I was fucking my ex-wife, I didn't take it very well.
"What's going on, Diane? I haven't asked who else you've been sleeping with. What are you accusing me of?" I asked.
"Word is your ex has two--not one, two--STIs, and if you've been dipping in that well, you'd be risking my life... and I'm not too keen on that attitude," she snarled.
"I thought you knew me better than that. I'll never put my dick inside that woman again," I responded harshly. "Two STIs, seriously? If I was that type of guy, I could see why you'd be upset. That's definitely uncool. Huh. I wonder which one of them has been prospecting about?"
"I-I'm sorry, Don. I get a little wound up when it even comes to the possibility of picking up some sort of a bug," Diane apologized.
My daughter Joy confirmed the STI rumor without being prompted on a Sunday afternoon call a little after that.
"I probably shouldn't be telling you this, but Mom told me she and Eric are on the outs because he gave her a VD bug--two actually," Joy said. "I guess they are no longer exclusive. She was supposedly teaching him, and I guess he started to use the lessons she has taught him with other women.
"She explained to me that she told you she was teaching Eric and helping him to overcome his shyness, and she would turn him loose after a bit. Well, I guess he decided he was ready and has been proving that... if you don't count him picking up two bugs and passing it on to Mom. She is not happy with him."
"Makes me wonder who she passed it on to," I said, which caused Joy to gasp.
"You don't think she'd cheat on him, do you?" Joy asked.
"She didn't have any trouble doing it to me after a quarter-century. She's only been with the kid for maybe two years. Hell yes, I think she'd cheat on him. There's an old saying, kid, that says 'if she'd cheat with you, she'd cheat on you.' I wouldn't have said that prior to young Mr. Jones coming along, but she's proven she'll walk down Slut Lane for the right guy."
"Are you just talking because you're mad at her, or do you believe she's turned into that much of a slut?"
"Option two, kid. I wouldn't trust her as far as I can throw her," I said.
Two weeks later my older daughter called me in a panic.
"What did you do, Dad?" she yelled at me as I was saying hello.
"Huh? What? What are you talking about, Kate?" I asked, trying to figure out what she was asking me.
"Don't play with me, Dad. You're going to pretend you didn't attack Eric Jones?"
"I didn't. Seriously," I replied. "But you're going to tell me that somebody did, right?"
"Yeah. Somebody put him in the hospital. Broke his nose and might have ruined his left knee. Of course I thought of you first," she said. "You mean the police haven't visited you yet? Do you have an alibi for last night?"
"Yes. I was with Diane. First, we went to an Italian restaurant. Then we spent the night..."
"Okay. Okay. I don't need details," Kate interrupted.
The police showed up at my door later that day. I told them about being with Diane for the entire night, then I rang her on my cell and handed it to one of the two officers in my apartment. After introducing himself, he asked her what she had done last night and who she was with. When she gave him the same answer as I did, he thanked her and handed my phone back to me.
An hour later Traci was on the phone accusing me of attacking Eric. I let her rant for about a minute before I shut her down by telling her that I had just talked to the police and Diane confirmed my alibi.
"Of course that bitch would agree with anything you told her to say," Traci accused.
"Whatever. Jealous much?" I responded.
As my time with Diane was approaching a year I was reflecting on where I wanted to see this relationship go. I was considering asking her to be exclusive with me, but she beat me to the punch... only with a twist. She told me she wanted to see where her other relationship was going to go. I'll admit I didn't see that coming, but if that was what she wanted, I wasn't going to stand in her way.
"Thank you for being so gracious, Don. Lizzie and I have been talking about moving in together," she said.
"Probably more stupid than gracious, Di, but I hope it works out for you two," I said.
I completely understood why someone as hot as Diane wanted to keep her options open until the last minute, but I'll admit to being an old-fashioned kind of guy. If my relationship with a woman was anything more than a one-time thing, I usually only dated one person at a time. I think women are God's most complicated creatures, and I needed to concentrate on just one at a time. Maybe it was a me thing.
The only absolute thing I knew about women going forward was that there was no way I would ever again find a woman who could match up to Diane in physical beauty. I had scaled my Everest. Now I needed to find a woman who wanted to be my other half, if one was even out there.
In the meantime, the police had arrested a man in connection with the beatdown of Eric Jones. He turned out to be the father of an 18-year-old high school senior who had been one of Eric's VD recipients.
The police really didn't want to charge Marcus Gritchik with assault because they felt he was justified in kicking the shit out of Eric, but the law is the law. When I found out about Gritchik, I personally visited him in jail, thanked him for beating Eric and pledged $5,000 toward his defense attorney fees.
Wrigley Field in Chicago is absolutely beautiful in the early summer, with the green grass and the ivy on the walls. I was one of about 50 people from my town that had signed up for a chartered bus trip to Wrigley for a Saturday afternoon game, sponsored by my bank. The trip included coffee and lunch on the way up.
I was supposed to go with a friend, but his wife got sick the night before the game and he had to beg off. Having nothing else to do and having already paid for my ticket, I decided to go solo. After all, I really love baseball, and I didn't need a sidekick to have a good day.
I had noticed a group of three women that appeared to be in their 40s joking together on the bus. I guessed that they were together, and not that I looked too carefully, but I noticed none of them were wearing wedding rings. They all were fairly good-looking, and all were dressed in fairly short shorts and tight T-shirts; one of them even had on a Cubs T and Cubs hat. We had exchanged a few pleasantries on the bus on the way up to the game. They good-naturedly gave me shit because I came to the game as a single. I returned their banter by pointing out I didn't need a wingman to help me chase women.
The women were sitting about a half-row over from where I was. Two of the three were cheering loudly for the Cubs and downing beers, but the one in the Cubs gear was serious as a heart attack about the game, intently watching the action and even scoring. Yes, scoring. In my life I haven't seen more than a handful of women who knew how to score, and would actually do it during a game, so yeah, I was impressed.
The one scoring was sitting on the aisle, so at one point when I got out of my seat to get a hot dog and beer, I stopped right next to her and looked over at her handiwork.
"Nice. Where did you learn how to do that?" I inquired.
She looked up at me with an unreadable expression, then answered while her eyes returned to the field.
"My dad taught me when I was a kid. We used to go to a half-dozen games every year," she said. "I love this game.
"I'm Taylor, by the way. What's your story, Solo Guy?"
She shot me a quick look before going back to the field with her eyes.
"Friend bailed on me last night, something about his wife getting sick. Pathetic, huh? She didn't need him to stay home with her while she laid up in bed. Right?" I asked.
"Yeah. She could have laid around by herself. She's a big girl," Taylor said.
"I'm Don. W-would you consider going to a game with me sometime... I mean, without your chaperones?"
"Be careful there, Solo Guy. We heard that. We can't believe anybody wouldn't want us hanging around," the friend sitting closest to Taylor said.
Just then an usher came up to me and told me I needed to move out of the aisle. I quickly had Taylor put her number in my phone, then moved back to my seat. Completely in character, she went right back to scoring the game.
Taylor dropped into the empty seat next to me for the ride home, and we dissected the Cubs' 6-2 win over the New York Mets, among other things. She was bright and funny, to go along with having shoulder-length blonde hair and glowing green eyes. She also filled out her T-shirt and shorts nicely, too. Just sayin'.
We went to a game two weeks later. We ate a lot and laughed a hell of a lot while we both also kept score. That led to a dinner date, and she proved to be just as much fun using a fork and knife as she was at the baseball game. That led to more dates of all types.
We got intimate on our sixth date. We went back to my apartment and were soon making out on the sofa like teenagers. We then adjourned to my bedroom because my queen-size bed had a lot more space than the sofa.
My eyes, tongue and hands were very impressed with her toned body. I found out her collarbones were very sensitive, and within minutes she was squealing and writhing. When my fingers found her pussy, the noises got louder and wilder. I sensed she didn't have a lot left after she shrieked through her sixth orgasm, so I slid further down until I was looking at her very wet, puffy pussy. I started my efforts there by blowing a hot breath at her opening, then flattened my tongue over that part.
The resulting explosion of jumping and screaming at first scared the shit out of me. It was like I had put an open electric line to her body, and I had never heard a woman shriek that loudly. Once I recovered my wits I went right back to licking and exploring with my tongue until she scissored her legs around my head and tried to smother me with her pussy. After about a minute I got her to release my head by repeatedly tapping on her upper leg, then once I got caught up on my oxygen intake I went back to it.


I had never before had a partner that was as loud as Taylor. At one point I was afraid that my neighbors would call the cops.
When the noise and writhing stopped, I looked up from between her legs and saw she was passed out. Yes, I felt like King Kong.
I crawled up the bed and laid down next to her. She stayed out for about another minute, then woke up groggily.
"What the hell was that? What just happened?" she asked quietly. "Where was all that screaming coming from?"
At first I thought she was joking with me, but after kissing her gently I noticed the lights in her eyes hadn't completely come back on.
"You passed out while screaming through an orgasm. It was amazing and adorable," I explained.
"Amazing, I'll agree with. Adorable, I'm not so sure of. That screaming really was coming from me?" she responded. "God, I'm so embarrassed."
"Don't be. I'm rather proud of myself," I said.
She reached down and felt my still-erect member.
"We never got to the lovemaking. Sorry about that. How about we take care of this now?" she said.
The lovemaking was slow and gentle. I didn't think she had the strength left for anything else. She came a final time, and I could feel her body was done for the evening.
"You are a very talented man. That tongue of yours is amazing. I've never had anyone do that to me quite like that. What are you doing for the rest of your life?"
She smiled dreamily at me and was out like a light moments later. That seemed like a good idea, so I threw an arm and a leg over her and went to sleep as well.
It was light out when Taylor woke me trying to get out from under my arm. I lifted my arm and she jumped up and ran to the bathroom, hardly acknowledging me.
"Wasn't trying to be rude. Really had to go," she said when she walked back into the room with a sheepish smile.
I held the blanket up and she slid back in. She gave me a deep kiss, and we were off to the races again, so to speak.
I toasted some Eggo waffles and made some link sausage for brunch after we showered together. I didn't take her home until the early afternoon.
I clicked with this woman the same way I had done with my ex-wife a lifetime ago. We were finishing each other's sentences after three months, she moved in with me after four months and I introduced her to my kids after five months. She introduced me to her adult son right around the same time. He was very protective of his mother, and actually had the balls to threaten me with bodily harm if I did her wrong. I liked him immediately.
We were married in a small ceremony six months later.
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Nate Ellison was seated next to his attorney in an antiseptic conference room when his soon-to-be ex-wife walked into the room with her attorney.
The woman, he had to admit, was absolutely gorgeous--at least physically. And therein lay the rub.
Twenty years ago, Nate and a woman who only vaguely resembled the woman who walked into the room, stood before a minister and swore vows that included the words, "til death do us part."
Neither Nate nor the woman had died. Instead, it was their marriage that was on its final few breaths. Nate still didn't completely understand what had happened, even as he and his attorney rose in place as the other two entered the room.
Nate thought Laura Smithson was beautiful as she walked down the church aisle on the arm of her father. He didn't know then that there was a lot more beauty hidden in the woman, but when it finally was revealed to him, it proved to be the beginning of the end.
As Laura's physical beauty was finally revealed to everyone else these last few years, the beauty that had been the marriage of Nate and Laura began a slow death.
This final meeting was to put signatures to the decree that would officially end what had started off beautifully and died so ugly.
Nate looked at the woman in disbelief. At 45, she looked 35, with her shoulder-length curly blonde hair, beautiful face with dimples, bright blue eyes, big yet still-firm boobs and flat, hard stomach. This was a far cry from the 25-year-old woman who walked down the aisle, carrying an extra 35 pounds in her face, stomach and butt and wearing thick eyeglasses. Nate was pretty much the only one who thought she was beautiful then. Right at that moment, he longed for that woman to magically re-appear in front of his eyes.
It wasn't always easy, and the two had their moments here and there, but for 17 years they had been on the same page, enjoying a nice middle-class life and raising what both considered a fine daughter, who was now a senior getting ready to head to college in a year. Yes, Nate knew his wife had a weight problem as so many people have, but it didn't affect the love he had for the woman not one bit. All he cared about was her happiness.
The two had met as sophomores in college. Nate was an IT major and Laura was a business major. They met in an American history class that both had to take as part of their liberal arts requirement. He found her... engaging and cute, and in the interest of full disclosure, liked the look of her full boobs under her shirts.
Laura found the 6-foot, 180-pound Nate cute, funny, charming and intelligent. His curly dark brown hair was somewhat out of control and almost as long as hers, and she found his athletic body to be warm and comforting when the two cuddled, as they frequently did when sitting next to each other.
Nate was also a unicorn in Laura's world: a boy who seemed to want her for herself, not as a wingman looking to separate her from a close friend so the wingman's friend could make out with, or have sex with, her friend. In high school and at least through her freshman year of college, Laura was usually "the maid of honor," the friend who protected her prettier friend from horny boys trying to take advantage. She was smart enough to see the truth for what it was, and sometimes "took one for the team," spending several hours making out with a wingman when her friend wanted to be alone with her boyfriend. The making out sometimes including gratuitous groping--after all, she did have wonderous, large boobs--and on two occasions what turned into her only two sexual experiences up until she started dating Nate.
She was surprised and happy when Nate asked her out on a date the first time, and even more surprised when one of his friends didn't try to ask out one of her prettier friends for a double date. In point of fact, Nate was probably a borderline geek, and he really didn't have any close friends who had the looks to ask out one of Laura's prettier friends, of which she had several.
Nate was such a gentleman that he didn't try to kiss her until their second date, and didn't try to feel her boobs until their fourth date. Like the others she had dated, though, Nate seemed mesmerized at first when he got his hands on her sizable melons. She supposed that every boy she would ever date would have that reaction... and she wasn't wrong.
Nate wasn't overly experienced when the two started having sex, but he was a voracious reader, and one of the magazines he read regularly was Playboy magazine, the standard for "girly" magazines before the Internet put many of them out of business. Unlike most guys his age, Nate actually read the articles, and learned skills which he would use with women.
Nate's tongue was the first one to tease Laura's nether regions, and together with his fingers caused the woman to orgasm and pass out for the first time during sex. From that moment on, the young man practically owned the woman sexually, although he never realized that not every man tried to please his partner as he did.
The two had sex at least every day during the first few years of their marriage and still were making love four or five times each week after their daughter, Cecelia, came along three years after they were married. These last several years, however, Laura had almost become a different woman sexually. She stopped initiating at all and rarely seemed to be in the mood for any kind of sex. When Nate could get her interested, her participation was lukewarm at best. Among other things, Nate noticed that she seemed more self-conscious about her weight than ever, and rarely dressed as nicely as she had earlier in their marriage.
Nate repeatedly asked her to see a doctor, thinking that maybe she was depressed. She repeatedly refused to see a professional, citing that she was fine, but that maybe he was oversexed.
"We're 40 now, Nate. It's natural to slow down a bit," she said to him several times when she knocked him back.
Laura and several co-workers were eating lunch at a small restaurant when the conversation got around to Doreen Zimmerman's recent weight loss. Doreen had been chunky for most of her life, but in the last three months had slimmed down considerably thanks to taking the drug Ozempic for her diabetes.
"You look amazing, Dorie, really hot," said Grace Hinson, one of the other women at the table. "I'd bet your hubby is practically chasing you around the house."
The other women laughed uproariously while Doreen blushed happily.
"Forget Fred. There's some hunk at my gym who's gotten very friendly. I wouldn't mind if he did some chasing!" Doreen announced.
Laura was very interested in Doreen's experience with Ozempic, which was also being prescribed for weight loss for many people. She decided she would talk with her doctor about the drug.
"You wouldn't really step out on Fred after all these years, would you, Dorie?" Grace asked, surprise in her voice.
"Nah, I wouldn't do that to Fred... probably not..." Doreen said while wiggling her eyebrows. "Well, unless I was sure that he would never find out. I mean, I love Fred, but if he never found out, how was he being hurt?"
Two months later, Laura had lost 10 pounds and joined a gym. Nate was incredibly supportive of his wife's efforts, and didn't mind picking up a little extra at home while Laura took some extra time for her weight loss and improved health.
Six months later, everyone who knew Laura would agree she had never looked better. Her large boobs now looked even bigger with her stomach, hips and butt all tight and muscular. For the first time in her life, she noticed men looking her way and flirting with her. Her confidence and ego mushroomed.
While Nate was incredibly pleased with the physical transformation of his wife, he was somewhat disturbed by what he saw occurring to her mental state. On the face of it, she seemed happier and more energetic, but Nate felt that she seemed to be pulling away from him and their daughter, despite their repeated attempts to reconnect with her.
Finally the woman getting the notice for the first time in her life, instead of playing second banana, Laura didn't handle the situation with her usual aplomb. If anything, she reveled openly in her newfound celebrity--if you will--and rarely missed a chance to flirt with a good-looking, complimentary man. Even her work colleagues were somewhat alarmed with how far she took her flirting when they were out of the office.
"You do remember you're a married woman... and Nate has been there for you since the very beginning," Grace Hinson reminded her when she came back to the table with her friends after dancing with several men one Friday evening during a girls' night out. "You let that second guy's hands wander all over the place without stopping him. We weren't the only ones taking notice, girl."
"What was it that Dorie said... what he doesn't know won't hurt him. I'm just having some fun, Gracie," Laura said.
Just fun turned a little more serious when a young professional named Christian Wilcox decided that the rings on Laura's left hand didn't mean much to him, and he vowed he would have the sexy MILF before too much longer.
Laura didn't show up the next time her workmates got together for after-work drinks. Instead, she met the 28-year-old Wilcox in a quiet bar for dinner and... whatever.
Laura had been dressing more provocatively since she lost her weight, but had always kept it within reason as she worked for a financial services firm. On this day, however, she might have crossed the line, at least according to several of her workmates. He tight skirt barely reached mid-thigh and her silky blouse was a little tighter over her large tits.
"You look hot... and slutty, babe. I'm guessing you've got a date tonight after work... with that hot pharmaceutical sales guy you talked to last week at the bar, right?" Grace Hinson asked.
Laura nodded and blushed.
"Anybody else figure it out?" Laura practically whispered.
"I'm sure the girls have it figured out. I mean, you can't even look down without your skirt giving it up. Maybe nobody else will notice, but I doubt that. Next time you might want to dial it back a bit, babe," Grace warned. "But I'm still going to want details on Monday."
"Yes, Mom," Laura said like a child being disciplined.
Laura was already wet when she got to the restaurant that night. There wasn't a doubt in her mind that she was going to fuck the handsome younger man on this night; the only question was how many times could the kid get it up.
Christian ("don't call me Chris") Wilcox was pretty sure he had died and gone to heaven that night. He came in the MILF's mouth to start the festivities, then fucked her lights out doggy the second time, with Laura having several orgasms that way. After she sucked him hard again, she rode him wildly while he happily played with her big bouncing boobs, several more orgasms coming from the woman. After a break for rehydration, the pair made slow, somewhat passionate love the fourth round, although Laura didn't come this time. Still, both were well-pleased when Laura announced that she needed to clean up a bit and get home, since it was already 10:30 and the two had been at it for more than two hours.
Laura was both incredibly sated and somewhat exhausted as she drove home. She hadn't given one thought to her husband the entire night until she was almost home. As opposed to anything she had done in bed with her husband in the last several years, Laura had been an active, very willing participant with her lover. She probably would have said the sex was the best she had ever had, if asked. Also if asked, she definitely would have said anything she had done on this night was completely separate from her life with her husband.
In fact, if asked, she would have said that her life had changed forever that night.
While he and Laura hadn't been too close in recent months, Nate never gave a thought to his wife cheating on him with another man. She quickly went over to him and gave him a soft kiss on his lips when she got in, knowing that the parting shot of gin she had in Christian's apartment would cover any other tastes in her mouth. She had done a quick clean-up of her nether region, and she knew Nate wouldn't approach her for sex, so she was covered there.
She only had to tell a few small lies about her "evening out with the girls."
Monday at lunch Grace Hinson made sure to get Laura alone so she could get all the dirt on her date with Christian. Knowing that the chances of Nate speaking to Grace were nil, Laura didn't hesitate to give her friend the full story. Grace did her best not to act shocked at her friend's revelations.
Between the excuses of girls' nights, working late and the occasional shopping outing, Laura had been fucking Christian at least once a week for the last year. She also had two one-night stands when Christian was off on business trips on a Friday night. Laura was absolutely hooked on strange men who were not shy about admiring her body, although she still was aware that she had to be discreet. After all, she loved her husband, even if he was no longer the focus of her sexual world.
Nate had started going out with his friends on the Friday nights Laura was supposedly out with her friends and the couple's daughter, Sage, was out with her friends as well. When Sage stayed home, Nate would order a pizza and the two would have bonding time over a teenage angst movie. Nate always had a good relationship with his daughter, and was probably the closer of the two parents for most things.
Most things, however, didn't include "female" things, which was the reason Sage called him one Friday night while he was smoking cigars and drinking bourbon at a favorite small bar.
"Umm, Dad, I really need to get ahold of Mom for... umm... something, but she's not picking up," Sage said when Nate answered her call on a Friday night. "I know you've got the Find-A-Phone app for both of us, so I was hoping you could tell me where she is so I could call the bar and they could get her for me. I really need her Dad, not you, you understand?"
"I got you, Kid. Give me a sec here," Nate responded. "I'll call you right back."
Nate stepped away from his friends and for the first time used the app, which told him that his wife was at a private apartment. That couldn't be right, could it, he wondered. He looked again and got the same result. This was not good, he thought.
He called his daughter back and told her something was wrong with the Find-A-Phone and he could not locate her mother. He volunteered to try to help his daughter, or told her to call her grandmother, Laura's mother, or the mother of one of her close friends. She wasn't happy, but understood the problem was not his, so she would call someone else for an answer.
"Unless you were calling your mother to find out about having sex with a boy. Then I can give you the answer--no," he said, no sign of joking in his voice.
"Uh, no, not that, Dad. Don't worry," she said.
Once he hung up from talking with his daughter, Nate told his friends he needed to leave. He drove to the apartment building indicated on the Find-A-Phone app and parked in the back of the lot after first finding where his wife's car was parked. He noted to himself that it seemed to be an upscale building.
Two hours later Laura came out of the front door of the building, looked around quickly and got into her car. Nate was pleased that he didn't bring anything with him to eat while he waited, because it probably would have wound up on the floor of the car in a pile of vomit.
Nate wasn't born yesterday and knew he was probably looking at the end of his marriage.
Two weeks after hiring a private investigator, Nate definitely knew he was looking at the end of the marriage, especially after viewing video of his wife and her younger lover in action. The worst part was that after barely being present when he and Laura had engaged in sex recently, she appeared to be a completely wanton slut for her paramour, screaming out instructions, invectives and even her orgasms. He had to admit it was like watching porn, except in this case the slut on the receiving end of another's man cum had promised herself to him alone almost 20 years ago.
It was also obvious from the video that Laura and her paramour were very familiar with each other. It made Nate wonder just how long his wife had been cheating with this man. He also wondered how many other men she was cheating with.
A week later Laura was served divorce papers at her paramour's apartment. Nate thought the location was very appropriate, even if his wife disagreed when she got home an hour after being served.
"Damn it, Nate! Did you have to be such a fucking pig about it! You certainly could have served me at home!" Laura yelled.
"Yeah, I could have served you at home, but what fun would that have been for me?" Nate asked. "Why shouldn't I get something out of this... besides all the disrespect you've been heaping on me surreptitiously?"
Laura stammered but couldn't think of a good answer, because no matter how she looked at it, cheating on her husband was an incredibly disrespectful action.
"How long, Laura? How many different guys?" Nate asked.
"It's just Christian. There haven't been any others," Laura answered quickly, hoping that Nate didn't know everything. "I guess we've been together for about a year..."
"Together... I like that," Nate responded. "It sounds so civilized, unlike just saying 'we've been fucking each other senseless.' Had I known you two were being so civilized, I'm sure I could have had you served much more genteel."
He then started to laugh convulsively, while Laura stood uncomfortably in front of him.
"So I'm your guy when you're an overweight, frumpy woman, but as soon as you get hot you dump me and get a guy as hot as you. I get it, bitch," Nate hissed fiercely.
The statement Nate made and the tone he said it in shocked his wife because he had never before talked to her like that. Knowing her husband as well as she did, though, she should probably have realized what was coming.
"I'm sorry, Nate. I didn't mean to hurt you, but I've been the fat girl my entire life, so when I finally got hot, and somebody noticed..." she said.
"I'VE ALWAYS NOTICED! You were hot to me when you weren't to the rest of the world," Nate yelled. "Did I ever once ask you to lose weight? I've always loved you, regardless of what you weighed. You, however, seem much more hooked on being hot and having a hot relationship than being my wife and the mother of my child."
Laura visibly flinched when her husband mentioned their daughter. She really hadn't considered her daughter when she decided to have an affair.
The truth be known, the only person Laura had really considered was herself. Like most cheaters, she had never considered getting caught, so she had never really considered the consequences. In her mind, she loved her husband completely, and what she had with Christian was outside of her marriage. She didn't think she was giving her husband any less attention since her affair started. Nate most definitely wouldn't agree with that assessment.
"You do realize that I am not agreeing to this divorce," Laura said. "I love you. I don't love him. He's outside of us... and I don't plan to stop anytime soon."
"I appreciate the truth for the first time, but you know I won't share you with another man. And I don't consider your affair as being separate from us. You replaced me in bed with another man. Obviously from what you've shown me for the past few years, I no longer interest you in the sack, while you're totally his in a way you haven't been mine in years," Nate commented.
"How can you tell me you love me when you've been fucking another man for a year... and tell me you don't plan to stop fucking him anytime soon? That doesn't scream love to me."


That apparently also didn't scream love to the judge in the case, because she declined to assign marriage counseling as requested by Laura's attorney.
******
"Are you really sure you want to do this, Nate?" Laura questioned. "You know there's no way you're ever going to replace this."
Nate was completely aware that he was probably never going to be able to find a woman as beautiful as Laura--at least physically--to be his next partner, but as he learned first-hand, beauty could be skin-deep. In the future, Nate would be looking for a partner who wanted to protect his heart, rather than a partner who just wanted to make her pussy happy. He thought he had one, until she lost weight and went from a nice-looking woman to a goddess... a delusional, self-centered bitch goddess.
"Okay... your loss," she added before signing her name on the dotted line.
Laura's divorce from Nate proved a double-edged sword. While she missed the loving husband she had for two decades, she now had the freedom to have hot sex with Christian Wilcox several times each week... and on occasion an outlier when the mood and circumstance intersected. Her usual paramour never knew about this proclivity... until he felt a burning in his groin about a year later.
Christian had never used a condom with the woman because she said she was on birth control and he assumed he was her only partner after she divorced her husband. Needless to say, he was not happy when his doctor told him he had a sexually transmitted disease. The two had a falling out that lasted about as long as it took them both to get cleared.
Although he had never told Laura, Christian had taken another lover on the side soon after he became intimate with the MILF. He felt justified because at that time Laura had a husband and family, so he felt it was only fair that he had someone to turn to as well when she wasn't available. Christian hadn't used a condom with that woman, either, but the two got tested on a regular basis, so he knew with whom the problem lay.
"I get that you're a free woman now and want to sample all that life has to offer, but if you're going to do that, they need to wear condoms. No condoms between you and me. Deal?" he asked.
Laura was indeed agreeable. She loved the sex with Christian, but she knew that after several years she would never be more than just lovers with him. She knew that someday he would want to settle down and have a family, and she wasn't going to be his wife and raise his brats.
Nate was sitting in a small restaurant eating lunch and reading a book about two years after the divorce when he felt, more than saw, a presence in front of him. He looked up into the eyes of his ex-wife.
"Mind if I sit here? When I spotted you I thought it would be nice to do some catching up," she said brightly. "You do realize you look kind of pathetic eating by yourself and reading a book?"
Nate smiled self-consciously. Yes, he was completely aware of exactly how pathetic he looked, because he had admitted long ago that he was indeed pathetic. He had been on exactly one date--one--since his divorce was final. Yes, he blamed his ex-wife for much of that: after all, she had ripped his heart out and started his personal downward spiral.
"You look... great, actually," Nate said to his ex in an annoyed tone.
He would have loved to tell her anything but that... he had gone over their first meeting after the divorce in his head so many times... had his comments all scripted out. She had ruined everything by showing up looking spectacular.
Laura watched as Nate's eyes dragged their way up and down her body. She knew how much his admission of her beauty was hurting him. She smiled inwardly at that, after all, he was the one who had filed for divorce.
The two started off discussing the safest subject they could both think of: their daughter, Sage. Several minutes had gone by before Laura addressed the elephant sitting with them at the table.
"Judging by your eyes and the way that you looked me over, I'm guessing that you're not dating much, are you?" she asked. "You know, if you'd like, we could go out together occasionally... just two old friends, catching up, having conversation and... and maybe something more. We're both free now to explore any and all kinds of relationships."
Nate's eyes got wide and his brain went into that extra thinking gear it seemed to have. Nate realized that he had given up too much of himself with that look. His vision shifted again.
"You can't hide that from me, Nate," she answered. "You can hide that from everybody else, but not me. You heard right. I said we could go out occasionally, sort of like a date, and just talk about 'things,' whatever you would want. And, if we were both in the mood, we could... have sex. I know you've missed this, and yeah, I've missed your body as well."
She shook her shoulders, causing her large boobs to shake in her fairly tight sweater. She knew the effect that move would have on her ex, an alpha boob man.
Laura waited patiently while Nate's brain re-engaged after watching her boobs shake. She smiled to herself.
"Aren't you still fucking Christian?" he answered. "I don't imagine he would be very happy to see me back in the picture."
"No, I don't suppose Christian would be happy to see you back in the picture. He knows I still love you. He knows if you came back he would be relegated to second-best again."
"Second-best in your heart maybe--maybe-- but still top of the heap in fucking," he said.
"So would you be wiling to teach this old dog some of the new tricks you've surely picked up from Christian... and others?" Nate continued, taking a knowing peek at his ex when he added the last part of his question.
"You know what they say about old dogs learning new tricks. Would you be willing to try?" she asked.
Nate had thought long and hard about this in the last several years. He wasn't sure of Laura's game, but he wasn't looking to re-marry the woman. Free pussy, however, was still free pussy, especially with a woman as striking as Laura.
"We could see where this would lead, but I make no promises," Nate said.
"Lord, she's still a gorgeous woman," Nate thought to himself when he picked up Laura for a date two weeks later.
Laura saw the gape-mouthed look on her ex-husband's face and knew she had him. She twirled for him just inside her front door.
"Missed this, didn't you?" she said, not a hint of false modesty in her voice.
The date went very well, both thought. Memories flooded both of their thoughts throughout the night. It was almost a foregone conclusion that they would have sex at the end of the date.
"Free pussy can still be good pussy," Nate kept repeating to himself, trying to feel less remorseful for having sex with the woman simply because he could.
Laura thought the sex was very good. She had forgotten that Nate was excellent at eating pussy, much better than Christian would probably ever be. She screamed through several spectacular orgasms. As she lay on his bed panting, she thought that adding her ex-husband to her fuck buddy list was a brilliant move that might even pay off big-time in the future, if she ever decided to get married again. Of course, marriage didn't mean monogamy, she knew. She wouldn't ever do that again... unless she absolutely had to.
The two were laying entwined after having sex twice. Nate was breathing very heavily, having probably overtaxed himself trying to keep up with his ex-wife. She was very used to having sex with guys more than a decade younger, so her stamina was much better than his. Plus, in his late 40s, Nate was comfortable having sex just once in a night; he would save twice in a night for a special occasion, such as this night. As much as anything, Nate was doing his best to prove to his ex that he could keep up with her young studs.
"Why couldn't you have given me this when we were married?" Laura said gently. "It wouldn't have been any different than it is right now. You let your ego dictate things.
"I thought you loved me enough to give me this. You knew I'd always been the wingwoman... until I dropped the weight. It was my turn to experience... things. It wouldn't have made one bit of difference in my love for you. I only loved you. With Christian it was about the sex. Yeah, I cared for him some... in my own way, I just couldn't keep doing it with someone I didn't care about, but you were the one I loved... who I came home to."
"That's not the way our marriage was structured. It was always just you and me, none of this third or fourth person shit. I loved you just the way you were... these other guys only want to fuck the hot you. Where were they before you were hot? But now that you are hot you want to sample more dicks, and expected me to just sit back and take that disrespect.
"Do you know how many times I get hit on? Without bragging, I can honestly say I'm not a troll. I didn't lose a bunch of weight because I've never had a bunch to lose; I've always been pretty fit... and women seemed to notice me. But we made vows all those years ago, and I would never disrespect you and dishonor my vows. Apparently my concept of love is way different than yours, especially since you lost weight and got hot.
"Did you ever really love me at all... or was I merely the best of a mediocre crop of potential husbands?"
Laura didn't have a good answer for Nate, so she kept silent. She would have to really think about that when she had the time. She then did what she always did when she couldn't make Nate see things her way: she disrupted his argument by overwhelming him with sex, sliding her head down his body until her mouth engulfed his soft dick.
The biggest problem for Laura and Nate was that since Laura dropped her weight, she had fundamentally changed her mindset: people who looked like her didn't have to play by the same rules as everybody else. Nate was still old-school: only one man and one woman in a marriage.
Laura smiled to herself as Nate climbed on top of her for a third time that night. Getting him to see himself as a more carefree single person was the start of remaking him... into a possible marriage partner down the line... if she decided she wanted to go that way again.
Regardless of how she wanted her future to go, Laura knew that sooner or later she could retrain her former husband to agree with her thinking, now that he was a single man--read Boy Scout--and would look at things differently.
Nate was completely cognizant of where Laura thought she was leading him... and by what appendage she was leading him. As he laid there exhausted in the darkness of his bedroom with his ex-wife snoring gently half on top of him, Nate could easily distinguish between lust and love: from his standpoint, this night was all about crazy, mindless lust, the kind of all-encompassing feeling that at one time he would have let rule his life. Years of experience--both in the real world and with this woman--had given him the ability to see through the cloak of lust and focus in on the fact that nothing that happened earlier in the night had even approached love for him. Having seen it before up close and personal, he would not be swayed by a poor imitation... even if the woman trying to sway him was a goddess from on high... physically, at least.
He remembered back to a time when she was a chubby woman who seemingly loved him. Now he was left wondering if she even knew what loving another person beyond herself really was.
While Laura didn't rub Nate's face in the fact that she was seeing others, she never tried to hide the fact that she was single and beautiful and had men constantly chasing after her.
Neither Nate nor Laura mentioned exclusivity in their relationship. Nate viewed his dating Laura as merely using the beautiful woman as not much more than a cum dump. She was always a good conversationalist, had the looks of a mature model and, at the end of the night was always a good fuck. What she did on her nights away from him, and with whom, was on her.
When the pair's daughter found out the two were dating, she called her father in a celebratory mood.
"Are you two really getting back together?" she asked happily.
"Whoa. Hold your horses," Nate cautioned. "We've been dating, but I warned her I wasn't going to make any commitment any time soon. She hurt me badly, and you know how well I can hold a grudge."
Nate decided quickly he wasn't going to tell his daughter that he was primarily using Laura for sex. He knew anything he said to Sage would wind up in Laura's ears pretty quickly.
One good thing to come out of Nate's relationship with Laura was his burgeoning confidence. Knowing he could still satisfy a beautiful woman like Laura gave him the confidence to start seeking other female companionship. Fit, handsome, single men in their late 40s were popular targets in the real world, especially among other later 40-something and older women, who seemed to be overshadowed by the 20 and 30-something singles out there.
Things got a little complicated for Nate after about six dates with Laura when she told him that Christian had finally ended their relationship because he wanted to get serious with a 30-year-old woman, and eventually have a family with her, something that was not on the table with Laura. While Nate could tell Laura was both upset and angry, she tried to play it off with him as a good thing, because she would have more time for him... and maybe they could consider moving their relationship along.
That was definitely not what Nate wanted to hear. He had considered the relationship nothing more than sexual. He had to laugh at that thought. After all, wasn't that one of the basic tenets of the so-called cheaters' handbook.
Right on cue, Laura started to ramp up her hints about getting back together with Nate on a more permanent basis. He knew she was still dating others, and he wondered if she was giving them the same push, or did she consider him special since he was her ex.
About two months after Christian broke up with Laura, she gave her first hint to Nate about the two of them upping their relationship. Nate deftly sidestepped the hint. Laura considered putting on some pressure while the two were laying together enjoying their afterglow, but she reconsidered.
Nate chose the timing of the hint to ask one of Laura's closest single friends out on a date. Amy Mendenhall, a tall, thin late 40s brunette, wasted no time agreeing to go out with Nate the next Friday night.
Laura was not a happy camper when she showed up at Nate's door Sunday morning.
"I just got off the phone with Amy Mendenhall. She said you two had a very nice date, and that you have not had sex yet, but she hopes that might happen on your next date. WHAT THE FUCK, Nate? I thought we had something going. I thought that..." Laura started.
"Yeah, I know what you thought, but that was never going to happen, babe," Nate interrupted, placing an emphasis on the word 'babe.' You broke my heart, disrespected me, all because you're a narcissistic bitch. I'm not giving you a second chance to break my heart."
"Then why are... were... you sleeping with me?" she yelled.
"Because you're a beautiful woman and you're still a good fuck. You were free pussy that I didn't have to work too hard to get. I've gotten pragmatic in my old age. Sue me," Nate said.
Laura, who had been standing, almost immediately slumped onto the sofa in Nate's living room.
"You used me, you slimy fucker!" she yelled again.
"Why yes I did. I figured turnabout was fair play. You used me when we were married. I could use you post-marriage."
Laura growled, then got up off the sofa and left, tears streaming down her face. Nate quickly figured the free pussy with her was a thing of the past.
Still, there was Amy Mendenhall...
With no hope of getting her ex-husband back and her long-term lover having moved on to another woman, Laura decided to play the whole field, so to speak. She still had men ranging from their 20s to their 60s trying to date her and, quite honestly, take her to bed. She figured she could continue to have her fun for several more years--she did love sex--before Father Time started catching up to her.
Plastic surgery delayed Father Time's arrival for several years, but Laura started noticing that by her mid-50s she was no longer attracting the better-looking younger men, even for just one-night stands. Her ego took a big beating, and regardless of how beautiful she still was, desperation started setting in. Her skirts got shorter, her tops got more revealing, her number of lovers started rising at what most people would consider an unhealthy rate.
Once several of Laura's single friends found out that Nate was dating Amy Mendenhall, they quickly made sure Nate realized that they, too, were amenable to dating him. Nate asked Amy about that one night.
"I thought my ex-wife's friends would shun me, not come out of the woodwork to date me," Nate said.
"That definitely would have been the case had you cheated on her, but since she cheated on you, for apparently no good reason, that changed the game," Amy explained. "You're a handsome, single man, and for 20 years Laura extolled your... good points. Since she set you free, why shouldn't one of us benefit from her foolishness."
Unlike his ex-wife, Nate rarely engaged in one-night stands with his dates. Many turned into relationships lasting several months, including the one that turned into his second marriage. If Laura was voluptuous and beautiful, Lizzie Erlandson by comparison was slender with small boobs and looked more like a pretty but unspectacular soccermom. She and Nate developed a special connection, and he felt sure that she would protect his heart for the rest of the days of his life.
Laura never married again as few of her relationships lasted more than a half-dozen dates. Even after menopause, she was still a good sex partner by all accounts, but none of her partners ever considered spending the rest of their lives with someone most considered a self-absorbed GILF.
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Motherfucker!
Motherfucker! Motherfucker!
I felt a violent wave of nausea sweep over me as I looked in my bedroom and in the muted light saw the woman I loved with everything in my body and soul sleeping naked cuddled up against a naked man I didn't recognize.
I fought back the retch that tried to come out of my mouth as I realized that my life had become a sad cliché: I was a clueless cuckold whose wife was sleeping with another man behind his back... except in this case, I was no longer clueless, because here I was... standing here with the evidence right in front of me.
Once the wave of nausea passed, I fought back the next violent wave... that of rage... to just jump onto the bed and kill them both. I had a brief thought back to some old Paul Simon tune about "50 Ways to Kill Your Lover," or something like that, but a momentary rational thought overran that: since I didn't live in Texas, my chances of getting off for killing two people "in sudden heat" weren't very good. Still, I had.. HAD... to do something.
I slid my phone out of my pocket and took several seconds worth of video and some photos of the two naked lovers in my marital bed. I then found both of their cellphones, his wallet, and hid them in our guestroom. I grabbed the stranger's clothes and cut them up with the folding knife in my pocket before stepping out of the room to call 9-1-1 and report a strange naked man in my bed with my naked wife.
"Ummm... sir... that's not really a police problem, more of a personal one," said the obviously young dispatcher on the phone.
"No, it's obviously a police problem, because even though my wife apparently invited him into our home, I don't know that for a fact, so I'm working under the assumption that he's broken into my house and harmed my supposedly-loyal wife, so I am going to have to protect my wife and residence, and I will do that with this knife I have in my possession. The minute I begin to defend my homestead and wife, this most assuredly becomes a police problem," I growled in a half-whisper as my wife and her lover continued to snooze in the bedroom, the exhaustion of their recent sex apparently being too much for my voice to wake them.
"Ummm... I guess we're on our way to your house then, sir," the young woman said.
My task with law enforcement handled, I walked back into my bedroom and over to the side of the bed where the stranger lay on his back, my wife cuddled into his chest and right side, raised my right leg and proceeded to stomp on the man's exposed genitals three... no, make it four times... while he screamed like a dying wolf.
His horrible shrieking and curling into a fetal position obviously woke my wife, who went from startled to scared shitless in a millisecond before she rolled off the bed onto the floor with the blanket and sheet as she screamed in a wordless soprano wail.
Her screaming continued for what seemed like several minutes while her paramour writhed in pain on the bed, squeaks and squeals coming out of his mouth.
I had backed up several paces from the bed and watched their response to my actions in a glaring silence.
Traci's histrionics finally brought her eyes into contact with mine in the room, which was lit now only by a small light on the table by her side of the bed.
"Oh, shit, Bradley!" she gurgled, as her naked friend on the bed continued to moan, no doubt because her exclamation meant absolutely nothing to him at that moment.
The beginning of our conversation would have to wait, however, as the local police picked that time to break down our front door and come charging into our home, guns drawn as they ran up the stairs toward the noise.
I waited for the first police officer to enter our bedroom and identify himself before Identifying myself back in response, my knife having been folded back up and put back in my pocket at this point. My wife, huddled in the corner of the room, and I both held our hands up in the universal surrender position. The man on the bed continued to moan and hold his balls.
"Oh, what have you done, Bradley? Now you've made a mess of this... this... could have been done so much easier... What are you even doing home tonight? You're not supposed to be home until tomorrow night." Traci said in a disjointed, almost stream of consciousness, comment.
I looked at both cops directly before answering, willing myself to keep from screaming at my apparently brain-dead soon-to-be ex-wife.
"I'm not really sure what I've done, Traci, because I'm only now starting to understand that my life as I knew it prior to tonight is over," I said. "I walked in the door a little after 1 to find my wife of five years and some unknown lover apparently taking a snooze after an exhaustive evening of... fucking. Not seeing how it was possible that my perfect, loving wife would ever willingly cheat on me, I had to assume this moaning piece of shit forced you to submit to him, so I was trying to protect my hearth, home and wife until the cops could arrive to help both of us, since I had called them a few minutes earlier.
"By the way, thank you guys for the fast response time."
By this time, both officers could read the script I was laying out for them, and both nodded back at me with grins for my thanks. They had both checked on Traci's paramour and could see that I had inflicted some damage to the man's nuts, under my stated desire to protect my wife and home.
The doorbell rang at this point and one of the police officers let the EMS in to tend to Traci's moaning paramour. While the techs were helping him, the more senior of the two officers moved me out of the room to get some information for his report.
"You realize you shouldn't say anything to us on the record at this point, right Mr. Pace?" the officer said, not unkindly. "We've got a pretty good idea of what went down, and we can influence things a bit with our reports, but what the two of them say... well, it could be a two against one kind of thing, and since you admitted to our dispatcher... kind of... what you were going to do, well..."
"I only gave your dispatch person some... thoughts on what I might do, considering how threatened I felt by the whole situation," I replied. "As for my wife's statement, talk to her alone without her boyfriend present and it won't be much. She was asleep at first, then hiding under the blankets and sheet. And don't I have some right to protect myself if I feel threatened in my own home?"
"Yeah, you do," the officer replied with a chuckle, "But how threatened could you have felt against a sleeping man?"
"Well, he was naked, and it looked like he had already subdued my wife. I wasn't going to take any chances that his body wasn't some kind of a weapon, like those James Bond-types you see in the movies," I replied, raising my eyebrows.
The police officers couldn't find the guy's wallet and phone, but he told them his name was Robert Mitchell and that he was at my house as a guest of my wife, something that had been happening on a regular basis for the last six months. They gave me this info a few minutes later as a courtesy. I tried, but don't think I was too successful, to act nonchalant about the six-month affair.
It was probably 3 A.M. by the time the police left my home. The officers asked me if I could be trusted not to strike my wife. I told them if I didn't hit her earlier, I never would. She told them not to worry because she was going to the hospital emergency room to be with "the man she loved." The police officers and I exchanged meaningful glances.
Traci had jumped into the shower after the police left and was washing our bedroom sheets. While she was in the shower, I dug through Robert Mitchell's wallet, got any personal numbers I might need for looking into his background, took six $100 bills--no sense wasting the big bills--and threw the wallet into our cat refuse box.
I then went through his phone and my wife's, making note of their text exchanges. Today's session was hardly the first time they had been together. In fact, I noted the texts started out almost completely innocent, but had gradually ramped up in intimacy.
The fact that the two had been fucking for half a year had indicated to me this was no one-time accident, so there was no doubt in my mind that we were headed for divorce. But the increasing level of intimacy also told me that this way beyond "just sex." Traci, the woman I considered my best friend, my lover and my soul mate, considered Robert Mitchell--not me--to be those things. Crushing? You bet.
And then to add to it, Traci briefly appeared in front of me long enough to tell me she was on her way to the hospital, and that WE WOULD talk when she got home, whenever that was. She practically sneered at me while she spoke and was carrying a small overnight bag. I'll admit to being too shocked to really reply to her, other than shrugging my shoulders.
I had been travelling once a month since I got my promotion two years previously. Usually I would leave on a Wednesday and return Sunday evening. The only reason I was home early was because we had finished negotiations a day early. I had thought about calling Traci and telling her I'd be home a day early, but then I decided to surprise her. Well, the wrong one of us got surprised this time.
It was after midnight when I hit my garage door remote and discovered a fairly late-model black BMW 430 parked in my spot. Fuck, I never had a clue, and I didn't think I was one of those guys that you have to tap on the skull with an ax handle to reach me. Proves what I know.
As I drank a cup of coffee at my kitchen table in my now quiet home, I felt like I had been beaten up from the inside out. Tuesday night before I left, I knew... ABSOLUTELY KNEW... that I had ROCKED... ABSOLUTELY ROCKED... Traci's world. Between my fingers, hands, tongue and dick, I brought her to at least a half-dozen spectacular orgasms and probably three more strong ones. She told me repeatedly throughout the night how much she loved me, and I totally believed her.
WHAT THE FUCK HAD CHANGED?
Traci Kemp was one of the most beautiful co-eds on the University of Miami campus when we met about halfway through our junior years. She was a public administration major, which was hardly a joke major, but she had both the looks and temperament to be a cheerleader for "The U." She was a big-boobed blonde with plenty of curves, bright blue eyes and hair that hung two inches past her shoulders. She could flirt with the best, or she could sit down at a table full of serious scholars and hold her own in the conversation.
She was leading a fund drive raising money for childhood cancer research when I came across her for one of the first times. I had seen her around campus before, but I never really had the opportunity to approach her, not that it made that much difference in my life. I was somewhat of a math nerd, and my goal was to someday lead a college math department.
Although I wasn't in Traci's stratosphere in terms of looks, I considered myself to be fairly handsome and well-built, even if I was a math guy. I had a mop of unruly light brown hair and green eyes and went about 6-2, 200 pounds. I got several athletic letters in high school and dabbled in Tai Chi and karate. I didn't go looking for fights, but I didn't worry too much about being able to handle myself if something untoward happened in my area.
I was also holding a high grade-point average and pretty much knew the direction my life was going to go. I didn't need a Traci Kemp on my arm or in my life to complete me.
Traci's sorority was running a "Jeopardy"-type competition as part of a cancer fund-raiser, and several of my friends put up my entry fee. I won three straight games during the day, and by the time the competition was done I had myself a date for the next weekend.
I earned myself a teaching assistant position at the University of Louisville for the year after we graduated, and Traci found herself a government administration job for the city. We were married in her hometown of Paducah, Kentucky, a year after graduating, and up until several hours earlier, I thought I had the world by the ass.
Traci and I were doing well financially and emotionally. Sexually, I thought our life was almost off the charts. We were making love about four times a week, and it was almost never dull.
I thought back to our lives, and I could see where there would have been time for her--either of us, actually--to have an affair. I mean, if both partners trust each other, there's always time and opportunity... that's the whole thing about trust, though. Neither partner should have to spend their free time worrying about what their partner is up to.
A six-month affair, though, is way more than just an affair of opportunity. It's a full-on betrayal in my book, and when she tells me she's in love with the guy... IN LOVE... fuck, I thought she was IN LOVE with me. She was when we married five years previously, at least of that I was sure.
I was mowing the front yard when Traci returned home late Sunday afternoon. We locked eyes as she pulled her car into the garage, and I could see--not that I cared one whit--that she was pissed off more than I'd ever seen before. I was mostly done with the front, so I went ahead and finished that before pulling the mower into the garage as well and heading into the house for the discussion I knew was coming. As much as anything, I needed the discussion to find out--quite simply--what the fuck happened in my marriage.
I didn't even attempt to hug or kiss my wife when I walked in the door from the garage. I walked over to the refrigerator, pulled out a Miller Lite and flopped down in my usual chair at the kitchen table.
Traci's blue eyes were practically blazing in her head when she sat down opposite me at the table with a glass of white wine. I was actually looking forward to the upcoming argument, although I was mentally reminding myself not to lose my head and put my hands on her. As much as anything, I was afraid that if I got to that point, I would kick the shit out of her and wind up spending the rest of my life in jail... and she was definitely not worth that.
She continued to stare at me for several seconds, and I think what she saw in my face told her that this was a different day in our relationship... one where her feelings and concerns no longer held any sway with me. Considering what she had seen less than a day earlier, she rightly decided that attacking me verbally--at least at high volume and with high aggression--would have been the wrong play. I saw fear in her eyes, the very same fear I saw when I attacked her lover. She dropped them from my hard stare, fumbled with her hands for a bit and finally started talking... in a soft, mousey little voice that I had never heard before.
"You didn't need to beat him so badly, Bradley," she said hesitantly. "He's going to be in the hospital for some time. He might lose a testicle."
I knew it was petty, but I smiled anyway. Then I took my phone out of my pocket and laid it on the table. It was already recording. She flinched, knowing full well what that meant.
"It was my fault for not telling you before then. I wanted to. He wanted me to. But I was afraid... and I think we now see why I was," she said, still talking softly.
"Come off it, bitch!" I growled, which caused her to flinch again. "You didn't tell me because you weren't going to until it was time for you to leave me. You'd been fucking him for six months, and if I didn't come home a day early, you wouldn't have gotten caught right up to when you were planning to leave... When was that going to be, by the way?"
She looked everywhere in the room except at my face. I started to get nervous for myself, feeling as if I was about to crack.
"You said you'd been fucking him for six months. Really? I thought we had something. What the fuck happened, Traci? You decide your need for another cock was more important than our wedding vows?" I yelled.
"Where the fuck did you find this guy? Does he work with you? Is he an old boyfriend or something? Aarrgghh!"
She jumped when I slammed my fist on the table.
"We... he... we met when Roxy, Katie and I went out one Friday night. He was handsome and well-built and funny. We danced several times, but I wasn't looking for anybody. I had you. I was happy," she explained.
I looked at her with what had to be my best "fuck you" look.
"We... met up a couple of times after that... and I fell in love with him, too...." she started.
"You're not supposed to fall in love with anyone else. We're married!" I shouted.
"Soon after that we started to sleep together... and it was magical! We connected completely! I mean you and I connect, and I love you, but he and I... He's my soul mate, Bradley. I love you, but I love him so much more.
"We... he and I... have to be together. I should have told you. I'm sorry about that. But he and I have to be together. We have to be together."
Older friends who have had a heart attack have told me the feeling is like having an elephant standing on your chest. If that's true, I must have been having a heart attack at my kitchen table. I had a crushing weight on me and couldn't concentrate.
"I'm sorry I didn't tell you earlier, Bradley. I know I should have."
I heard her last statement as if I was in a bad dream. I know I got up and just about fell back down into my chair.
"You... you're an unfaithful cunt!" I screamed. "I'm sorry I didn't ruin both of his testicles. He deserved it... stealing my wife and fucking her in our marital bed. How could you, bitch?
"I never... NEVER... looked at another woman. We made vows."
Traci looked shocked at my vehemence and my words. I had never used that kind of language at her before... and never would have, except for her absolutely blowing up my world.
"Not that you should have needed it, but didn't your Goddamn friends remind you that you were married... and not free to... pump some VD-infested piece of tripe like two dogs going at it on a street corner."
Tears burst out of Traci's eyes, not that it made any difference to me at that point. Nothing really mattered anymore after she told me she loved this other guy, and that he was her soul mate. HER SOUL MATE! I WAS SUPPOSED TO BE HER SOUL MATE! ME! ME! ME!
Under most circumstances, I would have thought through my problem to a logical solution best for both of us, but from the minute Traci told me she loved Robert Mitchell, I considered myself free of my vows and my commitments to my wife. I was now the most important person in my life, and fuck whatever ill effects that would have on those around me.
First on my list was calling both sets of parents the very next evening and telling them of Traci's betrayal. Her parents at first were disbelieving of what I was telling them. Her father, in particular, seemed ready to rip my head off. I knew this would not be easy for them. No parent wants to admit that the child they raised could do something as dastardly as Traci had done.
"You've never heard her mention Robert Mitchell at all?" I asked the two as we talked on speaker.
"Never heard of him, Bradley. Are you sure..."
There was some scuffling going on through the phone line coming from them.
"You know who this character is, Janice?" I heard my father-in-law ask his wife in an attitude that sounded both surprised and angry. "Stop staring at me like a deaf-mute and talk, woman."
"Uhhhmmm... she had mentioned this guy who she said was handsome and... she said she might be seeing him," my mother-in-law said in a tentative, quiet voice.
"Might be seeing him?" my father-in-law screamed at her. "Might? And you said... nothing? She's a married woman for God sakes. You're her mother. You're not supposed to be her giggling, stupid friend. You're supposed to be her mother and rip her a new asshole for even thinking about dating a man who's not her husband!"


"She seemed so happy. She seemed to really like this guy," Janice said quietly.
"Oh, well that's different. As long as she's happy it's OK if your daughter is a stupid slut," my father-in-law yelled again.
"Oh shit. Oh shit. I'm really sorry, Bradley. I had no idea my daughter was being a whore, and that my wife was encouraging her," Rafe Kemp said to me. "I'm really, really sorry, and now I've got to take care of a problem that I didn't know I had: a stupid wife encouraging our daughter to be a slut.
"All I can ask is for you to maybe have some compassion for her family, but I will certainly understand if you don't and burn her to a crisp. Damn, son. I AM SORRY."
Rafe and I talked for several more minutes before we disconnected. If Janice stayed in the room, she never made another sound.
I had the passwords to all three of Traci's social media accounts and I quickly posted a note announcing our upcoming divorce due to Traci's infidelity, and naming Robert Mitchell as "the love of my wife's life." I signed my name to that note, and then locked my wife out of her accounts. I wanted everybody to know my side of this sordid story.
I started getting calls and texts almost from the minute I was done posting. Her sister and brother both called me within minutes, both expressing shock at what Traci had done and also to assure me that they had no clue that she was cheating on me.
I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised, but was, when Traci herself called me to complain about what I had done. Fuck her, I thought, as she was bitching and I wasn't listening too carefully.
"Those are my accounts. They are private. You had no right to screw with my privacy," she yelled over the phone.
"Did I say anything on those accounts that wasn't accurate?" I inquired with a little bit of pride in my voice.
"Well... no... but that's not the point. Those are my accounts, and you had no right to do that," she complained.
"Tell your story to someone who cares," I growled. "Any consideration I once gave you is gone."
She stammered. She stuttered. She disconnected.
I engaged an attorney to separate things between Traci and me financially and legally in anticipation of the divorce I was sure she would file. My attorney even put our house up for sale, and in two months we had a done deal. Obviously, we were upside down in the house, and that hurt both of us financially. My attorney noted that he still hadn't been contacted by my wife, but I told him to just hang tight. This was on her. She could file. She cheated, she could look an attorney in the face and get a divorce done. As far as I was concerned, I was done with women. Yeah, they would still come in handy from time to time as fuckbuddies, but I didn't need a girlfriend or wife to remind me of my first foray into "a lifetime commitment."
Despite my little revenge stunt, I stayed the hell away from Traci and Robert. I still had a good life, good friends and a good job. I didn't need to know what was happening in their lives... except for the incident with my mother. Moms, you just have to love them, and I most certainly did love mine.
My mom wasn't special for her day, I didn't think. It's just that in her day... being a mom was a prized job. I'm not putting down women who want to go back into the workforce after having kids, but in my mom's day, working outside the home was something the wife did maybe when the kids were in school full time, to help with upcoming college expenses. A woman's main job was making sure her kids grew up to be fine young men and women, respectful to all around them. It was nothing in our neighborhood for a kid from down the block or around the corner to get lectured and sent home to his or her house by an irate mom because they weren't being respectful... and if that happened, that child usually got the living shit pounded out of him or her by the father that night.
Knowing she raised a good, respectful kid was very important to my mom. I mean, God forbid I ever broke the law or did something really bad to get into trouble, but Lord have mercy on the person who would call me a dirty, rotten lawbreaker. I could see my mom beating that person into submission, the whole time telling that person that while I may have broken the law, there was no way I was a dirty rotten anything.
Traci and Robert made the mistake one night of being in the same restaurant that my mom and dad were in. As the story goes, when my mom heard Traci talking to one of her friends, she marched right up to the table, grabbed my ex-wife out of her seat by her hair and flattened her with one punch to her face. The owner of the restaurant then had a hell of a time getting Mom calmed down as Mom kept accusing him of letting slut floozies hang out at a respectable place where nice people brought their families for a meal. To make his point and keep about half of his customers that night, the owner threw a bleeding Traci and Robert out of the establishment and banished them from ever coming back.
That story reached me halfway across town in five minutes flat. Osgood Faraday, the restaurant owner, became almost as big a folk hero as my mom that night.
I went back to living the life of a single man. I assumed it would take a while for a divorce, even one as easy as ours, to work its way through the courts. I didn't hesitate to tell any woman I dated that I was in the process of a divorce... because that's what I truly believed was happening.
Mentally I was in no shape to date anyone for several months. I had loved Traci with everything I had, and I thought she shared my feelings. Everyone's heard of the couple that are just so much in love they are almost sickening. Well, that was Traci and me. Every greeting after being apart for hours was a kiss, every phone and text message included an "I love you." That's why I had so much trouble wrapping my head around her betrayal. Yes, she had still loved me to some degree, but from what she showed me by her actions, she was completely smitten with Robert Mitchell. If that was the case, how could she continue to pretend we still had a relationship. Why would she continue to pretend that, unless the two truly were working up to telling me. But if she ever loved me at all, how could she have let another man get so far into her life that he could seduce her so thoroughly. It was nothing less than betrayal of epic proportions.
They say time heals all wounds. God, I spent many a night staring at the big screen in my apartment pretending to watch something, hoping "they" were right, and then wondering who "they" actually were.
Enter my mom, once again.
It was probably 18 months after my marriage fell apart when I got a call from my mom. The daughter of her former college roommate was in town for a series of business conferences. Mom had stayed in touch with "Aunt Barbie" and "Uncle Jerry" since college, and she and dad would usually get together with them at least once a year.
Like my parents, Uncle Jerry and Aunt Barbie had two children, a son, Scotty, and a daughter, Lynn. My sister, Ariel, and I had come to know their children through the years, and we got along well. Lynn, two years younger than me at 28, was going to be in town for a couple of weeks, so my mom didn't even give it a second thought when she bought concert tickets for Lynn and me for the first Saturday night she was in town. Honestly, I didn't give it a second thought either, because Lynn was a good person and I knew I'd have a good time taking her to dinner and then the concert.
I hadn't seen Lynn Skevington since I was about 22 and she was about 20, so I wasn't quite expecting the goddess who walked out of the elevator at the Ritz-Carlton when I called up for her. The freckle-faced tomboy was replaced by a curvaceous beauty with long, strawberry-blonde hair, with the freckles replaced by perfect alabaster skin. Lustrous green eyes and dimples completed the look.
"Since I know your mama, I know you were taught better than to stare, Bradley," she said as I looked at her as I would a fresh-baked chocolate brownie. Lynn was wearing a short, tight forest-green skirt with matching tight green blouse. The color on her was fantastic; her eyes seemed to glow.
I colored a bit because she had caught me gawking like a teenage boy.
"Yeah, what happened to that gawky kid I last saw?" I said, motioning at her. "This... is fantastic."
"Thank you, sir. Does that mean that the wedding is still on?"
I had forgotten about the long-standing family joke that had Lynn and I getting married to each other. I think I was 6 when we were "betrothed."
"Absofreakinglutely!" I enthused.
Besides the fact that she was now a babe, Lynn was probably the exact right person for me to be around for a couple of weeks. We just got each other, from the minute we woke up in the morning until we went to bed--alone--at night. Yes, my mom made sure that our friendship wasn't "encumbered" by physical thoughts.
"She's practically your sister, Bradley. You can't be thinking about her like that," Mom said to me a couple of days after she got there.
Lynn got my spirit jumpstarted, and even Mom noticed the difference when she went home. I had my game back... and everything in my world got back to normal, including my dating life. I had a varied and good dating life, but really wasn't looking for Miss Right at this time. I was doing fine with Miss Right Now at this point in my life.
I certainly wasn't expecting a phone call from Traci about four years after we split. I had changed phones and my number, and while I never specifically told anyone not to give my ex-wife my phone number, I didn't see any reason for that to happen. I'll admit to being shocked when I answered my phone while at work one afternoon and Traci was on the other end. I hadn't looked at my caller ID and just picked up in full professional mode: "Brad Pace, how can I help you?"
"Wow, you sound so... official. I hadn't heard that voice in a long time now," my ex-wife said over the phone.
"If I would have had my way, it would have been a voice you wouldn't have heard for the rest of our lives," I said, my tone clipped and instantly cross. "What the fuck do you want?"
I heard the intake of breath when I snapped at her. What was she expecting, a celebration of formerly married "friends?"
Apparently, yes, she did expect some kind of reunion.
"We haven't seen each other in almost four years, even though we still live in the same city. Can't a pair of old friends reconnect?" she asked.
I was completely flummoxed. What do you say to a nutball slut you used to be married to? My brain was reeling.
"Oh, come on, Bradley. A lunch. Surely after all this time you can sit down with me over lunch?" Traci questioned.
Against my better judgment, I agreed to have lunch with Traci two days into the future. I took her to a mediocre lunch place, as much to make a point as anything.
I was at my table waiting on my ex-wife when the maître d' led her to me. Being a gentleman, I stood as she approached, but was deft enough to avoid the kiss to my cheek she tried to give me. There was no way I wanted that skank's lips touching my cheek. She looked surprised, if not shocked, that I would move away from her touch.
"I can't believe you just did that, Bradley," she said sadly. "Like you're afraid I'll give you cooties or something."
"Considering I know where those lips have been in recent years... why would I take that chance?" I snarked.
She didn't look amused. I didn't look bothered in the least. She knew me well enough to see it, too.
"There's no reason we can't at the least be friends again, Brad," she said. "We were so special to each other for so long. I miss having you around to bounce things off, get your... awkward... way of seeing things."
"You mean you can't get that from lover-boy? I mean, he's your fucking soul mate. You shouldn't need to get anything from me anymore. I'm just your ex-husband," I responded.
"Actually, you're not my ex-husband. We're still married. I never filed for a divorce, and apparently you didn't either," she rushed out with the tone of a math teacher who was the only one to know the right answer to a test question.
"Wait. What? Why would I file for a divorce? You're the one with a lover who you said was your soul mate, and the one you wanted to be married to. I assumed you would follow through since you made the big announcement," I said.
"I-I just never got around to it... but since we're still married, I guess it would make it easier if we ever decided to get back together."
That whole "back together" thing rushed past my ears so fast my brain had to parse it for a bit to get it all.
"You can't be serious... Wait. What happened to the love of your life?" I said, dazed and confused. "Why would I ever..."
"I still love you, Bradley," Traci replied. "I never told you I didn't love you. In fact, I told you I loved you, if you recall."
"You did tell me you loved me, right after you told me you loved him so much more and needed to spend the rest of your life with him... because he was your soul mate."
Traci turned a deep crimson and dropped her eyes. The ensuing silence was killer.
"So what happened to fuckhead?" I asked, suddenly interested in the conversation.
"He... he... left me," she practically whispered.
"What? Why?" I asked, probably showing more surprise than I realized. "I thought you two were all that."
"Yeah... so did I. I was convinced. We were EVERYTHING together..."
"Just like I thought you and I were EVERYTHING together?" I interrupted.
She grimaced and again dropped her eyes to the table.
"Yeah," she whispered, the act of doing so looking like it hurt her.
My confusion had made me shortsighted. I couldn't see where this was going until Traci pointed me toward the light.
"I was thinking... that since we were still technically married, maybe we could get back together... you know, try again. Since I still love you, and I think you still love me... we could try again."
A cacophony of noise exploded somewhere inside my brain. I started to sweat and wondered if it was possible for a 30-something man in good condition to actually have a heart attack.
"Earth to Bradley. Earth to Bradley," I heard after I regained a semblance of consciousness.
"Don't tell me you haven't thought about us getting back together at least every other day," she said with more than a little smirk. "I know you better than you know yourself."
I really couldn't deny that what she said was true. Despite her ripping my heart out several years ago, I still had this spot in my heart that reached out for her. I didn't want it to be that way, but that was the truth. My problem now was that there was no way I was ever taking this woman back. She broke my heart by cheating on me, disrespecting me for six months. I could never trust that she wouldn't do it again, especially if her Prince Charming decided he wanted her back.
"I'm not proud of myself, Traci, but yes, I have thought about you and I someday getting back together," I admitted with some embarrassment.
She gave me a self-satisfied smirk that made me want to reach out across the table and smack it off her face. I stared at her for several long seconds.
"How about we take it slow and easy and see if we can't work it out. No rush, Brad. Since we're still married, wouldn't this just make sense?" she asked.
"I guess I'm still not clear on why you didn't file for divorce," I said. "You made it quite clear that Robert was your future and I was your past."
"You know sometimes when you get caught up in something and you blow off something unimportant...?" she said, looking immediately guilty when the words came rushing out of her mouth.
She tried to pull that one back, but I was having none of that.
"You meant what you said Traci. I get it."
Apparently, somebody had been keeping track of me, because Traci seemed to know that while I had been dating, I had never dated anyone seriously since she left me.
"Now you don't have to try to replace me with someone else anymore. I'll be right back here with you," she said in somewhat of a triumphant sing-song.
"But what if I don't want you back?" I finally just blurted out, subtlety being thrown out the window.
"I'm not believing that, baby," she answered confidently. "You've hardly dated, and those that you have dated haven't measured up. I've had some people paying attention, you know."
She caught me up short with that one, I'll admit. Still, though, I could never forgive her for the affair, and for actually falling in love with the guy. Assuming she was telling me the truth about being in love with him, her letting another man get so close to her as to actually fall in love with him. At least I could comfort myself in the fact that she didn't just throw me away for some cheap sex.
My understanding of my meeting with Traci was apparently way different than her understanding. I thought I told her that we could at least be friends, but there was no way we would ever resume our marriage. In fact, the very next day after our lunch I went to my attorney and had him draw up divorce papers, using a lot of the stuff he had drawn up from several years ago as fait accompli for the divorce.
Traci's understanding of our meeting was that she was free to pursue me further. Toward this end, she enlisted the help of several of her friends and friends from when we were together. That lasted for two weeks, until Traci got served. At least I had her served in a fairly private place.
"I thought we were working on something... us," she cried when she called.
I had to wait for the sobbing to let up before I could respond.
"What part of we could never be together again did you not understand? I could never trust you again. You let another man take my place in your heart... and your pussy," I said.
I heard the soft sigh over the phone line.
"But it would never happen again. I promise..." she started.
"You couldn't keep your promise the first time," I interjected. "The promise you made in a church in front of... a couple hundred people."
"I've matured. I've grown. I was wrong then. I won't make the same mistake again," she pleaded.
"That's good to know... for your next husband. But that guy won't be me. Can't be me," I answered.
Several of my friends and I were out at a nicer bar one Saturday night just enjoying a late dinner and some companionship. We were sitting at a six-top table enjoying ourselves when one of Traci's friends, Jane Knowlton, walked up to our table and started lecturing the woman sitting to my right, telling her that she shouldn't be out in public with me because I was a married man.
Evie Ruzek was nothing more than a friend, as was the other woman in our group, Josephine Kazmarek. We hadn't been touching each other or anything of the sort when Jane Knowlton interrupted our evening.
I stopped Jane after her first announcement, explaining to her that Evie and I were only friends, as were the rest of us, but that even if we weren't, Jane had no right to barge into my life. She looked only slightly embarrassed, but I could see her eyes boring into me harder the longer I talked.
"She loves you. You know that," she snarled before turning around and walking away.
"Whoa, bud. You've got more than a little problem here," my friend John Antonides said.
The same kind of thing happened twice more in succeeding months. I was kind of at a loss as to what to do. Enter Mom, again.
Mom and Dad were out at a restaurant with another couple when Traci walked in with one of her friends and was seated at a table apparently within sight of Mom.
I had been keeping Mom and Dad up to date on my divorce proceedings and the shit going on with Traci. Mom knew about the shit with Traci's friends, too. She was not a happy camper, to say the least, and being Mom, well...


As soon as Mom spotted Traci, she was out of her chair and into Traci's face, Dad later related to me. Words were spilled, followed by drinks, followed by some of Traci's blood courtesy of Mom's powerful right hand.
As Dad related the story, Mom wound up standing over a prone Traci spewing "epithets" before he could get to her and pull her away.
"Every time you open up a smart mouth to me, tramp, I'm going to punch you in it. Got that? Now leave my Bradley alone."
Apparently, Traci said something to Mom that wouldn't have worked in a church. Mom doesn't take disrespect from anyone. I had warned Traci of that fact several times during our marriage. If I'm guessing, my delusional almost ex-wife hadn't figured out that my mom was still a tough bitch.
Mom was also a shrewd cookie. I was discussing vacation plans with my parents a few months later--my divorce having become official--when she just happened to mention that Lynn Skevington was considering a trip to Norway and several other Scandinavian countries, and wouldn't it be "nice" if the two of us could travel around northern Europe together. The words were no sooner past her lips then she was conferencing in Lynn to set things up.
"Lynn, sweetie... Aunt Molly here. I've got Bradley on the phone, too. Bradley was just saying that he was thinking about a northern European vacation coming up, and I know you've been talking about one, too. Here, I'll get off the line now and you guys can set things up. Nice talking with you, bye!"
Mom was off the line in a flash. Yeah, real smooth, Mom.
After two weeks traveling with Lynn, I knew Mom was on the money. The two of us took our lifelong friendship and watched it mushroom into something so much more. I'm not saying that my fading love for Traci completely fell off the face of the earth, but from almost every angle Lynn had gotten into my soul, to my very fabric, to the point where there was less room in my heart and soul for Traci.
"So how did I let you get away in the first place?" I asked Lynn one evening as we were walking around a downtown area of Oslo, Norway, holding hands after a fine meal and some dancing.
"You went away to college and found Traci. We had always been good friends, but I didn't know if you had any feelings for me like I had for you, so I just figured it wasn't meant to be," Lynn said.
"You had feelings for me? I never knew. I mean, we were always the best of friends, but I never knew it was deeper than that. What a dumbass.
"Please tell me you didn't just wait around for me then. I'll feel really guilty if you tell me that."
She colored a bit and her eyes glowed.
"No, I dated other guys and looked to find my own Mr. Right, but nobody I found measured up to you," she answered. "I've always felt confident enough in myself that I didn't need to have a man... just to have a man."
"So... the vacation then a couple of years ago... what was that about?" I asked.
"Your mom actually called me and gave me a heads up that maybe if I wanted a shot at you, I should put in my bid, so... I figured I would remind you I was still out there."
"You should have just smacked me upside the head and saved both of us the time. I've always enjoyed your company, but I just never thought..."
"Yeah, for a smart guy sometimes you can be awfully dense," she said with a giggle.
"Dense doesn't even begin to explain it. Molasses for brains... jeez. But now that we've communicated..."
I raised my eyebrows. She raised hers back. That night in bed we upped our friendship... our commitment... our connection... our comfort level... our love... all went to another level.
Both families celebrated long into the night at our wedding. To this day, we joke about our "royal wedding." Naturally, the births of our two children, a son and a daughter, several years later, were hailed as family triumphs. Of course, my mother took more than her fair share of credit for those kids, rubbing it in to Lynn's mom at almost every opportunity. At least my mom had the good grace to always tell Barbie that she loved her, and was absolutely thrilled to be sharing beautiful grandchildren with her.
Our fathers would just look at each other and shake their heads grinning.
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Stephanie was going to town riding me reverse cowgirl, bouncing with wild abandon as had been her pattern in the last few months. I had both my hands on her hips, helping her balance and adding a bit of power to her bouncing.
I was massively enjoying what had become a renaissance in our sex life after 19 years. In the last several months, my mostly demure wife had become somewhat of a monster in bed, upping her aggressiveness and initiating more than she had since we were in our 20s.
By her noises and her body starting to tense I could tell she was building to a spectacular orgasm, and just so I got a look at her face, I glanced sideways into the mirror over our dresser... and destroyed my marriage.
Stephanie's eyes were "squinched" closed, her mouth hanging open, as she bounced raucously. I didn't need to be a fucking clairvoyant to know that while she was riding me, I wasn't the person of whom she was thinking right then.
Right at that moment I was a little too engaged to find my gun and shoot her, so I started driving into her harder. Her squeaks soon turned to shrieks, and several minutes later she blasted off into a massive climax that must have lasted a full two minutes. When she finally started coming down, her body sank backwards on top of mine and she laid there panting, all of her done in for the moment.
She hadn't noticed that I hadn't come with her, or come at all for that matter. We were on two different plains at that moment. Hers was much higher than mine.
******
Lainey was going to town riding me cowgirl, bouncing with wild abandon as had been her pattern since we started hooking up two months before. I had both of my hands on her hips, helping her balance and adding a bit of power to her bouncing. Her eyes were glazed over with lust and she smiled brightly as I could tell she was building toward a huge orgasm.
About a minute later, my 50-year-old paramour screamed like a banshee and spasmed through a big climax. She put both of her hands on my shoulders but kept bouncing as she finished, being rewarded for her efforts as I came buckets inside of her soon after. She then lowered herself down to my chest, and we laid there both panting like freight trains.
We kissed softly several times. She moaned into my shoulder, then I felt her breathing even out as she fell asleep. Feeling pretty satisfied with myself, I let myself drift off as well.
******
I wasted no time calling my attorney friend Allen Majewski as soon as I got into my office the next morning after Stephanie's telling performance the previous night in our bed. I knew attorneys often employed private investigators as part of their procedures, so I knew Allen would have several names to give me. He did, and an hour later I was spending my vacation fund money having my wife followed and recorded. I was both saddened and angered that I had to do that. I always thought that Stephanie and I were going to go the distance.
At 42, Stephanie could easily have passed for a decade younger. She had almost waist-length blonde hair framing a pretty face highlighted by bright blue eyes and thick, kissable lips. Despite having two children, she had taken great care of her body and was maybe only five pounds heavier than when we met at Ball State University as sophomores. Her tits were a good handful and still held up well, her ass was tight and her legs had good definition from her leg day workouts in the gym.
We both had good jobs and made good money. We lived in a nice house in a nice neighborhood. Our sex life was still pretty good considering our busy lives and having two children, but about three months earlier Stephanie started upping her game, initiating sex more and being more aggressive in what she wanted. Hey, I'm a guy. I didn't question why. I went with the flow and was quite happy with the increased results.
I may be just your average guy, but I like to think I'm somewhat ahead of the game in terms of being observant, especially about small details, and I'm quick to make a decision and act when something needs to be done, both in my personal and professional lives.
One little thing I noticed about Stephanie's sexual "rejuvenation," if you will, was her increased desire to have sex either in reverse cowgirl or doggy. Honestly, I prefer positions that let me look into my wife's eyes while we're making love, but more and more she was insisting upon looking away from me. When I saw her eyes not only closed, but closed tightly, on the night in question I instantly knew why: not only didn't she want to see me, but she was conjuring up a vision in her own head.
Ten days later, the PI I hired had evidence that what I feared was fact. He had photos and videos of two--two!--liaisons between Stephanie and a young paralegal from her office, a 23-year-old bastard named Jake Henderson, a former back-up linebacker for the Ohio State football team. My PI told me he was a big bastard, about 6-4, 240, and on the videos I could both hear and see that my wife really enjoyed being manhandled by him.
The one assumption I made was that the affair started about three months ago, at the same time as her "rejuvenation." What I couldn't assume was if her sudden libido increase was because her young lover had her ramped up, or because she was trying to compensate for cheating on me.
If my assumption was correct and she had been cheating on me for several months, this was no mistake, and reconciliation wouldn't be on the table. What would be on the table, however, was revenge, on both of them. Divorce was a given, but the problem was how to get revenge on her paramour. He was too big for me to take on physically, and I didn't want to spend the rest of my life in prison for having him killed.
So if I couldn't hurt him physically, what was left was making him feel the same kind of pain I was feeling. If he was married, I could have tried to steal his wife the way he stole mine, but he wasn't married and he didn't have a girlfriend--except for my wife, of course, who was old enough to be his mother. And that's when it hit me: fuck it, he stole my wife; I'd steal his mother.
My PI got another payday when I had him get me everything on Jake Henderson's parents, Sam and Elaine, known mostly as Lainey.
Turned out that Lainey was only two years older than Stephanie, at 44, and if possible, was even more of a MILF than my wife: strawberry-blonde hair past her shoulders, iridescent green eyes, boobs the size of Sofia Vergara's.
The older Hendersons lived on the opposite side of the city from where I lived, about an hour's drive, and considering I had schedule flexibility, meeting her for... trysts... wouldn't be a problem, once I made the right connection. I guess I figured that if somebody could seduce my wife--impossible as that seemed to be before I found out--I could get somebody else's wife. I was still a fit 42, with shaggy dark brown hair, and I could hold a conversation on many subjects. I hadn't flirted very often in the last 20 years, but I was pretty sure that I could remember how it was done.
Maybe it was just karma, but everything fell into place in my pursuit of Lainey Henderson, and I got her into bed just a month after meeting her. Sam Henderson was not only the captain of the vanilla sex guys but also didn't like to eat pussy, his wife told me. The first time we had sex, I licked and sucked her to four spectacular orgasms in addition to the ones I gave her with my fingers and dick, and I knew I absolutely owned her when we were done.
Lainey was a ticking time bomb of a sexual woman, and I was her fuse. Did I feel guilty about her husband? Maybe... a little... sure. But I comforted myself with the fact that he was just collateral damage to a situation his son helped create. I know I taught my son to never chase another man's wife.
******
Stephanie was still a dynamo three months later, so I knew she was still fucking her big stud. While I wasn't happy, I was more than making do with Lainey, so I could keep the pretense of my being clueless going. At this point, I decided to take my time and see where Stephanie would take things. I know she thought she was in control, so I decided to let her keep thinking that. She didn't seem to notice that we weren't having sex as often, and when we did, I wasn't as into it as I used to be. I assumed she was just so caught up in herself that I didn't matter. I had long ago figured that she was so entitled she thought everything was about her. I guess I had to take my share of the blame for that because I gave her just about everything she wanted... as did her father before that. She might not have been completely spoiled, but looking back on things she wasn't too far off. I heard her friends chide her several times about her usually getting things her way.
******
"Lee honey, baby, could we talk for a minute?" Stephanie asked me hesitantly one Friday evening after our son, Marty, left to spend the night with a friend, several months after our daughter, Rose, had gone off to college.
With no kids around, I wondered where this discussion was going to go. At least I wasn't going to be blindsided.
"How about you open a bottle of wine, get a couple of glasses and join me at the kitchen table," she said.
I did as requested and sat down at the table, waiting quietly.
"Umm... Lee... umm... I've been seeing someone for the last several months..." Stephanie started before I quickly cut her off. It was time to assert myself and cause some mayhem.
"Seeing someone? As in having lunch with him on a regular basis... or fucking him on a regular basis? Could you be a little more specific, dear?" I rasped loudly, knocking over my chair as I jumped up from my seat.
I guess my reaction was more than Stephanie expected because she quickly slid her seat back from the table and stared at me in shock. I know I'm a pretty sanguine person, but how could she not expect me to react so forcefully to that statement.
"Umm... I guess having sex with him," she said barely above a whisper.
I started pacing back and forth, waiting for my wife to continue her reveal.
"We've been together for about six months now... and we've grown quite fond of each other. I wasn't planning to ever tell you; I didn't want to hurt you, but I needed to tell you because of the guilt I've been feeling," Stephanie said.
"Been together for six months," I repeated vehemently. "You mean been fucking. Call it what it is, Steph. You've been fucking each other for six months. You think 'been together' makes it better for me; you're fucking delusional. Say it, Stephanie. Say it!"
She looked at me with fear in her eyes. I'd never yelled at her like this before, and I could see she was afraid.
"Say it, bitch!"
"We've been... we've been fucking for six months. Is that what you wanted to hear?" she asked, looking like she wanted to vomit.
"Yes. I wanted to hear you say the truth. Doesn't sound quite as romantic now, does it?" I snapped.
She looked everywhere but directly at me. For what it was worth, I made my point. She shook her head negatively.
"So who the fuck have you been spreading your legs for? Do I know him?" I snarled as I prowled around the kitchen.
"You don't know him. He's the new paralegal in the office," she replied. "Jake Henderson. He graduated from Ohio State last year. He was a back-up linebacker on the football team."
"Holy shit! So you're fucking a kid? A big kid? How old is this fucker, maybe 23?" I yelled, my volume escalating as I made sure not to give up anything about what I knew.
She looked incredibly guilty. After all, that meant he was just a few years older than our daughter.
"He's 24, if that matters..." she said.
"Fuck, he's closer to our daughter's age than yours; much closer. If I was fucking a 24-year-old, you'd call me a damn perv. Just because the shoe is on the other foot doesn't change things. You're a Goddamn perv. Please tell me he doesn't call you 'Mommy?'"
"No, he doesn't call me 'Mommy," she said very softly, still not able to look me in the eyes.
"So you had to tell me because the guilt was killing you. But you haven't said that you're going to stop because the guilt is killing you. You're not planning to stop, are you?" I asked.
I could see by her face that this discussion wasn't going the way she was expecting.
"No, I just don't want to feel guilty about doing it," Stephanie said.
"Wait. Wait. Wait. Just because you told me doesn't mean I give you permission," I said.
"I-I'm not asking you for permission," she said, her voice gaining strength. I'm just telling you what I've been doing and what I intend to keep doing. It's my body to give to who I want to, and I want to keep giving it to him."
"I guess that tells me where I rank in the scheme of things," I responded. "You do what you feel you have to do, and I'll do what I feel I have to do."
She suddenly looked unsettled. Suddenly?
"What does that mean?" she queried.
"Divorce," I said, purposely keeping my answer to one word so she could follow me.
"Why divorce?" she asked in a disbelieving tone.
"Seriously? You just told me you've been cheating on me for six months now... and that you don't plan to stop, because it's your body and you can fuck anybody you want. No-brainer. Divorce.
"I haven't changed my opinion on cheating since we've been married. Why would you think I'd be willing to let you make me a willing cuck?"
"We've never... disparaged you by calling you any names. He's not that type of man..."
"But he's still the type of man who would chase after somebody else's wife. That's pretty low, if you ask me, which you haven't because you don't want to think he's a scumbag," I answered.
"He's not a scumbag! Don't you dare call him that!" she yelled at me.
"The lady doth protest too much," I said. "A scumbag by any other name..."
She actually stamped her foot like a petulant child. Good God, what happened to the woman I married?
"Do we have to get divorced? Why can't we keep things like they have been? I wasn't giving you any less. You seemed happy. And I'm certainly happy with the two of you," Stephanie explained.
"But I'm not happy sharing what I thought... what you vowed... was only mine. I don't share. I won't share you," I rasped.
She looked angry, scared and confused all at once. It was a look I had never seen on her face before... and it certainly wasn't a good look.
"It won't be a forever thing. Just a while... but you're my husband, so you'll always be my number one. I mean, I do have feelings for him, I couldn't just sleep with a man without having feelings for him... but he knows he's my fun and you're my number one guy, now and forever," she said.
"At the expense of repeating myself, I won't share," I growled. "I shouldn't be your number one, because there shouldn't be more than me.
"I thought you loved me. If you love me, how did this fucker worm his way into your life, into our marriage? Or did you chase him?"
"I wouldn't chase another man because I do love you. He and I became friends after he came to work for our firm, and then he and I worked together on a couple of cases for Krista."
Krista Prather, attorney, was Stephanie's immediate boss. She was Krista's admin.
"We became closer, and then started doing lunches. Krista kind of encouraged me, telling me I deserved a little fun after being a good wife and raising two good kids. She gave us some time here and there.
"I knew it was wrong, but it kind of felt exciting, like back when you're in high school and you've got a crush on someone. I know. I know. I haven't felt like that in quite some time. I guess I kind of got carried away. The first time he kissed me..."
"So the fucker came on to you, and you didn't shut him down," I snarled.
"The lunches, the occasional dinners..."
"That you told me was working late..." I interjected.
At least she had the good grace to blush at that before she continued.
"He's so much bigger and more powerful physically than you. The sex was... very good... great really," she said almost in a whisper. "We've been having sex at least once a week since then... fucking as you'd prefer I call it."
"So not only were you cheating on me, but you've been lying to me as well for this whole time?" It wasn't really a question.
She nodded but didn't speak. She suddenly became very interested in something on the floor.
"We've become close, and the sex is great. It won't go on forever, but we've really got something, and I don't... won't stop... at least not for the foreseeable future," she rasped.
"But you said you love me. If you really love me, I need you to stop fucking him and seeing him," I said forcefully.
"I... I can't do that right now. I have to let this play out," she said.
"Then you don't love me as much as you say you do... Not nearly as much as I loved you. I could never have done this to you," I said.
I wondered if she caught my use of the past tense. Truth is, my love for Stephanie wasn't as strong as it was before I found out she was cheating, otherwise I wouldn't now be engaged in my own affair, even if I intended it to be a revenge affair.
"Which explains why you haven't apologized for the affair, either," I added.
"I'm not the naïve little woman you married. I've changed, especially since... meeting Jake," she said, a lot more defiantly than I wanted to hear.
"So now this is somehow on me?" I questioned, sounding weaker than I wanted to.
She could tell by my face that I didn't respond well to that comment. I saw the gears working in her head as she looked for a way out.
"No. This is all mine. I will own it," she said.
******
Several months into my relationship with Lainey, she knew all about my failing marriage with my cheating wife. She knew that Stephanie was sleeping with a considerably younger hunk, although I still hadn't told her the hunk was her son. My original plan had gone by the wayside because I had fallen for Lainey... hard.
I never saw it coming because I was so wrapped up in my revenge plan. After successfully seducing her, we started fucking on a regular basis. As I noted earlier, she and her husband had a vanilla sex life, but within weeks she had blossomed into a sex monster as the two of us had a varied and full sexual relationship. And the longer we were together, I learned she had many other great qualities. Our relationship may have started out as purely sexual, but... I actually started to understand what may have happened with Stephanie and her lover.
Stephanie wasn't the only one who occasionally worked longer some days, and like my wife, it really wasn't about work at all. Yes, I was cheating and lying as well. My wife had been a good teacher, and I was an apt student. I often got a chuckle out of the fact that, in essence, I was now cucking her. Hell, no, I didn't feel guilty to my wife. She started the game.
The problem now was I needed to come clean to Lainey if I ever was going to have a relationship with her down the road... after she divorced her husband. I somehow had to explain things to her in such a way that she would forgive me for using her--at least at first--as a revenge chip against her son. She knew what Stephanie's lover had done to me and my marriage, and she knew that eventually she, like Stephanie's lover, would have to pay the piper. Would she be so agreeable with this, though, had she known that Stephanie's paramour was her own son... and that his major league fuck-up was the instrument of destruction for her own marriage.
Slowly, I was getting Lainey to the conclusion that she, too, needed to tell her husband that she was having an affair and wanted a divorce. I had warned her that informing him would not be easy, and for making her life tough I was truly sorry.


******
Two weeks after Stephanie admitted her affair to me, she was served divorce papers. I moved into the guest room. Neither of our kids was happy with us, but things were easier on our daughter because she had started her freshman year of college and was no longer living at home. Martin, our son, was a sophomore in high school, and was pretty involved in school and sports, and I know he often stayed away from the house to avoid the drama.
While he understood why I filed for divorce, I still felt guilty for upending his life to a great extent.
Stephanie never saw any of this as her doing, at least not in front of me, insisting that we didn't need to get a divorce.
"It won't be forever, Lee. Then we'll go back to just you and me, and I'll be forever in your debt for letting me have Jake," she remarked.
Two days later, on a Friday night, I got home to find whom I presumed was Jake Henderson sitting next to Stephanie on the sofa in our living room, apparently waiting for me. Damn, he was a big bastard... a big, handsome bastard, I had to admit.
"Marty's with one of his friends tonight. We need to talk," Stephanie said. "Obviously, this here is Jake... Jake Henderson."
Jake stood up, extended his hand and started to move toward me. I raised both hands about chest height and waved him off.
"I don't shake hands with men who have no honor. Fucking another man's wife is not exactly the kind of thing that I consider honorable," I snarled, fully cognizant of what I was doing to his father.
I briefly considered that he might try to strike me. Fuck it. I wasn't going to cower in front of a kid barely older than mine in front of my soon-to-be ex-wife.
He grimaced. I thought I heard him growl under his breath, but he turned and sat back down on the sofa next to Stephanie. I heard her sigh in relief.
"I... we... think that you're way overreacting on our situation," Stephanie started. "I love you, you have to know that. Jake knows I love him, too, but you are number one. I will always be available to you, except when I am physically with him, and will always give you whatever you want..."
"And there's the rub, Steph. I can't accept the times you will be physically with him. That's not the way I'm wired. You know that, yet you still did this... to me... to us. You say you love me, but actions speak louder than words."
"How can you just throw away a woman like this after almost 20 years?" Jake questioned. "I think you're making a terrible mistake. You're letting your ego get the best of you.
"I don't want to take her away from you. I'm happy with what I get. Surely you can live with most of her if I can live with having just some of her."
I flicked my vision from Jake to Stephanie and back again while he talked. I noticed my wife was watching him with pure adulation in her eyes, the same way she looked at him in the videos I had of the two of them fucking that the PI had gotten for me. Although she kept insisting I was her number one man... I again went back to actions speaking louder than words. It suddenly became clear to me that Jake was her number one and I had been relegated to a distant second. It was suddenly crystal to me that she would choose him over me if he gave her the choice, which I guessed he hadn't so far, maybe only due to his youth and inexperience. Or maybe because this way he could have his cake and eat it, too. He could have a pretty, older woman spread her legs for him almost whenever he wanted, but he could also keep his single life.
It was time to put the ball squarely in his court.
"You say you don't want to take her away from me, but how about if I gave her to you?" I asked the big bastard. "That's what the divorce gives you. You can have her permanently... 24-7/ 365. In case you haven't noticed, she doesn't want me... except as a safety net really. She wants you.
"And if she doesn't fight it, I can be married again inside of another year."
Stephanie shrieked.
******
Lainey was more than flummoxed when I explained my entire situation to her... filling in the blanks for her about who was fucking my wife and how she and I came to be a couple. She screeched in despair when I told her that her son had broken up my marriage... and she quickly figured out the rest; well, most of the rest. She left a full handprint on my left cheek when she slapped the shit out of me with her right hand, but I quickly grabbed both hands to prevent further damage after that. She cried, screamed at me and struggled against me, calling me all sorts of nasty names until she finally ran out of steam.
Once she quieted down, I explained what she couldn't know: that I was falling in love with her, and had mostly abandoned my plans to jettison her after my reveal of her as my lover.
"Mostly?" she inquired.
"Well, if you're still interested... Jake's still not going to be pleased with our arrangement... and he's going to completely understand the significance. No matter what happens in the future, he's never going to come over to the house for Sunday dinner," I explained.
"Come over to the house for Sunday dinner?" she asked with a shocked visage.
"If everything works out," I answered.
She rushed over to me, wrapped her arms around my neck and crushed her face to mine by our lips.
******
"What do you mean 'married within a year?'" Stephanie yelled. "What are you trying to say?"
"I'm saying that while I might have been slow on the uptake at first, I'm a fast study," I answered. "I knew you were cheating on me a few months before you told me, and decided that two could play your game. And from Jake I learned that I needed to steal somebody's wife..."
"Wait a fucking minute, mister," she interrupted me harshly. "You've been cheating on me for months. You Goddamn fucking hypocrite!"
I had never before heard Stephanie throw around F-bombs with such "clarity." I had to smile. She caught my look and tried to glare through me.
"Speaking of hypocrites... doesn't feel good when it happens to you, does it?" I asked, my voice dripping with maliciousness. "I wanted you to feel my pain... the only thing I didn't plan on was finding a woman good enough to want to spend my future with. I never saw that coming.
"And I found her thanks to Jake, in a way. He stole my wife. He went after a married woman, something I would never have considered doing... until it came time for vengeance. I wanted to hurt him as much as he hurt me, too, but since he's not married or didn't have another girlfriend besides you, I had to just go with the person closest to him..."
"You're the guy who ruined my parents' marriage? You? I'll kill you, motherfucker!" he bellowed as he jumped off the sofa and quickly came at me.
I barely had time to pull my Sig Sauer P320 from the back of my jeans and point it at him. He wasn't stupid and stopped in his tracks, raising his hands.
"One step closer and I'll blow your fucking head off right here. Then the cops will have to sort things out between my story and that told by my wife... but either way, you'll still be dead."
I had grabbed my gun out of my glove compartment when I saw a strange car parked in front of my home. I didn't pull it the first time he got up, but I knew I had pushed him pretty far with my announcement about his mother. Stephanie apparently wasn't as quick on the uptake. She looked confused.
"My dad never mentioned the name of the guy who broke up his marriage when he called yesterday to tell me that Mom had been cheating on him and was leaving him. Maybe she never told him... but it's you... isn't it, motherfucker!" he snarled.
"Yup. You stole my wife. I stole your father's wife. Only seemed fair to me," I responded. "I can't imagine he's going to be very happy with me when he finds out who I am, but I think he's going to be less happy with you when he figures out that YOU caused this mess. There's no way I chase a married woman if you didn't steal Stephanie from me."
Jake fell back onto the sofa almost as if he'd actually been shot. It finally dawned on Stephanie that my paramour was her lover's mother. Her mouth opened and closed several times before sound came out.
"You're cheating on me with Jake's mom? Seriously? When did you turn into such a vindictive bastard?" Stephanie shouted.
"Several weeks after finding out you were cheating. Do you know she's only two years older than us?" I queried. "A hell of a woman, by the way, both in and out of bed," I said flatly.
"By the way, you won't have to call me dad if I marry your mother. Lee works just fine," I said to Jake, who suddenly looked a lot smaller sitting on the sofa next to my wife. He covered his face with his hands, obviously trying to conceal the tears that were now falling from his eyes.
Sam Henderson was every bit as devastated by his wife cheating on him as I was by my wife cheating on me. He and Lainey fought but he didn't stand in her way, giving her a quick divorce. I heard from her that he and his son had harsh words when he found out that Jake's chasing a married woman resulted in the end of his marriage.
"I thought I taught you better than that, you big dumbass," Sam yelled at his son, as Lainey reported to me. "Never chase married pussy. How many times did I tell you that?"
******
The relationship between Lainey and me proved to be the real thing. As I had told Stephanie, Lainey and I were married about a year later. We just recently celebrated our fifth anniversary with a trip to Germany, where we visited several castles.
Jake's part in breaking up his parents' marriage apparently strained his relationship with Stephanie, she admitted to me later. That and the fact that Jake wanted several children and Stephanie was adamant that she wasn't having any more in her 40s helped to seal their fate about a year after our divorce was finalized.
Jake had moved into our old family house after Stephanie bought out my half. From what Stephanie said, she and Jake learned that living together took some of the luster off their affair--to quote the old phrase saying, "familiarity breeds contempt." Going to work every day, washing the dishes, taking out the garbage, all the mundane things in life weren't nearly as exciting as sneaking around to have sex once or twice each week with someone who wasn't your regular partner.
"I'm not sure I could have done 20 years with Jake like we had," Stephanie told me four years later when we were talking at the wedding of our daughter, Rose. "I guess we really had something special; only I was too stupid and too selfish to see it. I'm sorry, Lee, for what I did to you and to our marriage. Boy, I was an entitled bitch."
Just then Lainey walked up to me, apologized to Stephanie for stealing me away and led me out to the dance floor.
"I don't care how many times she apologizes to you, I'm not giving you back," Lainey said. "Never ever."
"Same. Never ever," I echoed.
Epilogue:
Lainey was true to her word. We celebrated our 25th anniversary last month with a week-long trip to the Florida Keys. Thanks to both of us staying in good condition and some help for me from a daily Cialis, we made love every morning of our trip. It wasn't crazy and athletic, but it was still passionate in a low-key, loving way.
We figured out several years earlier that making love first thing in the morning was when we both had the most energy, and we could still have daily sex. We made our lovemaking a priority.
Stephanie eventually married again... and later a third time. After her second divorce, she admitted to me her second husband cheated on her... and it hurt like hell.
"I'm really, really sorry, Lee. I had no idea of the pain I caused you," Stephanie told me. "I thought I understood, but I really had no clue."
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I was sipping my coffee in my kitchen when my wife of 20 years walked into the house upon returning from her supposed Saturday morning yoga class.
She was dressed in her usual yoga class outfit of sports bra and tight spandex shorts. Her hair was slightly mussed up and she looked a little sweaty. Just another Saturday morning in the Warner household...
Juliet gave me a quick hello as she started to walk through the room on the way to going upstairs to shower, but she stopped dead in her tracks when she saw the other person at the table, one whose last name definitely wasn't Warner. She was actually dressed similar to my wife, but looked to be about 20 years younger. Curiosity killed the cat, or in this case, the Juliet.
"Umm, who's your guest, Gordy? You didn't tell me we were having a guest over," my wife snarked. "A well-endowed, half-dressed guest, at that."
"Did you look in the mirror this morning, darling," I queried, heavy emphasis on the last word.
She grimaced, then glared at my apparent coffee guest.
"Juliet, this is Gretchen. She's a paralegal at a law office and also serves legal notices on people from time to time... like now," I rasped.
It was Juliet's turn to grimace.
"Juliet Warner, can I see some ID, please," the young woman said firmly but politely. "It's a requirement."
"A requirement for what?" Juliet asked before the light bulb went on above her head.
She reached into her purse on the counter, got her ID and showed it to our guest.
"Thank you. Juliet Warner, you've been served."
My wife started to breathe heavily as she tore into the ubiquitous manila envelope, revealing the petition for divorce. I thanked Gretchen and walked her to the door.
"Good luck, Mr. Warner."
"What is the meaning of this, Gordy?" Juliet said as tears leaked from her eyes.
"Are you really going to make me say it out loud?" I queried.
She suddenly looked queasy.
"Yeah, I'm not quite as clueless as you and your lover, Doug Sharp, thought. I've known for a few weeks now about your so-called yoga class. I just had to get a few things done first before I filed on you," I said.
"I-I'm sorry, Gordy. I really didn't mean to hurt you," she practically whispered.
"That's a relief. I can't imagine the pain you would have inflicted if you were really trying to hurt me," I said.
"I'll stop, Gordy. I'll end it. Do we really have to get divorced? That will split up the family," she said.
"That's probably something you should have thought about before you started this affair," I said. "The kids are 17 and 15. They live in the real world. Some of their friends' parents are divorced. They will get by."
"Do they know yet?" Juliet queried.
"Yeah, I told them yesterday. That's part of the reason they're out of the house right now," I said. "As for everybody else, they will be getting an e-mail with photos in about... three minutes."
"Who's everybody else? What have you done, Gordy?" she asked tentatively.
"Everybody else is your parents, my parents, your sister and brother, my two sisters and Pastor Lang. In about... two and a half minutes now, they're going to get an e-mail showing them why we are divorcing," I said.
"Oh, God, no! Damn, you not only threw me under the bus, you drove back and forth over me several times as well," she whined.
"Yes, I did," I responded brightly. "You showed me zero respect with your affair, so I showed you zero respect with my revenge Oh, by the way, Helen Sharp, Doug's wife of 18 years, is also on my e-mail list. If I had to guess, I'd say that he won't be running his father-in-law's business come Monday morning. The fancy car, nice house, expensive suits will probably also be gone come Monday morning."
Juliet turned white, then rushed over to the sink and blew lunch. I walked over to the sink and handed her a kitchen towel, filled a glass with water and handed that to her as well. I assumed the unintelligible mumble was a halfhearted thanks.
"Well, at least the smell of puke covers up the smell of your sex from earlier today," I added.
"So that's it? Just like that? Don't you have anything else you'd like to say?" she asked.
"Absolutely" I replied. "Fuck you, bitch."
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I don't usually take requests, so to speak, but NJReader presented me with a good premise several weeks back, and since I was in between stories, the following is the result of my efforts. Thank you, NJR.
Sandy Thompson was one happy amigo on a beautifully sunny Wednesday morning in spring.
He had just finished mowing and his lawn was lush and dark green. It was a little thing, but having a beautiful lawn was always important to him. Several of his buddies occasionally gave him shit over how much he loved his lawn, but he took it well, because he knew in reality they were jealous--a friendly jealousy.
He would see several of those friends in a few hours at the "bored room," the garage of one of the guys where several hung out for a couple of hours in the afternoon just talking, having a few drinks and just in general enjoying being retired.
After more than four decades as a journalist, Sandy for the past two years had particularly enjoyed retirement. "Best job ever!" he always answered when anybody asked him how he liked being retired.
Among other things, retirement had given Sandy a chance to make up for missing a lot of time with his wife when he was working. There always seemed to be one more photo to take, one more event to cover. Fifty to sixty-hour work weeks were not uncommon as a lot of activities happened on weekends and holidays that "had" to be covered. He knew he was a lucky man to have a wife who understood that 40-hour work weeks really didn't exist in his profession.
Ah... his wife. The former Traci Ann Eversole might not have been the ingenue he had first met 45 years ago, but she was still an attractive and well put together woman at 67. The two had been fortunate in many things, among them the ability to still enjoy sex several times each week. Yes, it wasn't as athletic, vigorous nor as varied as it was in the beginning--or even 10 years ago--but at 67 both partners were happy that they could still please each other. And with both being retired and their three children having long ago left the house, the two could please each other at various times of the day and in various places within the home.
As the old saying goes... life was good... until it wasn't.
Sandy's usual routine on Wednesday was to make himself a sandwich of some sort for lunch and watch some TV until it was time to head to the bored room. As she had been doing since she retired four years earlier, Traci met three former workmates for lunch at a restaurant in the city every Wednesday.
Sandy was mildly surprised when he didn't find anything in the refrigerator for sandwiches, nor any leftovers that he could heat up for lunch. Not a big deal. He'd stop by a favorite Italian place and grab a lunch special, eat it at the bar and then head over to his buddy Rico's to hang with the guys.
Fortunato's had a very good Italian chicken salad sandwich on the menu, and Sandy was just biting into his sandwich when he heard several familiar voices coming from a booth over in a corner of the restaurant. He got up from his barstool and peered over a plant wall to see Traci's former workmates Laura Simpson, Marcia Holden and Janet Davis enjoying lunch together... with Traci nowhere in sight. What the fuck...
Sandy quickly sat down before the three women could see him. He took a bite of his sandwich and thought back to that morning, when Traci told him she would be meeting Laura, Marcia and Janet at Chez Shae for lunch. She had left the house about 11 A.M., telling Sandy she needed to run a few errands before meeting her friends. As usual, she would be home about mid-afternoon, while he would be at the bored room.
He rose again from his seat and took another look at the table of three women, noting that there were no extra place settings, so obviously they were not expecting a fourth. He sat down again and for the first time in his marriage had doubts about his wife.
Sandy settled his bill with the bartender, leaving most of his sandwich untouched. When the bartender asked Sandy if there was something wrong with his sandwich, Sandy could only mumble quietly that he wasn't feeling good suddenly and needed to go home.
Sandy knew in his heart that something must have come up for Traci to not show up at lunch with her three friends... and that they weren't meeting where she told him they would be. His stomach felt queasy, his hands felt clammy. He needed answers, but he couldn't just blurt out wild accusations.
He went to the bored room as he had planned earlier, but several of his friends noted to him that he seemed off. They tried to cheer him up by complimenting him on his fresh-mowed lawn. He tried to get into the spirit of the bantering and had a couple of shots of Woodford Reserve bourbon during the meeting.
Traci was doing the crossword puzzle in the newspaper when Sandy got home.
"Hey, have a good time with the ladies at lunch?" he asked quietly.
"Oh yeah. The food was good as always. Marcia talked about getting their kitchen re-done this summer, and Laura said she and Tim were going on a Mediterranean cruise in July. They've been talking about that for six months and finally signed up," she responded.
Sandy stared blankly at his wife for several seconds, knowing she had just lied to his face. It took all of his self-restraint not to strangle the woman where she sat.
"Don't tell me, let me guess: you ate that garlic shrimp dish you like so much. I can smell the garlic on your breath from here," he said, suddenly wondering if the garlic smell wasn't hiding the smell of something else.
"All right. I can take a hint. I'll go brush my teeth right now," Traci responded.
Sandy watched his wife's back as she headed upstairs to the master bathroom. He felt like Wile E. Coyote right before the cartoon character was about to fall off a cliff. He knew he needed to get away from Traci for a while to calm down, so he decided to trim the hedges on the west side of his house.
Now that he was aware that all was not right in Thompsonland, Sandy started paying attention to everything, from big things to all the way to seemingly small. He was pleased that night in bed when Traci didn't initiate sex with him, meaning that at least she wasn't trying to give him sloppy seconds. As he thought back, he realized that Traci never initiated sex on the same day she supposedly had lunch with her friends, nor had she acquiesced on those days when he had tried to initiate. He at least had to be pleased with small victories at this point.
The next week's lunch for Traci and her friends was supposedly at Red Lobster. Sandy nodded when Traci told him this. He told her he was going to go over to Lowe's to look at some lawncare products, then would probably hit a bucket of balls at the local golf range.
"Should I worry that you'd be flirting with one of those young Lowe's associates?" Traci asked, obviously joking and smiling, but Sandy didn't see the humor of it at the moment.
Instead of returning his usual quick comeback, he looked hard at his wife and just said, "No."
Traci was somewhat taken aback by her husband's brusque manner, but she let it go.
Sandy borrowed a friend's car and was parked down the street from his house when Traci left the house and headed out. Knowing she wouldn't be watching for someone to be tailing her, Sandy stayed one or two cars behind her until she pulled into the Red Lobster parking lot. As he pulled into the lot behind her, he wondered where the other three friends were meeting for their meal.
Watching from the back of the parking lot, Sandy saw his wife fixing her makeup until a late model Lexus pulled into the spot next to her Cadillac SUV. A tall, fit-looking man got out of the car, walked around to the driver's side of Traci's car and opened the door for her. The two exchanged a quick peck on the lips before walking into the restaurant hand in hand.
By the time the two got to the door of the restaurant, Sandy's blood pressure was ringing the bell, but by that time he knew he recognized the visage of Traci's lunch date: once upon a time, he and Traci were the "it" couple in town and appeared to be heading for the altar, until Robert White found the daughter of a rich man to marry.
Robert White was the undisputed big man on campus at John F. Kennedy High School. At 6-3, 200 pounds, he was the quarterback of the football team, the point guard on the basketball team and a pitcher on the baseball team. Traci, a beautiful blonde with a curvy body, was--naturally--captain of the cheerleading squad. The two had dated from the time they were sophomores until they went to different universities. Pretty much everyone assumed they would get back together after college.
While Robert White and Traci Eversole were practically royalty in high school; Sandy Thompson was just one of the masses. As a freshman, he stood 5-2 and weighed 86 pounds. Although he was fairly handsome with a mop of brown curls and big brown eyes, as a male munchkin, he wasn't high up on the wish lists of too many girls.
By graduation, however, Sandy had grown to 5-11, 155 pounds, not exactly Chris Hemsworth numbers, but large enough to start getting some dating action. Like many other high school students, he lost his virginity on prom night.
Like Traci, Sandy attended Michigan State University, which was a three-hour car ride from their hometown. Neither knew the other was in East Lansing until Traci posted on a student bulletin board that she needed a ride home for Thanksgiving. Sandy's roommate saw the post and gave him Traci's cell number.
Traci didn't remember seeing Sandy at Kennedy. He wasn't hurt by her not remembering him. The two became friends on the drive home, and since Sandy had a car and Traci didn't, he occasionally helped her run some errands. Still, he knew she was supposed to be Robert White's girlfriend, at least until Robert informed her at Christmas break in their senior years that he was engaged to a girl who attended the University of Wisconsin with him.
Traci tearfully unpacked her baggage to Sandy on the trip back to Michigan State. Sandy gradually became her go-to, and by graduation the two were a couple. Two years later, they were husband and wife.
Traci and Robert White left the restaurant together in just under an hour. They got into their own cars and drove to what Sandy assumed was Robert's apartment in an upscale senior community on the east side of town. Again Sandy had no trouble following, and parked down the street from the condo that was apparently Robert's.
Sandy didn't have to see what the pair was doing inside the condo for more than two hours, but he watched as the two exchanged a passionate kiss good-bye at Robert's door before Traci walked off somewhat stiffly, her hair, makeup and clothes all looking somewhat worse for wear.
Sandy got home about 30 minutes after Traci. He noticed that she had put herself back together nicely, and he wouldn't have had a clue as to what she had been doing earlier if he hadn't known beforehand. For what it was worth, it made him feel a little better about being clueless previously.
"Damn, she's awfully good at this act. This is more than just something quick and dirty," Sandy thought to himself. "Okay, two can play at that game... at least for a while."
"Good lunch? Ladies doing okay?" Sandy said as walked into the kitchen and gave his wife a quick hug from behind as she stood at the kitchen sink.
Sandy moved away gracefully as Traci turned to give him a kiss but came up empty. He caught her look of confusion.
"Everything's good with everybody. We were talking that maybe we should all get together soon--you know, get all you husbands to join us for lunch, since everybody's now retired," she answered.
"Play the game, Sandy. Play the game," he admonished himself as he unballed his fists.
"Yeah. That would be... fun... or something," he said.
"Oh, come on. You get along with the other husbands. It wouldn't be that bad," she said.
"We could do that" Sandy said. "I like the other guys... well, at least two of them. Jacob's a total asswipe..."
"You could put up with him for an hour or two. Be your usual charming and delightful self."
"So... everything else good with the ladies?" he reiterated.
"Of course," she said.
Sandy was incredulous at how easily his wife lied directly to him... again.
Forty-one years apart had dulled the pain but not the love Traci apparently had carried in her heart for Robert White. She felt as tingly as a teenager when she heard the voice from her past behind her in line at a local Starbuck's almost four years earlier.
She spun around on a point like a dancer when he murmured a "long time no see, Traci," quietly into her ear. "You're still a beautiful woman."
Traci didn't think, but rather reacted, reaching her arms up and around the man's neck as she planted a passionate kiss on his lips.
"Oh my God, Bobby! It's really you!" she practically squealed like a teen.
Robert had his hands on her hips as he took a half-step back to look in the woman's eyes after she released her tight grip on him.
"Now that's how to greet an old flame!" he enthused back. "Give me some more of that, please!"
Traci didn't hesitate to move in and give the man another passionate kiss on his soft lips. The two stayed locked together until someone behind them cleared her throat not quite so innocently.
"Sorry," Traci and Robert both said at the same time.
Robert bought both of their drinks. They moved to a table and spent the next hour catching up. Robert--still Bobby to her--started off the conversation by telling Traci that his wife had died a year earlier and he had moved back to his hometown about two months earlier. He had known that she had married Sandy Thompson after college, and had checked on her social media to see that she had two grown children.
"I never had children, with either wife," he said. "I tried with my first wife in our 20s and 30s, but it just wasn't to be. It was too late for Arlene and I by the time we got married."
Traci looked hard into the gray eyes of the man she once thought she'd marry. What she saw both delighted and scared her, because she saw love.
"Oh," she murmured, as Robert continued to look into her eyes before being satisfied with what he saw looking back at him.
He grinned lecherously at her.
"I'm a married woman, Bobby. I could never do that to Sandy. He's been a great husband..." she rushed out, her words not even sounding convincing to her.
"I'm not asking you to leave Sandy," he said. "I'm just asking for a little of your time... to see if what I think is still there... is really still there. If it is, we can go from there."
A big part of Traci's heart was singing a happy tune. A small part of her heart, by comparison, was backpedaling.
"I had a pretty good marriage to Miranda. We had 12 years before things fell apart. She wasn't you, though. But you and Sandy were married by the time I realized that I had let my soul mate get away," he explained.
"I-I never totally got over you just dumping me like that," Traci admitted. "I always kept a piece of my heart just for you. Sandy's been a great husband and a great father, but he wasn't you. Isn't you. I know I should probably never forgive you, but... I guess I'd like to see where this could go."
A month later, where it went was Robert's bed. He didn't have to work very hard to persuade Traci. She found out he was still in pretty good condition for a man of 63, even if once was all he could go in an afternoon. While that was no different than her husband, Traci was still a bit disappointed, because her memory of Bobby was that he always went more than once, and he was physically dynamic.
The two shared Robert's bed twice each week for almost two years before Sandy threw a monkey wrench into things by retiring. Neither Traci nor Robert was ready to stop, so after much hand wringing, they came upon the plan to meet on Wednesdays instead of Traci going to lunch with her former workmates, as she had been doing since she retired.
"That should give us time for lunch as well as a couple of hours after if I can persuade him to spend a few hours with some neighborhood guys. They meet and talk and drink in a friend's garage," she said.
To help make up for the two having to cut down their trysts from twice to once each week, Traci decided she needed a weekend with Robert. She set up her husband with a golf weekend for himself and three friends at one of the nicer courses about three hours north of their city. Sandy was thrilled with the gift and rounded up three friends.
Meanwhile, Traci rounded up Robert, who rounded up a supply of Viagra.
Robert continued to try to get Traci to consider divorcing Sandy and marrying him. She continued to tell Robert that she loved Sandy, maybe almost as much as she loved him, and she had her two children to consider as well. She repeatedly told him that she wanted to continue her life the way it was currently working.
"You know sooner or later something's going to give, and then you're going to have to clean up a real mess... if you can," Robert said.
"I guess at that point I'll have to make a choice. Until then..." she said.
Traci was devastated when she was served divorce papers at Robert's condo two weeks later. The two had been having sex for about 10 minutes when Robert's doorbell rang... and rang... and rang. Finally, an angry Robert got out of bed, put a robe on and answered the door to find a man in a bad suit standing there. Robert was surprised when the man asked for Traci by her full name of Traci Ann Thompson, but he quickly denied the woman was in his condo. Undeterred, the man pulled out his phone and showed Robert a photo of Traci entering his abode minutes earlier.
"I get paid by the hour, and I can sit right here until she leaves..." the man started.
Robert called to Traci to put some clothes on and come to the door. Traci was already crying when she got to the door, having figured out she was being served for divorce.
An increasingly-angry Robert was unsuccessful in talking Traci into continuing their sex after the process server was dispatched. He told Traci that he would gladly take her if her husband was stupid enough to divorce her after four decades of marriage. She didn't seem comforted by that fact as she cleaned up and left Robert's condo.
"I don't want a divorce," she sniffled as she left.
Traci was full-out crying by the time she got home. She was surprised, but shouldn't have been, that Sandy had beaten her home.
"I don't want a divorce, Sandy. I love you," Traci blurted out as she walked into her house 30 minutes later.
"You have a funny way of showing that love," Sandy said from his chair at the kitchen table.
"Tell me how you could possibly say anything that might make me rescind my desire for a divorce," Sandy growled. "Be careful, bitch, you don't know exactly how much I finally know... finally... and if I catch you lying to me again, I might physically harm you."
Traci almost froze in place as her brain went into overdrive. She caught that Sandy basically told her not to lie to him again, which meant that he had obviously caught her lying to him at one point, and she knew that Sandy considered lying to him every bit as bad as cheating on him. Her eyebrows knitted.
"Umm... we have 45 years together, Sandy. That's got to count for something," she answered.
"Obviously not if you've been able to cheat on me for... exactly how long? You at least owe me some answers, damn it," he rasped.
Sandy practically watched the wheels spinning in Traci's brain. Could he trust what she was going to tell him?
"Almost... four years, Sandy. Robert came back to town about four years ago, and we... started soon after when he contacted me," she said.


"Ah... lies of omission as well as spoken lies. This just keeps getting better," he declared.
"Assuming you're at least telling me some level of truth, tell me how it happened. How did it start? Oh, and why? What did I do wrong?"
Tears were leaking down Traci's face as she sat down at the table. Sandy was aware that under normal circumstances, he would have been wrapping his wife in a comforting hug. Would there ever again be normal circumstances, he wondered.
It took Traci several attempts to get her story out. She explained to Sandy about meeting Robert in a Starbuck's several months after he moved back to the city; those meetings eventually turning into "intimate encounters" until Sandy's retirement forced the two to change their plans. She even explained about the weekend golf trip she arranged for Sandy so she could spend a full weekend with Robert before cutting back his time with her to just once per week.
"Why, Traci?" Sandy asked, barely getting the words out.
"I still had feelings for him. I know that sounds crazy after all those years, but I guess I never got over him, and I never got over being dumped. I-I didn't even think of you...
"I guess I was reclaiming part of my youth... and I just lost myself. I still have feelings for him, honestly, and since I kept you in the dark, I could have both of you. I do still love you."
"You might still love me, but it's not enough. You kept a piece of your heart reserved for him all these years," Sandy said. "Your heart was only supposed to be for me... me... me alone, Traci.
"We have two beautiful children. We've been married for more than four decades, and yet you still kept a piece of your heart reserved for him. Tells me everything I need to know. I've been a placeholder for our entire marriage."
"I'm sorry. Really, really sorry," Traci related. "But you're not a placeholder. You've never been a placeholder..."
"Then what? The schmuck that you used as a safety net. A guy who could give you kids and keep you and them in a style that would be comfortable?" he said.
Traci looked around the room, everywhere but into Sandy's eyes.
"You do realize you lied directly to me twice in recent weeks? About your lunches with your friends? Hell, you never even hesitated. If you're keeping track... like I am... that's three strikes. You've been keeping a piece of your heart for another man. You've been cheating on me for almost four years. You've lied directly to me twice. You're definitely out."
She sighed heavily.
"How did you find out? Did someone tell you?" she asked.
"Honestly, I found out by a complete fluke. I trusted you completely. I was such a stupid, trusting bastard. All these years, and you were never completely mine."
"Don't two children and more than four decades together earn me more consideration than you're giving me?" she asked.
"You would think at the least it should have earned me more consideration than you've already given me," he responded.
Things got worse for Sandy when he told his children about the divorce. Neither was happy with his announcement--his son, Grant, more than his daughter, Maddie. His daughter's reaction, however, bordered on hostile, which had Sandy baffled.
"You two have been together forever," Maddie said. "Doesn't she deserve more consideration? And her relationship with Robert White? Can't you put yourself in her shoes for a minute? He was her first love, and now he's back in town after 40 years. She's not leaving you, Daddy, but can't you give her some slack on this?"
Sandy heard exactly what his daughter said, even if she had no idea what she just told her father. After a moment to reflect, he answered.
"How long have you known about your mother's affair? Why didn't you say anything to me?" he asked in a voice that barely came through the phone.
It was Maddie's turn to be quiet for some time.
"Shit," she practically whispered. "I-I-I didn't want to get in the middle of you two. You know, he's not a bad guy."
"He's not a bad guy? Really? That fucker seduced your mother. She's been cheating on me for almost four years... and you don't think he's a bad guy," Sandy growled.
"So you've met him. When? How many times?
"How could you keep this a secret from me? You know, by meeting this guy and keeping her secret, you put yourself squarely in between us... on her side. Tell me, would you be so sanguine if your Mark was crushing on his former high school prom queen girlfriend?"
"Wooh," Maddie sighed. "I'm sorry, Dad. I didn't think..."
"Understatement of the year," Sandy snarled. "Does Mark know about him, too?"
"No, I haven't told Mark, but Sarah knows, too, although I don't think she's told Grant either. Just we girls know about him, as far as I know," Maddie said.
Sandy filed that away in his brain for future reference. Sometime in the near future, he would speak to both his son and son-in-law and inform them about their spouses' attitude to his wife's infidelity. He would explain that he wasn't trying to hurt their marriages, but they should definitely be advised over this development. Trust but verify should be important to them for the remainder of their marriages, he thought.
Traci tried repeatedly to make Sandy see that her relationship with Robert was no threat to their marriage; if Sandy didn't know after almost four years, how could it be detrimental? No matter how many times she used that argument, Sandy refused to buy in, citing their agreement of one and done toward infidelity more than four decades earlier.
"Just because I didn't know that you broke my heart, still doesn't mean it was anywhere close to being right... and you knew what the consequences would be if I ever found out," Sandy said. "Obviously, to you, the thrill of the act was worth the possible consequences. Damn, woman."
Sandy's initial rage quickly morphed into devastating sadness as he couldn't shake the fact that his wife of four decades plus had never completely given him her heart. Never gave him her whole heart. Everything he thought he knew about his wife and his marriage was wrong, with the exception of his children, and considering what his daughter had kept from him, maybe not that exception.
Sandy decided he didn't want the house because of what he called tainted memories, and Traci was only too happy to keep it. Two weeks after the divorce became official, Robert White moved into the house and obviously, Traci's bed. While she had wanted to stay married to Sandy, she felt that she still came out the winner as she still had Robert with her.
Sandy decided to move into an apartment in a Senior community. He didn't take much from his previous life. He most certainly wasn't planning on living the life of a Senior "player." He had thought he and Traci were going to travel and be fun grandparents to their five grandchildren.
"Missed that by a mile," he thought to himself as he examined where his life was now headed after the divorce.
Because Sandy had a lot of friends, his social life didn't suffer. If anything, it might have flourished because he was now spending more time out with those friends, instead of being home with his wife. He didn't feel the need to date for the first six months or so, but at 67, he still enjoyed occasional female companionship, even if he needed some help in the form of a Cialis.
One of the reasons Sandy had chosen the community he did was the occasional get-togethers in the community center. That's where Caroline Espinoza intersected with Sandy. The two fell into an easy friendship. At 70, Caroline was probably 20 pounds over her optimal weight, but she was still well put together for her age. She exuded the confidence of a woman who knew her direction in life.
Sandy found that confidence extremely sexy, and before the evening was over he had invited her out for the next Friday night.
Two months later Sandy and Caroline had developed a nice, easy friendship that included a physical component. They ate dinners together on a regular basis and Caroline was often at his side when he went out with other friends. He proved pretty handy around her apartment and was usually with her when the local philharmonic performed. Without actually discussing it, they became a comfortable, exclusive couple, both in and out of bed.
Traci couldn't put her finger on it, but something was off in her home life. The sex with Robert started out every bit as good as it was before he moved in with her, but if she was honest with herself, Robert was no Sandy as a husband. Their connection seemed to be based solely on sex, and the longer the two were together outside of the bedroom, the less she enjoyed Robert's presence. The longer the two lived together, even the sex seemed to be less enjoyable.
Although they had discussed marriage immediately after Robert moved in, two months after that event Traci was in no rush to move things along.
"I think I really screwed the pooch on this," Traci said to her daughter during a phone call about a year after the divorce. "What's that old saying, 'familiarity breeds contempt?' I'm beginning to understand that.
"Do you think that there would be any chance that your father would take me back? Even just consider dating me occasionally?"
"Considering he barely talks to me because I betrayed him as well, not a prayer in the world, Mom."
Robert didn't have a clue that Traci wasn't happy with him. The sex with the woman still seemed good, which was where he seemed to concentrate his efforts. He had a roof over his head, and Traci was a good cook. What more did any man need, he wondered. As for what Traci needed, he really didn't care as long as he could still enjoy her body two to three times each week.
Traci threw Robert out about two months later.
"Be careful what you wish for. You just may get it," she thought to herself.
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Perhaps a little fantasy...
Henry Gifford was almost a non-entity in my life while he was alive. He was a chunky, slow-moving sucker who lived three doors down from the home in which I grew up.
He and his wife, a good-looking 40-year-old MILF with shoulder-length light brown hair and the biggest tits in the neighborhood, had four children, the oldest of which, Lori, was two years younger than me at 16 and was a friend. The Giffords were also the parents of Allison, 12; Ivan, 7; and Barbie, 2, not that it mattered, but it showed to me that the two were at least fairly active in the bedroom with four kids.
Not that I could blame the guy. Did I mention that Mrs. G was a MILF? Yes, I did.
It was a sad day in the neighborhood when we found out that Henry dropped over from a massive heart attack in the middle of the day at his place of employment, General Electric, at the age of 45.
That night at dinner, my father speculated that Henry's sedate lifestyle and 40 extra pounds probably contributed to his demise. He opined that since Henry worked at GE, he probably had a sufficient life insurance policy and Angie could probably keep the house, but that she would need the help of others in the neighborhood as time went on. He looked directly at me and told me that he expected me to be one of those helping.
"That's a good family, Donny, and they're going to need help in several ways, including with some of the chores and things that need to get done around the house," my father said. "I know you're friends with Lorelei, but you might need to step up and keep in closer contact with Allison and Ivan because they might need someone to talk to... and they might feel they can talk to an older kid in the neighborhood they know."
He and Mom exchanged looks, then both looked at me. I nodded. I wasn't a stupid child, and Dad didn't have to tell me something twice.
Since we lived so close, it was easy for me to slip over to the Giffords and mow their yard right after mowing our lawn, so I made that one of my regular chores. I would also check in with Mrs. Gifford to see if there was something else I could do to help around the house. Other neighbors, both men and women, also stopped in, I knew.
Sometimes when I stopped by, Lori and Allison would be out and Mrs. G was alone with the younger two. In the relative quiet of those moments, she would sit at the kitchen table and talk to me about her husband and how she missed him. I would mostly just listen attentively and nod while she would laugh or cry; I had learned that sometimes being a friend is the ability to be a good listener.
Other times when it was just Mrs. G and the two little ones, I would take Ivan out back and teach him to play baseball. I guess Henry wasn't very sports-minded, and he didn't spend a lot of time one-on-one with his son.
Then there were the times when I sent Mrs. G over to my house to talk with my mother alone, just to give her a couple of hours with another grown-up. Lori and I would watch the other kids and I would order a couple of pizzas to be delivered. Mrs. G always thanked me profusely on those nights.
All summer long I worked and did my chores at home, then usually went over to the Giffords' to either do some chores at their house or just to hang out with Lori, her mom and the kids, as I called the younger three. I ate a lot of meals with them, too. I guess I didn't realize I was spending most of my free time with the Giffords until my mom asked me one night over dinner at my home when the last time was I had been out on a date. I sat and thought for several seconds before I had to admit that I couldn't remember the last time. Mom and Dad looked at each other.
"Umm... Donny, you've been spending an awful lot of time over with the Giffords, so much so that a lot of the other guys who were helping have backed off," Dad said. "Do you have something going with Lori? I mean, she's a pretty girl, and I guess you spending time over there would give you an inside track."
"Oh, no, Dad. Lori's great. She's always been a friend. Now she's a better friend, but we don't have anything going. I'm just helping out. Mrs. G's getting there, but I know she still misses Mr. G, and the kids do, too," I explained.
Mom and Dad again looked at each other. Both raised their eyebrows at each other.
"What? What am I missing? You said I should help..."
This time Mom jumped in.
"Do you have a thing for Angie, Donny?"
I suddenly felt my throat get dry, and my pulse rate shot up. I took a drink of my Coke as my brain spun. Mom was right, of course, but I hadn't told anybody, and was hoping that nobody knew my secret. Shit. I dropped my eyes.
"Yeah, kinda," I said barely above a whisper. "H-how did you know?"
"Pay me," she said to Dad, putting her hand out to collect something. "I told you he was falling in love with her."
Dad reached into his pocket, pulled out a $20 bill and handed it to Mom while I blushed.
"It's okay, Donny. You've at least got good taste. Angie is a very pretty woman, and those boobs are... world class," Mom said. "So what's your plan, son?"
"Huh? What plan?" I questioned, not fully understanding what she was asking.
"You can't hang around at the Giffords mooning over a woman who's 21 years older than you and has four kids, one of which is a friend of yours," Mom said. "You both have lives to lead. You need to get out with your friends and find a girlfriend you can call your own. She needs to find a man her age to eventually take care of her and her family."
Mom and Dad were sitting there nodding in unison. I knew Mom was right, but I was 18 and, well, if not hopelessly in love, on the way there. Angelique Gifford was a definite MILF, and at least if I couldn't have her, I could be close for a while.
"You two haven't talked about this, have you?" I asked Mom. "I'd appreciate it if you don't."
"She probably already knows. She pays attention," Mom said. "Still, if she's got to have a younger admirer, you're not a bad one to have. But, of course, I'm kind of prejudiced."
"Thanks, Mom. I think."
I have since learned that there are a lot more little moments in life that matter than big ones, but because of their size, the big ones are often remembered more. It was a small moment, however, that changed my life; a moment that I will never forget. It occurred April 18, 2010.
I was almost done with my sophomore year of college at the local small university. I was going to school, working part time at the accounting firm that employed my father and still helping out a lot at the Giffords. It was after dinner and we--Mrs. G, the four kids and I--were watching a Disney movie when Mrs. G got up to give the toddler, Barbie, a bath and then put her down for the night. I had noticed Mrs. G looked a little fatigued, so I jumped up and volunteered to do bath duty.
She looked at me like I had just given her an expensive gift, then put her hand on my shoulder, leaned into me and gave me a soft kiss on my lips.
"Thank you, baby," she breathed into my ear.
I will remember the soft, warm feel of her lips on mine for the rest of my life.
I know I smiled brightly back at her, but that's all I knew for the next... I don't know how long. I gave Barbie her bath, read her a story and put her to bed--all like I was in some sort of dream. I really didn't come back to earth until I walked back into the family room and saw Mrs. G patting the sofa next to her. Like a trained puppy, or the luckiest man on the face of the earth, I sat down right next to her as she directed and watched the movie with Mrs. G gently leaning up against me. Yeah...
I'm not sure why, but that moment was a watershed in our relationship. After that, she seemed freer to touch my hands, arms, shoulders, chest and face, and continued with the small kisses on my lips. I was pretty sure I had died and gone to heaven.
The next day, Mrs. G told me I should start calling her Angie; after all I was as much her friend as I was Lori's. She told me in the kitchen in front of Lori, who raised her eyebrows at me and then winked.
A few weeks later I asked Lori if she thought it would be weird if I asked her mother out on a date.
"Seriously, you want to ask Mom out on a date? Are you nuts?" she queried. "Of course it would be weird. But... outside of that, you really should ask her out. I see the way you look at her. I see the way she looks at you..."
"What?" I interrupted.
"She watches you the same way you watch her. I've got perfect vision, Donny.
"What took you so long to ask?"
"So, you wouldn't be mad?" I asked.
She got a strange look in her eyes. Then gave me one of those looks that said she thought I was clueless. I guess I was.
"Shit. It's like you two are practically married now," Lori explained. "You're here all the time. You do more around the house than my dad ever did. Barbie calls you Dad half the time. Ivan thinks you walk on water. Mom... really cares about you. I don't know if it's love, but if it's not, then I'll never know what love is.
"Go for it."
Even with Lori's support, it still took me a week to gin up my courage to ask Angie out on a date. I expected her to hesitate at least, but she gave me an immediate yes, almost as if she expected me to ask.
"I don't think your parents are going to be too happy with me for saying yes. Sorry, Donny," she said with a bright smile.
"I'm not sorry. And I'm not worrying about Mom and Dad. They like you. They trust me," I said.
"Yeah, but it's the age thing," she said. "I'm old enough to be your mother... and that's not going to sit well with your mom. And then there's the embarrassment thing. Parents always talk about peer pressure. Well, that's what this is."
My budget was dinner and a movie. Angie said she was good with that.
I found out from Lori that Angie was understandably nervous before our date, not having been on a date since before she got married 19 years earlier. Lori, who agreed to babysit her brothers and sisters, told me she found her mother's anxiety endearing.
She also told me she made sure her mother went shopping for an appropriate casual dress.
"No mom jeans. You don't want to look like his mother, even though you are probably the same age as Mrs. Parker," Lori told me she told her mom.
Angie's casual dress was a nice sundress which fell a few inches above her knees. She definitely filled out the top of the dress well, although she wasn't showing any cleavage. Hey, a guy could hope, couldn't he?
Despite the fact that I had spent almost two years helping Angie and her family, being out in public alone with Angie was a weird feeling, and I could see she felt it as well. We both saw people we knew, and she probably got as many strange looks during the evening as I did. Tense at first, we both decided to just go with the flow, and I didn't hesitate to give her my hand when she reached for it during the movie. She took it again as we walked to my car after the movie was done, and I've got to admit that my heartbeat increased even though it was such a simple gesture.
Lori was sitting up watching television when we walked into Angie's home about 10:30.
"I'm not going to have to take shit in school on Monday because you two were playing kissy-face in the theater, am I?" she snarked when we walked into the family room.
Angie had in fact given me a soft, quick kiss on the lips in the theater after we got settled with our pop and popcorn, while the lights were still up. I wasn't expecting the kiss and I know I blushed, which made her giggle. My heartbeat went haywire for a bit there, and I wondered if a 19-year-old had ever died of a heart attack before.
Satisfied that we didn't do anything embarrassing, Lori excused herself and went to bed, in effect giving us some alone time. Smart girl.
Angie and I talked a bit and watched whatever was on the box. She then looked at me and asked me what I would be doing if I was with a girl my own age. I got her meaning, shifted in my spot, leaned over and gave her a soft but meaningful kiss on her soft lips. She moaned softly, then pushed her lips tighter against mine, her tongue up against my lips, seeking entry into my mouth. I opened my mouth and our tongues dueled for several seconds before she gently pulled away, breathing heavily.
"Oh God, I've missed that so much," she whispered to me.
I'll admit I was a little hesitant. Yes, she was a beautiful woman and, hey, I was a 19-year-old hormone driven man, but she was still a 40-year-old woman, and neighbor, and a friend of my mom's. Still, I was breathing heavy, and my body and my mind were arguing fiercely.
"How about I let you determine how far we go? I'll be good with that," I rasped.
Angie moaned her assent as she moved back into me for another kiss. Damn, those lips were so soft and warm and...
I have no idea how long we kissed before she pulled away again, breathing hard.
"We can't continue this here... and I guess I need to figure some things out, Donny. Thank you for a great date. Would it be too forward of me to tell you that I would like to do it again in the future?"
"Oh, yeah. Let's definitely do this again," I rasped, speech suddenly becoming tough.
I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised to find my parents waiting up for me when I walked in the door at about 11:30. Hell, I had barely gotten in the door when the Mom Inquisition started.
"So how was the date? Even more important, who was the date? You never said before you left. Do we know her?" Mom machine-gunned.
"I didn't tell you? Huh. Had to be an oversight on my part," I said with a big grin on my face. "The who... that's easy. Angie. Who else?"
Mom's eyes got as big as an owl's, while Dad just said on the sofa next to Mom with a big shit-eating grin on his face.
"You... you took her out on a date?" Mom said hesitantly. "Why didn't you take out someone your own age? It's not like you don't know any girls."
"I know lots of girls... but Angie was my first choice," I said.
"She's not a girl. She's a woman," Mom said. "A woman with four kids, one of which is almost your age and a friend of yours..."
"And your point is?" I answered, more than a bit of annoyance in my voice.
"I just stated my point. That woman is 21 years your senior. She's got four kids. Surely there's a hot 19-year-old you could date," she rasped.
"There probably is, but I wanted to date the hot 40-year-old, whom I like and know really well," I said.
"Help me out, Dad. You've always told me that personality is important. Angie's got plenty of personality. Is it her fault that's she also hot?"
"No, Donny, it's not her fault she's very good-looking as well as very nice," Dad said. "If I was single, I would try to date her..."
"First off, buster, you're not single. And don't be taking his side. She's a 40-year-old woman with four kids, damn it!" Mom yelled.
"So what? I deal with those kids every day. We get along great, all of us. Angie is great. I will continue to date her as long as she says yes to me. End of story, Mom," I growled.
I showed up at the Giffords' in time for lunch since I knew Angie and the kids were expecting me. I expected that things might be a little awkward after the date, but was surprised that nothing seemed different, either with Angie or the kids. We had talked about our going out before the date, but I knew the youngest two wouldn't really understand. Lori admitted to me earlier she thought it was a little weird, but Allison seemed perfectly fine with it. The only way it would have affected Ivan was if my right arm had fallen off and I could no longer throw a baseball. You've got to love a child's priorities.
It took a while before Angie could get me alone, but she didn't waste any time asking me the question most on her mind when she finally did get me to herself.
"I saw your living room lights on for a while after you left. Can I assume that your mom wasn't too happy with our date?" she inquired. "Honestly, Donny, I understand where she's coming from."
"Yeah, she just doesn't get it. It's my choice... and yours. Dad... he gets it. He said last night that he'd be chasing you if he was a single guy," I said.
"I'd bet Margo didn't want to hear that. Did she?" Angie queried.
"Probably not the smartest thing he's said in recent weeks, but I'm sure that will make Mom think a bit. Still, don't be surprised if she doesn't pop over for a little chat in the next day or so. And if she brings over fresh-baked chocolate chip cookies, that means you're probably going to get your ears blistered," I explained.
"Thanks for the heads-up," she said.
Mom waited three days to visit Angie, and she did bring a large plate of fresh-baked chocolate chip cookies, Angie told me that evening when I went over after working at my summer job.
"Oh, a big plate. I guess this is going to be a real serious discussion then," Angie told me she told Mom.
"Huh? Why would you think that?" Mom asked.
"Donny told me you'd be over, and the plate of cookies was your tell for the seriousness of this discussion," Angie told me she said.
Mom just nodded, Angie related.
According to Angie, Mom kept her cool but was very pointed making her argument that Angie shouldn't be dating her son. She pointed out our age difference and the fact that Angie had four children still in the house who needed a "real" father figure.
Angie said she deflected the second argument by praising my father.
"Apparently Paul is a great father for the lessons he's imparted to your son," Angie said she told Mom. "Lori is an actual friend of Donny's, but for the other three he has been a 'real' father figure, despite his youth. Barbie even calls him 'Dad.' She doesn't really remember Henry, and your son has stepped up and been there for her almost from the beginning."
Mom kind of blushed a bit, stammered and finally worked out a thank you.
"As far as the age thing, Margo, if we don't have a problem with it, nobody else's opinion matters, even yours and Paul's," she added, to which my mother could only again nod. "You've raised a good independent man."
Lori had told her mother and me that she would always be available to babysit whenever we wanted to go out on a date. We went out several times in the next few months.
"So you and Mom, you haven't had sex yet, have you?" Lori asked me one time when she and I were alone.
I know I looked shocked at the question, which I suppose gave Lori the answer she was seeking.
"I'm not answering that question. I was taught that a man doesn't kiss and tell... ever," I said. "But why would you think we haven't ever done it yet?"
"Because I know you haven't said the 'L-word' to her yet... and you're such a Boy Scout you won't do it with her until you say it to her," Lori said. "I know you've done it with other girls before, but that was different than it is for Mom."
"Yeah," was my only answer.
"So what's taking you so long to tell her, dumbass? You know you love her. She knows you love her. Me and the other kids know you love her. Some things have to be said out loud, or they don't count. This is one of them," Lori said.
"I guess I'm confused," I said. "You want me to have sex with your mom?"
"Well... kinda... sorta... She needs a good man, and I think you're him, even if you're not much older than me. We all do," she said.
"You do love her, right?"
I nodded.
"So you're saying she loves me, too?"
"Aarrgghh! Are you blind? Yes, she loves you," Lori said. "God, men are clueless."
Lori excused herself when the three of us were watching TV after the three younger children were in bed. She glared at me as she left the room. I guess it was showtime. Damn, my throat got dry.
I leaned over and gave Angie a soft kiss on the lips about five minutes after Lori left the room. She kissed me back and giggled.


"I love you," I said quietly.
"Wait. What?" she said, shock on her face. "What did you just say?"
"I said... I love you. I have for months now."
Her eyes dilated. Whatever the look that was on her face wasn't one I had seen before.
"Seriously? You wouldn't be pulling my leg or anything?" she asked barely above a whisper.
I nodded, leaned forward and gave her another soft kiss on the lips.
"Not good enough, mister," she said as she leaned back into me and gave me a scorcher of a kiss, perhaps the best I'd ever experienced to that point in my life. "If you can't tell, I love you back."
Was that the sound of angels on high I heard? Absolutely.
A couple of weeks later I warned Lori that her mother and I would probably get home very late from our date. She smiled and nodded; nothing more needed to be said.
I took Angie to a nice restaurant and had tickets to an arena rock show that was traveling through the area. Then, instead of taking her home, we headed over to a hotel. I didn't have to tell her what my plan was, because that quickly became our plan.
I will never... never forget that night if I live to be 150. Her body was amazing... surprisingly muscular yet supple, big boobs that were both soft yet firm with silver dollar size areolas and erect nipples almost an inch in length. Her eyes practically glowed with lust and she smelled like... hot-buttered arousal.
We started out kissing sensually. Clothes came off next, almost as if by magic. Those incredibly large boobs felt wonderful as I gently squeezed and rubbed them, occasionally pulling a nipple as she moaned. She surprised me with a shattering orgasm when I ran my hand down her body and strummed her clitoris. We were locked in a passionate kiss when the orgasm ripped through her and she shrieked into my mouth, spasming for at least a couple of minutes.
I tried to continue to play with her body, but she pulled her face away from me and told me to "give it to her--hard." I would have given it to her standing on my head if she wanted. She was incredibly wet, and I pushed inside her in just two strokes. She was molten on the inside, the first time I had ever encountered that. We kissed deeply and often as we made love. I couldn't have been any more excited and I was struggling to hang on until I felt her go stiff, then start to release yet again. I followed her in release a minute later, draining every ounce of fluid from my body, I thought.
She was panting heavily. This was the first time since Henry's death that she had had sex, she later told me. Actually, we were both panting heavily. I hadn't had sex in almost as long. We laid in bed entwined, my arms around her tightly.
"Wow. Oh. Ah. That was..." she mumbled.
"Yes, it was," I responded back.
We laid together for several long minutes before I started to rub her big, wonderful tits. That got me hard pretty quickly, and she wrapped her hand around me and did some rubbing of her own.
"Can we try something?" she asked in a soft, timid voice.
"Anything," I responded.
She climbed out of my embrace, straddled my hips, lined up her entrance with my dick and slowly, sensuously, impaled herself on my diamond-hard length, making little ugh, ugh, ugh noises as she moved.
Her boobs swayed gently in front of my face as she ground on my hard-on, her hands on my chest. The swaying morphed into bouncing as she picked up speed and started moving up and down on me, and after a minute or two watching her boobs bouncing and occasionally peeking down to where we were joined, I started to palm those orbs and flick her nipples.
We were moving along at a pretty good clip and I felt her orgasm building little by little. Even if I couldn't have felt the orgasm hit, I could have told by the sonic scream that came out of her mouth. When she finished shrieking, I pulled her body down on top of me by her boobs and kissed her hard.
"I love you, Donny," she breathed out as she laid on me.
"Oh, yeah, I love you back, babe," I responded.
Angie resumed her bouncing after a bit of a rest, and several minutes later I had my release, Angie hanging on to my shoulders as I came. She again laid down on top of my body, her hair cascading over my face as we enjoyed our afterglow.
My plan was to drop Angie off at her door and just go back to my house at the end of the night so I could avoid seeing Lori, but Angie must have been reading my mind.
"You are definitely coming in with me when we get home, because I don't want to be the only one facing Lori with an overstimulated look. God, this is going to be so embarrassing, because she knows exactly what we were doing earlier," Angie said.
Lori was grinning like a hyena when we walked in the door. Angie was right. It was embarrassing.
"Not a word," I said to Lori. "Not a word."
Three weeks later, the Giffords were at my parents' house for a Saturday barbecue. Dad and I had set up the badminton net in the farthest part of the backyard away from the grill. Mom had made her "almost famous" potato salad and macaroni salad, Dad grilled hot dogs and hamburgers for the three younger kids and steaks for the parents, Lori and me.
I have to admit I was a little on edge in how I interacted with Angie in front of my parents--particularly Mom--and I'm pretty sure she was every bit as tense as I was. Thankfully, the three younger kids had no idea about the interplay going on and were just being themselves, which took some of the pressure off both me and Angie.
Mom and Angie were talking off in one corner of the back yard while Dad and I were semi-supervising the badminton. Most of the time the teams were Lori and Allison against Ivan and either me or Dad. Barbie got into the action a few times when I gave her a racket, picked her up and ran around our side of the court, telling her to swing occasionally. She wasn't very good at making contact with the shuttlecock, but she giggled insanely.
Barbie also called me Dad several times throughout the day, as had become her usual habit. The first time she called me that, I saw Mom's eyes get wide, but when it became obvious that this was her usual name for me, I think Mom just started to go with the flow. Dad, on the other hand, looked over at me the first time it happened and silently mouthed "Dad?" I just nodded silently and he shrugged and smiled in return.
A couple of times during the day when I came into close proximity with Angie, I gave her a quick peck on the lips, and a couple of times she did the same to me, just as we had taken to doing at her house on a regular basis. I guess on one of those times, Mom must have given us a funny look, because I heard now 9-year-old Ivan tell her that it was no big deal.
"They do that mushy stuff all the time when we're home. You get used to it," he said matter-of-factly.
"Oh," Mom responded with a blush.
"Mushy stuff... eww," Dad said with a grin, looking at Mom, who blushed a little deeper.
As the afternoon turned into evening, Dad set up a Disney movie on the bigscreen in the family room for what turned out to be the two youngest. The plan was for Mom and Dad to do some Q and A with Angie, Lori and me, but Allison felt she was old enough to sit with the grown-ups and talk, and after a quick conference between Angie and me, we decided she was right. Mom seemed uncomfortable with Allison in the room, but we felt at 14 she was mature enough to be there.
As I figured, Mom was the chief interrogator. She had been watching closely all day long and talking with everyone all day long, but sitting around the dining room table it just seemed more formal. I don't mean to say it was CIA-quality grilling, but several times I did have to remind Mom that we were sitting around the dining room table.
"Do you have the thumb screws and chains in the basement? You sure?" I asked at one point to let Mom know she had gone over the line a bit.
The takeaway from the day, Mom told me at one time, was that apparently "I had a nice little family over at the Giffords, but what was going to happen when I graduated from college in two years?"
Both Lori and Allison were in favor of me continuing to stay with the family. Lori said she considered me a combination of young dad/big brother/best friend and said I really made her mom happier and a better woman. Allison echoed most of those same sentiments.
"But doesn't it seem a little weird since Donny isn't much older than you?" Mom asked Allison at one point.
"It kinda did the first few weeks, but after that I stopped looking at Donny as a young guy and he just fits in so well with us. He's a good dude. Mom really likes him," Allison said.
"I'm really jealous sometimes," Lori told Mom. "He was just three doors down and I never really gave Donny a good look. And Mom just took him right out from under my nose. Now I've got to find another one like him, now that I know what to look for."
"So... is there a plan?" Mom asked Angie and me.
Angie dropped her head and her face turned almost purple with embarrassment. Yeah, Mom should be asking questions down at Guantanamo Bay.
Seeing Angie was put into a no-win situation, I knew it was time for me to step up. I had been thinking about this for some time now, but was still mulling this huge step. I guess it was time to stop mulling and start acting. This growing up stuff was getting really hard.
"Well, we really haven't talked formally about it, but I was kind of thinking... that if Angie wanted to... we could get married after I graduated next year. Since I've been taking summer school classes and larger credit loads during the year, I can graduate next May."
I turned to Angie and saw she was still bright purple, and now she had tears in her eyes.
"If you'll have me, I'd love to marry you and make this official."
I heard Lori gasp to my right. Other than that, the room got deathly silent for several long seconds before Angie lifted her head and nodded, tears streaming down her face. God, I hoped those were tears of joy.
"Yes. Yes. I love you, Donny," she whispered.
I was pretty sure my brain exploded right then because I heard all sorts of noise even though no one seemed to be talking. Everyone else at the table was staring back and forth between me and Angie. I thought my face might break in two I was smiling so wide.
"Umm... if you guys don't mind, I think this discussion should be finished between Angie and me... alone, at a later time tonight," I said.
"God I'm glad I was here today instead of watching a kid movie," Allison whispered to Lori, who grinned back.
Everyone at the table was silently nodding in agreement. My father gave me the slightest nod of his head that told me he thought I got it right. Still, I knew there was a lot to unpack, way more than just the age difference.
"This looks like a good time for dessert," Mom finally interjected. "I've got five-layer chocolate cake and ice cream. Would one of you bring the little ones back to the table?"
"We'll be right back. Mom needs to fix her face," Lori said as she and Angie got up and headed for the bathroom.
Everybody was eating cake and ice cream when Angie and Lori returned, both with big grins on their faces. Lori gave me a wink.
I took Angie and the kids home after the movie ended. After the little two were put to bed, Angie, Lori, Allison and I sat around their kitchen table for a family meeting. Once again Allison was thrilled to be considered a "big person." She even started the conversation.
"So... you're going to be our dad after you and Mom get married?" she asked.
"Well, technically I would be your stepdad, but you get the principle," I said, suddenly feeling very assured. "In reality, we've been a family for a while now, and nothing has to change... except I would be living here full time."
"Could I call you Dad, like Barbie does?" she said with shy grin on her face.
Angie and Lori both looked a bit surprised at her ask. I felt a little awkward, but at the same time my heart had grown inside my chest. I had to take a big swallow before I answered.
"If you want to, I would be more than okay with that, or you could stick with Donny. Anything but 'Hey, you.' Got it?"
I couldn't keep the grin off my face.
"Look, I'm not trying to replace Henry Gifford. I've never tried to replace him. I couldn't. What I want to be is Donny Parker and be a part of this family, sort of like I have been for the past year or so. I love your mom... and you guys, too, and I intend to be here for as long as she wants me, which I hope is forever."
Angie was crying again and grabbed a napkin from the holder on the table and was dabbing her eyes.
"This is your mother's decision mostly, but it's not going to work without all of you being on board," I said.
"We're in," Lori and Allison said almost in unison.
"Pretty sure the little two will be good, too," Lori added.
"Umm... if you two don't mind, we're going to go out back and have a discussion," Angie said.
Which is exactly what we did next.
"I've already said yes, but could you explain to me what would make you want to marry an old lady like me?" Angie questioned.
"We've sort of talked about this before, and I've already told you... but I will tell you again: you are not an old lady, and more important... we connect... you and me. Our ages shouldn't matter, our connection is what counts," I said.
"Our ages might not matter now, but in 25 years I'll be 65, and you'll be only 44, still in your prime, and you'll be stuck with a Senior Citizen. That won't be fair to you..." she said before I interrupted.
"Stuck with you? Hardly. "Still thrilled to be with you, more like," I said.
"What we've got has been working for me. I'm completely happy with my life as it is right now. I love you. I love the kids. I want to take care of you guys forever."
"But don't you want to do some kid things before you settle down. I mean, Donny, look at things. You won't just be married, but there are four children, too. You won't be able to just pick up and go and do fun things with your friends..."
"But I could just pick up and go and do fun things with my family... my family. That's what we've become in this last year or so. We're a family, and I'm really good with it. I love you guys," I said.
We hugged hard. She sobbed into my shoulder for several long minutes, soaking my shirt.
"I do have one request, though," I finally added. "While I don't expect you to start wearing mini-skirts and crop tops, you could get some regular jeans and tops, dress less like my mom," I said.
"Fair enough. I could do that," she rejoined.
She sat in my arms for several minutes, before pulling back and blurting out, "Oh my God. I've got to tell my parents and Henry's mom. Whew. That's going to be tough, really tough."
"The age thing?" I queried. "Or just in general."
She grimaced.
"Both."
"We'll get through it together. All of us," I said, acting brave while my brain was going haywire.
I knew that telling Henry's mother was going to be difficult enough, but to tell the woman that her late son's wife was going to marry a 21-year-old kid... that was going to be next-level difficult. Both of Angie's parents and her mother-in-law lived an hour away. Angie took my suggestion to invite both to her house the next Saturday so we could tell them.
Talk about catching a break. Henry's mother asked Angie if she could bring her boyfriend with her, and when she showed up it turned out her friend was at least 20 years younger than her. If they were involved intimately, it was definitely going to make Angie's announcement more palatable.
The problem turned out to be Angie's father, who couldn't see past my age. He questioned me about my past relationships, questioned my job prospects, hell, he questioned my heritage. If it wasn't for the fact that I knew this really wasn't about me, I probably would have exploded and ripped his head off verbally. I guessed this was my first important test, and I knew it was all about Angie still being her father's daughter. I calmly and politely answered every question he asked. He especially liked when I told him I was going to graduate early and had an offer of working at the same accounting firm that employed my father.
"What about kids?" he asked.
"What do you mean, kids? We've got four," I replied, stupidly it turned out.
"No, I mean do you two want to have kids between you two?" he asked.
I looked at Angie. This was the one thing we hadn't talked about. We both looked blank for a moment.
"We really hadn't discussed that, Dad, but with Donny being a young guy, I assumed he'd want to have some of his own. It would only be fair," Angie said.
"You would actually want to have my kid, or kids? Really? Wow," I said, completely blown away by her consideration of me. "Wow. I kind of figured that since you had four already, you would want to be done. But if you're willing, I'd like to have one or two," I said.
I lost my head and kissed her hard and passionately on the lips, right in front of the other four. She didn't hesitate and kissed me back. At that point I knew we were good.
"Ummm... I... we get it," her father answered, extending his hand to shake mine. "Welcome to the family."
We decided... ha, Angie decided... that we would have a small wedding due to budget constraints, and I was good with that, even though my father offered to pony up for whatever we wanted. We just had very close family and friends. The only problem was that the dress Angie wanted to wear for the wedding wasn't going to fit by our June wedding date.
Angie hadn't been on birth control since Henry died, and neither one of us thought about that on the few times we had been intimate. She was going to be three months pregnant at the wedding and would probably have a baby bump showing.
"Oh my God, Donny! I'm pregnant!" she said one afternoon as she came out of the bathroom holding one of those pregnancy test sticks.
She looked shocked and happy, then scared as she approached me holding the stick. She then burst into tears and finally... passed out in my arms as I caught her. I carefully walked her over to the sofa and laid her down. She didn't come around for about a minute, but when she did, my smiling face was the first thing she saw.
"Did you hear what I said? I'm pregnant. We're not married. This is so embarrassing," she cried.
I continued to smile like a damned idiot. I was going to have a child with this woman whom I loved more than anyone or anything I've ever loved in my life.
"Say something, damn it!" she whined.
"I... I... love you, baby! This is fantastic!" I declared loudly and then started raining kisses all over her lips, cheeks, forehead, eyes and nose.
"I'm so embarrassed. I never thought about birth control. I can't believe I'm knocked up," she said hesitantly.
"How am I going to tell the kids? My family? Everybody?"
"Wow. I'm going to be a dad... officially now," I mumbled, my elation starting to turn to reflection.
I again kissed her all over her face.
"I'm so embarrassed..." she said again.
"No need to be, babe. Shit happens. Neither one of us thought about that," I said. "But it's not like we're not getting married in a few months and we've been running around on each other."
"The kids, though. How am I going to face Lori and Allison, after spending years telling them not to do what I've done..." she started.
"Special circumstances, babe," I interjected. "They'll both understand. They're great kids, smart kids. They'll get it, I'm sure. Let's tell all of them together after dinner, then we can answer specific questions."
Waiting until after dinner became impossible. I thought Angie was going to pass out again during dinner, and when Lori asked what was wrong, Angie spilled the beans in a torrent of tears.


"Wow! Seriously! How many months?" Lori practically shouted happily.
Dinner went mostly uneaten as everyone at the table joined in the celebration. I'm not sure how much the younger two really understood, but Lori and Allison seemed thrilled for both Angie and me.
"This wasn't planned, though, was it?" Lori asked her mother quietly at one point.
Angie turned red with embarrassment and shook her head.
"We had talked about having a child... but I wasn't smart enough to go back on birth control when we..."
"TMI, Mom. I know what happens. At least you two have already got a wedding date," Lori said.
"And look at him," Allison said in reference to me. "Smile much, Dad?"
Lori asked if anyone else knew yet. She wanted to be around when we told my parents. We decided to ask them over for coffee and dessert that evening.
"I bet your mother cries as much as Mom when she finds out," Lori said. "I know she wasn't thrilled when this whole 'thing' started, but she's completely invested now. This is going to be epic."
Before my parents came over for dessert and coffee, Lori pulled me aside to let me know that she was aware that her mother and I had had sex several times in her mother's bedroom over the last few months, even though I had never yet stayed over the whole night.
"You must be better than my father, because she's much louder with you than she was with him," she said. "I used to hear them a bit, but not nearly as much as you two. You are apparently a beast. Way to go, Donny."
I'm sure I turned red from head to toe. I had no answer, except a meek thanks.
"Sorry if I embarrassed you, but just figured you should know that you might want to get the room soundproofed a little more... or not," she said, punching me in the arm.
Angie had made an apple pie during the day, and of course there was ice cream. Mom and Dad showed up at 7 on the dot, and by 7:10, Mom was a puddle. Dad gave me the raised eyebrow thing at first, but he seemed happy when he shook my hand and congratulated me. My parents completely understood Angie forgetting her birth control after Henry died, but Dad didn't let me off the hook for not checking. I knew he was right, but it was too late now.
"It's going to be a little tight for a while, but it will get better when I start working full time," I told Dad. "Henry had a good life insurance policy, so Angie can remain a stay-at-home, and he had set up college funds for the kids, so there's some there."
"You know Mom and I are here for you if you need anything," he said.
"I will remember that, Dad, but Angie and I will do our best to make it work," I responded.
Dad wrapped me in a huge hug. I think I saw some tears in his eyes. I would make sure that he realized that I would do my best to live up to the example he showed me.
I showed up for all of Angie's OB-GYN appointments throughout her pregnancy. As I started to follow Angie into the doctor's office when they called her in the first time, the nurse tried to stop me; I'm guessing she assumed I was her son.
"Just moms and dads, nobody else," the nurse said.
"Dad," I declared proudly as I put my hand on Angie's stomach possessively.
"Umm... oh... sorry," the young woman said sheepishly.
"Not the first time it's happened. I look really young for my age," I said, which got a big grin from Angie.
"Don't believe a word out of his mouth. He's only 22. I almost literally stole him from the cradle. It's a long story," Angie said with a giggle.
Angie's doctor knew that her first husband had died several years earlier, but even she was surprised at my age, I could tell. We eventually told her the whole story. I'm not sure she was still totally comfortable with me.
Lori started her freshman year at the state college about two hours away from our house. It was a complete family expedition when we loaded Angie's SUV and a rental camper to get Lori settled in the weekend before classes were to start.
We had pulled up into the unloading zone. Angie had the checklist and was the director, in addition to keeping tabs on Barbie. By that time, she was a little over five months pregnant and looked every bit of it. Lori, Allison, Ivan and I did the carrying.
Lori's roommate was already in the room when we invaded with Lori's stuff. She offered to help but we told her our troops had it well in hand, especially with the general directing things from the car.
After several trips back and forth, I heard Lori's roommate inquire about my status.
"Is he the hometown honey? He's a hunk. Are you two going to try to keep a long-distance relationship?" she asked.
While I blushed, Lori and Allison broke out in gales of laughter. Allison quickly left to get Angie.
"Yeah, he is a hunk, but he's a married hunk. He's my stepfather. Here's my mother now," Lori said, still giggling as Allison led Angie into the room by her hand, Angie's large belly and chest entering the room a bit before her.
"OMG! I'm sorry. I didn't mean anything by that..." the roommate, Sarah, backpedaled immediately.
At that point, everybody enjoyed a good laugh at Sarah's expense. We had to stop carrying for a moment and go through what by now had become a familiar tale.
"But you're right, Sarah, he is a hunk," Angie said.
Roone Henry Parker joined our family about six months after Angie and I married. Roone was my father's father and had died several years earlier. Angie was surprised and very touched when I suggested her late husband's name for our son's middle name.
"It's about connection and respect, Ang," I said.
Although it was tough at first, Angie and I eventually got used to getting stared at when we were out together, especially if we were out alone. It took our kids, particularly Allison and Ivan, a little longer to get used to the strange looks we attracted. Lori and Allison eventually got it, but Ivan, just 10, occasionally got upset with the looks. I tried explaining it to him, but considering he was at the age where sports were still more important than anything else in life, well...
I think it was tougher on Angie than me, because society has it in its collective mind that any May-December romance would almost always be an older man with a younger woman. Since Angie could get almost any man she wanted with just a look, I'm sure a lot of men her age wondered what she saw in me. I mean, I knew I was decent-looking by the way girls responded to me in school, but for a pretty much average 22-year-old guy to attract a MILF of epic proportion was more than many other men could figure... myself included.
At first, I lost a lot of sleep trying to figure it out, but I'm a fairly confident guy and it didn't take me long to figure out that I was wasting time worrying that I could be using to enjoy my great fortune.
"A penny for your thoughts, Donny," my mom said one day when my parents were over for dinner and I was sitting by myself for a moment watching everything going on. "What's the matter, Sonny-Boy? Are you overwhelmed?"
"Overwhelmed? Hardly, Mom. I may never be able to explain it, but I'm right where I want to be; right where I need to be. I've got a beautiful wife who loves me, a great family and a great job... yet I never saw this coming," I said. "Sometimes it scares me how lucky I got."
Mom, Dad and I always had a good relationship for the most part, so it was only natural for our two families to bond even closer when Angie and I got married and then had my parents' first grandchild. It wasn't long before Allison, Ivan and Barbie were calling my folks Gram and Grandy, and Angie and my mom went from being just neighbors to best friends. Even when events were at what I now considered our house, there was always traffic between both places.
Mom and Dad even started showing up at my kids' events. Allison was in the school's Christmas pageant that year, and she had a cheering section of 14 as there were six of us, Mom and Dad, Angie's parents and Henry's mother and boyfriend.
With Allison being old enough to babysit and Mom also being close by, Angie and I never lacked for connection time, which we felt was very necessary occasionally with our big, busy family. Our ages didn't matter a whit. We connected on every level--mentally, emotionally and sexually.
It took Angie about a year to regain her pre-pregnancy body, and truthfully, she went a little better as for the first time in her life, she started working out several times a week in a local gym. I was very proud of her. It was very tough sometimes to keep my hands off her body.
"Eww... you two. Get a room," Allison said one evening when she walked into the kitchen to find us necking like teenagers.
"Good idea. We're heading upstairs for a bit. You're watching the kids," Angie said to a very red-faced daughter.
That was the last time Allison ever commented on us kissing. She would just sigh, turn around and walk out of the room we were in at the time.
"You two..." she usually said with a smile on her face.
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"I'm not asking for permission, Jack. I'm telling you this is how it's going to be from now on. I've been a good wife for 23 years, we've raised two good kids and I'm tired of living a humdrum existence. I want some excitement. I want some thrills before I'm too old to enjoy them. I'm still fairly hot and want to step out and enjoy life before I need a seeing eye dog and have to gum soft food.
"I'll be leaving from work on Friday, and I'll be home early Sunday afternoon. Blah, blah blah..."
Jackson Merriman's wife, Natalie, was still droning on in the background about how their newly-opened marriage was going to be a good thing for both of them as he sat at the kitchen table and made mental notes while sipping a shot of Jameson's Irish Whiskey, among other heavy thoughts.
"Damn this stuff is so fucking smooth," he thought to himself for maybe the hundredth time. "I know the Scotch think they have the smoothest whiskey, but my vote goes to the Irish. Smooooth."
He finished his second shot of the evening and poured himself a third. He checked in on his wife's "discussion" and heard more "Blah, blah, blah." He hoped the look on his face was sincere enough.
It was Tuesday evening, and Natalie had several minutes ago told him--not asked, not discussed--that they were going to open their marriage after more than two decades of fidelity. They both were going to be allowed to date--read: fuck--other people in the future with impunity, and she was going to start this weekend by going away with her boss for the last two years, a smarmy 32-year-old shitass who thought that every woman was lining up for what was rumored by the women in his office to be a big dick.
"So you're telling me this open marriage thing is just some shtick you're using to have sex with another man. How long have you been planning this?" Jack asked.
"I haven't been planning this, but when Greg heard we were going to open up our marriage, he asked me if he could be first... and, well..."
"Right. Like I was born the day before yesterday," Jack said sarcastically. "You unilaterally open up our marriage, and even before telling me that exciting news, you've got a weekend lined up with another man."
"What can I say? He works fast," Natalie said without the slightest hesitation in her voice.
At that point, Jack's brain started slipping in and out of the conversation/lecture. He wondered how long it would take him to find a good attorney and get a divorce going. He wondered how long it would take him to divide up the financials. He also wondered if Marilyn Carmichael, the big-boobed divorced secretary in his office who flirted with him at the last Christmas party, was serious about fucking his socks off, as she promised to do if he ever gave her a call. She had even been cheeky enough to put her cell number in Jack's phone, and Jack knew that he hadn't erased it. If Marilyn was serious, then maybe Jack could hold off on the first two of those tasks for a little while.
If asked, Jack would have said he was more sad than angry over what he considered the demise of his marriage, but if Marilyn Carmichael was willing to play along with him, he was willing to play along--superficially, at least--with his wife's crazy plan, while his plan was slowly taking shape.
Jack hadn't heard a word Natalie had said in the last few minutes, but he could still hear droning going on, so he assumed she was still talking, not that it made any difference to him. He got up, placed the Jameson's bottle back in his extensive liquor cabinet, smiled at his wife, got his car keys and headed out the door.
"Wait. I'm still talking. Where are you going?" Natalie asked.
Jack gave no indication he heard a word and closed the door behind him. Natalie watched in confusion before she picked up her cell and made a call to her best friend, Liz Davenport.
Seeing a call from Natalie coming in, Liz immediately dispensed with any greeting and asked the important question that was on her mind.
"Is he lying in a corner crying, or did he start screaming at you and threaten divorce?" Liz asked. "You know the girls were split at 5-5 on those two scenarios."
"Did anybody vote for him asking a couple of easy questions, then getting quiet and finally leaving... because that's what he just did," Natalie said. "He didn't say yes, no, fuck you or anything really. Took a couple of shots of whiskey, then got up quietly, ignored me and left the house.
"It was really... bizarre. Almost scary how calm he was."
Jack came back home about two hours later, seemingly in an upbeat mood, his wife thought. That's because she had no way of knowing that Jack had called Marilyn Carmichael, explained that Natalie had opened their marriage and asked if Marilyn wanted to be the first date on what he called "the North American leg of his find a new wife world tour."
"I'm thrilled you kept my number and even more thrilled that you're giving me the first shot. I won't disappoint you. I promise," Marilyn claimed.
Jack was more than pleased with his pivot from sadness and sorrow to sadness and vengeance. Marilyn was a taller version of '80s British pop star/model Samantha Fox, with blonde hair, green eyes and honeydew-sized tits. Yes, Jack had more than a few unhealthy thoughts about the woman in the past, but he was a married man and would have never made a move... until his wife handed him a get out of jail free card earlier in the evening.
"That was incredibly rude of you to leave in the middle of our discussion," Natalie said to her husband when he walked back into the house. "Do you have any questions you want to ask me, or need me to explain something better?"
"I'm sorry. I didn't know you were still talking, because honestly I pretty much stopped listening after you said you were opening up our marriage. It's not every day that a married man like myself gets turned loose on the female population at large. There were just so many things going through my head that I had to work out."
Natalie took a hard look at her husband and could see no malice in his face as he talked. She was more than a little confused.
"You understood what I told you, right? I mean, communication is a key component of this... for both of us," she said.
"Yup, I totally got what you were saying. You're bored with me after 23 years and want to spice up your sex life by fucking other men."
Natalie was shocked at how well her husband seemed to be taking her earlier announcement.
"That's correct, but by opening up our marriage that means you also get to fu... date other women, so you can spice up your sex life, too," Natalie said.
"I wasn't bored with my sex life and had no real desire to spice things up, so I guess I'll just play my part by ear. I do want to say that the percentages are really bad for the number of marriages that survive being opened," Jack said.
"There are just as many surveys that say the numbers are really good," she defended.
"If you insist... but I've got to warn you, you know I'm old-school. Everything has consequences... and sometimes an 'I'm sorry' doesn't heal things."
"We'll be okay as long as we communicate," Natalie said.
"You mean like we did earlier tonight?" Jack snarked.
Natalie decided not answering just then was the wisest decision.
Although he didn't show it very much to his wife, Jack was devastated by her announcement. He considered her announcement to be the end of what he considered a great marriage. The two had agreed early on in their relationship that infidelity was a one and done. Now Natalie was talking about adding at least one other person to the mix, maybe more.
For the next two days, the Merriman house might as well have been a crypt. Natalie and Jack lived together and ate meals together, but that was their only interaction. Then on Friday morning, Jack noticed the small bag Natalie had sitting by the garage door.
"You're really going to do this, despite the fact that we both agreed on fidelity, and then made vows reiterating that in front of family and friends all those years ago," Jack said. "Despite the fact that you're aware that there might be consequences to your actions.
"I'm asking you not to do this."
Natalie grimaced.
"Don't be such a drama queen, Jackson. I love you. You love me. This is going to be good for us. Trust me," she said.
It was Jack's turn to grimace. As had been the pattern for the last three days, he did not kiss his wife when he left for work that morning.
Jack went home after work mostly to double-check that his wife took her suitcase and was gone for the weekend. When he found her gone, he knew he wouldn't have to cancel his reservation at the high-end steakhouse.
Marilyn Carmichael was an absolute vision when Jack showed up at her door at 6:30. She was wearing a jean vest, braless, with a mid-thigh-length jean skirt. Jack hoped his tongue wasn't as hard as his dick in his increasingly tight jeans.
"Oh, fuck me!" Jack rasped, his voice not quite as hushed as he would have liked.
Marilyn smiled brightly.
"Thank you, sir. And yes, I fully intend to do that at the end of the night," she responded.
The two had a great meal, spent about an hour dancing at a club and then finished up with dessert and drinks at another restaurant. Jack was completely cognizant of the fact that Marilyn was very touchy-feely throughout the evening, constantly running her hands across his chest, shoulders and arms.
Jack didn't hesitate to take the 28-year-old woman back to his house at the end of the evening. They started kissing as soon as they got inside his home, and within minutes they were ensconced on the bed in the master bedroom. Marilyn was impressed that he took her straight to his marital bed.
Ten minutes later, she had her toned thighs wrapped tightly around his head as he tongued and sucked her clit to a trio of spectacular orgasms. She was completely soaked when he inserted his rock-hard dick into her steamy, gooey pussy, and she barely missed a beat as she exploded soon after he started to pump into her.
He slowed for that release, then sped back up when she looked like she was ready for more. She came yet again about 15 minutes later, and he followed about five minutes after that, roaring as he released.
"Oh my God... Can you give me a few minutes before we continue?" Marilyn asked, her eyes closed and her voice raspy.
Jack kissed her soft lips passionately. He briefly wondered if Marilyn was that much better or if he was just that ramped up having a new, vibrant partner.
Jack surprised himself when he came for the third time of the night several hours later. He hadn't done that for several years, but Marilyn wasn't ready to quit after two, and when she woke up after a nap of about an hour, she sucked the older man's dick back to life.
Jack found a pair of green eyes and thick lips smiling back at him when he opened his eyes Saturday morning. He felt like screaming in celebration. If he was being truthful with himself, it had been a long time since he had awakened like that.
"Wow. Double wow. I feel wonderful... fucking wonderful, pardon the pun," Jack said. "This open marriage thing may be as good as my dumbass wife said."
Jack's dumbass wife probably would have agreed with him at the beginning of the previous night. The two enjoyed a fine meal and dancing, but after that the actual sex was... good, but not as great as she had anticipated... despite the fact that Natalie was primed to the max for a big night with Greg Wendell. For the last two months, Greg had been flirting and had enjoyed a number of more than platonic lunches with a grope here, a kiss there. She had checked out the muscles on his arms, chest and shoulders by touch, and knew he felt as good as he looked.
With that kind of a lead-up, Natalie truthfully was anticipating starbursts and a marching band. If anything, she expected to feel the sex was better than it actually was.
What the fuck? The other women from her office who had gone out with Greg had painted him as some sort of sexual wonderboy, not just a regular sex partner. Maybe he was just off his game last night, she hoped. They still had another day to play, and maybe he was a slow starter. It definitely couldn't be her. Jack always raved about her abilities in bed.
Natalie realized that her last thought was the first time she had thought about her husband since she had left her house the previous morning. Since then, her mind had been focused on Greg, even to the detriment of her job. At lunch, she and her best workmate, Liz Stevens, had exchanged thoughts about the beginning of Natalie's new adventure.
"I can't believe you did it. Just told Jack you were opening up your marriage, and that you were going away with Greg for the weekend to celebrate. You are my hero, woman. I wish I had that kind of guts and could do something like that. I'm afraid Bill would shit a brick and kill me," Liz explained.
******
Marilyn was surprised but didn't hesitate to answer affirmatively when Jack asked her to spend Saturday with him. Wearing one of Jack's T-shirts and her panties, she made breakfast for the two of them. Jack wound up feeding Marilyn pancakes the way he fed his own children years ago, and the two giggled their way through the meal.
Marilyn didn't hesitate to re-dress in the same clothes she wore out the previous night after the two showered together, which included another round of sex as Jack made sure all of the woman's body parts were squeaky clean.
Jack took Marilyn to a winery one town over for wine tasting and charcuterie plates. Marilyn was buzzed and giggly, and Jack enjoyed watching her big braless boobs jiggle when she got the hiccups for a few minutes. Marilyn blushed profusely in embarrassment, both from having the hiccups and knowing her boobs were putting on their own show. Jack smiled and pulled her arms away from her chest as she tried to cover herself casually.
"That's just adorable. Don't cover those up. They're wonderful," Jack said. "In fact, you're pretty wonderful."
He leaned in and gave her a soft but passionate kiss on the lips.
"I know that I'm supposed to be going out with all sorts of women in this open marriage thing as my wife explained to me, but could I instead reserve you for date nights, at least sometimes?" he queried.
Dinner that night was a delivery pepperoni pizza at the kitchen table--with Marilyn eating her meal naked and impaled on Jack's dick while sitting on his lap, softly undulating in rhythm as he pushed into her. When Jack felt her getting close, he took the slice of pizza out of her hands and ramped up his thrusting, Marilyn at first stiffening before shrieking and writhing as another climax washed over her body.
Marilyn was physically tired but mentally invigorated when Jack dropped her off at her apartment Sunday morning. What started out as a date with a man she once considered untouchable had turned into a dream-come-true weekend... with the real possibility of a continuing relationship in the future. Could his wife really have been this stupid, she wondered.
For his part, Jack was wondering the same thing as Marilyn. Up until his wife's opening their marriage, Jack hadn't ever considered stepping outside of his vows. Now he was anticipating the next time he could get together with Marilyn, even though she had only been gone from his house for two hours.
Natalie knew she had to resist the urge to bolt from Greg Wendell's car when he pulled up in her driveway Sunday afternoon. The weekend was fine, but she had expected way more than fine. She played the game well, leaning over to give Greg a quick peck on the cheek, then got her small bag from the back seat.
She was relieved more than anything else when she walked into her home. She knew she'd have to lie her ass off because she would never admit to Jack that her weekend with Greg wasn't anything but amazing.
And indeed, amazing it wasn't. While Natalie was hoping Greg would redeem himself on Saturday after a mediocre night Friday night, that didn't exactly happen. For the second straight night, he was again charming at the restaurant, but just ordinary in the bedroom, starting with Greg trying to choke her by shoving his entire eight inches down her throat in one quick go.
Natalie gagged and immediately pushed Greg back by his thighs. He quickly apologized, but the mood was already ruined for the woman. They did eventually fuck, but even Greg realized that Natalie didn't really have her heart in it.
"Have a great weekend? Was it the beginning of everything you hoped it would be?" Jack called to her from the sofa in the family room.
Natalie was more than a little put out that Jack didn't jump up to greet her warmly when she entered the house. Up until Friday, that would have been his usual greeting. She was hoping for some comfort in the arms of her loving husband, but apparently, he wasn't quite over her decision to open their marriage. Still, his tone at least didn't seem pissy.
"It was a really good weekend. Greg's a great guy. We had a good time. And yes, the sex was good, too. I know that's what you really want to know," she said as she walked into the family room.
"Actually, that's the last thing I wanted to know. I just hoped you had a good weekend, because it would be a shame for you to put our marriage in jeopardy for nothing," he responded with almost no emotion in his voice.
Jack's eyes were on the big screen, but he saw from the corner of his vision the grimace from his wife.
"Come on, Jack. Let it go. You know we love each other, and you're not going to throw away 23 years for some meaningless sex."
"When did sex become meaningless for you?" he asked, his eyes suddenly focused on her and looking intense. "Sex... especially sex with someone you love, is never meaningless."
She gasped and then pursed her lips.
"You're twisting my words. You know that's not what I meant. I meant..." she started.
"I'm not twisting your words. You said exactly what you meant. You're just trying to have it both ways," he rasped, his voice sounding strangled.
Natalie took a deep breath to calm herself.
"Let's not fight. I just walked in the door. So, what did you do this weekend?" she said, her voice taking on a conciliatory tone.
Jack knew the question was coming. He had thought of several different ways to answer, all of them truthful to some degree. How much truth was he willing to give her?
"I... had a date Friday night, too. Do you remember Marilyn Carmichael from my office?"
Natalie couldn't help herself. Her eyes opened wide in surprise, then closed into slits of anger. Hell yes, she remembered that big-boobed blonde bimbo who flirted with her husband at his firm's Christmas party the previous year.
"Hypocrite much?" Jack asked in his mind, but kept his own counsel.
"You went out with... her? Isn't she a little young for you?" Natalie growled.
"Probably not too much younger than Greg. Besides, I didn't embarrass myself," he said.
"Whatever," his wife rejoined before walking out of the room and heading for the bedroom to empty her small bag.
Jack wondered if his wife would notice the changed sheets on the bed. He already knew the Ozium had covered the smell of sex in the room, as well as Marilyn's scent.
He didn't volunteer any more information on his weekend activities.
Liz Stevens couldn't wait to pump Natalie for the information on her weekend. Even if her husband didn't seem the least interested, Natalie knew that Liz would want a blow by blow, pardon the pun. She considered telling Liz the truth only briefly, then decided to tell a sanitized version to save herself the embarrassment. She then wondered if the others from the office who went out with Greg had lied as well to cover their embarrassment, at the same time bolstering the man's reputation: the very definition of a vicious cycle.


Not her problem, she decided. Let the buyer beware.
"So who's next?" Liz asked brightly after the two had discussed Natalie's weekend.
"What do you think I am? I've had one weekend with another man and you think I'm a slut or something?" Natalie asked, a smile on her face.
"Or something," Liz replied. "I know you. You've probably already got a list of possibilities. You don't do anything halfway. When you opened your marriage, you didn't just crack the door. You are going to take a good sample of the local male population. Hell, you might even have a spreadsheet working, knowing you."
Natalie grinned at her friend and raised her eyebrows.
"By the way," Liz said. "There's a reason why none of the others who have done Greg have ever gone out with him a second time."
"Damn, Lizzie. You could have given me a heads up," Natalie said.
Liz shrugged and grinned.
Jack was still being standoffish to his wife two weeks later when Natalie announced to him that she would be going on another date the next Friday night. Jack had to keep from jumping up in celebration.
"Just Friday night?" he inquired, perhaps a bit too enthusiastic.
"Yeah, just Friday night. I'm not going to be doing weekends hardly at all. That one with Greg was an exception," Natalie said. "You almost sound disappointed. Did you have plans for this weekend?"
"I don't, but if you're going out, I guess I will, too," Jack said.
"You can just get a date that quickly?" she asked. "Blondie Big Boobs again?"
"Probably," Jack said. "And for the record, she's really great. Much more than two large breasts."
Natalie gave her husband what he knew was her know-it-all smile.
"If you insist, Jack. If you insist."
She had to admit to herself, though, that so far, her husband seemed to have gotten the better end of the deal.
"See, I told you this wouldn't be bad for us," she reminded him.
Marilyn's face lit up when she saw Jack's name show up on her phone. Jack had told her he would call for another date the next time his wife was going out. She expressed disappointment when he told her the date would be just Friday night, instead of the whole weekend.
Natalie's date was with a handsome assistant vice president of a local telecommunications company that she had met on a girls' night out several weeks earlier. Gustavo Tavares was her definition of "tall, dark and handsome" as the 30-year-old stood 6-5, weighed a fit 240 pounds and reminded her of a younger, Hispanic Dwayne "The Rock" Johnson. Gustavo told her he even had a large tattoo on his upper chest and shoulder like the movie star/former wrestler that he would gladly show her in the privacy of his bedroom.
Natalie brought a change of clothes with her to her work on Friday. Gustavo had scheduled an early dinner so there would be plenty of time afterward for "exercise of a carnal nature," he had joked.
It was a little after 2 AM when Natalie pulled her car into her garage. Any guilt she might have had at the late hour was more than offset by the pain and stiffness she felt in her body. Gustavo was every bit as physical as she had expected and hoped--the first two times the two made love. It was on the pair's third go-round that things got a little more amped up.
Natalie had drifted off with her head on the man's chest after two rousing sessions of fucking and a lot of alcohol, both at the restaurant and at Gustavo's apartment. She woke up some time later trying to work out some kinks in her arms and legs when she realized that she was tied spread-eagle to the bed by her four limbs. When she started to question her circumstances, Gustavo surprised her by slipping a ball-gag into her mouth with its tie behind her head, certainly not the way she thought the evening was going to go.
Forty-five minutes later, Natalie was lying--still stretched out, bound and gagged--in a puddle of her own sweat and covered in what looked like a gallon of Gustavo's cum from her face to her waist. Both tits and her stomach were also covered in bite marks and hickeys that would be visible for several days afterwards, she knew, as would the rope marks on her wrists and ankles: hardly discreet. She also felt more than a little bruised inside. While she was not totally happy with how the night had gone, she had to admit to herself that it was anything but boring. She wouldn't have to exaggerate anything for Liz's sake this time.
Jack was asleep as far as Natalie could tell when she limped into the master bedroom on the way to the en suite bathroom, specifically the shower. Despite the late hour, she was in the shower for at least 30 minutes, the not-quite-sleeping Jack noted to himself.
Jack was just about finished mowing his yard the next morning when Natalie finally got downstairs. Her head was pounding, her crotch was bruised and sore and her wrists and ankles were raw and very painful. She was sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee wearing her usual Saturday attire of shorts and a blouse, the raw joints looking red and painful. When Jack saw his wife's appearance upon walking into the kitchen, he quickly walked to the downstairs bathroom and got a tube of Gold Bond lotion, placing it in front of her on the table. She looked from the tube to Jack before whispering a thank you.
"Yeah, rope burns can get infected," Jack whispered back.
"Big night, huh?"
Natalie was so embarrassed she never asked Jack about his date, not that Jack was offended. He didn't ask anything else her about her date either.
Jack and Marilyn had enjoyed a meal together and then went to a movie before again going back to Jack's house. They again used Jack and Natalie's marital bed, where Jack again impressed the woman. Jack took Marilyn home at about 10:30, and was back home with clean sheets on the bed by 11:30. He again didn't feel an ounce of guilt over using his marital bed for sex with his lover.
Jack and Natalie went upstairs to bed together a little after midnight. As the two started up the stairs, Jack gave a quick, seemingly innocent, swat to Natalie's backside, causing her to squeak in pain. Jack smiled to himself.
"So, I don't suppose you'd be up for anything exciting tonight?" he asked, already knowing the answer.
Natalie was completely cognizant of why Jack asked. She was also cognizant that he was watching her open-mouthed as she disrobed, the numerous marks on her body helping to explain her current unsteadiness on her feet. Without a doubt in his mind, Jack knew that Natalie would never have put up with that kind of behavior from him, but for somebody else...
"You kind of look like you lost an MMA fight. Are you ready to end this shit now?" Jack asked harshly.
His wife glared at him but didn't answer.
Jack was wrong when he thought that Natalie might end her foolishness after her most recent "adventure." He almost couldn't believe it when two weeks later Natalie told him she was going out again on a date. This time Natalie completely enjoyed the date and the sex following, although if she would have been truthful with herself, the sex was no better than she usually experienced with her husband.
Marilyn Carmichael was both thrilled and confused when Jack asked her out again. Considering Jack's wife opening their marriage gave him the chance to have sex with many women, she asked him directly why he didn't take advantage of that chance.
"I think most guys would be screwing a different woman every time they could. What am I missing, Jack? Am I that easy?" she asked.
"This may sound stupid, but unlike a lot of guys, I'm not a big fan of 'just sex' compared to having sex with someone I care about," Jack explained. "I know it's early yet for us, but I've enjoyed our time together and would rather see where this leads as opposed to experimenting with a 'woman of the week.'"
Jack thought Marilyn's blush was adorable.
Unlike her husband, Natalie was more than good with 'just sex,' at least for the next several months. Among her adventures, as she considered them, were her first sex with a black man, her first sex with a woman, sex with a college student about the same age as her son and her first threesome with two men. There was a lot of diversity, but if she was truthful with herself, not a lot of quality.
Liz Stevens always ate up Natalie's retelling of her dates on the Monday after a Friday or Saturday night date. She admired Natalie for having the guts to open her marriage so she could experience sex with more men than just her husband. Liz had told Natalie repeatedly that she would never have the guts to do what she did.
"You just tell him you're going to do it, and then do it," Natalie told her several months earlier. "I didn't ask Jack. I didn't negotiate with him. I told him we were going to do it, and then I did it. I gave him the option of dating other women, so he couldn't tell me it was one-sided. I guess he did go out on several dates early on, but I haven't heard him say anything recently."
Jack only mentioned his dating when Natalie asked him a direct question about it. She had assumed that he was trying different women the same way she was trying different men. In the last several months, however, Jack had almost always been in bed asleep when she got back from her dates, leading her to believe that he went out drinking with some friends many times when she had a date. For his part, Jack wasn't above occasionally pretending he had a hangover the morning after his wife had a date.
The communication in the Merriman house was minimal at best seven months after Natalie opened their marriage. The two lived more like roommates than a couple married for more than two decades. Natalie was often focused on her next date, and Jack wanted little to do with his wife sexually. Their once a month sex now was always initiated by Natalie, but as far as the actual act, she was little more than a semi-interested party.
Natalie was shocked the first time she initiated sex with Jack after her first date with another man. The two were kissing and groping before Jack reached into his nightstand for a condom. Natalie looked shocked and confused until Jack explained that he figured his wife had let her lover take her bareback because she was on birth control.
The light bulb finally went off above Natalie's head.
"I-I'm sure Greg is clean. There's no need for that," she sneered.
"So you say," Jack said. "I no longer trust you, and I'm not going to trust a man who sleeps with another man's wife."
"But he's married, too. Of course he's clean," Natalie said.
"Of course. Not," Jack said. "And I'm assuming you're going to let future lovers also go bareback."
Natalie hadn't really thought about it, but she preferred skin to skin above all else. She made a mental note to keep vigilant in her choices.
Jack took his wife's silence as affirmation.
The two rarely had any conversations of consequence after Natalie opened their marriage. The little touches of affection, cuddling together on the sofa while watching TV, the whispered expressions of affection, all went away. Grunts and one-word conversations became the norm. On the rare occasions Natalie wasn't on her phone with a potential new date, she noticed how quiet the house had become. She wondered if Jack had noticed the same thing. If he had, he never said anything.
"So if the sex isn't any better than you had with Jack, why are you still doing it?" Liz Stevens asked Natalie about eight months after Natalie opened her marriage. "I mean, I enjoy living vicariously through your adventures, but it almost seems like I'm getting more out of this than you are.
"Do you think that when you finally stop, Jack's going to welcome you back with open arms? Hasn't he tasted some forbidden fruit of his own? You had a pretty good thing with Jack. What if everything is changed? Surely you've thought about that, right?"
"You know I wouldn't just have done this without thinking about it from a lot of different angles," Natalie said. "But the biggest thing working for me is the fact that I know Jack loves me, and even though he's hurt, he's a good man and will suck it up for our marriage."
"I hope you're right. You know I've been telling Bill everything, and Bill thinks you're nuts. He's met Jack several times though the years, and he likes him. He thinks you're making the mistake of assuming Jack is a forgiving kind of guy because he's not very quick to show his temper. Nice doesn't mean doormat," Liz said.
"You're right. I guess he'll probably be the happiest guy in the world when I stop this, which will be soon, I'm sure. We really do need to re-connect," Natalie said.
A few nights later, during another mostly quiet dinner meal, Natalie told Jack that she wanted to close their marriage--stop the open marriage. She figured that would bring a positive response if not a big yell of joy from her husband.
"No," Jack said softly.
"No? No what?" Natalie queried, more than a little confused.
"No, I'm not going along with closing the marriage. I've been enjoying the open marriage, and I think we should keep it going until the divorce," Jack said.
Natalie was about to respond to Jack's comment about the open marriage when the "D-word" landed in her ears.
"Wait. What? Divorce?" she mumbled, her face a mask of shock. "Why?"
"Do you really have to ask why? Really? You unilaterally opened our marriage and have been fucking other guys for more than six months... You didn't care a thing about what I thought. We've been married for 23 years, woman. This should have been something we discussed."
"But you've been enjoying the open marriage. I know you've gone out several times with that bimbo from your office, and surely you've gone out with others," Natalie said. "You've done the same exact things I have..."
"And I've enjoyed it... and am still enjoying it," Jack said. "In fact, the open marriage thing has shown me that I enjoy dating and having sex with other women... women who aren't you. You're the one who was supposed to have my back, protect my heart, but you did neither. So I've learned to rely on others... just one other, actually."
"Oh my God. You've fallen in love with that bimbo?" Natalie cried.
Jack grinned and made no effort to deny his feelings for Marilyn. This discussion with his wife was the first of two that needed to happen.
"You'll be served divorce papers tomorrow. I'll have you served at home so you won't be embarrassed in front of your work comrades," he said.
"I don't want a divorce. Can't we discuss this?" Natalie whined.
"The way we discussed opening the marriage?" Jack ridiculed.
"Twenty-three years, Jack. Next month will be 24. How can you be so cavalier about that?" she asked.
"I'm not the one who decided to fuck other men... to make her pussy happy. I would have been very happy to ride off into the sunset with you... just you," he said. "But once you opened the marriage, I wasn't going to be a willing cuckold. I decided to get just as dirty as you. Yeah, I can't claim the moral high ground, but this way was a lot more fun. We were probably always going to get a divorce, no matter what else happened."
"The kids... are going to be so mad at us," Natalie said. "I don't look forward to those conversations."
"I'll take care of that tonight," Jack said.
Natalie gasped as all the color drained from her face.
"Tonight? Why are you rushing?" she mumbled.
"I'm not rushing, but I'm not going to let this fester. And I'm not going to let you have a chance to concoct a bullshit story. I don't trust you to tell the truth," he said.
"You don't trust me..." she started as Jack shook his head silently. "I guess I can see why."
The couple's children, 21-year-old Marcy and 19-year-old Alan, both seemed shocked when their father told them in a conference call that he and their mother were divorcing. When Alan asked him why, Jack was brutally honest.
"Your mother decided we needed an open marriage so she could sample other men. I wasn't happy about her opening the marriage, but I decided two could play that way, so I had my fun as well. Only thing is, I guess I'm having more fun that she is, because she wanted to stop and I didn't. No matter what happened, I was divorcing her. The only difference is, I possibly found somebody else."
"No chance of reconciling, Dad?" Marcy asked, her voice sounding strangled.
"I'm sorry, baby. When your wife of 23 years says she wants to experience more of what life has to offer... It's like she kicked me in the gonads," Jack responded.
"I never would have expected Mom to do a slut thing," Marcy said.
"That makes two of us, baby."
"But you said you might have found somebody else. Seriously?" Alan asked his father, his voice sounding doubtful. "You weren't cheating on her before this, were you?"
"I know where you're going with this, Alan. I had never even considered stepping out on your mother. But instead of sitting on my hands and just taking it, or maybe ending up in jail after beating her boy toys, I decided to play by her rules... and one of my co-workers had expressed an interest in the past, so I asked her out. I enjoyed my time with her so much I just never wound up asking anyone else. Your mom on the other hand... has enjoyed multiple partners. My one must have been so much better than her dozen or so..."
"A dozen or so... really? Holy shit, Dad," Marcy said.
Natalie was unsuccessful at slowing the divorce, especially after the judge found out that she opened the marriage despite her husband not wanting to do so.
"Haven't you ever heard of the old saying, 'be careful what you wish for, you might just get it?'" the judge asked Natalie before approving the final decree.
"But... but he was supposed to love me forever. I came back to him," she sniffled in court.
"Did you ever think you shouldn't have left him in the first place?" the judge asked.
Jack thought Marilyn Carmichael looked stunning when he picked her up for their date the night after his divorce was official. Jack had called Marilyn the day after Natalie was served and asked her if she was ready to take their relationship to the next level. She wasn't subtle as she shrieked with joy.
The pair was engaged six months after Jack was officially divorced from Natalie. The wedding was another six months later. While both of Jack's children thought the timing was too quick, they had to admit to each other and their father that Marilyn appeared to love him unconditionally, the way their mother once loved him.
Because of their love for Jack, the pair eventually grew close with their stepmother, to the consternation of their mother.
"She's a really great person, Mom, and she's loves Dad to the moon and back. How can we not like her?" Marcy explained. "I know you don't see it, but it's not a you-versus-her thing.
"You gave Dad up. I don't think she's going to make the same mistake."
Marilyn had told Jack that she would like to have a child with him, but although the pair tried, it was not to be. With no little ones to hold them back, the pair decided to travel the world on their vacations.
The appeal of going out on dates as a single woman wasn't nearly as exciting as it was when she was dating as a married woman, Natalie admitted to her friend, Liz, several months later. As far as finding someone worth dating on a long-term basis, Natalie wasn't confident she would ever find someone as good as Jack.
"I guess FAFO is a real thing," she said. "I fucked around. I found out. I am an idiot, Liz."
"You don't hear me disagreeing with you. Do you?" Liz asked.
As she was still a good-looking woman for her age as she approached 50, Natalie never lacked for male companionship--specifically in bed. Her tendency to date younger men for more energetic, wilder sex, wasn't conducive to finding someone she considered to be a lifetime partner. Very few of those she considered to be lifetime partner candidates were up to her standards in bed.


Jack often told people that he considered himself a very lucky man to have had two great wives. He admitted he never expected to find a woman who could live up to Natalie when she ended their marriage by opening it.
"My life could have gone so wrong... how did I get so lucky... so quickly," Jack whispered to Marilyn one night while the two were enjoying their afterglow.
With tears in her own eyes, Marilyn tried to suck Jack's tongue out of his mouth on their passionate kiss.
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This is not another "February Sucks" derivative. The premise had been done by others before GeorgeAnderson did his now legendary story. It may start off similar, but then it quickly diverges. Just a warning. Enjoy.
Ben Rissley staggered out of the dance club/bar almost in a daze. It's not every day that your wife of 27 years leaves a club with another man, telling you it's just for the night and she'll be back to being there for you only after she comes home.
"What? You can't leave me," Ben whined after his wife gave him the most awful news he could ever imagine.
"I'm not leaving you, Ben. I could never leave you," his wife, Cindy, explained for the second time in a tone that seemed to fit more for a child than a spouse. "It's just a one-night thing, and I'll be back before you know it, and then we'll be together forever, just like we planned. You'll see, I'll be back tomorrow morning, and nothing will have changed.
"This will be no different than when you cheated on me 20 years ago on that business trip to New York and I forgave you then. Nothing changed then, did it? And nothing will change now."
Cindy had her right hand on Ben's cheek, her eyes looking deep into those of her husband. She could see by his face that his brain had gone to some other place, trying to find some comfort somewhere.
"I love you, and only you, Ben. It's just one night, and then I'm coming back to my best friend, the love of my life. You will forgive me like I forgave you."
It took every ounce of Ben's soul not to break down in tears as he stood with his wife. There were so many things he wanted to say to her, but his brain was so scrambled that nothing but the simplest thought came out of his mouth.
"You... you said you forgave me completely, and didn't want a divorce... but we never discussed you getting revenge on me 20 years later. A revenge fuck 20 years later doesn't sound like forgiveness. It sounds like you held on to your grudge until the exact right moment came along when you could hurt me back. That hardly sounds like forgiveness," Ben whined.
"This might make us even in your eyes, but my affair was a one-time drunken mistake. This is hardly a mistake. You apparently have been waiting for the right time to stick the dagger in and get some back."
"I guess maybe I'm not quite as nice and wonderful as you thought I was," Cindy said sharply.
"Please don't do this," Ben pleaded.
Cindy gave her confused and despondent husband what he considered a triumphant smirk before she leaned over and kissed him gently on his lips. She then left to go where Angel Herrera--yes, 35-year-old Latino heart throb Angel Herrera--stood waiting by the door. Angel smiled brightly, reached for her hand and led her to the parking lot.
Ben followed his wife with his eyes, his heart breaking as she walked off. He wondered if it was possible for a 52-year-old man to die of a broken heart.
He staggered back inside the bar and discovered he still had most of his gin and tonic left to finish. He sipped the drink slowly, sitting at the table by himself, feeling absolutely pathetic. After what felt like hours, but in actuality was only about five minutes, Ben rose and made his way to his own car in the parking lot, staggering like a drunken man despite having had only the lone drink.
The club was only 15 minutes from the home he shared with Cindy. On the drive home, Ben was brought back to one of the worst nights of his life--the night he confessed to his wife that he had had a drunken one-night stand the week before with a woman he met at a club in New York City during a business trip.
To the current day, Ben still wasn't sure how he wound up in bed with a pretty young redhead after he and several work colleagues had finished at a trade show earlier in the evening. He remembered having a very nice meal at a high-end restaurant, then going with four colleagues to a ritzy bar. He remembered a group of women joining their group sometime later, but the next thing he recalled was waking up the next morning in his hotel room with the beautiful redhead draped all over him, and a lot of evidence that the two did much more than sleep.
The plane ride home that day was epically bad between the killer hangover Ben had and the incredibly large amount of guilt he was carrying.
In his wildest dreams, Ben never thought he could cheat on his wife of seven years. The two had a strong marriage, he thought, and were raising two great children: a daughter, Jennifer, 5, and a son, Robert, 3. At 32 and after having two children, Cindy was still a beautiful woman, with shoulder-length blonde hair, azure eyes and a rocking body highlighted by melon-sized boobs that still mostly defied gravity.
The two were still very actively sexually, and Ben knew that he had hit the wife lottery when Cindy agreed to marry him.
Still, his stomach churned like a man with an ulcer due to the overwhelming guilt he felt when he walked into his house that night. His wife knew something wasn't quite right, and after they put the kids to bed, she asked her husband what was troubling him. Without hesitation, Ben spilled the whole story--at least what he remembered--of his night of debauchery.
Cindy was devastated by Ben's tale and spent half the night crying and screaming at her despondent husband, who could only offer weak apologies. It was Ben's turn to be devastated when she broached the subject of divorce, but he knew that he had opened the door on that discussion by his infidelity.
Two tough weeks followed at the Rissley home before Cindy announced that she would forgive her errant husband and not pull the ripcord on a divorce. The two discussed many things in those two weeks before Cindy finally told Ben there would be no divorce--and no third chances after this upcoming second chance.
Ben was very aware that throughout the rocky fortnight, Cindy at no point discussed her getting revenge on him with an affair of her own. She finally addressed the elephant in the room by telling Ben that she would take the high road and not sink to his level of depravity by having her own affair.
The two didn't have sex for a month, and Cindy insisted Ben take an STD test before she would restart intimacy with him. Ben felt incredibly lucky to have a woman of Cindy's forgiving nature, and for the next 20 years tried to be everything the woman could want in a husband and father to their children. He thought he had lived up to that.
******
Cindy was keen to try the hot new dance club/bar that had opened in town several months earlier. Cindy had always loved to dance and enjoyed dressing up for nights on the town with her handsome husband. Ben was a good dancer and kept himself fit, looking several years younger than his 52 years.
Cindy was well aware that she was still a very attractive woman and dressed to turn heads when she and Ben went out for a night on the town. Ben, who was doing well for himself in a health science field, was proud of his wife's looks and didn't mind too much when she showed off some skin since she rarely flirted and was always well-behaved.
On this night, Cindy wore a lowcut, tight cranberry club dress that barely made it down to her mid-thigh. The dress was new, and Ben, who hadn't seen it before, was a little dubious about how short it was, particularly when it rode up a bit when she sat in the car.
"Are you sure about this dress, Cin?" Ben asked, his voice sounding a little unsteady. "There's not a hell of a lot of inches between the hem and your panties, especially when you are sitting, like now."
"Well, then I guess I shouldn't sit too much," she answered back cheekily, he thought.
The two found themselves a high-top table to sit at when they weren't on the dance floor. A couple of times during the evening Ben had to warn Cindy that she was flashing her panties to other bar patrons so she could pull the dress down.
The crowd began to murmur about 11 P.M. when Angel Herrera, a one-time local and now one of the hottest Latino singers in the country, walked into the club with several other people. He and his group were quickly shown to a prime table near the back of the club.
"I'm not a big fan of that type of music, but you've got to admit he's a good-looking stud," Cindy said as she watched Angel out on the dance floor. "And he moves like a cat, too."
The pair were back on the dance floor when Ben felt a tap on his shoulder, meaning someone wanted to cut in and dance with Cindy. The two had agreed a long time ago that they would mostly just dance with each other, unless they were out with friends, then a friend could have a dance or two. Rarely did either dance with strangers. Ben waved off Cindy's would-be dance partner twice before he felt a large hand grab his shoulder and turn him. Ben at first wasn't concerned when he saw it was a club bouncer. The bouncer, who towered the 6-foot Ben by several inches, leaned down into his space and told him that Angel Herrera wanted to dance with Cindy.
"That's okay. That's my wife. We're good," Ben said flippantly, expecting the man to move away as was usual.
"No, you're not," the bouncer said, pulling Ben aside as Angel Herrera moved in front of Cindy.
Not wanting to create a scene, Ben let the bouncer lead him off the floor, assuming Cindy would follow. He was more than a little annoyed when she stayed on the floor and started dancing with the young heartthrob.
At the end of the second dance, Angel Herrera put his hand on Cindy's waist and led her over to the table he and his friends occupied. Ben watched from the side of the floor as Cindy accepted a drink that was placed in front of her.
Ben shook free from the bouncer and headed over to the table at which Cindy sat. He wasn't happy that she so easily sat down with a group of people she didn't know, in effect ditching him.
"What the hell, Cindy? I get shoved off the dance floor and you don't miss a beat with Don Juan here. I guess it's time for us to go," he barked.
"You go ahead if you want to," Cindy replied. "I'm going to hang out here with Angel and his friends a while longer. After all, the night is still young."
Ben was incredulous at his wife's announcement, and reflexively reached for her hand to help her out of the chair in which she sat. Just as she pulled back, the bouncer who had escorted Ben off the dance floor arrived.
"Take him over to the bar and make sure he has something nice to drink," Angel said to the bouncer. "His beautiful wife and I are going to talk for a while."
The bouncer escorted Ben over to the bar with Ben's arm curled up behind his back. As he shoved Ben hard into the wooden bar top, he told the bartender that Ben's drinks were courtesy of Angel Herrera. The bartender smiled and asked Ben what he wanted, realizing more than Ben did that the order was more command than request. The bouncer stayed at Ben's side.
Ben's insides burned as he watched his wife laugh with Angel and his group. At one point, he caught a flash of his wife's panties from across the bar and knew that she had to be aware of what she was showing the younger man.
It was probably close to an hour later when Cindy crossed the room over to Ben, with Angel following fairly close behind. If looks could kill, his wife would have been dead when she finally got to her husband... and told him she was going to leave now with Angel. When he tried to argue with her, she practically clubbed him over the head with his infidelity from 20 years ago.
******
If Ben thought his night couldn't get any worse, he was wrong. There was a new Corvette parked in the middle of his driveway, almost directly in the middle, so he had to park his car in the street in front of his house when he got home. He knew whose car that was and was more than incredulous that Cindy would bring another man to their home.
Armed with rage, Ben wasn't exactly quiet when he walked into the house, but he could have been armed with a loud stereo system for all the noise that the two were generating from what he assumed was his bedroom. To be more accurate, much of the noise was screams of absolute pleasure and passion emanating from his wife. He and Cindy had what he believed was a great sex life, but he had never before heard his wife quite as loud and responsive as she now was.
"Fuck," he whispered, then realized that there was no need to keep his voice down.
Ben stood still for several seconds figuring out his options. He knew that if he burst into the bedroom and clocked the singer, the only thing he could count on was probably a prison sentence. He decided the pair wasn't worth it, although he did decide to ascend the stairs to catch a few minutes of video with his new cell phone. He hoped the phone manufacturer was accurate with their commercials for shooting photos and video in extremely low light.
"Fu-u-u-ck! Fuck me, Angel! Fuck me harder, Angel!" Cindy screeched at high volume at one point while Ben shot. Yeah, the night was continuing to get better, he thought to himself. At least there was now no doubt in his mind and heart about what he was going to do.
Ben was almost on autopilot as he drove to a near-by Waffle House. Solid breakfast food and good coffee 24 hours every day were just what he needed for the next several hours. He waited until 6 A.M. before he called one of his best friends, an attorney. Even though Steve Carson was a good friend, he could only imagine the bill he would get for meeting an attorney on a Saturday morning after waking him up.
Steve Carson was shocked and appalled when Ben related the previous night's events and also his infidelity all those years ago. Steve had known Ben since before Ben married Cindy, and he and his wife had on occasion broken bread with the Rissleys.
"Ginger and I thought you guys were good for the whole nine yards. Damn. That woman is a lot colder than I ever thought she was," Steve said. "You said she forgave you. You two never talked about her getting a hall pass for a revenge fuck, although holding on to it for 20 years would be extreme? Doesn't matter anyway.
"I'll get one of our family law attorneys on it yet today. This is going to cost you up the ass, you know?"
"We're not going to be taking that summer vacation to Europe anyway," Ben said flatly.
Ben was shocked for the second time when Angel's Corvette was still parked in his driveway when he got back to his house a few minutes after 10 A.M.
"Really? She couldn't even get him out of the house early?" Ben thought.
Ben didn't make any attempt to be quiet when he walked into his house and went about making a pot of coffee. Cindy and Angel were apparently going at it yet again, only this time much more quietly than the night before. He figured this time they would hear him moving around.
Ben figured the fucking finished five minutes later. After another five minutes, the two came downstairs, Angel wearing his clothes from the night before and Cindy wearing an old T-shirt that barely covered her naked ass. The two walked straight to the front door, where they kissed deeply before Angel left. Cindy then strutted over to the kitchen table and hopped up on it next to where Ben was drinking his coffee. Ben could see rivulets of Angel's cum dribbling out of his wife's exposed sex, and dried cum all down her thighs. Her eyes were defiant, her lips twisted into a smirk, her skin glowed. If Ben hadn't known what led up to this moment, he would have said she looked sexy as fuck.
"That was an amazing night. Never had one like it before," she said quietly. "Maybe I should have been doing that all along after I found out about you cheating."
"Not going to work if that's what you're going with," Ben replied. "You can call it revenge if you want, but we both know that it was out and out cheating. When you forgave me 20 years ago, we never discussed revenge sex. You don't get to change the rules of the game two decades later because some hot guy trips your trigger. Last night wasn't revenge. Last night was you cheating on me flat out..."
"You cheated on me first. I deserved to get mine, too," Cindy asserted.
"I did cheat on you first. But mine was a stupid, drunken fuck, that I didn't have to tell you about, but I did because I felt guilty. Your actions last night were thought out and ruthless, done because you thought I would feel guilty enough to let you do it. I may have been born at night, babe, but not last night.
"I'm glad you had a great time. You can consider that my parting gift to you," Ben said while he watched more cum ooze from his wife's wet pussy.
"Uhh... you going to clean up sometime today, or save that for your scrapbook?"
Cindy looked down at her leaking sex. She giggled.
"Damn, that boy sure does come a lot," she mumbled.
"So... what do you mean by parting gift, Ben? I guess I'm not following," she asked.
Ben looked at his wife as if she had suddenly gone stupid. He wondered if the white puddle on the table included any of her brain matter.
"I will be divorcing you, Cin. You call it revenge, but I call it cheating. And I call it blatant disrespect. You not only fucked that singer, you brought him into our house, into our marital bed. What did you expect would happen?"
"A woman always prefers to make love in her own bed. Everyone knows that," she said.
"So you were making love to him? That didn't exactly sound like lovemaking to me, especially what I heard last night," Ben said.
Cindy looked surprised when Ben mentioned that he came home during the night.
"I certainly didn't expect you to bring your lover back here, like a cheap floozy. He's a multimillionaire. He could have taken you to any hotel," Ben accused. "Where the fuck did you think I was going to spend the night?"
"I guess I didn't worry about where you would sleep. I was a little too busy to be worrying about where you would sleep," she admitted. "You slept in a Waffle House booth, didn't you?"
Ben smiled self-consciously. She really did know him as well as she thought. He would miss the closeness they had.
"For a bit, until I met with Steve Carson," Ben replied.
Her facial expression changed from smug to shock at that point. Ben figured it took her a second or two to remember what Steve did for a living.
"Not going to be a divorce, Ben," Cindy said. "You cheated. I cheated. Time to go on with our lives. If not, I can blow it all up."
Ben couldn't help himself as he smirked.
"Do the math, Cindy. If you're talking about our finances, we'll both be okay because we've made good money and live in a no-fault state. If you're talking about what the kids will think... I don't think what I've done even approaches your level of debauchery. Good luck with that," he said.
"You would throw away 27 years of marriage for my one night of revenge sex? Seriously?" she inquired.
"You should have asked yourself that question before you fucked that singer," Ben said. "Now that it's over, would you say your one night of revenge sex--assuming I would agree with your assessment--was worth our marriage?"
She stammered but really didn't answer the question. She knew there was no right answer to it.
Cindy was shocked when she was served her divorce papers on Monday morning, barely 48 hours after she cheated with Angel Herrera. If asked, she would have admitted she was impressed that her husband could find a lawyer and have divorce papers drawn up as quickly as he did.
Cindy was surprised when the judge in the case turned down her request for marital counseling. She and her attorney were surprised to find out that Ben's attorney played the sound files that Ben had recorded for the judge, and the judge agreed with Ben's attorney that marital counseling was too little, too late in this case.
Both Rissley children were upset with both of their parents for their infidelities. Ben was upset that neither agreed with his assessment that what Cindy had done was much worse. They both expressed to Ben their feelings that he should reconcile with their mother.


Two weeks after Cindy's infidelity, both Rissleys learned that karma can be a fickle woman. A member of the paparazzi had seen Angel Herrera leave the club with what appeared to be another man's wife. He took photos that made several social media sites a day later. The press had a field day speculating about Angel's apparent new hook-up.
It didn't take long for the press--so to speak--to find out who Cindy Rissley was, and they quickly speculated about what had happened at the Rissley home on the night Angel's car was parked in the driveway. They might have been aided by a neighbor or two of the Rissleys, who didn't mind speculating for a monetary remuneration about the events of that night when Angel's hot ride pulled up in the driveway.
Three days after Cindy's tryst with Angel and a day after Ben told his children and parents about the upcoming divorce, social media sites were abuzz with "reports" about Angel's new woman. The Rissley children were more than a little embarrassed with the way their mother was being portrayed, while Cindy's parents were close to apoplectic with what was being said and speculated about their daughter's sex life.
When Cindy's father called his son-in-law to complain that Ben wasn't doing enough to protect his wife's good name, Ben had had enough.
"The whole country thinks of me now as the king of the cucks, and you're worried that the country has an accurate read on your slut daughter. Boo-fucking-hoo on that, Joe," Ben said to his father-in-law before he disconnected.
Several members of the media attempted to interview Ben but were always rebuffed with a two-sentence answer.
"I've filed for divorce. Hopefully the court will end my nightmare as quickly as possible," he would tell them.
The couple's daughter, Jennifer, did think her mother's hook-up with a hot, famous, good-looking stud was something of a triumph for her, even though it hurt her father. Needless to say, that expressed opinion cost her severely in her deteriorating relationship with her father.
Those who followed social media seemed to be split down the middle on Cindy's affair, half thinking the woman was a slut but the other half calling her a progressive woman for going after the singer despite being married.
"Saw it. Wanted it. Got it," read a heavily-circulated Internet meme that included photos of both Angel and Cindy.
Ben was completely cognizant that Cindy was never going to apologize for her actions. She had continued to cloak her cheating in the costume of revenge, even though she knew that her argument was thin, at best. She was completely cognizant that she had no other argument to make, but she also wasn't going to give her husband the satisfaction of apologizing. She kept waiting for Ben to come to his senses and drop the divorce action, knowing he would never again find a woman of her caliber.
Ben went back and forth in his mind several times about the divorce, knowing he was unlikely to ever again find someone of Cindy's beauty--at least externally. Whenever he got close to calling off the divorce, though, he remembered the pain of his wife's evil smirk when she told him she was leaving the club with Angel Herrera.
Cindy's employer, a regional healthcare provider, was not happy with the negative press she brought down upon the company, but had no policies in place to handle such an event. Since she didn't have a high-profile public job, company officials had no choice but to wait patiently for the affair to blow past. That didn't stop several of the top officials at her job with expressing their disdain for her questionable personal choices that held up the company to public ridicule.
Those negative thoughts in her personnel file effectively killed off any chance for Cindy to move further up the company chain of command.
Since her children had settled near-by, Cindy remained with her company in the same city. She never remarried although she had a vibrant social life, thanks in part to the publicity she got for her one-nighter with Angel Herrera. There were more than enough men in their 30s and 40s willing to spend a night or six in bed with a pretty MILF and GILF who had once fucked Angel Herrera. Men closer to her own age, however, were not enamored of trying to settle down with a woman who seemed to be looking more for quantity than quality.
Cindy smiled inwardly as she spotted Ben sitting by himself at a table in a high-end restaurant. She took the hand of her latest 30-something conquest and pulled him along to the table so she could show him off to her lonesome-looking ex-husband.
"Ben, so good to see you. What's it been, at least a couple of years?" she queried, probably sounding for all the world like she was interested in Ben's life. "You know, it's not good to eat alone... not good for your digestion. I'm sure Will here wouldn't mind if you joined us, would you, Will?"
The young man was about to answer when a pretty, well-dressed brunette woman walked up to the table.
"Excuse me," she said to Will as she moved past him to sit at the seat across from Ben. "Sorry for being late, sweets. Always one more patient to see before quitting time.
"Oh, did I interrupt something? Sorry."
"You didn't interrupt a thing, baby. Lana, I don't know if you've ever met my ex, Cindy, and Will, her latest boy-toy," Ben said, his fake smile not quite covering for the stress in his voice. "Cindy and Will thought I was sadly here by myself, and just invited me to their table."
Will's hands balled into fists, and he looked like he was about to attack Ben, but Ben didn't seem to notice and continued on with the introductions.
"Cindy, Boy-Toy, this is my wife, Dr. Rachel Currant, one of the pediatric surgeons at Methodist Medical."
Cindy and Will were surprised at both the beauty of and the job held by Ben's wife. Somehow, her children had neglected to tell her that Ben was even dating again, let alone had married a beautiful doctor.
"How nice of you to think about Ben eating alone... maybe you're no longer quite the self-centered bitch Ben described you as... oh, I wasn't supposed to say that. I'm sorry," Rachel said.
Both Cindy and Will colored deeply. Cindy stammered, trying to think of something witty to reply, but finally gave up in failure.
"Well, we've got to be going. Nice to see you, Ben. You're looking good," Cindy said, taking Will's hand and heading over to their table.
Rachel smiled innocently at her husband, whose face broke into a wide grin of his own.
"What?" she inquired. "It was an honest mistake, mostly."
"Mostly," he said as he smiled back at the woman.
Cindy and Will had been fucking hard for about 10 minutes later that night when Cindy literally just stopped participating.
"I'm done, Will," Cindy said quietly as she disengaged from the younger man.
Will knew instantly what was wrong. His girlfriend of three months had earlier run into her ex-husband and his second wife, a pretty, successful doctor, at a restaurant earlier in the evening. Will knew part of Cindy's story; what he knew wasn't pretty. Will wasn't oblivious to the fact that her ex-husband and his wife appeared to be doing well, and appeared to be very happy. He knew Cindy couldn't say the same.
Will thought Cindy was still a good-looking woman for her age, perhaps a little rough now, but she wasn't anywhere near as fine as the woman her ex had married. He knew she wasn't happy with her job--with her life in general. She was high maintenance emotionally for sure, but since she was a good fuck, Will figured he would ride this train until Cindy decided to end things. After tonight, he could see the end of the line for him was at hand.
Cindy never said another word to the man as she quietly got dressed and left his apartment. Deep in her brain, she knew this wasn't Will's fault. It wasn't Ben's fault either, she knew. Years earlier, she had played a stupid game. She had won a stupid prize.
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I've got to admit I never saw the train coming down the tracks, right up until it ran into me and blasted my world all to hell. I guess that's what I get for loving and trusting someone as completely as I did my wife, Vicki. If I ever find another woman to marry, I'll be smart enough the next time to keep a piece of my brain off to the side, so I can maybe see what's coming down the tracks.
"That was absolutely mind-blowing, Tal!" Vicki enthused as we lay panting entwined in each other's arms after another tremendous lovemaking episode. "Haven't we been on fire for the last few months? Eddie was right. I just needed something new and different to get me re-energized."
I heard the words, heard her enthusiasm, but I didn't really catch them until I replayed them back in my brain a second time.
"Wait. What? Who's Eddie, and how was he right?" I queried softly, the loop of her voice playing for a third time in my brain.
She tried to look at me innocently even as what she had just said out loud came to land. Even in the mostly dark room, I could see several emotions play out across her face. It took several seconds before the emotion of truth finally settled across her visage.
"I-I've had a lover for the last six months, and he's made me feel re-energized with you and our marriage, and things have just been amazing, haven't they?"
I was pretty sure my brain shut down briefly after she told me she had taken a lover. For all I know, I might have passed out or suffered a stroke. When I came back from my brief visit to wherever, I asked her to repeat herself slowly, and maybe clarify her statement.
She repeated herself, and, son of a bitch, I hadn't suffered a stroke: she had taken a lover to help her overcome the depression of our daughter going off to college and her being in her mid-40s. And this lover, Eddie Heston, was practically a fucking miracle worker. She started feeling vital and re-energized in both her life and in the bedroom, and the renaissance we've been enjoying sexually and in our marriage was mostly because of him.
"Well, I mean, you and I have obviously played our parts, but he was the lynch pin, the fire-starter, if you will," she explained.
My brain felt numb for... I don't have any idea how long I laid there just staring at my wife.
"Fire-starter... huh, as good a term as any, I suppose, for the man who helped cause our divorce," I said quietly. "I mean, you especially, and I have obviously played our parts, but, yes, you're probably right, he was the lynch pin."
Vicki laid there silently, staring deeply into my eyes. I watched as the tears built in her eyes and slowly slid onto her pillow.
"I shouldn't have said anything."
"That's the problem right there."
"Huh? I don't get it. If I wouldn't have said anything, we wouldn't be getting a divorce."
"We're not getting a divorce because you said anything. We're getting a divorce because you cheated on me. That's what you shouldn't have done."
"Well, yeah, but if I didn't tell you..."
"It still wouldn't have been the right thing to do, and probably sooner or later we'd still be here, only I'd probably have my hands wrapped around your throat."
She closed her eyes. I wondered if she even felt the least bit remorseful.
"What you should have said to me is that you--and by extension--we, had a problem in our marriage. You should have talked to me--your husband--or a professional, instead of somebody at your office, who saw an opportunity to turn your foolishness into his gain."
"It wasn't like that," she said. "He listened to me. He helped me..."
"Yeah, he helped you right into his bed," I growled back. "It was exactly like that. You gave a skilled seducer the keys to the kingdom. He saw you as nothing more than pussy... easy pussy... and you proved him right... and in the process threw away a damned good 21-year marriage. At least I thought it was, until I found out otherwise."
"It's still a damned good marriage, Tal. He just helped me through a rough spot, and if I hadn't told you about him, you would agree with my assessment," she whined.
"What we shared was sex, not love like you and I share. But that sex reignited something in me that was missing, and I brought that something back into our marriage. I wasn't the only one who benefitted from my affair. You benefitted as well. You know you did. Hasn't our relationship been amazing for the last six months?"
"I'll admit I thought so, but then I just found out that I was wrong. The sex for the last six months... otherworldly. The relationship on the other hand... in the gutter," I said.
"How can you say that?" she squeaked. "I love you. I've shown that to you, especially these last six months."
"You're a smart woman, Vicki. You're trying to mask our relationship problem with great sex. The fact that you took a lover is proof that our relationship is in the gutter. If you loved me, you couldn't have done that. There were other ways to fix us without you spreading your legs for another man!"
"Now you're just trying to make it seem... tawdry. It was hardly that," she said. "I had been a little depressed since Beth left for school, and I was starting to feel a little old. He... buoyed my spirits, told me and then showed me that I was still a vital woman, still sexy. He renewed me... and I brought home that renewed spirit and shared it with you. Things have been so good lately. You had to have seen that."
"I thought things were so good... thought... thought wrong. Things weren't good for me if you had to get your spark from someone else and bring it home to me... along with sloppy seconds, too. I'm your husband. I'm the one who should be giving you a spark.
"So, you were apparently having great sex with Mr. Spark, sharing with him what you vowed was only supposed to be for me, and I was supposed to be so thrilled with you being amped up that it wouldn't matter to me why you were amped? That's not love on your part. That's nothing but you rationalizing your lust for another man. In fact, I'd bet that's probably something he told you when you two started... fucking... assuming your sex hasn't turned into lovemaking."
Even in the darkness I could tell she blushed and looked away from me. I suppose at this point, it really didn't matter anymore, because the outcome wasn't going to change. Still, it hurt.
"Fuck," I whispered.
"I don't want a divorce. I love you, Tal, even though you don't think so," she said. "I can end it with him, and we can... see a professional, and put us back together. Please, baby."
"Your words tell me one thing, but your actions tell me different, and you know the old saying, 'actions speak louder than words.' You're not the least bit remorseful. You regret telling me now, but you don't regret your actions. I, on the other hand, do."
I got up slowly, turned the light on and got dressed. I grabbed a small suitcase from the back of the closet in the hallway, put enough things in it for a few days and left. Vicki continued to cry while I moved about, but by now she had seen where this was going and kept her mouth shut.
He was the fire-starter, all right. Twenty-one years of marriage, gone like the striking of a match.
I wasn't able to get in to see a divorce attorney for another week. In the meantime, I went back home and stayed in the guest room, when I was in the house. Vicki stayed away from me for the first couple of days I was home, but then decided we needed to talk. I grumbled, but agreed.
I wasn't surprised when she started off by announcing that she didn't want a divorce. She still loved me, she made some bad decisions, blah, blah, blah.
"Bad decisions, that's what you call a six-month affair?" I asked incredulously. "That's how you show me you love me? Why didn't you come to me when you felt like you needed help? I'm your husband. You come to me. You don't go to some... fucking dick, literally.
"Explain to me how that happened, Vicki, and don't be stingy on the facts."
I guess I was more than a little unclear on why Vicki didn't want to get divorced. Her actions told me that she didn't love me, at least not the same as I loved her, and she admitted to me that she had growing feelings for Eddie.
"This should be a no-brainer, Vic, you get lover-boy and we don't have to jump into the gutter and fight like savages on the divorce," I said. "It's practically a win-win for you."
We went around on this several times before she finally said enough that I had enough pieces to put the puzzle together. Despite her growing feelings for Eddie, we had a comfortable lifestyle that she wanted to keep... and she was hoping that if we stayed together, she could eventually find her way back to Eddie and have the best of both worlds. I suppose I shouldn't have been shocked, but I was left wondering what had happened to the woman I married two decades earlier. Maybe she had been a lying, cheating, deceitful bitch the whole time, and I had just missed those flaws because I was so much in love with her.
"I'm sorry, Vicki. I won't be your Plan B," I told her.
We had a pretty good payday from the equity we had in the house, so neither of us was hurting for money. I moved into a fairly nice apartment and Vicki moved in with Eddie. The way she had talked, she and Eddie were going to be married in the near future.
Needless to say, our daughter, Beth, and both sets of parents were not happy with our splitting up. While I didn't intentionally throw Vicki under the bus, I also didn't hold back on why we were divorcing. Vicki's parents were incredibly apologetic to me for their daughter's life decision, as they called it. I told them it was not their place to apologize, and if possible, I would like to stay in contact with them.
I had never realized it before, but most of the friends Vicki and I had as a couple were really her friends and their husbands, so a big portion of my social life just went away. Even some of my friends kind of went away as I was now a single guy, and as such was sort of an outcast. Couples tend to do "couples' things," and nobody really wants a single guy hanging around as a fifth wheel. I got it. It hurt some, but I got it. I know through the years we had done it to others.
At least among the friends I had left, nobody went out of their way to keep me updated on my ex, and a year later it was almost as if I'd never been married. Even the indent on my ring finger had gone away.
I had dipped my toe back into the dating pool a little bit, but it wasn't a high priority in my life. It would have been fair to say I was gun shy.
It was almost two years after my divorce when I got a call one Saturday evening from the local hospital telling me Vicki Warner had been admitted following a car crash, although her injuries were not life-threatening. My first reaction was to ask the hospital official why I was being called; my second was to wonder if they didn't mean Vicki Heston.
"Her license says she's Vicki Warner, and in her contact list in her phone you are listed as her 'ICE' contact," the woman on the line said. "It's our procedure to call the emergency contact in cases like this. If she has someone else who should be called, you can do that."
I told the caller I would be right down. On the way to the hospital, I called our daughter and Vicki's parents and told them about her being in a car accident and having non-life-threatening injuries. I told them I would update them when I found out more.
A doctor was coming out of Vicki's room in the emergency department when I got to the hospital. When I told her I was Vicki's emergency contact, she checked my name up against her chart and told me since I was listed, she could actually give me details on her injuries, the worst of which turned out to be a badly bruised larynx. They had given her a shot of painkiller and were going to keep her overnight.
I was watching the doctor's face when she told me of Vicki's injuries, and she quickly looked away from me when she told me of the bruised larynx. I'm a journalist by trade, and I've covered almost everything from politics to sports, so I was familiar with the police beat, and I knew what usually caused a bruised larynx in a car accident that wasn't devastating.
"So... she wasn't wearing a seat belt, and she wasn't driving?" I asked, not exactly coyly.
"No," the doctor answered and turned away, trying not to show me the look of disgust that was on her face.
"The stupid idiots at least didn't hurt anybody else with their sophomoric hijinks," she opined.
"So... she's your wife? Do you need the name of a good divorce attorney?"
"She's my ex. I'm not really sure why I'm still listed as her emergency contact. Up until tonight I thought she had married my replacement. Did she come in with an Eddie... Edward Heston?
"I can't tell you who she came in with, but I can tell you that Edward Heston is not the man in the room across the hall, who's not going to be happy when he comes around to learn that he might never have full use of his... umm... equipment, because several blood vessels and nerves were cut."
The doctor was looking directly into my eyes as she said the last, obviously gauging my reaction.
"Younger guy?" I asked. "Noticeably younger than my ex-wife?"
"Yeah. Is that why she's your ex, then?" she asked.
I nodded.
The doctor shook her head sadly. I noticed she wore a wedding ring and probably had more than a clue about my ex.
"She won't be able to talk well for a while. Texting might work best for communication for a day or two," she said.
Both of Vicki's eyes were black and she had a wrap of some sort on her neck when I entered the room. She looked embarrassed and surprised that I was at the hospital.
"I guess you've still got me listed as your emergency contact, both in your medical records and on your phone," I explained. "They called me. What happened to Eddie Heston? I assumed you two would have been married by now. Who is this other guy?"
She looked mortified at my questions. I pointed to my phone and told her to text me her answers. She grimaced, probably more from embarrassment than pain, I guessed, and began to type.
"Eddie left me several months back. Said he never intended to marry me. I was just a fun piece of ass to him. He never intended to break up our marriage," she typed.
"That must have really hurt, considering you had developed real feelings for the guy," I said when I finished reading.
She nodded.
"So who's the poor bastard behind the curtain across the hall? Your few minutes of fun with him might have cost him the ability to have sex for the rest of his life. He's going to be one unhappy bastard when he wakes up... probably in a lot of pain."
She looked stricken and started typing furiously.
"No, the doctor didn't have to tell me what was happening when the accident occurred. I've read enough accident and injury reports in my career to know what was happening."
"You're not going to tell Beth and my parents about this?" she texted.
"They already know you've been in an accident. As far as what you were doing at the time, that's not my story to tell... but... really, Vicki, he looks young enough to be your son. Is this what you're doing now? There was a time when you would have smacked the fuck out of me for even suggesting what you were doing."
"Today's kids are a little more demanding than older men," she typed. "If I want to have a shot, I've got to play the game."
"God forbid you date someone your own age. You made it quite clear to me that you wanted something younger, more vital, at the end of our marriage," I pointed out. "So now you're a slut for young dicks. Damn, woman."
I honestly wasn't trying to compete with Vicki when Chloe Chiang made her life-changing appearance in my life. I was sitting at the bar in one of my favorite haunts when a young woman--hell, a girl--really, sort of jumped up onto the stool next to me. I just took a quick look at first and was shocked that a 15-year-old Asian girl would show up in a quiet English-style pub.
I might have drooled briefly before I came to my senses and mentally slapped myself. The girl was absolutely beautiful and only half-dressed: waist-length straight black hair, big Children of the Damned black eyes, a too-tight belly shirt without a bra that showed she had small, high breasts and a very short mini skirt that started below her navel and ended just below her ass. She was maybe 5-foot-2 and weighed 100 pounds.
Once the bartender put his own eyes back in his head, it was a no-brainer for him to ask her for ID. I was as shocked as him when she pulled out an ID. He snatched it out of her hand like an FBI agent at a crime scene would.
"Twenty-three? Oh, fuck no," I heard him mumble as the girl smiled brightly.
I then watched as he rubbed his hand on the license trying to smudge the printing, an old trick with fake IDs. He got no ink on his hands. He scoured the card, then asked the girl to repeat the date of birth on the card, which she quickly did.
"Damn," he whispered. "I would have bet big money on you being underaged... and lost. What are you drinking?"
"Whatever she's drinking, put it on my tab, Arnie. I'm feeling adventurous tonight. I haven't shared a drink with somebody who looks as young as her since I was in high school about a hundred years ago," I said.
She smiled brightly at me, said thank you and crossed her legs, flashing both Arnie and me a shot of her small white panties as she did so.
"I'm Chloe... Chloe Chiang."
"Of course you are. I'm Tal Williams," I said, trying really hard to keep my eyes pinned on hers and not appear to be a big perv by looking at her exquisite, half-dressed body too much.
I had only dated three times in the 18 months I had been divorced because, quite frankly, Vicki had broken my spirit. Sizing up my performances after those dates wasn't pretty. I was stiff, scared and couldn't seem to continue any line of conversation for very long. Then along comes this 23-year-old nymph and for some reason I found I was practically Prince Charming. We must have talked and laughed for two hours. I even got comfortable with looking at her and admiring her body while we talked--without drooling. I then did the craziest thing I've ever done in my life--even crazier than jumping out of a plane--I asked this 23-year-old woman... oh hell, really still a girl--for a date for the following Friday, and she accepted.
We went to a decent restaurant and then went back to the pub where we met. She again wore a two-sizes too small half-top braless and a skirt so short that it was guaranteed to flash panties anytime she crossed or uncrossed her legs. She definitely had the body to make men--and women--look and drool, and she apparently had no problem showing off the goods. I had to admit that dressed as she was and as youthful as she looked, there were times I felt like a fucking pervert and a half.... maybe a perv and three-quarters. Throughout the evening, I noticed several women glaring angrily in my direction. I just shrugged.
In addition to the fact that she was a walking wet dream, Chloe radiated with life. She found humor in the smallest things and was well-versed on subjects ranging from current events to astronomy. I found out that "good Chinese girls" were overachievers academically, and that there was a whole subculture of sex and teasing. These women made the women shown in the "Fast and Furious" movies seem virginal. Damn, I wish I had grown up near a lot of Chinese girls in my youth instead of a heavy dose of Italian girls.
Yes, we had sex after our first date. It was almost a foregone conclusion. She could tell I was hard for half the evening, and she had no problem rubbing my dick through my pants and giggling when she got up close to me. Her nipples seemed to be bullets most of the night and were up close and personal in her tight shirt.


Not only was she a great tease, she was even better in bed: uninhibited, giving, athletic and super-flexible. I took her to my apartment, and she led me inside by my raging hard-on, her hand sliding down my pants. Fuuuuuuuucccckkk!
The little pixie had my pants and shorts down and my dick in her hot mouth within seconds of us getting into my apartment. She made little gurgling noises while she bobbed back and forth for several minutes. I tried to warn her that if she kept that up, I was going to come in her mouth. She made what I'd call a happy noise, then sucked my cock into her throat. She swallowed everything I had when the inevitable happened.
She seemed very pleased with herself as I shed my clothes and then started in on hers. In the meantime, she was planting kisses on my lips; the taste of my own seed still in her mouth. I quickly determined if it didn't bother her, I wasn't going to worry about it either.
I picked her up underneath her arms and she wrapped her arms and legs around my body like a baby spider monkey. I walked to my bedroom carrying her by her cute ass cheeks, placed her down on the bed and then got busy reciprocating the pleasure she had just given me.
Vicki wasn't the first girl I ever had sex with, and I'd had a few more since my divorce, but none... absolutely none... had ever been as wet as Chloe Chiang was at that moment. Her pussy was dripping and hot and tasted... fantastic. I licked and sucked her pussy like a starving man. She moaned, groaned and then shrieked, her body going into spasm and her pussy drenching my face with her juices. I had never before had a woman squirt on me, and I think I might have lost my mind for several seconds. When I came back to my senses, I had my lips locked on her clit and she was trying to break my nose with her crotch. She was screaming unintelligibly.
I licked her to several more mind-blowing orgasms, judging by her screams, before she started tapping on my head telling me she was getting too sensitive.
"In me, now... now please!" she shrieked.
I didn't need any further encouragement. I had gotten hard again, and after coming earlier, I was able to go a pretty good amount of time, enough for us to switch positions twice, from missionary to doggy to cowgirl. She kept making noises throughout the whole session and came twice more while we fucked like maniacs, her screaming during each release. I roared out my own release minutes later, perhaps having the most intense orgasm of my life.
We laid together as we came down, her little body on top of me, for several minutes. She then kissed me hard and sucked my tongue into her hot mouth, and we were off again. She climbed up and impaled herself reverse cowgirl this time, first grinding on me and then eventually bouncing up and down, making "uh-uh-uh" noises as she went. I planted my hands on her small hips and helped lift her on the upstroke, then helped her on the downstroke. She shrieked out one more orgasm before I came for the third time of the night, the first time in forever I had gone three times in a night in a while.
She stayed the night. At one point I woke up to Chloe again impaling herself on my hard dick.
"Oh, hey," she said innocently. "Part of you wanted some more attention, and I..."
I exhaled happily as she slid down, got comfortable and then started to ride.
I made breakfast for the two of us when we got up several hours later. She ate like someone who weighed twice what she did. I watched her in amazement.
"What? We chewed up a lot of calories last night," she said as I smiled brightly.
"Indeed."
We went out on two more dates that were every bit as good as the first, both in and out of bed. She didn't seem to have an off switch, and somehow she made me feel young again, although in truth it always took me a full day to recover from one of our dates.
"Can I ask you for a favor... a really big favor?" my Chinese Munchkin asked me as we ate breakfast after our third date.
"You can ask me for anything," I responded.
"Would you go on a date with my Aunt Mai?" she asked shyly.
"A 'date' date? Like one of our dates? I thought we had something..."
"We do, which is why I'm asking you this," she responded.
"I know we've got something, but we both know this isn't going to be something long-term... but my aunt is single, and I think putting you two together could be... amazing for both of you, maybe long-term. I mean, she's your age, you both listen to the same music and stuff. She's my mom's younger sister and pretty hot.
"Call it me being a good niece. I love my aunt, and I want her to have a good man. Let's just say I've vetted you thoroughly."
"Pretty hot, huh? Really? Not just hot because she's your aunt hot?" I queried.
"You know I wouldn't lie to you, Tal," she said.
Mai Keong looked more like Chloe's older sister than an aunt. From what Chloe had said, she was my age, but she looked more than a decade younger. That whole family must have incredible genes, I figured.
That whole family also must have a unique dressing style. We made a date for a mid-range casual restaurant, and Mai was wearing a jean vest braless with a jean mini-skirt that only came down to mid-thigh... and what thighs. Her boobs were a little bigger than Chloe's, but still sat up high despite her years.
"Chloe told me you like braless, but I need a skirt long enough to not flash everyone my panties on a regular basis, if that works for you," she said when I picked her up at her apartment the next week for our first date.
I knew Chloe did me good when Mai unbuttoned two buttons on her jean vest before we left for the restaurant, showing me a decent amount of cleavage.
"Better?" she said with a bright smile.
"Better, but you've still got three more to go," I said confidently.
"Yeah. Chloe told me you were a cheeky bastard. Is that with all women, or just the Chinese hotties?"
Mai was every bit the fun date Chloe was. She told me her husband of 10 years had died from liver cancer more than a decade earlier. She said she didn't date for quite some time, and had only had a few dates in the years since she started. Prior to me, she had only dated four white guys previously, feeling much more comfortable with other Asians, she admitted, because she had grown up in a very conservative Chinese household.
"I'm not prejudiced. I've got a lot of white friends and several black ones, but I grew up in a traditional Chinese family and most of my closest friends are Chinese..."
"Stop. I get it," I said. "I also know now how some of my black friends feel when they go to rural communities."
We didn't end up in bed at the end of the night, although we did have a steamy make-out session in my car before I walked her to her door. I already had a date set for the next Friday night.
I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised, but Chloe called me not five minutes after I got home to find out how I liked her aunt. Or, to be more accurate, how much I liked her aunt.
"Isn't she something?" Chloe practically squealed into the phone. "I knew you'd like her. How come she's not in your bed right now?"
I assumed she hadn't yet talked to her aunt and just assumed Mai and I would hit it off. Yes, she was right about that.
"I got the feeling she was a little nervous, so I didn't want to press her too early," I answered. "She's everything you said she was. I'm not in any rush."
"You were with me," Chloe rejoined. "Oh wait. That was me that was in a rush."
She laughed uproariously.
Mai and I wound up in bed after our next date, and I was pretty sure she felt some pressure from Chloe, who was seemingly my biggest fan and had turned into my dating consigliere.
"Don't feel pressured... by me or your niece. If you're not feeling it, let's not press it," I said to her.
That seemed to settle Mai down. She took a big breath of air... and then basically attacked me sexually. I found out later that she hadn't had sex with a man in over a year, which now explains why she tried to drain me of cum so quickly. We fucked twice and made love once by midnight--but that was after I primed her pump with my tongue and lips. She was every bit as loud and responsive as Chloe.
We both slept the sleep of the dead after playing. When I woke up in the morning, Mai's head was on my shoulder and a leg was thrown over both of mine. I had my right arm wrapped around her. It felt comfortable... and right.
I felt her head lift off my shoulder several minutes later and we were literally almost eye to eye. She was mine if I wanted her... and trust me, I did. She felt it, too, and leaned forward to give me a soft but soulful kiss.
"Chloe said you were really good for an old guy. She didn't lie," Mai said with a huge smile on her face as my eyebrow shot up when she said, 'old guy.'
"My niece is 23 and very healthy," Mai said. "She told me she was afraid that she was going to kill you off if you stayed together, because she knew you would go to the wall to please her. I'm a little older, a little less vigorous. I won't kill you off, although I hope I rocked your world as much as you rocked mine last night."
Something changed for Mai after our first time having sex, and while I couldn't figure it out, I really liked it. She became really touchy-feely, very tactile. She seemed to want to be touching me almost all of the time: rubbing my arm, my shoulder, my chest, holding my hand, kissing my lips. She did this both when we were by ourselves and when we were in the presence of others. It threw me off at first until I realized that she was making sure that I knew about our connection. I found I really liked it.
Several of our friends noticed it, and several of them--all women--commented on it.
"We get it, Mai. Tal's yours. None of us are going to steal him from you," commented one woman friend with a big smile.
Mai pretended to laugh along with everyone else, but I could see that the smile never reached her eyes. It was awesome knowing that I was someone's "everything."
I asked Mai to marry me six months after we started dating. She had met my daughter and the two had gotten along well. I had met Mai's whole family, including her mother, her sister and brother-in-law, who were Chloe's parents, and a brother and sister-in-law, who had three children. For the sake of being appropriate, my dating Chloe before Mai was never mentioned.
I'll admit it was a little intimidating the first time I met Mai's family. Half the conversations were in English and half in Chinese, and I got the feeling that the mixed language thing was normal when they all got together, without me being there. There was a lot of family arguing and laughing, the laughter reaching a zenith when Mai tried teaching me how to use chopsticks. I quickly figured out I'd lose a lot of weight if I had to eat with chopsticks on a regular basis.
I was surprised when Mai didn't back off on being touchy with me in front of her family. All the women in her family continually smiled in our direction, even her mother, who winked at me at one point during the evening. That was awkward, to say the least.
The talking and laughing were going strong into the evening when Mai rose up and said we were both tired and needed to go to bed. We were staying in her old bedroom in her mother's house, which was located above the family room where most of the family was still sitting. Speaking of awkward... at least for me. I got the distinct impression that Mai didn't care one whit as she quickly stripped both of us and got on the bed with her knees on either side of my head.
I knew Mai wasn't performing as she wasn't any louder than usual, but her usual was always loud. I might have been turned on a tad--maybe a tad and a half--by the circumstances and maybe... maybe... gave her my best effort. Perhaps it wasn't our most conscientious moment as a couple.
Despite our performance, Mai didn't seem the least bit embarrassed the next morning at breakfast. I was a little more... subdued, especially when the women started chattering in Chinese only and everyone was smiling. Mai's brother locked eyes with me and gave me a small nod. I could only hope that was a good thing.
Our wedding was relatively small, considering Mai had a fairly large family compared to my side. My side consisted of my daughter, a couple of cousins and some close friends. It was a fun event because at 48, I was much more aware of everything going on than I was when I married Vicki at 23.
We also danced a lot more than I had at my first wedding. Mai loved to dance, and she had insisted I take dance lessons, calling it an investment in our future. How could I turn her down? Exactly, I couldn't.
I barely dragged myself to the family breakfast the morning after the event. Mai looked like a million bucks, but I'm pretty sure I looked like the walking dead. We didn't leave the wedding until midnight, and she kept me up--pun intended--until 4 A.M. You would have thought we had never made love before.
"I want to squeeze every drop out of you I can, since I don't ever intend to get married again," Mai told me. "I want to remember this night every day until I'm dust."
Two years later, my daughter was the one getting married. She and my ex-wife had made most of the arrangements, with some help from my wife, and I just smiled and paid the bills. Mai completely understood that Beth wanted my ex's help, since she was her mother.
I definitely made sure I got my money's worth out of the event. I played proud father to the hilt, gracious host--I hoped--and party reveler. Mai was rarely out of touch when I did the first two, and we spent a lot of time dancing for the third. When we weren't on the floor, she was usually sitting on my lap at the parents' table, playing kissy-face with me like we were teenagers. It really wasn't too far off the way she acted normally, as my daughter and our close friends and family had seen.
I was at the bar getting drinks for Mai and myself when Vicki turned up at my elbow, looking more than a little agitated. Yeah, I'd seen that look before.
"What, Vicki? Isn't everything going according to plan?" I asked, my irritation evident in my tone.
"Do you and your little Pop-Tart have to try to out-cute everyone here?" she growled. "You're just about making a spectacle of yourself."
"Pop-Tart? Really? I know you won't believe it, but Mai is the same age as you and me, and..."
"That's the way they always are, Mom. Disgusting isn't it? No, really, the family and friends all know it, and nobody is thinking spectacle, except for you," snarled my daughter, who had joined us at the bar. "Just so you know, Dad, Rick has said he hopes I'll be hanging on him for years after we're married... so I intend to do just that."
Even with all the noise and music in the room, I was pretty sure I heard Vicki's teeth grind.
Epilogue:
Although Mai couldn't have children of her own, she made up for it by being the favorite grandparent for Beth's children. Grandmai, as Eli and Bobby called her, was always on the floor playing with "her boys," except for sports as they got older. That was my domain.
For my part, I knew that I had to stay in good condition to keep up with my high-energy wife, so I became a regular in the gym, as was Mai. I think we both moved and acted younger than our years and we were a popular couple in our social circle.
Vicki never again married, and if anyone would have asked me, I would have said it was because the woman that I had married all those years ago had left and never returned, continuing to feel that she was owed something. Mai and I avoided being around her as much as possible, but we were still not going to miss family events and holidays even if she was there.
Vicki took care of herself as well because she knew it was necessary to attract men to date: read fuck. As she went through her 50s, I think it became clear to her that younger men were just looking for uncomplicated sex, while men her age were looking for partners as they approached Senior Citizenship. I know she hated the very thought of that. She told Beth that in her most reflective moments, she realized that she gave away the one man with whom she would have gladly done that.
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"Do you love him, Traci?"
Fred Lake felt his wife of 26 years stiffen next to him in the bed in the dark. He couldn't see her face, but the silence of several seconds told him she was trying to decide whether to tell him the truth or lie to him. If it was the truth, would it be a sanitized version? If it was a lie, how creative would it be?
Fred knew his wife very well. She was indeed examining those very choices. She was a smart woman, though, and came to the conclusion that since she didn't know exactly how much he knew, telling him a version of the truth was her best move.
"Hmm... no I don't," she answered as quietly as he had asked.
"So you're telling me that you blew up our marriage for nothing more than cheap sex?" Fred queried.
Another silence of several seconds ensued. Fred knew she was trying to parse her words before saying them out loud. She sighed.
"I-I guess I got caught up in lust... in the chase, the flirting, the feelings," she said, a different kind of feeling welling up in her stomach at the moment.
It was Fred's turn to be silent as he thought about his wife's answer, an answer that still wasn't going to change his path going forward.
"I-I'm sorry, Fred..."
"Sorry for getting caught up in lust, or for getting caught?" Fred interrupted.
"For... both, I guess," she said.
"Hmm."
Even though both of their eyes had adjusted to the dark by this time, Traci could still only make out about half of her husband's facial features. They appeared to be as bland as the tone of his voice.
"How did you find out?" she asked, sniffing back a tear.
"Does it really matter? It's enough that I know," Fred said. "And I'm pretty sure I know just about all of it."
She gasped loudly. She wondered if the pain that suddenly went through her head wasn't an aneurysm, but then she realized that would have been too much of a blessing. She knew she wasn't going to get off that easy.
"It... it was only three times..." she started.
"So far, but it would have been much more if we weren't having this discussion right now. You had no plans to stop anytime in the near future, did you?" he stated more than asked.
He could see enough of her face to tell that she grimaced. That was enough of an answer for him.
"You two first fucked about a month ago, then skipped a week before fucking again two weeks ago and then yesterday. I'm guessing the reason you skipped a week was the guilt you felt after the first time. But then you went back to the well... twice. I'd say that once you reasoned away the guilt, you felt empowered to continue your affair," Fred said.
"Did I do something wrong, or did you just stop loving me?"
More silence, followed by more sniffling from Traci, which to Fred meant more word parsing internally.
"Neither," Traci said. "I still love you. I've never stopped loving you..."
"All evidence to the contrary," Fred interjected, causing Traci to groan.
"You did nothing wrong. This is all on me," she said. "He started flirting with me, and while I knew I should have shut it down, I didn't... because I liked it. It was all ego, to have a handsome 25-year-old hitting on me. I loved the chase, the flirting... and then the actual sex. I'm not going to lie. He's well-built and powerful, and you know what you could do at 25; well, he can, too. It's not that he's better. He's just new, and different, and I'm very aware that he's forbidden fruit, too.
"You seem to know everything. Why didn't you shut it down earlier? Did you know before the first time? If you did, why didn't you try to stop it from happening?"
By the angst he could hear in his wife's voice, Fred could tell she was starting to connect some of the dots... some.
"I knew before your first time. I could have stopped you, but what would have been the point?" he said. "By the time I found out, you had already cheated on me emotionally. The physical act was just confirmation. I had already pulled my ripcord. The only thing left for me to know was whether guilt was going to be a factor. If you would have felt too much guilt after the first time and come to me... but you didn't."
"I can't believe you didn't stop me. You didn't turn in to one of those guys, did you?" she accused.
"Not hardly, you dopey bitch," he answered, for the first time sounding emotional. "The decision to not cheat had to be yours completely. If I would have stopped you, you probably would have just resented me, and then found a different way to cheat with your fucktoy, or would have found a different fucktoy to cheat with."
"So you gave me a final test, and I failed it," she whispered, recognition coming into her voice.
"Now what?"
"I'm assuming you're asking about the timing of things, because you already know what comes next. That will be divorce papers. They'll be served tomorrow night here at the house after you get home from work. No sense making it a public spectacle," Fred said.
"I'd say thank you for that, except I think you're shutting the door awfully quick. Can't we try to move past this... maybe try some counseling?" she asked.
"Counseling for you maybe, after I'm gone. I'm not the one that cheated on a marriage I thought was great... but obviously I was wrong or you wouldn't have cheated.
"As far as how quickly I'm moving, all I can say is that you always knew what would happen if I ever caught you cheating. We had both agreed it was one and done. You knew that."
"Yes, I did. I guess I never figured I'd get caught... like every other cheater. Wow. What a cliché, huh?" she said.
"You should know that I'm filing for adultery," Fred said. "It won't make any difference in the split or anything since this is a no-fault state, but I've got the option to do that and I'm taking it. I will also be telling our kids and our parents and anybody that asks about your adultery. I'm not the bad guy here, and I won't cover for you."
"You're going to throw me under the bus? Doesn't our 26 years together mean anything to you?" she asked, her voice expressing surprise.
"I'm the one who should be asking that question, not you," Fred hissed. "You threw away our marriage to fuck a kid not much older than our two kids."
"You're not really going to tell our kids and parents that, are you?" she asked, now sounding afraid in the dark.
"The fact that you seem embarrassed about that should tell you something, don't you think?" he said.
"You've tarnished 26 years' worth of memories because you were a selfish bitch. Much of what I thought about my life has now been proven wrong. Thank you for that. Damn."
With that, Fred slid out of bed, turned on the room light and pulled a small rolling suitcase from his clothes closet. He loaded it with several days' worth of clothes.
"I'll come back and get some more stuff as I need it. If you need something, contact my attorney. His name will be on the papers that you'll get tomorrow," Fred said.
Traci sat up in shock as Fred walked out of the room without even turning off the light. A minute later, she heard him walk out of the house. She had never realized before how quiet her house was.
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"Can I tell you something?" Hank Rooker's ex-wife asked him in little more than a whisper.
He took a sip of his eggnog before nodding and setting his glass down on a coaster on the table next to his La-Z-Boy. He could tell by Traci's tone and the look on her face that she wanted to say something of importance. He put the glass down because he wanted to make sure he was concentrating to his fullest.
"It wasn't worth it. None of it," Traci said flatly. "I just wanted to make sure I had a story to tell my grandkids someday... something more than I was just a wife and mom and worked in a bank. I wanted to be able to tell them that I at least had... an adventure... something that was wild and cool and mine... all mine. I did something. I mattered. I was more than boring.
"But I was wrong. Yeah, I did it, I was seen, but for what? What did I achieve with my adventure? Looking back on it... absolutely nothing. My story, such as it is, is hardly the inspiring tale that I can proudly tell my grandkids. In fact, I'm hoping that somehow... somehow my grandkids never find out that I was a delusional idiot who traded in a good but safe life for... crap! My adventure, such as it was, turned into a fool's errand. My 15 minutes of fame brought little satisfaction for me, confusion, pain and hardship for my youngest two, at the least confusion and pain for my oldest two and a whole truckload of pain for the person whose heart I once promised to protect at all costs.
"It's way too late to apologize, and I can't undo the past. That's always the problem. No do-overs in real life. I just thought you should know that I know how much I fucked up."
"Yeah. I appreciate the thought, but you're right. It doesn't help."
There might have been a time when Traci's words would have meant something to her ex-husband. There might have been a time when he would have taken care to be more sensitive to her feelings, but not now, in the family room of the home he shared with his second wife, two days after Christmas, more than 25 years after Traci changed the arc of the lives of everyone around her.
Some people might have accepted Traci's words as an apology of sorts, but not Hank. Hank was world-class in his ability to hold a grudge. He knew it, and everyone in his life knew it as well. Traci knew it, too. She knew Hank wasn't going to drop his grudge on a whim, but still she felt she needed to say the words. She and Hank were approaching 70, and she wasn't sure how many more chances she would get to say those words.
******
Traci was practically bursting with happiness as her family came into the kitchen for dinner. Once everyone was seated, she released her good news: earlier in the day, she had won a radio contest for two front-row tickets to the upcoming local performance by Nal Iglesias, a hot young Latin rapper, one of her 14-year-old daughter's favorite performers.
The resulting scream from her daughter, Jenny, came at a pitch that sounded high enough to shatter glass. It definitely made her father cringe.
"Oh, man, Hailey's going to pee herself when she finds out I'm going to be front row at the concert Friday!" Jenny yelled. "We are going, aren't we, Mom. You didn't do something really stupid like give the tickets away, did you?"
"No, I didn't give the tickets away, and yes, we're going," Traci said, "Assuming your father doesn't want to go with me."
Traci smiled impishly as Jenny's head immediately swiveled to her father.
"Dad?" Jenny questioned, her eyes practically pleading.
"Not a problem, baby, although I guess I'll never get a better chance to wear my Nal T-shirt."
"Dad!" Jenny squealed before laughing.
"So you guys just assumed I wouldn't want to go?" the couple's other child, 16-year-old Mike, asked sarcastically, a big grin on his face.
Traci knew who Renaldo "Nal" Iglesias was because she tried to keep up on things that interested her children. Hank tried to keep up, but except for the sports stuff, he was usually lost.
Nal Iglesias was a 24-year-old Mexican-American rapper who was rapidly moving up in the entertainment industry. He was currently at the latter part of a national tour in support of his new hit album. He was a dark-haired, brown-eyed young man who flaunted his gym-rat body in tight jeans and tight T-shirts that were always short enough to show off his sixpack of abdominal muscles and his large biceps.
"You're not going to the show tonight dressed like that, are you, Mom?" Jenny asked when she and Traci were ready to leave to go to the concert Friday night.
"This is what I wore to work. What's wrong with this?" she asked.
Traci, an assistant vice president at a financial services firm, had worn a tight blue skirt that was only about two inches above her knees and a matching blue button-down blouse with the top two buttons undone.
"You're going to stick out like a sore thumb, Mom," Jenny cried. "You're a hot woman, Mom, don't be afraid to show your hot bod. Here, let me help."
Jenny quickly pulled the bottom of the blouse out of her mother's skirt, undid the bottom few buttons and tied the blouse up on her still tight stomach. She then reached up and undid the next two buttons on the top of the blouse, the opening now showing a lot of her mother's DD-sized breasts inside a blue bra.
"Now that's hot, Mom!" Jenny enthused. "I hope I have boobs like by the time I'm done."
"Yeah, that might be a little much, Mom," Mike said as he walked into the room and did a double-take. 'I'm not sure Dad would think you going out like that would be a good idea, especially without him around. It is a really hot look, though."
Traci momentarily frowned at her son's comment. She didn't like the idea that she needed her husband's permission to dress like the hot woman she was. She looked down her body and smiled brightly. She did know she looked hot.
"Let's go," she told her daughter, gathered her purse and headed for her car.
"Tell your dad I've got the casserole in the oven," she said to her son. "It should be ready in about 30 minutes. He should be home in about 20. If he's not home in 30, you pull it out, unless you want to eat burned tuna and noodles."
Both Traci and Jenny knew that Traci was attracting a lot of attention with her blouse mostly open as the two walked down to the front of the concert hall. Traci could feel her boobs jiggling as she walked. Jenny grinned when she noticed the same thing.
The young singer spotted Traci's big boobs five minutes into the concert and spent considerable time singing in front of the woman and her daughter. At one point, Nal gave the two hand signals indicating they should dance on the floor in the space between the front row and the stage. Thrilled by being acknowledged by the singer, Jenny was on her feet in a heartbeat, and she quickly pulled her mother up on her feet, as well. Nal wasn't the only one enjoying the two dancing as Traci's boobs bounced and swayed with her dancing.
Two big, burly security officers approached Traci and Jenny as the concert was ending. Nal invited the two backstage for a quick meet and greet. Both Traci and Jenny screamed like teenagers.
The two were led into a room in the back of the concert hall, where Nal and his backing band were toweling off and enjoying beverages.
"You... you are quite the dancer," Nal said to Traci as he walked up to the pair. "You almost made me forget the words a couple of times."
Traci blushed crimson. Jenny giggled.
Jenny and others in the room had their phones out and took a copious number of photos. Jenny was aware that most of the men in the room were staring at her mother's breasts and looking down her blouse. Traci was too busy paying attention to Nal to be watching those buzzing around with cameras.
The last photos were almost formal shots of Nal with his arms around Traci and Jenny and all three staring at the photographer. When the shots were done, Nal kissed both on their cheeks. He then asked for and received Traci's phone number.
Traci and Jenny walked in the house at about midnight. Hank, waiting on the pair in the family room, felt faint when he saw how his wife was dressed... or undressed, as he quickly thought of it.
"Shit, Tracy, please tell me you didn't actually spend the night out like that," Hank said.
Now that she had spent the entire night out dressed as she was, Traci had gotten used to her look and hadn't given it a second thought when she entered her house, until Hank pointed it out.
"Well, yeah," she said nonchalantly. "Jenny helped out with the look. She said I needed to look hotter. I think I accomplished that."
"Oh yeah, Dad. Mom was definitely a hottie tonight," Jenny said.
Hank grimaced.
"I can't believe you went out like that without me," he said sternly.
Traci looked nonplussed.
"Nal really liked the look. We got to go backstage after the show, too, which is why we are so late. We met the whole band..."
"It was so cool, Dad. I've got lots of photos," Jenny chimed in.
"It's late, kiddo. You can show me the photos tomorrow," Hank said.
"Nal? He's your personal friend now that you've spent the night in front of him with your boobs hanging out? Damn, Traci, this is some look."
"Well why don't you take me upstairs and show me how much you like it," she said.
Which Hank did twice that night.
Both Jenny and Mike were awake and animated when their parents came downstairs the next morning.
"Wow, Mom, you're famous!" Jenny exclaimed. "Look at this."
Both kids had their laptops out on the kitchen table. On both screens were various photos of Traci at the concert, some from the performance and some from after the show. Traci's big tits were the star of every photo.
"Oh shit. Oh no. Damn it, Traci!" Hank growled.
Jenny was practically apoplectic with joy, while Mike was silent.
"Wow, who needs Dua Lipa? You're hot, Mom!" Jenny screeched.
Traci giggled nervously. She agreed with her daughter's assessment, but she could tell her husband was not happy.
"Did everybody at the concert take a picture of your boobs? Everybody we know is going to see these, including our pastor and our parents. Are you ready for that?" Hank queried angrily.
"I've got to see all my friends in school on Monday. All they're going to be talking about is my mother's chest. Thanks, Mom," Mike rasped.
Traci blushed crimson. It was obvious she hadn't given too much thought to her revealing outfit. She particularly didn't want to face her pastor at church Sunday morning.
But first, the Rookers had to get through a Saturday of phone calls.
The next several weeks were hard on the men in the Rooker family. Mike got into several scrapes at school trying to defend his mother's honor, while Hank became a virtual recluse, going to work and then going right home afterward so he wouldn't encounter people who were enjoying his wife's notoriety at his discomfort.
"Damn, Mom, why'd you have to do that? I don't want to have a porn star for a mother anymore," Mike told Traci at the dinner table one night.
While Traci felt bad for her son, she quickly warmed to the spotlight like she was born a Kardashian, reveling in the re-telling of her night at the concert and meeting Nal personally, and practically having men drooling over her that night. Her friends split on the issue, with several severing ties with her completely, while others considered her courageous and independent. Her daughter and her friends thought of Traci as some kind of a local celebrity. If a half-dressed Miley Cyrus was a woman to look up to despite having a body no more impressive than theirs, how cool was Traci Rooker with all those photos on the Internet with her big boobs hanging out?
It took several weeks for things to return to normal in the Rooker household. Nal Iglesias ended his tour, and Hank eventually forgot about the singer... for the most part.
Traci didn't forget about the young singer and couldn't really because he kept up a running text stream with her, which she never mentioned to anyone in her family. Many of the texts were very complimentary and of a more intimate nature. Traci was incredibly flattered that a star of his magnitude--and his young age--seemed to be taken with her. She eagerly and confidently returned his texts, even continuing some threads that she knew were too intimate.
It shouldn't have been any surprise to Traci that several months later she got a text from Nal telling her he was going to be in her city for some music business, and he wanted to see her... her, alone, without her daughter or other family members. Traci knew in an instant what the young man wanted, and to be honest with herself, at this point she wanted the same thing. The two texted back and forth several times, finally arriving at a date on an upcoming Friday night.
Once she made up her mind to see Nal, Traci was determined to do it right. She booked that Friday off from her job and set up a hair and nail appointment for that Friday morning. She bought herself a new little black dress, the kind she hadn't bought since before she and Hank started having kids: mid-thigh length and cleavage-baring to the bottom of her big boobs. She had to admit that Jenny had been right the night of the concert: she was still a hot woman, and she--a housewife from Nowheresville--was going to rock Nal's world.
Yes, Traci was fully aware that what she was planning to do would put her marriage at risk. But she knew that Hank was nothing else if not a thoughtful, considerate, measured man. She would present him with a scenario--not ask him--tell him, and then let him figure out his response to that done deal. She knew he would be hurt initially, but he would eventually see things Traci's way. He would not want to throw away a great 19-year marriage for a one-time... two times, maybe... adventure that was purely sexual, that nobody else would have to know about.
"H-holy shit, Traci, where the hell are we going with you dressed like that?" Hank stammered when he got home from work Friday evening. He quickly looked around for his children, after all his wife was dressed like sex on a stick, and he wasn't sure that was appropriate for a 17-year-old and a 14-year-old to see.
Traci grinned when she realized that her husband was looking for the children.
"The kids are at my parents' house for the weekend. You can stop worrying about them learning about a woman's sexuality from me tonight," she responded. "But on a related note, we do need to talk."
Hank's face reflected the feeling in his stomach. He knew that in the history of mankind, nothing good had ever come from her last four words.
"Fuck," he breathed out and slumped into a chair at the kitchen table.
Traci hit Hank square in the face with her plan to go on a date with Nal Iglesias on this night. She didn't ask if she could go, she told him she was going. There wasn't an ounce of hesitation in her tone, about her vibe. For this one night, she was going to be a sexy, wild woman with a handsome, fit young rap star. The sex would mean nothing beyond what it was physically. There was no love, especially not like she and Hank shared. Hank could--no, would--give her this one night out of 19 years.
Hank's face was a canvas of emotion while his wife talked... no lectured. His breathing picked up, but he never said a word during her missive. For a minute she was afraid he was going to puke while sitting at the table.
Finally, there was no more noise coming out of Traci's pie-hole. Hank waited several more seconds, then figured it was his turn to talk.
"Wow. My first thought was that you didn't ask permission for this date. You have told me it's a fait accompli. This is something that you feel you deserve, and you're going to take it, simple as that. Okay then, I will not argue with you, tell you how wrong this is, how selfish. I will just remind you that as you have self-determination, so do I. Your action will bring about my reaction... consequences I guess would perhaps be a better term for it. Now the question you will have to ask yourself is if I will have a measured response... or will I go over the top and try for a nuclear reaction. Of course, even before you consider that, you should probably figure out how bad I think your action is, so then you can figure out my range of consequences.
"Ah, I can see by your face that you weren't expecting a pop quiz. Well, there's a line in a Monty Python movie that goes, 'Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition.' I love that line, but I rarely get to use it... so I guess I'll have to thank you for that.
"I know you'll probably think I'm rude, but I'm not going to hope you have a good evening. In fact I hope he sprains his dick and you both get struck by lightning. Now if you'll excuse me..."
Traci stood with her mouth agape as Hank got up and climbed the stairs to the second floor on the way to the master bedroom. This did not go the way she expected. While she didn't expect Hank to scream and yell, she did expect more emotion than he displayed. In fact, he was almost eerily calm.
A car horn in the driveway interrupted her reverie. Traci shook her head, went to the front door, picked up a small overnight bag and left.
"Wow. You look fabulous," the young man said to Traci as he held the passenger door for her as she got into his Cadillac Escalade rental.
Traci smiled brightly at the compliment, all thought of her husband suddenly forgotten.
Nal took Traci to the most expensive restaurant in the city. The meal was sumptuous, the champagne was top notch, the atmosphere was romantic. The two actually talked about Nal's business interests and his upcoming recording project. She was impressed with his intelligence; he seemed to be a huge reader of current events. Still, he was a man, and she was a beautiful woman, and they were out on a date. The touches eventually got more intense, they kissed--softly at first but more urgently later. He asked her about her marriage and would it be able to survive her time with him.
Traci wasn't completely sure of the answer to Nal's last question, but she chose to answer affirmatively, believing that her husband would eventually get over the date the way he finally seemed to be over her scanty attire at the concert and the social media storm that came with it. She told Nal that she was a woman who went after what she wanted, and her husband would have to respect her decisions and actions.
The two went back to Nal's hotel suite and spent an hour with the young entertainer's core travel group, which included an attorney, a security person and a person from his business manager's office. A couple of joints were passed around. Traci deferred the first couple of passes, but when Nal put the joint up to her lips and told her to inhale on the third go-round, she did as instructed, coughing as she exhaled.
A few minutes later, Nal took a big hit on the blunt, then locked his lips to Traci's and blew into her mouth as they kissed deeply. Traci felt a rush go through her body as Nal's tongue probed deep into her mouth. She felt her pussy moisten but honestly didn't know if it was the kiss, the marijuana or the champagne--or all three affecting her. Nal felt her shiver, and decided it was time the two made their way to the bedroom.
Traci's body and brain were very responsive to her first new sex partner in over 20 years. She gave herself freely to all the new sensations this younger, stronger man gave her. Nal realized he had to go slower with this woman than his usual partners, but he still made sure to dominate her physically, noting by her movements and noises that an aggressive, strong partner was something new to her. Her moaning and babbling picked up in both frequency and volume as his speed picked up, and after several minutes of him pounding her hard doggy, she had her first orgasm of the night, her body spasming hard for more than a minute.


"Fuck me harder, young man, show my pussy who owns it!" she yelled out as her body started ramping up for a second climax.
Traci heard the yelling and wondered where the noise was coming from because she had never before spoken intelligible words during sex. She soon realized the screaming was coming from her.
"Gaaawwwddd! Fuck me harder!" she wailed right before a second orgasm crashed over her body.
The pair fucked hard for about 30 minutes before Nal finally blasted a huge load into Traci's dripping pussy. By that time, she had experienced four spectacular orgasms of her own and thought the sun, moon and stars revolved around Nal's young dick.
The two stopped long enough to drink a couple of glasses of champagne and split another joint before Nal started playing with Traci's big, sensitive tits. When her big nipples felt like diamonds and she started to pant, Nal helped her climb on top of him cowgirl so he could continue to play with her tits while he fucked her, pushing up as hard inside the woman as she was pushing down on him. Fifteen minutes later, Nal was spraying her insides with another big burst of sperm while she screamed in joy.
Hank had been sitting in the dark in the home's family room for hours. Just sitting. And thinking. Up until that damn concert, he thought his wife was practically perfect. Who was this woman who now inhabited her body? How could he have not seen this before now? Shit, he'd have to tell his kids when they came home tomorrow.
Although he tried not to show it in front of Traci, Hank had initially been beyond angry when she told him of her plans. She would never know that he seriously considered going upstairs to the master bedroom, getting his gun from his gun safe and then coming back downstairs and shooting her. He wondered if she noticed his hands shaking as he sat at the kitchen table and listened to her.
Before he shifted to the family room, Hank had sat at the kitchen table and done several tasks his divorced friends always said needed to be done quickly: split bank accounts, pay off and close joint credit cards, change his life insurance beneficiaries. There were several other things, but since those had to be done in person, he would have to wait until Monday.
He moved to the family room and began his vigil.
Daylight was streaming in the room's windows when Traci felt Nal's hard cock poking at her butt. She smiled inwardly as she felt the young man start to move into position for morning sex.
"Mmm. Wait a sec, young man. Mama's not 24 anymore. After last night, I need a little help."
Traci got up from the bed, went to her purse and pulled out a small bottle of Astroglide. She dumped some on her fingers, then rubbed her fingers up and down her vaginal lips, noting the large amount of dried cum on her sex from the night before. She then dumped a little more on her fingers and ran them up and down Nal's hard member before she slid back into bed, giving him a brilliant smile.
The sex was slower, less frenzied than the previous night: more loving actually, she felt. Nal took her missionary, with lots of passionate kissing along the way. This was a completely different side of Nal. Seemed this kid had more going for him than she first thought.
Nal let Traci shower first while he got on his phone to "do some business." When she finished her shower, she grabbed her small overnight and opened it to get dressed. Nal watched as she removed a pair of bikini panties, a matching bra, jeans and a pullover sweater. He reached over to the bed, took the bra and tossed it back into the bag.
"Don't need this," he said with a big smile. "I love the natural look, the way a big pair of boobs jiggles and sways. The look of hard nipples..."
Traci hesitated for a second, then smiled back at Nal. She hardly ever went braless due to the size of her breasts. But if this was what Nal wanted, she could go with it.
She quickly dressed and struck a pose for Nal.
"Like-ee?" she asked coquettishly.
"Most definitely," he answered, then thumbed both semi-erect nipples into hard bullets. "Better.
"Let's go to brunch, then figure out what we're going to do today," Nal said.
"Oh. I thought you'd be taking me home," she said.
"Do you want to go home? I thought we could hang some more. You really don't have to go home until tomorrow, do you?" he inquired.
Her answer was a bright smile. Being gone a few more hours wouldn't hurt her case anymore, she knew.
Mike and Jenny got home about noon from their grandparents'. Judging by how happy they both seemed to be, Hank guessed they had a good visit with Traci's parents. Shit, he was hoping his wife would have been home this morning, so the whole megillah wouldn't fall on him.
"Hey, where's Mom?" Mike asked, exactly like he probably would have any other time.
Hank sighed heavily. Show time, he thought to himself.
"Uhh... ummm... Mom hasn't returned from her date last night with Nal Iglesias..." Hank said softly.
"Oh shit! You didn't let her go out with that fuckhead, did you?" Mike shouted.
"No, I did not let her go out with that fuckhead, as you so accurately called him," Hank said. "She expressed her thoughts. I expressed mine. Mine apparently were disregarded..."
"So you let her..."
"Again, I didn't let her, but short of physically restraining her, there was nothing I could do to stop her. What I wanted apparently doesn't matter much to her anymore.
"She seems to think this won't matter much in the long run. I disagreed."
"Ooh. I'm sorry, Dad. You're going to divorce her, right?" Mike asked.
"Divorce! For going out on a date with a hot stud? Why would you do that?" an obviously incredulous Jenny asked.
Oh to be an innocent 14-year-old again, Hank thought.
"Because she obviously fucked him!" Mike answered in an exasperated tone. "She went out on a date with someone who is not her husband and stayed out all night. Do you really not get it? God, I hope I wasn't that stupid when I was that age."
Jenny's face flashed anger at first, but then morphed into shock as she considered what her brother said.
"Mom wouldn't do that. Would she?" Jenny asked with real fear in her voice.
Hank and Mike looked at each other, then turned away from the girl.
"I'm sorry, Dad. I should have known something was up. They've been texting each other ever since the concert," Jenny said.
"What? Texting? How would he even get her number?" Hank responded.
"Sh-she gave it to him backstage the night of the concert. I saw her do it. And I had seen part of a text he sent to her before she put her phone face down on the desk. I didn't see what it said, but I knew who sent it," Jenny said.
"I-I thought it was cool that a big rap star thought Mom was hot. She is, you know. But I never thought... I never thought it would make you two get divorced. I'm sorry, really sorry, Dad.
"You see this stuff on TV and the Internet all the time, and it all looks... so cool, all these hot young girls partying with these hot, multimillionaire actors and singers. Like Taylor Swift, for example. Before she started dating Travis Kelce, she had dated like a dozen other guys in the last few years... and I get it, Dad. Dated... meaning having sex with.
"Like I said, Mom's hot, and I thought it was cool that my hot mom was sort of hanging with a stud like Nal. You know, all my friends thought those photos of Mom at the concert were hot, and it was fun to have the hot mom. I just never thought she'd go this far. She loves you, Dad. I know she does."
"Apparently she doesn't love me as much as she used to, kid," Hank said.
Traci felt a little self-conscious when she walked into the restaurant with Nal for brunch knowing her nipples were trying to rip through her sweater, and her boobs were jiggling with each step she took. She noted Nal seemed very pleased with the look. She also noted that she would have to make sure she wore her bra when Nal drove her home.
Nal had done his homework, and took Traci and his crew to a Mexican street fair for the afternoon. Many in the crowd recognized him, and surprisingly to Traci, recognized her as well. Nal pointed out to her that her photos and videos from the concert several months ago got a lot of views. All Traci could do was color brightly.
Traci had to admit that the afternoon was a rousing success, even if her high school Spanish didn't hold up for more than 10 minutes. Both Traci and Nal were in an amorous mood when they returned to the hotel. The feel of her sweater rubbing her braless nipples soon had her wet, and Nal didn't make things any better when he would occasionally run a hand over a breast, sometimes surreptitiously and sometimes not--always smiling.
Traci and Nal had another rollicking session of hot sex when they got back to the hotel. They then cleaned up and went to dinner in another nice restaurant, with Traci wearing the same dress as the night before--only this time braless. If Nal thought Traci was sexy the night before, he was having trouble not jumping her in public on this night. After dinner, the pair wound up a a Latin dance club, where Nal pawed her breasts every time they were on the dance floor. She smiled self-consciously every time he did it, but never stopped him. Her panties were soaked, and she was looking forward to rocking Nal's world when they got back to his room.
Starting with a blowjob in the elevator, Traci did her absolute best to make Nal's night--and week and maybe year. Nal was indeed impressed with the big-boobed MILF as they fucked hard twice, using several positions, and both times he came he would have sworn Traci's pussy was milking the cum right out of his dick. Traci screamed and squeaked her way through multiple powerful orgasms.
The two again fell asleep entwined and covered in fluids, but Nal was a quick learner. This time when he woke up, he poured some Astroglide on his fingers and reached around to stroke Traci's pussy for several minutes. When she started to squirm and hump back at his dick, Nal knew she was ready, put some lubricant on his dick and slid home. She moaned the entire time Nal was sliding his dick inside.
"I got it. Mama's not 24 anymore, so I helped out," he said in her ear as he slid in up to his balls.
The two started out slowly but rapidly picked up the pace. After Traci's second orgasm, Nal put some more Astroglide on his fingers and slid first one, then two into the woman's ass before she finally realized what was happening.
"Hey! Mama didn't give you permission for that," she said in between humping back at him.
"That's because I didn't ask for permission," Nal responded. "Sometimes... you have to be spontaneous."
With that said, Nal pulled his slick dick from the woman's pussy, lined up with her starfish and slid inside several inches.
"Whoa! Give me a minute to adjust," Traci moaned.
The woman shifted her hips and settled.
"Okay," she whispered over her shoulder.
Traci wasn't an anal virgin, but it wasn't something that was usually on the menu for her husband. In fact, the two had only had anal sex maybe a half-dozen times in their 19-plus years of marriage. Still, she barely put up a fight when Nal started sliding in and out of her ass, getting a little deeper each time until his balls were banging against her pussy. They stayed that way for several minutes until Nal maneuvered her into a reverse cowgirl assfuck, Traci getting seemingly louder with each pump of the man's dick.
"Oh, fuck yeah! Give it to Mama, baby!" she squealed.
The two again went to brunch after showering. They then retired back to the room for what Nal called a "ta-ta for now" fuck that turned into gentle, soulful lovemaking, with a lot of passionate kissing. After everything the pair had done during the weekend, Traci felt that this might have been the most intimate thing they had done.
The two showered together when they were done, gently washing each other's bodies, before Nal drove her home. On the drive home, the two talked about how Hank might react, and how Traci might come back at him. Traci noted to herself that this discussion, however brief, was only the second time she had thought about Hank all weekend.
Traci walked into her house a few minutes after 4 PM. Nobody came to greet her.
"And so it begins," she thought to herself.
"Hey," she said quietly as she walked into the family room and watched three unhappy faces turn toward her. That told her that Hank told the children about her weekend. She noted that even Jenny didn't give her a sympathetic look.
"Hey, guys, can your mom and I have the room?" Hank asked.
Both kids nodded affirmatively, got up from where they were seated and went to their rooms upstairs.
"So, I take it since you stayed all weekend it was a very good date," Hank said pointedly. "At least if you threw away your family, you got something good out of it."
"It doesn't have to end badly. I took my shot. Now we can go back to being us, grow old together," Traci said.
"There is no us. You ended us when you walked out the door Friday evening," Hank explained. "You can tell me you love me, but that will be just words that mean nothing. Your actions have told me you love me far less than I love you, and you also love yourself a lot more than you love me."
"Can you really look me in the eye and tell me you don't love me anymore... that one weekend with another man killed your love for me completely? Two days and a night out of 19 years, and you're done with me..."
"This isn't a math quiz, Traci. It's not the number, it's the very act of you throwing away your vows," Hank said. "And yes, unfortunately, I do still love you. That's why this hurts so much. But I'm hoping that in time my love for you will fade away, the way your love for me apparently has. Life will go on for me. I'll eventually find somebody else who will hopefully understand my crazy thoughts on monogamy."
Traci suddenly found the weave of the carpet in the room to be very interesting. A couple of times she looked up at Hank as if she was going to say something, but quickly dropped her eyes back down to the floor and remained silent. She wasn't wrong in her assessment to Nal that she would have to work hard to bring Hank around to her way of thinking.
"What exactly did you tell the kids?" she finally asked after a long silence. "Did you throw me under the bus with them?"
"I didn't have to throw you under the bus. I simply told them the truth: that you left me... us, actually... for a 'date' with Nal Iglesias. I didn't have to tell them that you were a fucking slut. They're old enough to know what it meant.
"The only real discussion we've had was about the upcoming divorce. They understood my reason. They agree with my decision.
"I also haven't said a word to them about how they should feel about you. You are still their mother, and you've been a good mother up until this weekend. Again, they are old enough to figure things out on their own."
Traci had tears in her eyes. Hank shook his head in wonder.
"Why, Traci? Obviously I wasn't enough for you, or you wouldn't have needed that fucking kid."
"I didn't need Nal. I got an amazing opportunity presented to me... and I went for it. Surely you would have done the same if... Taylor Swift had wanted you. It was an opportunity of a lifetime, some stud star wanting me... just a mom and a housewife.
"It doesn't mean my love for you is any less. I knew... absolutely knew... that I could take that amazing opportunity because your love for me was that strong. You would see the opportunity for what it was and be strong enough to come out on the other side with me."
"Did you never consider the possibility that spending the weekend fucking another man... let's call it exactly what it was... was beyond my capacity to cope with, to forgive, to love away? And what was this shit with staying with him the whole fucking weekend. A 'date' should have been the one night... maybe staying overnight and coming home in the morning, but hell, you not only didn't come home the next morning, you didn't come home for another day and a half. You spent almost two full days getting your lights fucked out, if I don't miss my guess. How the hell could you think that was even remotely okay? Damn woman, bad enough you cucked me... but you did so in absolutely grand style."
"It wasn't like that..." Traci tried to argue, but Hank was giving her no quarter.
"It was exactly like that, you stupid bitch. And when this gets out, and it will, but not from me, I'll tell you that... well, life as I know it is practically over. The only reason for me to stick around in this town is for the kids to be able to finish school in their hometown, otherwise me and them would be out of here in a heartbeat. Hell, if it wasn't for them, you would have come home to an empty house."
"I... I'm not going to be telling anybody about this weekend," she rasped. "Nobody has to know anything, if none of the four of us talks. It can just be something we keep in the family."
"If... and I mean if... it would stay just in the family, that would certainly protect my ego and your reputation, but that's not what's driving this bus. You hurt me badly, Traci. You have to know that. You ripped my heart out, not to mention showed me the ultimate disrespect. You slept with another man, gave to him what you promised was only mine. You were supposed to be the person who protected my heart, not the one who ripped it out of my chest and then stomped it.
"Your Taylor Swift analogy, by the way, was garbage. You know why? Because I just would have told her, 'I'm sorry, Ms. Swift, but I'm married.'
"That's another thing, Traci. You probably didn't take your wedding and engagement rings off while you fucked another man. You fucked Nal Iglesias with my rings on. Hell, you probably had your hand wrapped around his dick with my rings on."
Traci blushed and again dropped her eyes, confirming for her husband what he just said.
"Yeah, slut, divorce," Hank whispered.
Traci was treated cordially, but not in any way warmly, by her family for the next several days. She was bursting to tell someone about her weekend adventure, but couldn't take the chance that somehow it would get back to Hank. She didn't dare bring up anything about her weekend to her husband or children either.
It took 10 days for Hank to see an attorney and get his wife served divorce papers. Since they lived in a no-fault state, it was a simple 50-50 asset split, with Hank filing for custody of the children and the house until the kids were in college. The children were old enough to decide which parent they wanted to stay with, and both requested their father.
Traci expressed surprise that both children chose to stay with their father. They both expressed surprise that Traci would even ask them why.
"You really have to ask, Mom?" her daughter answered when Traci asked. "Hanging out with Nal Iglesias was cool. Having sex with him for an entire weekend was not."
Traci and Hank continued to sleep together in their marital bed, but it was only sleeping. Traci tried to initiate sex on several occasions but was brusquely rebuffed each time.
"If you're worried, I can get tested," Traci said one night, giving Hank some information he didn't ask for nor want to know.
Both sets of parents were devastated when they were told Hank filed for divorce, but that initial devastation was nothing compared to how they felt when they were told the reason why. Both of Traci's parents were incredibly embarrassed and apologized to Hank repeatedly. Traci's parents had a great relationship with Hank, and the three vowed to remain close despite the divorce.
A month after the divorce filing, Traci announced to her family that she was going to stay with Nal for several weeks at his home in Jacksonville, Florida.


"I might as well go someplace where someone values me," she told her family at the kitchen table during dinner one evening.
Hank and the children were surprised, but no one disputed her statement. Traci was hurt when none asked her to reconsider.
Traci and Nal had been exchanging texts since their weekend together. He suggested Traci come stay with him. She took a leave of absence from her job.
Nal was like a kid in a candy store when Traci moved in with him. The two picked up right where they left off the last time they were together, having sex almost any time they were alone together in Nal's large home. The two fucked about two dozen times the first week they were together, and a fatigued Traci admitted to him that she hadn't had "those kind of numbers" since she and Hank were first married.
"It's like riding a bicycle, babe. Your body will get used to it," Nal said.
Traci's body also had to get used to the lifestyle of a 24-year-old musician, compared to being a wife and mother of two teenagers. There seemed to be a lot of parties, with a lot of alcohol and pot.
Traci had brought two suitcases of clothes with her, but Nal took her shopping soon after she got to Florida. According to Nal, she needed clothes for the hotter weather, and because she was a hotter woman.
"Soccermom style doesn't work for me, Traci. You're a hot woman, and you need to dress like it," Nal said firmly.
Dressing hot for Nal meant shorter dresses and skirts, low-cut blouses, heels and thongs. Bras, not so much, either. Wherever the two went, Traci turned heads. Both she and Nal liked that. She had gone from a housewife to a hottie in a heartbeat.
A rising star in his field, Nal had his own posse of paparazzi at most times when he left his home, which meant his new girlfriend was a target of the shutterbugs. It wasn't too long before a half-dressed Traci was showing up on various celebrity websites, blogs and magazines accompanying her man.
"Wow, Dad, Mom's not wearing a whole lot in these pictures with Nal. She wouldn't have let me out of the house dressed like this," Jenny said one day while on her computer.
"That's just great. I'll be hearing about that from the guys for the next week," Hank murmured.
Seven months after Traci left for Florida, the divorce from Hank was granted. She hadn't been home since she left, and, in truth, her now ex-husband and children didn't miss her. She was still showing up on the Internet on a regular basis as there always seemed to be a photographer around whenever she leaned over in a short skirt, or when she was topless on a beach. By this point, both of Traci's children had gotten used to seeing their mother's various intimate body parts.
"She's practically a Kardashian, Dad," Hank's daughter told him.
Traci called and texted her children occasionally. She never revealed too much of her life, and they, in turn, didn't give her much back. She did tell them she was happy and felt loved by Nal.
Traci hadn't seen her children in almost a year and a half when she returned to her former city for her son's high school graduation. Nal didn't come with her. She flew in the day before graduation and was staying with her parents.
Hank, both kids and Hank's parents weren't very successful hiding their surprise when an obviously pregnant Traci and her parents showed up at the restaurant for a celebration dinner the night before the actual ceremony.
"Umm... hi, Mom," her son, Mike said, as he approached her carefully, both of their arms open for a hug, which barely materialized as Mike hesitated to lean against her pregnant belly.
"I won't break, Mike," Traci said gently as she blushed. "By the way, say hello to your brother."
"Wow, a brother," Mike rasped before being corrected by his sister.
"Half-brother, Mike. Half-brother," Jenny said.
Traci blushed deeper. Hank felt a pang of discomfort for his ex-wife, but felt it pass quickly. Not his circus, not his monkeys.
"H-how far along are you, dear?" asked Hank's mother hesitantly.
"Four or five months," Traci responded.
Hank and his father exchanged looks. Traci noticed, and somehow her blush deepened.
Hank's mother and Jenny also hugged Traci gently. Hank and his father stayed back.
"Oh, come on, Hank. It's not like you've never hugged my pregnant body before," Traci goaded.
"Never hugged your pregnant body before when it wasn't my kid inside you," Hank rasped harshly. "Don't need to start now."
Traci's father glared at Hank, but then he caught Hank's father glaring back at him. He dropped his eyes.
The whole family sat together at the graduation ceremony the next day. While they were situating in the bleachers, Traci sat down next to her ex-husband until Hank quickly got up and smoothly switched places with his daughter. Traci grimaced to herself, noting that Hank and Jenny must have talked about the possibility of her sitting next to him and what Jenny would do for her father.
Both before and after the ceremony, Traci was approached by several former friends who came by to say hello, at least most came by to say hello. By this point, the story of Traci's weekend and the couple's subsequent divorce was old history.
Not all the visitors were positive, though. Several women made catty comments about Traci being knocked up by the younger singer. One even asked her if she was going to give birth to her own grandchild. Each time she was insulted, she instinctively looked to Hank for defense, but he remained silent.
"Grow some balls and say something, Hank," Traci's father finally growled.
"Me? Why me? I've got no skin in this game. Plus, I agree with them," Hank said to his former father-in-law. "The only reason I haven't called her a knocked-up slut myself is because I like you and Mom.
"Happy now? Because I'm certainly not."
Before Traci went back to Jacksonville, she asked Hank if he would let the children visit her in Florida occasionally when they had time off. He told her it was completely their call. He would never stop her kids from seeing her.
Jenny went to Florida for the birth of her half-brother. She came home several days later raving about what a beautiful baby her mother and Nal produced. She saw Hank wince once or twice, and realized she needed to tune it down.
"Sorry, Dad. I got a little carried away. This is my first experience being an older sister," Jenny said.
"I understand. You get some slack from me for that," Hank said.
Hank was leaning against a wall in his gym one Thursday evening waiting for a newcomer to finish with the near-by leg extension machine. He was shaking his head and muttering to himself as the blonde 20-something would do a few reps then sit on the machine reading on her cell phone for several minutes before doing another set.
Under normal circumstances, Hank would have moved on to another exercise, but on this night the leg extension machine was the last thing on his lift. Hank didn't skip legs--ever, because, in his mind, the old saying that "real men lift legs" was on the money. At least if he had to wait, the woman taking up space on the machine was worth watching as she had the body of an angel and was dressed to show off that body with tight yoga pants and a bra top that was backless--held together with various crossing strings. The woman filled out both the top and the pants very well.
She had done two sets of lifts when she realized Hank was watching her intently, and he wasn't smiling at her as most of the other men in the gym were doing.
"You having a good time back there perving on me, old man?" she asked in a mocking tone.
"A bit. I'd rather be lifting and then getting home, but you're doing more reading than lifting. You newbies should learn some gym etiquette before coming in and wasting time on the machines," Hank said.
"Gym etiquette? Really?" the young woman queried. "Are you putting me on?"
"Nope. It's gym etiquette not to monopolize a machine if you're not working consistently," Hank answered. "You lift, you take a bit of a rest, you lift again. You don't waste my time by reading. That's rude. Some of us just want to lift and get home. We're not here to be seen."
The young woman looked guilty.
"I'm sorry. I didn't realize there was gym etiquette. I'm new here," she said.
"Yeah, that's obvious," he said, smiling to lessen the harshness of what he was saying.
Hank encouraged the woman to finish her lifts, then told her he would finish the conversation with her after he finished his extensions so somebody else could get on the machine. Once he was done, he offered to buy her a protein drink from the vending machine. She accepted, and waited and watched him work through his set of extensions.
"Without being a gorilla, you're pretty serious about this, aren't you?" the woman, who introduced herself as Wendy, asked Hank.
The two spent the next hour talking and drinking their protein drinks. Wendy realized that Hank wasn't looking at her like a piece of meat, and accepted his offer to help her in the gym.
"Oh, by the way, I resent that 'old man' shit. I'm only 45," Hank said with a smile.
"Yeah, but I'm only 22. Since you're more than twice my age..." Wendy responded back with a smile of her own.
"Hell, my ex-wife, who's the same age as me, just had a kid with a guy who is 26," Hank said.
"Whoa. I'd bet that's some story I'd like to hear some time," Wendy said.
Hank told Wendy the story the next time the two lifted, in between him showing the young woman several things along the way. She was shocked and appalled at Hank's story and wound up fatigued and sore from Hank's workout coaching.
"Damn, old man, you really put the hurt on me last time," Wendy said.
"You keep calling me old man, I'll make sure even your toes hurt next time," he said with a grin.
Not only did Wendy enjoy the older man's coaching and company, but she also found that having a lifting buddy had the added advantage of keeping the real pervs and semi-stalkers away. Hank also wasn't shy about speaking up if Wendy's potential admirer didn't immediately take the hint.
The two had been lifting together for six months when Wendy asked Hank for a big favor.
"Umm... my mom's coming to town to visit for a couple of weeks," Wendy said. "Could you maybe go out with us one night. Sort of be our escort?"
"Assuming she's single. I don't do married woman. I won't do to somebody else what was done to me," Hank said.
"My dad died in a car-truck accident several years ago. I don't think my mom's gone out since Dad died," Wendy said.
Hank took the two women to a nice restaurant on a Friday night, followed by taking them to a dance club/bar afterward. The three found a high-top table near the dance floor, and within five minutes Wendy grabbed Hank's hand and headed for the dance floor. The two danced one song together before Hank felt a tap on his shoulder.
"Can I dance with your daughter, sir?" the young man asked politely.
Hank nodded affirmatively and handed Wendy off, heading back to the table where Jessie, Wendy's mother, sat by herself.
"Ready?" he asked the woman.
She shrugged and then smiled.
"Do you get the feeling we've been set up?" Jessie asked as the two danced.
"Absolutely. I'm going to owe your daughter big-time for this," Hank said.
"You're not mad?" Jessie queried.
"Have you looked at yourself in a mirror? No, I'm not mad," Hank said.
Hank noted that Jessie looked like an older version of Wendy, with about an additional 30 pounds on her body, much of that in her chest. Her large boobs felt good against Hank's body on the slow dances, he noted to himself. She noted to herself the same thing by the feeling of his hard dick pressing against her stomach. He tried to pull back a bit when he realized his hardness was pressing up against her, but she tightened her grip on him to keep the connection the same. They locked eyes and smiled at each other.
An hour later, Wendy told the pair she was going to take an Uber home so Jessie and Hank could have some time alone together. Both blushed, and Jessie kissed her daughter softly on the cheek.
The two wound up back at Hank's house an hour later. Jessie admitted to Hank that she hadn't had sex since her husband died and was more than a little nervous. Hank admitted back to her that he hadn't exactly been living the life of an NBA player since his divorce.
The sex was soft and sweet after Hank first spent about 20 minutes licking and sucking Jessie's pussy, giving the woman a half-dozen loud orgasms.
"That was fantastic. My husband, bless his heart, was never good at oral. You, on the other hand, seem to be a savant," Jessie commented.
"And you, dear woman, are nothing short of delicious," Hank said while climbing up her body and lining up his dick at her opening.
Jenny Rooker was disconsolate that her mother and half-brother weren't at her graduation ceremony.
"She promised, Dad. When I spoke to her last week she told me she and Naldino would be here for graduation. I can't even raise her on her phone. It just goes immediately to message."
"I'm sorry, baby. I really am. I can't and won't apologize for her, though," Hank said.
Traci's parents were looking decidedly uncomfortable. Her mother, Doreen, continued trying to call her daughter, knowing how upset Jenny was at her mother being absent from her big day. Her attempts were repeatedly sent to message.
"Boy, I at least thought I mattered enough for her to make it today. I guess I was wrong," Jenny muttered sadly.
In reality, Traci was planning to attend the graduation, at least when she talked to her daughter a week earlier, but at the time the graduation ceremony was taking place in Virginia, Traci was in jail in Miami, being held on charges of cocaine possession, public intoxication and public indecency. An hour before, Miami police had pulled over a Toyota Supra driven by the bass player in Nal Iglesias' back-up band, and found Traci Rooker in the passenger seat wearing only a pair of bikini panties, with cum dripping down her chin onto her large naked breasts and a vial of cocaine in the waistband of the panties. She was clearly blasted on cocaine and didn't make any attempt to cover herself in front of the two police officers who made the stop.
"Woo-hoo, party girl here is going to be a star on 'Body Cam Candid Camera' at the district today," said the female officer to her male partner. "Just remember, Bob, not to be stupid and download this, because Internal Affairs really frowns on that and will have your ass in a sling in a heartbeat."
"Isn't she that half-dressed girlfriend of that Latin rapper from over in Jacksonville?" Bob, the male partner, asked.
"Well, she's not half-dressed right now, is she?" the female officer replied. "Got to admit, she's got a helluva body for a woman her age."
The female officer found Traci's small dress behind her seat and assisted the inebriated woman into it.
Roberto Gonzalez was pulled over for suspicion of driving under the influence. The officers saw his vehicle weaving on the road and assumed he was driving drunk. What they didn't figure out until they pulled the car over was that Roberto's poor driving was the result of the blowjob the woman, who was not seen by the officers until the car was stopped, was in the process of giving him. Seeing the lights of the police cruiser go on, Roberto did the only sensible thing he could think to do: he blasted his load of semen into the woman's mouth and tucked his dick back into his pants. When he got the car stopped, he took the vial of cocaine out of his pocket and slipped it into the waistband of Traci's panties while she sat up and reflexively swallowed most of the cum, with some dripping out of her mouth and onto her huge breasts.
The woman was clearly out of it when the cops got to the car, not trying to cover her near nakedness nor wipe off the cum from her face and breasts.
Cocaine possession alone could have gotten Traci a three-year sentence as a third-degree felony. Fortunately for her, she had absolutely no record. Still, she and Roberto sat in jail for several hours until Nal Iglesias posted bail for both.
The absolute last thing on Traci's mind was her daughter's graduation.
Traci worked hard to get her body back into shape after the birth of her son. She found it a lot more difficult than when she had her first two kids in her 20s. As she had done with her other children, Traci breastfed Renaldo Jr., so she couldn't join in completely when Nal and his buddies were partying. She didn't waste any time rejoining the lifestyle, though, as soon as the baby was weaned.
Soon after she went back to smoking pot and drinking on a regular basis, Nal introduced her to cocaine for the first time, ostensibly to help her get her groove back in the bedroom, he noted. She found that having sex on cocaine was a new and wonderful experience, and that spurred her on to what she knew was riskier behavior, such as having sex in front of other people.
Then there was the afternoon that Nal first shared her with Roberto and Jaime Navarro, the drummer for the back-up group. A half coked-up Traci was sunning herself topless on a float in the large in-ground pool while several of Nal's band and crew and their girlfriends were drinking and partying.
Traci felt fingers creeping under her bikini bottoms and smiled languidly when those fingers crept inside her moistening pussy. She could tell by the fingers that it wasn't Nal's digits rubbing her lips and clitoris, but at that moment it didn't matter. Her eyes remained closed as the feelings rolled from her pussy out to her entire body, and before she was fully cognizant, she was writhing to a strong orgasm.
Her eyes shot open seconds later when she felt a pair of hands on her boobs in addition to the fingers in her sex. She was looking directly into Roberto's eyes as he attached his lips to hers, and within seconds she was coming again loudly. The two stayed attached at the lips as Roberto gently lifted her off the float she was on, slid off her bottoms and sat her on his very hard penis, pumping into her as she took her legs and wrapped them around his hips. The two stayed like this for another 10 minutes before Roberto came hard, taking Traci over the top with him.
Traci hung on to Roberto for another minute or two before he literally handed her to Jaime, who plunged inside her pussy in one stroke. Jaime then stood stock still and repeatedly lifted and impaled the woman, causing her to shriek out another climax before Jaime joined her.
Traci was almost sick to her stomach when she was released on bail and finally looked at her phone, seeing several days-old messages from her daughter and her mother. She remembered her daughter's graduation was a week ago.
"Shit!" she said quietly to no one.
Nal Iglesias could afford a great attorney to defend Traci, but even Morton Throckmeister couldn't make all the charges disappear, even though he got close. The deal he got Traci was a mandatory addiction center stay of two months, and a year's probation on all the charges.
By contrast, Roberto Gonzalez got off with a warning for inconsistent operation of a vehicle because he was under the legal alcohol limit and he, unlike Traci, tested negative for drugs in his system.
Nal and the band had way more than a good laugh at Traci's expense when Roberto replayed the events of getting pulled over by the police, leaving out none of Traci's unfortunate circumstances. He even noted that both cops had their body cams active and was pretty sure the videos were going to be getting a lot of back room play at the district.
"The cops didn't even know she was in the car until she sat up. They were stopped behind me and I was filling her mouth with cum. She was in total la-la land," Roberto said with a laugh as he related the story.


A tearful Traci finally called her daughter back two days before going into rehab. Traci would not be allowed to have her phone during rehab, so she needed to apologize and tell her daughter she would not be available for a couple of months. She nervously explained about rehab, but never mentioned her arrest and probation. Jenny was both shocked and angry that her mother needed rehab for a drug problem.
"Aren't you the little hypocrite. You and Dad always warned me and Mike not to get mixed up with drugs. First, you're a slut, then a porn star, now a druggie. Darn, Mom," she growled.
Traci could only sob on the other end of the call.
A month after Traci went into rehab, she was given a full physical in the infirmary when she started complaining of nausea in the mornings. When she thought about, she shouldn't have been surprised when the staff doctor told her she was about three months pregnant. She realized--way too late--that she hadn't gone back on birth control after Renaldino was born, and it was literally almost a matter of time before she came up pregnant. The only unknown was the baby's parentage, as she had been having regular sex with Nal, Roberto and Jaime for three months prior to getting arrested.
The baby bump was fairly pronounced when Traci was released from rehab. Traci's gynecologist read her the riot act at her first appointment.
Traci waited about a month before telling Jenny that she was about to be a sister for the third time. She didn't want to incur her daughter's wrath again by withholding important information. She didn't feel it was necessary at this point to admit to her daughter that she was unsure who the baby's father was. She figured her daughter could figure out that she was knocked up before she went into rehab.
"Damn, Mom, they know what causes that now," Jenny responded to Traci's halting announcement. "Have you told Grandma yet? If you haven't, I'd bet she's going to go ape shit. Grandpa's going to be suicidal. I know they love their grandchildren, but...
"Dad sure will be glad he divorced your slutty ass. Hell, I'm sure glad he divorced your slutty ass."
There wasn't much Traci could say to her daughter by way of explanation.
The tougher phone call was to her parents, who were even rougher on Traci than her daughter was.
"Goddamn, woman, how is it possible you can be this stupid so many times?" her father asked while her mother sobbed in the background.
Even though the quiet pub was what could be considered upscale, the woman still looked like she was slumming when she walked in the door. Her classy outfit screamed rich, maybe more; her regal bearing yelled royalty--either real or just social--of some sort. Clearly this woman was lost, Hank thought as he sat at the end of the bar sipping his Angel's Envy rye neat.
The pearl necklace around her neck looked to be very expensive, draped down onto the top of what appeared to be nice-sized breasts in a fairly tight, fairly chic-looking black dress that finished--surprisingly--about three inches above her knees. While Hank wouldn't have said the dress was short by any stretch of the imagination on most woman, on this woman it looked somewhat... scandalous, in a classy, moneyed sort of way.
Her hair was silver and done up nicely, stopping just shy of her shoulders. Her face was more handsome than pretty, and her eyes seemed to announce that she had lived a good life and seen a lot.
The lack of a ring on the third finger of her left hand spoke volumes: this silver-haired, 60-ish fox was single, whether by divorce or death didn't matter, and she was looking for companionship. Carnal perhaps, Hank wondered.
The woman locked eyes with Hank momentarily. He realized he was clearly watching her but didn't have the willingness to look away. In fact, he smiled, which apparently was exactly what she was looking for, an invitation of sorts. She headed his way, her gait more of a glide than a walk.
Responding as a gentleman, Hank got off his barstool, pulled out the one next to him and held it as the woman sort of oozed her way on it.
"Ah, a man who was taught manners. Apparently, I've chosen the right place," she said, her voice a silky alto.
"Hank Rooker. What are you drinking tonight?" Hank asked the woman.
She shifted her eyes to Hank's glass.
"Angel's Envy rye," he answered her unasked question. "If you like rye, this is it. But Earl back there can make just about anything you desire, and I know they've also got a nice selection of good wine.
"I'll trust your judgment on the Angel's Envy. Neat like yours, please.
"Sylvia Leiter. Of course, no one has called me Sylvia since my mother passed. Sylvie to some, Syl to others. Goddess to one, who shall remain forever locked in my heart."
The woman dropped her eyes momentarily as Hank expressed his condolences. Almost reflexively, he reached his right hand out and took the woman's left into his. She didn't think twice as she closed her fingers on his.
Hank's heart was beating hard in his chest. He could smell the bouquet of her probably very expensive perfume. He wondered if she could tell that she had clearly overwhelmed him. When he looked at her face, he found her eyes already awaiting his.
"Yes," she whispered softly.
Hank had barely dated for the first year after his divorce. Since then, he had dated only sparingly, more for the emotional connection than anything else. Still handsome and fit, he had more than his share of sexual partners, but he definitely wasn't looking for his next wife. To be honest with himself, Hank would have said he had never considered that he and Traci wouldn't have gone the distance.
Hank and Sylvie, as he decided he would call her, were almost completely silent on the 10-minute drive to Hank's house. Neither felt the need for chatter. Once at his home, they were both naked within minutes of walking in the door. A minute after that, she was happily bouncing on his hard dick like a woman half her age, giggling and moaning increasingly louder the longer the two made love.
Hank had guessed her to be about 60. Her body looked to be about a decade younger. She obviously worked out on a regular basis and was maybe 10 to 15 pounds over what Hank would have considered an ideal weight. Her large breasts only sagged a little, as much because of their size than anything else. Overall, though, he thought it was a very impressive package.
When he felt the woman getting tired, Hank rolled them over into missionary, and planted several passionate kisses on her lips, his tongue visiting the inside of her mouth. They continued making love slower and more passionately until Sylvie got close, then her volume ratcheted up in unintelligible sounds. Several seconds later her eyes rolled up in her head, her body shook uncontrollably and she screamed to the rafters. Hank slowed his stroking until the orgasm finished, then he started working hard for his own. He felt her body re-engage after a couple of minutes, and when she had a second climax minutes later, he followed with his own soon after.
The two were laying side by side half entwined, Sylvie's eyes closed and a satisfied smile on her face. Hank leaned forward and kissed her softly on that smile, causing her eyes to open.
"Sorry for getting a little loud," she said, her face coloring adorably, Hank thought.
"Never apologize to me for enjoying yourself, babe. I hope to get you loud a lot more in the future," Hank said with a big smile on his face.
The two laid together quietly for several more minutes before Sylvie spoke.
"I have to tell you this, so you don't think I'm just some wanton slut. This was the first time I've ever just gone off with somebody within minutes of meeting them. I've honestly never done that with anybody before. I... I can't explain it, what I felt when I walked into that bar and saw you. I loved my husband hard for 32 years... and nobody will ever be able to replace him... but I've never had that happen before.
"Did you feel that, too?"
"Hell yeah, I felt it," Hank answered. "I'm not a slut either. I've never done that before either. Not even when I was a kid."
The two basically never left Hank's bed until dinner time the next day. By then they had made love four times and Hank knew that Sylvie had been married for 32 years to a successful real estate broker, Anand Leiter, until he died from a brain aneurism at 65, four years earlier. Since then, Sylvie, who was now 59, had dated maybe a half-dozen times, but her heart just wasn't in it.
"So what made you wander into my world last night?" Hank asked Saturday afternoon in between lovemaking sessions.
"I know this sounds crazy, but I just decided I needed a place with a different vibe. This place seemed a little upscale, but with kind of a welcoming vibe as I drove past it. I was hoping for maybe some good conversation, maybe with an attractive man, and then there... you... were. I can't explain it, but..."
Sylvie leaned up to kiss Hank. That conversation was over for the moment.
Hank related his tale of woe to Sylvie later in the day. She was appalled until she thought about the fact that Traci's stupidity helped lead to her being in bed with Hank at that moment.
Dinner was a delivery of pizza and breadsticks, since Sylvie didn't feel like going out without makeup and wearing the same outfit as the night previous. Hank had put on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt to pay the delivery driver while Sylvie had stayed naked in Hank's bed. After the driver had been paid and left, Sylvie came out of the bedroom in a T-shirt of Hank's and her panties.
After the two ate, Hank took Sylvie back to the bar to pick up her car. The plan was for the woman to go to her house, load some clothes and toiletries into a suitcase and drive back to Hank's. Neither could explain it, but being together felt right... felt good. Sleeping together... actually sleeping together, felt right... felt good. The sex, of course, was more than right.
Two weeks later, Sylvie was living with Hank. Most of her clothes were in Hank's closet, a lot of her "stuff" was now interspersed with Hank's "stuff." The two were spending almost every waking moment together when Hank wasn't working.
"I can't explain it, but you make me feel like a kid again, like I'm a teenager or something. Everything feels new again," Sylvie tried explaining it to Hank.
"It's nice to know I'm not the only one feeling like this," Hank responded. "I loved my ex-wife dearly up until she cheated on me, but this... this is different... and it feels so good, so right."
Hank's children were thrilled for him, and Sylvie's son was also happy for his mother. Surprisingly to Hank, his former in-laws seemed to like Sylvie as well in the few interactions they had with each other.
"She's a keeper, Hank. Don't let her get away," his former mother-in-law said to him after the first time the formers met Sylvie, during a birthday celebration for his daughter.
Six months later the two had a small wedding with family and a few close friends. Both Hank's parents and Traci's attended. Sylvie made sure Hank didn't hesitate to invite Traci's parents as they were still close to Hank, and still grandparents to Hank's two children.
Mike's wedding a year later brought his whole family together for the first time since Traci left for Jacksonville. Traci came up north with Roberto, Naldino and her fourth, child, Tina.
Mike had explained to his fiancée and her family about his split family. While split families aren't uncommon these days, Mike felt he needed to explain the somewhat unusual circumstances of that split. His soon-to-be in-laws were somewhat shocked by his mother's actions, but promised they would still show her the respect she deserved as Mike's mother.
Mike was still embarrassed about having to explain that his mother was now living with her second lover since she split with his father, and that this lover was the father of her second young child, with his bandmate being Traci's first lover and the father of Traci's first young child.
In truth, Mike's fiancée was a huge fan of Nal Iglesias and had followed his career for several years. Like most fans, she knew about Nal's older baby mama, and was shocked when Mike revealed that Nal's lover was none other than his mother.
Both Hank and Traci had been kept abreast of the lives of their exes by their children through the years. Traci always seemed more interested about Hank's life than he did about hers.
Hank was civil to Traci's lover when the two were introduced. Roberto, 15 years Hank's junior and lacking his worldly experience, couldn't help but smirk at the older man, knowing both he and Nal had been fucking his wife/ex-wife and had each knocked her up once. Hank caught the smirk, though, and made sure to crush the younger's man hand when they shook. Roberto, shocked and hurt, worked very hard not to cry out in pain. Point to the older man, Roberto grudgingly admitted to himself.
Mike, who witnessed the event from a few feet away, silently cheered for his father.
Ever the gracious woman, Sylvie was cordial to Traci throughout the wedding and reception, but mostly kept her distance. Several times Traci tried to approach Hank's wife on one of the few occasions she was separated from her husband, but Sylvie seemed to be able to avoid her for most of the night.
If she was put out by Sylvie avoiding her, Traci was downright upset that Hank's wife and her mother seemed to have a nice relationship, talking and hugging several times during the reception.
"What the hell, Mom? You'd think you were her mother, not mine," Traci growled to her mother at one point.
"She's a lovely woman, Traci. Why shouldn't I like her?" her mother replied. "She treats your first two children very well, and she really loves Hank. I could never imagine her doing to him what you did."
Traci's face colored crimson. She turned on her heel and walked away.
For much of the reception, Sylvie was by Hank's side, touching his arms, his shoulders and his face. The two danced a lot, kissed often and held hands. Toward the end of the night, Traci asked her older daughter if the pair's constant physical attention to each other was done for Traci's benefit.
"Huh? Oh, you mean the kissing and touching. You really are something, Mom. That has absolutely nothing to do with you. They're like that all the time. Have been from the beginning. Aren't they just adorable?" Jenny said.
Traci and Hank didn't talk much during the reception. Hank and Sylvie seemed to be having a great time, mingling and dancing a lot. On one of the few times Traci found herself in proximity to Hank, she was wrangling two small children. Hank smiled at her for a second before his look changed to one of sadness.
"I can remember when our two were that age," he said. "It was fun then, but now... You've got a lot more guts than me, having another family at this age."
The family was together again three years later for Jenny's wedding. Hank, as the father of the bride, paid for the event, but Jenny and Sylvie did most of the planning. Jenny by this point considered her stepmother to be a close personal friend. Needless to say, Traci wasn't happy about not being asked by her daughter to help.
Everybody in the family was cognizant of the fact that for this event, Traci showed up with just her two children, and no Roberto. When asked by Jenny during the rehearsal dinner, Tracy admitted that Roberto "had moved on," and she was now living alone with her two children. Nal and Roberto were providing enough child support that the three could live comfortably.
In the ensuing years, Sylvie initiated an annual Christmas get-together of close family at the home she and Hank owned. She won the minor argument with Hank about whether Traci should be invited, insisting, "She's Mike and Jenny's mom, she'll always be that and as such, she needs to be invited. It's up to her if she's smart enough to come."
Both Hank's children knew Sylvie was behind the invite to their mother, and both thanked her.
Hank and Sylvie had a decent-sized four-bedroom home. Through the years, some of the family stayed at the home, some in a block of near-by hotel rooms Hank and Sylvie paid for. The cast of characters had changed through the years due to the passing of the older generation: Hank's and Traci's parents and Sylvie's mother. Traci and her two younger children had been absent the first two years, until Jenny gave her the hard sell and Sylvie gave her the soft sell.
"It's time to think about other people now, Traci," Sylvie said when she called Hank's ex-wife to make a personal appeal for her and her two younger children to attend the Christmas family reunion. "Your two older children want you here, your younger children would have some bonding time with your two older kids. It's about family, Traci. Time to get over yourself."
"Hank couldn't want me there..." Traci said.
"Hank has agreed with me from almost the beginning that you belong here with us," Sylvie interrupted. "I can guarantee that he won't be Mr. Happiness with you, but I can also guarantee that he will be cordial with the mother of his children and the grandmother of his grandchildren. You and your family need to be here with us at Christmas."
Traci and her two younger children had been attending since the third reunion. After their first time attending, Traci thanked Sylvie for inviting them for what turned out to be a great few days.
"All three of us had a great time, Sylvie, and we'll keep coming back as long as we are welcome," she said. "You are something, woman. I've got to give you that. Hank has found himself a great partner... and he deserves that after I turned his life upside-down... all because I was a selfish bitch and wanted my 15 minutes of fame."
Traci had been attending the Christmas reunions for more than 15 years. She and her ex-husband barely talked for the first few years, then eventually began to explore "safe" topics, such as how her youngsters were doing in school, and in life considering their family situations and the fact that her younger two children were the progeny of famous fathers. Hank and Traci even talked about his life with Sylvie, but left untouched was Hank and Traci's past history. Hank would usually get up and leave the room any time Traci approached the topic, sometimes apologizing for still not being able to handle the situation.
Hank was surprised that Sylvie had never pushed for him to finally sit down and have it out with his ex-wife.
"It's your past. Deal with Traci however you want. I'm your present and your future. You just have to remember that I will love you until the end of time," she said one time when Hank asked her about her thoughts about him and his ex-wife.
******
"Can I ask you one thing, Traci?" Hank said after taking another sip of his eggnog.
Traci nodded. After waiting this long to talk seriously with her ex-husband, she was going to hear him out as well.
"You knew me as well as anyone. How did you figure I would let you have a night--that turned into a whole weekend--with another man, whether he was famous or not?" Hank queried.
"I really didn't figure you'd just let me have that night... but I figured you loved me so much you'd eventually forgive me for having a night... ummm... weekend with a hot young star. It was just sex, seriously," Traci answered.
"But it was just sex for my wife. I figured you loved me so much that you would never go for cheap sex with another man... and I was wrong. You didn't love me enough not to have sex with another man. You... didn't... love... me... enough," Hank said.
"That hurt me more than I can ever explain. I don't know when you stopped loving me at the same level I loved you. Somewhere along the line, you felt entitled. You were the more equal partner in our marriage. Had I simply taken you back, it was only a matter of time before you felt entitled to shit on me again. Call it ego, if you will, but I call it self-respect. Simple self-respect.


"I suppose this is the part where you expect me to tell you I'm sorry that things didn't work out as well as you expected. Nah. I'm completely good that things didn't work out quite as good as you hoped. They certainly turned out well for me, thanks to Sylvie. And to think, I never would have found her if we had stayed married. So, I guess I should thank you.
"Hey, you want another eggnog?"
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At the very least, relationships are complicated.
Which in no way even begins to explain why I was delivering the eulogy for my two best friends on a sunny summer morning.
The church was packed--as could be expected when two local young people meet an untimely demise in Small Town, U.S.A. It's what we do especially well in the Midwest--come together in a tragedy.
Milo and Marianne Dockery, both 25, were the victims in this tragedy, and for most of our lives together, my two best friends. With the exception of their immediate families, nobody knew the two better than me, so I suppose it was only appropriate that I was the one memorializing their short lives.
When Marianne's mother, Phyllis, called me two days earlier with the news of their deaths in a car accident, I was stunned into silence, save for the sobbing on my end of the phone. After we both cried for several minutes, there was no way I was going to turn down her asking me to give the eulogy.
"It's what all four parents want, Jude--both Milo's parents and Patrick and me. With that one exception, no one was closer to both of them. No one loved them more than you, I think," Phyllis said. "Just tell everyone what's in your heart."
She didn't have to tell me that I could leave out that one exception. I had plenty in my heart to talk about that was good. Milo, Marianne and I had finally worked out that one exception, and there was no way I was going to revisit the worst moments of my life--up until Phyllis' phone call.
I had prepared a formal eulogy that I started to read, but memories and emotion soon got the best of me, and I started to cry while going off-script and telling spontaneous memories. For a quick moment, I was cognizant enough to hope that I wasn't embarrassing myself too badly. I took a glance at the front row and saw all four parents smiling sadly and crying, so I must not have been doing too badly.
I have no idea how long I talked. When I practiced my written eulogy the day before, it was close to five minutes long. This version: no idea. When I finished speaking, I sat down in the second row, in between my parents, and I felt both of them hugging me hard.
I don't know exact details of the rest of the service. The only thing I do remember is the sight of 6-year-old Dani, the daughter of Milo and Marianne and my goddaughter, throwing a handful of dirt on the graves after they were lowered to their resting place. Blonde and beautiful like her mother, she then walked off with her grandmother, Phyllis. I wondered briefly which set of grandparents would wind up raising her.
******
Milo and I had already been friends forever when Marianne's family moved onto our street when we were six. Milo and I were sitting on my front porch when the moving van and a car pulled up to the house formerly owned by the Dahlstrom family, which was in between the Dockery family home and my family's home. I don't know about Milo, but I know I felt my heart jump when a pretty blonde girl about my age got out of the car after an older sister.
The blonde girl was wearing a dress that day, but as we were to find out quickly, that was an aberration. Most of the time she dressed like Milo and I did, wearing T-shirts and jeans, and we quickly learned she was a tomboy--she could throw a baseball better than Milo and she was rougher than Milo when we got to wrestling around the yard playing WWF. If it wasn't for the mid-back length hair, most people would have thought we were the Three Musketeers: where you saw one, the other two were surely around somewhere close. It wasn't uncommon for all three of us to eat together at one of our houses, and at least until we got to about 10, for the three of us to also sleeping bag it at one of our houses.
I remember we were all pretty put out when Marianne's parents told us she couldn't have sleepovers with us anymore because it wouldn't be proper; I think all of us were told about "the birds and the bees" that weekend. We all kind of walked around in our own little dazes for a few days, but eventually we got back to our usual selves, minus the sleepovers, for another three years.
I guess we were about in seventh grade when the world started changing for us. It seemed like overnight Marianne developed breasts and curves and started to dress more like the other girls. She also started hanging out with other girls, often leaving us short a player for baseball and football. I'll admit Milo and I were especially put off by that... until a few months later.
I can't exactly remember the first time I realized Marianne was... a creature from another planet. All I remember about that was the strange, glazed look in her eyes when she first was introduced to Frank Tomicelli, a kid who had just transferred into our junior high school. Her face got red and she suddenly got tongue-tied, a first for her. Milo and I were with her at the time, and it was like she forgot we were even there. I wasn't sure why at the time, but I was more than a little upset over this development.
Marianne found all sorts of reasons to not hang out with Milo and me for the next week or so, but she seemed to always be in among a group of girls hanging in proximity to Frank. I mentioned this to Milo a time or two, but he seemed not to notice, much to my consternation.
I waited a full week before I got the guts to talk to Marianne about the situation. She didn't make it easy on me, pretending not to know what I was talking about. I did a lot of stammering while trying to explain myself, then finally something snapped inside of me and I moved to her and kissed her--right on the lips! It was terrifying and marvelous all at the same time. Her lips were warm and soft, and after a second or two, she started kissing me back.
Our eyes were locked together as we kissed. I don't know about her, but my whole body was tingling. I wasn't sure what I was seeing when we finished our kiss and broke apart. Honestly, I thought she was going to punch me, but she just said, "Wow!" and wrapped me in a hard hug. I guess after that, we were boyfriend and girlfriend, because we held hands all the time and we kissed a lot when we thought nobody was looking.
Of course, Milo was the first to know about our new status because he was always with us. At first, we kind of felt bad for him that we had each other and he was now the odd man out, but he was so unassuming and nice that he stuck with us and we were still sort of The Three Musketeers.
Marianne still being tight with Milo paid dividends for him because she spent a lot of time fixing him up with her friends as we moved through junior high and high school. Marianne was a popular girl, and she had a lot of pretty friends. Milo always seemed to have a pretty girl on his arm in those years, and Marianne and I often double-dated with him and his girl of the month.
Life sometimes gets in the way of living, and such became the case for Marianne and me after graduation. I was a pretty good student and had gotten a scholarship to attend South Dakota State University to major in animal science. Marianne was going to major in art education at Purdue Fort Wayne, which was about a half-hour away from home, so she didn't have to live on campus.
By this time, Marianne and I had given our virginities to each other. Like so many others, that happened on prom night of our senior year. Obviously, it was something I would remember for the rest of my life, and I thought she would, too.
We spent the entire summer discussing our relationship. We both knew the odds of us staying together weren't good. Ask around, there are very few relationships that survive four years of college separation. We decided to try to be sensible. We decided we would date others during the school year, but we would be together on holidays and breaks. If one of us were to find our soul mate during this time, we would tell the other and end our relationship as friends.
Milo had begun working for his uncle's construction company soon after graduation, so he was staying in town as well. I had asked him to keep an eye on Marianne. We were all still friends, and although I didn't want any details about her dating habits, I asked him to make sure that no harm came to her, as in nobody would ever put their hands on her. Of course, he agreed to that.
Marianne and I talked on the phone or Facetimed several times each week. I had two dates by Christmas break, and she told me she had "several." We spent a lot of time together during the break, but could only get away twice to have sex. We still seemed to be in sync, and even talked about plans for the coming summer break.
I guess I wasn't paying too much attention to my mother when I got home for spring break a couple of months later. She seemed somewhat jumpy when I walked in the house in the middle of the afternoon, put my stuff in my room and said I was going over to see Marianne.
"Uhh... are you sure you don't want me to make you a sandwich or something first?" Mom asked.
"Nah. Mare said she has something we need to talk about. I'm thinking it's some plans for summer," I said.
"Uhh... okay," Mom said quietly.
I walked next door, and life as I knew it ended when Marianne opened the door and I saw a very pronounced baby bump that couldn't have come from my Christmas vacation visit. I just stood there, my mouth hanging open like a fucking mute puppet for several seconds.
"Oh fuck!" I finally whispered as her eyes teared up.
I have no idea how long I stood on her porch and stared. I felt my hands ball into fists. I knew I wasn't going to hit her, but somebody sometime was going to get pounded.
"Come on in. We don't need to do this out here," she rasped.
I watched her pregnant belly as I walked past her into the house. Her mom came over to me and gave me a wordless hug. I walked over to the sofa in the living room and flopped down, my world suddenly tilting at a precarious angle. She sat down on the end of the sofa, just out of my reach. I couldn't take my eyes off her pregnant belly.
"How... no... who?" I asked, my voice sounding like it ran through a cheese grater.
She grimaced, tears rolling down her face. My vision blurred as I felt tears build up in my own eyes. She dropped her eyes to the floor.
"Milo," she whispered.
I put my hands to my head to try to keep my brain from exploding.
"Milo. Our Milo?" I rasped, my brain not wanting to accept the fact that I only knew one Milo.
She nodded.
"He's a dead man," I whispered.
"It took both of us," Marianne said. "I'm sorry, Jude."
I sat staring into nothingness for several long seconds before my brain re-engaged.
"Hell, I was barely out of town before you two started fucking. Did you know you were pregnant when I was home at Christmas?"
"I didn't even realize I missed my period until after you went back to school. I was probably four to six weeks along when you were home. The doctor says I'm about 25 weeks," she explained.
"Wh-when did you two start fucking?" I queried.
She looked like she wanted to throw up.
"September. Mid-September the first time," she said quietly.
"Damn. You two didn't wait very long," I growled. "It was you who said that we could be responsible to each other, and just date a bit and be responsible. Hell, you didn't even let me know..."
It struck me then that she wasn't the only one who didn't let me know. Her, Milo, her parents, his parents and, yes, my parents. My own fucking parents lived right next door. They had to see her every day... and none of them said anything.
"Did you two fuck while I was home over Christmas break?" I asked, my voice having come back to me.
She dropped her head, not just her eyes. Question answered. Fuck.
"Did you two ever fuck before I went to SDSU?" I snarled.
"Of course not. We were together. I would never do that to you," she said.
"At least that's something," I replied.
I got up from the sofa and went into the kitchen where Marianne's mother was sitting at the kitchen table.
"I know she's your daughter, but you and Patrick have known me forever. The least you could have done was tell me, the same as my own parents could have. But that's a discussion for a few minutes from now," I said before walking out of the house.
By the time I got back to my house, my anger was through the roof. My own parents knew about Marianne's pregnancy and kept quiet.
Maybe it was because I practically ripped the front door off the hinges that gave Mom the hint I was a tad--maybe a tad and a half--upset. She looked like she was going to say something, but I didn't give her the chance to speak.
"Really, Mom? Marianne's been running around with Milo for months, and you don't say anything? She gets knocked up and you and Dad become mute? I know we decided to stay fluid on the relationship, but... come on... you should have said something. SOMETHING, DAMN IT! It's bad enough the two of them played me for a fool and both sets of parents went along with it, but you and Dad, too?"
It was a few minutes after 5, so I went to my front door and waited until I saw Milo come home, then walked over to his house as he was getting out of his car. He must have been warned by Marianne, because the minute he saw me he raised his hands in surrender and started backing up, pleading for me not to do what he knew I was going to do.
I was surprised when Milo didn't try to run away, but he knew I was faster than him, bigger than him and stronger than him.
"You piece of shit. You were my best friend. I don't care Marianne and I weren't going out anymore, you of all people should have stayed away, just because of who we were to each other. Failing that, you should have manned up and told me you two were dating. I could have figured the rest out. But to knock her up and not say anything... you really are a piece of shit!" I yelled at him.
When he shrugged like a deaf-mute, I clocked him in the face, bloodying him and knocking him down. I then kicked him right in the chops, causing him to scream in pain and then throw up.
"Can't say I blame you," John Dockery said as he came up on my right side. "I'm sorry for not saying something, too. But now you're done, Jude. Go on home now, son."
I walked home as John picked his son up. I heard him call Milo "a piece of shit for a friend."
Both Milo and Marianne and their parents attempted to talk to me several times over the next few weeks, but that wasn't happening. They asked my parents to intercede for them, but my parents were very reluctant to do that. They did tell me that Milo and Marianne were getting married in a small ceremony in a couple of weeks, and both wanted me to be there. Yeah, like that was happening.
I was back at SDSU when my parents told me that Milo and Marianne had a healthy baby girl in late October. After a lot of reflection, I sent a baby gift to them. I was surprised when I got a photo and a thank you card, with a note informing me that "Uncle Jude" was listed as the baby's godfather, with Marianne's younger sister Ellie listed as godmother. I was both pissed and flattered. I knew that they were trying to apologize of sorts.
I took internships instead of going home the next two summers. I knew that if I saw the two of them in person, I would end up in jail. I hadn't hurt Milo nearly enough, physically, and I knew that if I saw Marianne, I'd wrap my fingers around her neck and just keep squeezing until she stopped breathing. I was nowhere near being able to forgive either one at the time.
In the meantime, Uncle Jude got cards updating me on my goddaughter's progress every few months, and I made sure to send birthday gifts both years. Maybe I was a dumb bastard, but I couldn't blame the innocent child.
They say time is a great healer, and I guess they are right. I surprised myself by eventually starting to miss both of my former best friends as my anger slowly receded.
Forgiving my parents for deceiving me took the longest. I was raised to believe my parents always had my back. I was crushed to find out that their love for me was a casualty of convenience.
The Christmas before I graduated, we finally had a come-to-Jesus meeting. In the end, my father apologized to me for not having enough guts to ignore my mother and do the right thing. That was the first time in my life my parents had ever disagreed in front of me. My mom wasn't happy with my dad, but when I forgave him, she eventually relented and apologized as well.
Both of my parents made the trip to Brookings, South Dakota, for my graduation the next year. We then drove back to Indiana so I could get anything from my room I wanted for my apartment in San Antonio, Texas, where I had gotten my first real-world job after graduation.
Before I left for Texas, I called Milo and asked if I could see him and his family. It was time for me to make peace with the past and also see my goddaughter. Of course, they agreed.
My goddaughter, Emily, was absolutely beautiful; at just under three, she reminded me of Marianne when she moved in next door to my family. The two of us bonded instantly. The soft, plush stuffed dog I brought with me may have had something to do with that.
I spent four hours with them as Marianne made us a nice dinner. She and Milo must have apologized to me 50 times in the first hour, until I finally told them that we all needed to move forward. The rest of the evening went well as Emily was the star of the show, and she knew it.
I knew I was going to come back repeatedly in the future. I was pleased--again, sort of--to see that Milo and Marianne seemed to have a good marriage. I had come to the realization that if I couldn't have her, I was glad that my best friend could.
My coming to terms with Milo and Marianne also paid dividends for my relationship with my parents, which had been damaged badly when I found out they had kept silent about Milo and Marianne's relationship and subsequent pregnancy. They, too, had apologized repeatedly for their role in my painful circumstance.
Once our friendships had been repaired, I made yearly trips home to see Milo, Marianne and Emily, as well as my parents for the next three years... until Phyllis called me with the horrible news about three months after my last visit home. Milo and Marianne had been to a concert in Indianapolis. There was a lot of speculation by the accident investigators as to what actually happened, but the upshot was that Marianne somehow lost control of their SUV and drove off the highway. Hopefully, the two died quickly without suffering too much.
Once I got over my initial shock when Phyllis called with her bad news, I inquired if Emily was with her parents when they died. I was relieved to find out that she had been with her grandparents. She was the first person I went to see when I drove home from the Indianapolis airport. We cuddled and cried at her maternal grandparents' house.
My plan was to hang around for several days after the funeral, so I was at my parents' house when Phyllis called me and told me I had to meet with both sets of Emily's grandparents before I went back to Texas. She had me worried when she asked if I was free immediately, which I was. She told me to bring my parents along if they were free, too.
My parents and I walked over, and after the quick pleasantries, Patrick started things off by telling us that both sets of parents had gone through Milo and Marianne's important papers, including their life insurance policies, and had found legal papers that indicated that Milo and Marianne wanted Emily to be raised by... me... if I would agree to take her.
Wait. What? I heard the words, but that couldn't be right. Could it? I definitely loved the child, but I was a single man without any real clue as to how to care for a child.


"Jude? Jude, honey, did you hear what Patrick just said?" my mother asked me in a shaky voice.
I was pretty sure she was a shook up as I was.
"Yeah, Mom. I heard," I replied. "Can I see that, Patrick? Not that I doubt you, I just want to see the words."
He silently handed me a piece of paper that had signatures from both Milo and Marianne, a local attorney and a notary stamp.
"Son of a bitch," I said barely above a whisper. "They never told me."
"We totally understand, son. Don't feel like you have to do this," Patrick said. "We and Milo's parents can share responsibilities. We're all young enough and healthy e..."
"No. No. That's not what I mean," I interjected. "I'd be honored. I just didn't know they had so much trust and faith in me."
I started to choke up. Mom was already crying, as were Phyllis and Lisa Dockery.
"Let's think about this a minute, Jude. You're a single guy and have never raised a kid before. I'm pretty sure that we could do a better job raising Emily," Phyllis said through tears.
"I can do this. They wanted me to do this. I want to do this. I'll learn as I go," I said.
It dawned on me that both grandmothers were probably crying because they felt they would be losing their granddaughter. I assured them that they could visit us in Texas as often as they wanted.
"Can't... can't you find work here in Indiana? We could help out with babysitting that way, and we could still see her all the time," Phyllis whined.
I knew the easy play was to let both sets of grandparents raise Emily, and I could have checked occasionally from my role as godfather. That's not me, though. There was a reason that Milo and Marianne wanted me to raise their daughter, and even if I didn't know it, I was going to do my absolute best to honor their request. That was me. Fuck easy.
Phyllis went to get Emily, who was playing over at a neighbor's house while we all talked. Her life had been completely turned upside down in the last several days, and I could see she was expecting more bad news when she walked into the room where we all were... until she spotted me. She ran right over to me and launched herself onto me, yelling happily as I caught her in my arms. Her happy squeals then turned to big sobs, and I crushed her small body to mine for the next several minutes.
Phyllis had apparently appointed herself spokesman, because once Emily stopped crying and settled herself on my lap, Phyllis started talking to her. She gradually worked up to the reason we were all there: the decision by Emily's parents to have their daughter raised by me if something should happen to them.
"Really? Mommy and Daddy wanted me to go with Uncle Jude? Are we going to stay here, or go to Texas?" she asked in rapid succession.
I turned her to face me. I could tell she was confused, and maybe a little scared of what the future was going to bring. I couldn't blame her. She seemed to have a perfect life going until a few days earlier.
"Your grandparents found a legal paper saying that your parents want you to come live with me... if I wanted to have you... and if you want to come with me," I said. "I know this would be a big change for you, but if you want to, I'm up for you and me being our own little family."
"Would I still be able to see Grandma and Grandpa... and Grandma and Grandpa?" she asked looking at one set of grandparents first, then the other set.
"Not quite as often, but yeah, you would still be able to see your grandparents. They can visit us, and we can come back here sometimes, too," I said.
She relaxed back into me and smiled. I took that as a good sign. Then her face kind of crumbled.
"What about when you get a girlfriend? Are you going to send me away then?" she questioned.
It was my turn to smile.
"No. You and me are going to be family. Family comes first... always," I said. "I'd probably have to find a babysitter on some nights, but you're not going anywhere."
"I wouldn't need a babysitter. I'm seven, remember," she said, trying her best to sound older.
"Yeah, well consider the babysitter thing a quirk of mine. I'd be new at this parent-type thing. I'm going to have to grow into this. I'd guess we'd both have to grow into this. I'm game if you're game."
I stuck my hand out for a handshake. She looked from my hand to my face before putting her hand into mine.
"Deal," she said.
She climbed off my lap to go watch television in the family room. The rest of us continued to talk about my raising Emily.
I was scheduled to leave two days later, so all of us hustled to make sure I had everything of Emily's that I would need from Milo and Marianne's small home. It was the next day when Phyllis handed me a large manila folder of papers related to Emily, including her birth certificate and medical records. Absentmindedly, I pulled a couple of papers of medical records out and quickly perused them, just to see what I was holding. I was about to put the papers back when I noted that Emily had A-positive blood. I froze. From donating blood at several blood drives in high school, I knew Milo and I had the same blood type--B-positive, and that Marianne was O-positive. It didn't take a genius to do the math--or in this case, science.
I felt Phyllis' eyes on me.
"Did Milo know?" I whispered.
"No," she answered just as quietly as I asked. "I'm the only other one who knows. Even Patrick doesn't know.
"Mare had another boyfriend in addition to Milo right after you left. He didn't know. I don't know who it was, but I found out about him by accident. When I found out she was pregnant, I asked if she was going to tell Milo about the other guy. She told me the other guy looked enough like Milo that nobody ever needed to know. She wasn't going to even have the baby DNA tested, but I convinced her she at least needed to know in case of emergency. So she had the testing done.
"I have never told a soul. This would crush John and Lisa, and there's no reason to do that. I don't think we even need to tell Emily unless something crazy comes up some time in the future."
"Damn. I don't like it, but I'll keep my mouth shut as well. There's no reason anyone else ever needs to know. Got to tell you, though, that if Marianne were here now, I'd slap her a good one. Bad enough what she and Milo did to me, but another guy... and she doesn't even tell Milo? Your daughter was cold, Phyllis, and..."
She blushed, clearly embarrassed, as she should have been.
"Yeah. She at least stopped with this other guy when she found out she was pregnant," Phyllis said.
"At least she said she did. But did she really?" I asked.
Phyllis looked surprised. I know she took her daughter at face value and didn't push. She shrugged helplessly.
I was surprised, although I probably shouldn't have been, when we went to Milo and Marianne's home to get Emily's stuff to take back to Texas. There were no dolls and very few dresses, but a lot of sports stuff and jeans. I guess she was every bit the tomboy her mother was as a young child.
I told her she could choose what kind of bedroom she wanted at my apartment. She chose sports, with the Chicago Cubs her team of choice. So we found Cubs wallpaper, a Cubs lamp, a Cubs blanket and a bunch of Cubs tchotchkes. She was one happy amigo.
She was also pleased when she found out I played baseball in a Sunday rec league. I had missed several games due to everything that had recently happened, and I considered just dropping from the team, but Emily told me I couldn't do that because I would be letting down my teammates. She told me she would happily sit in the stands with one of the other guys' wives and cheer me on. My teammates were happy with that, because while I was an average hitter, I could "go get the ball" as a center fielder.
The ballfield we played at had a small kids' park attached, so usually one or two of the moms would watch any kids playing there, but Emily said she preferred to watch the game, so I got her a hot dog and Coke and parked her next to my buddy Rich's wife. Except for a quick restroom break, she sat and watched the game like she was a scout looking for the next Mike Trout.
I heard her high-pitched scream for me when I got a single in the seventh inning. We won the game, 4-2.
Normally after a game, we went over to a near-by Pizza Hut for some pizza, beer and pop, and since Emily seemed to be up for that, we went. She hung out right next to me most of the time, but I also saw her conversing with several boys in her age group. I was watching her interact with the boys when Rich's wife, Carmen, leaned over to me and told me to "Relax, Dad. She's only seven. There will be plenty of time later to worry." I nodded and smiled. So it begins, I thought to myself.
Maybe it was because she was seven, but I found Emily to be super-adaptable to the new situation in which we found ourselves. Yeah, she had her tearful moments when she thought about her parents, but I think she adapted better than I did. In fact, there were several times in the next year where she came over to give me a hug of comfort in a tense situation.
"Mom always told me that men don't adjust to change as well as women, so I knew I'd need to help you out, Uncle Jude," she said one time, sounding way older than her seven years.
We had some re-adjusting to do when school started up in mid-August. She was now a second grader, and there was girls' soccer. She was surprised when I explained to her that the teams were now gender-specific, as opposed to rec league sports, which were just age-specific.
A week later, one of her coaches came up to me when I went to pick her up after practice. The teacher seemed a little nervous when she approached.
"Umm... you're Emily's uncle, right?" she said as she walked up.
I nodded affirmatively as I stuck my hand out.
"Jude Bannick. You are?"
"I'm Miss Templeman," the young blonde woman said. "Can I ask you a question? Is Emily always this... aggressive? I mean, she's... rough. She's not afraid to mix it up, throw elbows..."
"Play like a boy?" I interjected.
"Yeah, exactly," the young woman answered.
I'm pretty sure my smile almost broke my face. She was every bit the tomboy her mother was when we first met: ask no quarter, give no quarter.
"Her mother was a mean one as a kid. Do you see this scar here?" I said, pointing to a mark I knew was above my right eyebrow. "Her mother did that to me when we were playing football as kids. Em's used to playing with boys. She takes no prisoners. Your opponents aren't going to be happy facing her."
I could see the wheels in her brain spinning.
"All right, but maybe you could explain to her not to beat up her teammates so much in practice," she said.
"I'll try," I said sincerely.
Emily was the star of the team as it went undefeated in seven games. Her teammates rather enjoyed it when Emily beat on the opposition even worse than she did to them in practice.
She was also an inspiration to several of her more passive teammates. Several of the parents thanked me for Emily helping to bring out the confidence in their kids.
"I can't take credit for that. Her mother was that way when we were kids together," I said, enjoying a great memory.
I was so wrapped up with Emily and the team that I never noticed the attention I was getting from two of her teammates' mothers, both divorcees, until Miss Templeman pointed it out to me.
"Umm... Mr. Bannick, I think you're missing part of the picture here," Lori Templeman told me about halfway through the season. "The short blonde over there, Tammy Overton, and the redheaded woman at the end of the bleachers, Diane Mizrack, have been trying to catch your eye for a while now... and either you're the coolest customer I've ever seen or the most clueless customer. Both of those women would practically embarrass themselves to have you notice them."
I felt myself blush hard. As far as I knew, I had never before missed signals from a single woman. I was a healthy 26-year-old man.
"Oh my God. You were clueless!" she said as she saw my face. "How adorable. There are still some unicorns left on earth."
Being a single guy, I encountered some young women with children along my dating route, but I had never before considered trawling for MILFs, so I hadn't considered a... dating component to being the parent of a second grader. Who knew? Live and learn, I guess.
I'm not too proud to say that I dated both Tammy and Diane several times, explaining to both that I was still getting settled in with Emily and wasn't looking for anything serious. They appreciated my honesty, and because we were upfront with each other, the dating was a lot of fun. The sex with each was also a lot of fun, although I found out that Diane definitely lived up to the fiery redhead cliché. She drew blood when she strafed my shoulders. She felt terrible when she realized what she had done, but I reassured her it wasn't the first time I had bled during play.
Although I still dated some, my social life as a young single man probably suffered the most by my suddenly being a parent... and I was more than okay with that. I will give Milo and Marianne a lot of credit, they had been raising a great, confident kid. She was up for almost anything I wanted to do. In fact, a year after she came to live with me, I don't think most people even had a clue she wasn't my biological child. Several people had even referred to her as my "Mini Me."
When the next summer rolled around, I signed Emily up for Coaches Pitch baseball, never even considering signing her up for girls' softball. I had played catch with her and had pitched to her in a nearby park and knew she was good enough to play in the league that had very few girls in it. Also, I knew she would have bitched like hell if I would have signed her up for "the girls' league," as she called it.
By the way, she was one of the better players in the league.
Just like with soccer the previous fall, I encountered the preying MILF thing again, both from mothers of kids on Emily's team as well as from the other teams. I've got to tell all the young single guys out there, don't hesitate to hang out at kids' baseball games. It's definitely a target-rich environment.
Although she was now just eight years old, Emily really seemed to be more aware of my social situation than I was. She was constantly alerting me to mothers who seemed to have a thing for me, and very often rated the women by how well she liked their kids. For example, there was a very pretty single mother whose kid played for another team who left me no doubt she was interested, but I knew that was never going to happen because Emily thought her son was a whiner and therefore assumed his mother had instilled that in him... and she wasn't shy about telling me that I should stay away from her--so I did.
Of course, if Emily was good friends with a child of a single mother, then she would hint broadly that I should date that child's mother, regardless of what I thought. We actually had to have a sit-down on that, because while I was good with not dating women because Emily didn't like their kids, I was not cool with her trying to fix me up with her friends' moms. She threw a bit of a fit when we had that discussion, and I had to wonder if she was eight, or 28.
"I know you doubt it from time to time, but I can find my own dates," I finally had to end that argument with.
She harrumphed and walked off. She didn't talk to me for about an hour, which for her was a lifetime.
Both sets of grandparents visited us during the school year, as did my parents, who became de facto grandparents, since Emily was in effect, my child. Trust me, the kid didn't lack for grandparent spoiling.
Once the baseball season was done in San Antonio, I drove Emily to Indiana so she could spend a month with her grandparents, first spending two weeks with Marianne's parents and then two weeks with Milo's... even though the two lived just two houses apart and often socialized together... and with my parents as well.
I thought I might enjoy being a single guy without a kid for a month, but in retrospect it was a nightmare for me. I had gotten used to having a blonde chatterbox at my side virtually anytime I wasn't at work, and I found I missed the company, the noise and... the connection we had developed. I could understand why divorced men fought so hard not to lose their kids, and why some even put up with the bullshit of a cheating wife just to keep in touch with their children.
Emily and I talked every day. I know sometimes our talks interrupted her time with her grandparents, but I just had to hear from her, even a little bit. I think both sets of grandparents understood where I was coming from. Even though she enjoyed her time with the grands, I think she was just as happy to speak with me as I was to talk to her.
******
"You know, Mr. Bannick, you really should marry my mom. Then neither of you would be alone, and Emily and I could be sisters," Emily's best friend, Gina Wilkes, said one evening while she, Emily and I were wolfing down some ice cream at our kitchen table.
"That's a really great idea, Gina. We should start working on that," Emily quickly responded while I suddenly choked loudly on my ice cream.
"Bones," I joked while I cleared my throat, getting small appreciative giggles from the girls.
I had hoped they were both kidding, but I could tell by their faces that they were both as serious as heart attacks.
"Umm..." I sputtered. So far, so good. "First of all, I might have to actually know the woman, more than just saying hello to her occasionally when we meet at events, or when one of us is dropping off his or her daughter."
That didn't exactly slow the train.
"Oh, you'd like her, Uncle Jude," Emily piped up enthusiastically. "She's pretty, smart and hot. Yeah, she's hot."
Gina was nodding enthusiastically in agreement.
"Yeah, hot," she agreed.
"What would a pair of 10-year-olds know about hot... what a man my age would think is hot?" I queried.
"We're practically teenagers, Mr. Bannick, and girls know more about hot than boys do," Gina answered confidently.
Damn, I was already losing, and getting uncomfortable.
"Ten is not even close to being a teenager, and teenagers don't know everything," I responded, definitely defensive.
"Come on. Wake up, Uncle Jude. Who do you think drives the economy? Girls and women from 10 to 30. We control social media, and social media controls much of the economy, especially when it comes to disposable income. If you don't believe me, just look at the fact that Taylor Swift is worth over a billion dollars," Emily commented.
"Think about how you could tie everything up into a neat bow, Mr. Bannick." Gina started. "You marry Mom. You adopt me because my dad's out of the picture... and you adopt Emily officially so we can all have the same name. It's perfect!"
They were both nodding at me as if it was a done deal.
"Okay, back up the bus a minute," I responded, looking Emily straight in the face. "Do you want me to adopt you? I never asked because I didn't want to seem like I was pushing your parents aside."
"You wouldn't be pushing them aside. I'll never forget them, but you've been my dad and I've been your daughter for the last few years in all but name... and admit it, but me calling you Dad would be so much better than Uncle Jude," she said.
I got really choked up. My vision got a little blurry. She got up from her chair and sat down on my lap in my chair, hugging me hard with both of her arms. Done deal...
"And me calling you Dad would be so much better than Mr. Bannick," Gina said a few seconds later.
Emily pulled back a little to look into my eyes and give me her best cheesy smile.
"Please, Dad," she pleaded.
"This is the part that you two don't get to control. I barely know Gina's mom, and there's a little thing called love that has to factor into the marriage equation. I have to love her, and she has to love me..."


"She loves Sorrentino's," Gina interrupted with the name of a nice Italian restaurant in town. "Friday night would be good. Call the restaurant first, then call my mom. Here's my phone. Put her in your contacts now. And don't forget to order a pepperoni pizza from Pizza Hut for Emily and me for Friday night."
"What makes you think I'd want to have two of you for daughters?" I asked with a smile on my face. "One of you is more than enough."
They both smirked at each other, before they turned back to me.
"Call. Now," they said in unison.
Emily had been with me four years at this point. We had moved into a three-bedroom home two years earlier. Gina lived two blocks over.
I called the restaurant and then Gina's mother. Marina Wilkes answered on the first ring.
"We were set up, weren't we?" I asked, even though I knew she didn't know who called--at least officially.
"I guess so," she answered quietly, but not without a certain amount of enthusiasm in her voice. "So where did the little schemers tell you to take me?"
"Sorrentino's. That work for you?"
I had only seen Marina dressed casually for sitting in the stands watching the girls play soccer. She had short dark brown hair and light blue eyes. She was pretty, that much I knew. But dressed up for our date, Marina definitely qualified as hot. She filled out the jean vest she wore as a blouse and the jean skirt she wore ended at mid-thigh and showed off her tan, toned legs. I thought I took a surreptitious look at her legs as she folded into my car, but she was already watching me watch her as she got in.
I smiled self-consciously and shrugged.
"Gina told me to wear this outfit," she said with what I considered a knowing smile back. "I know she and your daughter are besties, and she spends a lot of time here. She apparently knows what you like."
Marina worked in the administration offices at Methodist Hospital in San Antonio. During our evening out I learned she had been married to Gina's father for little more than a cup of coffee. He wasn't much of a father, apparently, rarely seeing Gina and only paying child support occasionally.
I knew from the way Gina talked about him that he wasn't very high on her list or her mother's.
Since her divorce, Marina, like me, had dated some, but really hadn't found anyone special.
I gave her more than a Reader's Digest version of how Emily and I came to be together, of course stopping short of telling her that Milo wasn't Emily's biological father. I also didn't tell her about Marianne and I being a couple before Milo and she married.
We had a very nice date. When we got back to my house so Marina could pick up Gina, we talked for a few minutes and made another date for the next Friday. We exchanged gentle kisses. As the two made their way to their car for the short trip home, I heard Gina ask her mother if I proposed yet. I saw Marina give her a gentle tap on the back of her head.
The next Friday night the girls ate pizza at Marina's while I took her to a Mexican restaurant and a movie. I hadn't driven a block when an embarrassed-sounding Marina asked me if her daughter had actually told me I should marry her mother.
"Yeah, she did mention something to that effect," I responded quietly.
I smiled and took a quick peek peripherally while I drove and I could see that Marina was blushing intensely. She started to say something several times before just finally blowing out a stream of air from her mouth. It took her about a minute before she seemed to regain some semblance of composure.
"I'm going to kill that child... and maybe yours right after that," she said. "I'm really sorry, Jude."
"No reason to apologize, Marina," I said softly. "She actually made a lot of sense, especially when she pointed out that I should adopt both her and Emily so we all had the same last name. I had never thought that Emily wanted me to adopt her, but I found out she was all for it. And I wouldn't mind having two adorable creatures calling me Dad."
"How about we see if we can get through a second date before we jump into wedding plans, okay?" she snarked.
"Wait a sec. If you want to wait, then I need to pull over and cancel the preacher for next Friday night," I joked.
I could see the shocked expression on her face for a second before her brain kicked in and she realized I was kidding. She punched my right arm as we drove on.
"Good lord, Jude. Don't encourage those two," she said.
"Okay, so since we're not getting married next Friday night, how about we--the four of us--take a road trip to Houston, watch the Astros series against the Cubs, eat out a few times and take in some sights. I'll get us two double rooms... don't say it, one for you two and one for Emily and me... and we can see how the four of us do together," I stated.
"You're starting to worry me. You're serious, aren't you?" she asked.
"Most definitely. Why wait? Let's jump into this with both feet," I said. "All I ask is for you to be fearless... and honest with me. If at any point you're not feeling it, just be honest with me and tell me."
We pulled up in front of the restaurant at that moment, and I turned the car off and looked directly at her.
"I swear to you I'm not a serial killer, and I'm not nuts... at least I wasn't until I started raising a daughter. Everything about this is crazy, or the beginning of one of those tearjerker Hallmark movies. You're not going to believe this, but once upon a time I was a regular single guy doing regular stupid single guy things.
"Then my two best friends, who screwed around on me behind my back and she got pregnant, died in a car wreck, and left me to raise their most precious possession in the world. Now she and her best friend get this crazy idea that I should adopt her, marry the best friend's pretty, hot mom and adopt the best friend and then we'll all live happily ever after.
"I say let's go for it. What do you think, by the way?"
Marina had a pinkish blush going on and was grinning from ear to ear.
"Back up the bus a minute, Jude. Do you really think I'm pretty and hot?" she asked in a shy rasp.
At that moment I had nothing left. I leaned forward and kissed her hard on her soft lips. She kissed back. I felt it. She felt it, too.
"We really should go inside and eat before we get arrested for doing something in public that we shouldn't do," she said barely above a whisper.
We had an excellent meal, told each other our life stories and then made plans for how our courtship would progress, starting with attending the Cubs' games in Houston. She explained to me that Gina's biological father probably wouldn't have any problem letting me adopt his daughter if she agreed to forgive all back child support he owed her.
We eventually got intimate as our relationship progressed, although finding those moments took a lot of patience and creativity with our daughters being around. Marina went back on birth control because we didn't want any accidents occurring in front of two pre-teen girls.
Both Marina and I noticed that our showing up as a couple at the girls' sporting events wasn't necessarily well-received by the other single mothers, one of whom accused Marina of sleeping her way into my life. Marina told the other women the truth: that our daughters set us up, and nature did the rest.
"Damn. It was that simple? I'm going to have to tell my daughter to be more aggressive about finding a new stepdad," one of the women replied as several others nodded in agreement.
If I live to be 100, I'll never be able to explain the connection Marina and I had almost right from the start. Six months after we started dating, we all made a trip to Indiana so I could introduce Marina and Gina to my parents as well as Milo's and Marianne's parents, and to explain about adopting the two girls. Phyllis, in particular, took the news hard when I told her that Emily was the one who first brought it up.
"She's never going to forget her birth parents, Phyllis, but what she and I have is much more than uncle and niece, and has been for some time. Things might not have worked out for Marianne and me, but she wound up giving me a great daughter in a roundabout way," I said to Phyllis when we talked alone later that first night in her kitchen.
All three sets of grandparents welcomed Marina and Gina into the family immediately. Gina was almost overwhelmed at all the attention because the only family Marina had was her two parents. Milo and Marianne each had siblings, so Gina added six grandparents and several aunts and uncles in one fell swoop.
"So, Dad, when are you and Mom going to add a bridge child to the mix?" Emily asked us one night at the dinner table about a year after we married.
"A what?" Marina questioned, looking from Emily to Gina, both of whom were grinning like Cheshire cats.
"A bridge child, Mom," Gina said with a hint of annoyance that her mother wasn't up on social terms. "You know, a child that bridges both families... a little brother or sister from the two of you..."
"Oh," Marina gasped, looking to me for some help.
My grin was as big as the ones worn by the girls.
"I suppose we could throw away your pills tonight and start working on that," I said, looking at a blushing Marina directly in her eyes.
"TMI, Dad, TMI," Emily said, smiling brightly. "We don't need to know specifics. But could we ask for a baby brother? You two already have two fantastic daughters."
The bridge child came along about 15 months later, and yes, we did have a boy. The girls were thrilled with their baby brother, even though we sometimes asked them to babysit.
Things were good until the girls were in 10th grade and had to do blood-typing for a science class project. Without saying anything to me--why would she, really--Emily called Milo's parents and Marianne's to get her biological parents' blood types. She's a smart child, and she figured out immediately that her blood type math didn't add up. That's when she got me involved, at a very high decibel level and with a lot of tears.
"Why didn't you tell me I was adopted before I was adopted?" she yelled at me when I walked into the house from work on a Monday afternoon.
"Huh?"
Okay, it wasn't my best answer, but I didn't know there would be a pop quiz as soon as I entered the house.
She held up a notebook which had three letters written on a page: B+, O+, A+. Oh fuck!
"Umm."
She stood in front of me with both fire and tears in her eyes. Marina and Gina had joined us in the kitchen to find out what was going on.
"I don't have the same blood type as either of my biologicals. Why didn't you tell me I was adopted before I came to you?" she screeched before breaking down in tears.
Both of my other girls wrapped her up in hugs and then the trio turned to me with bad intent on their faces.
"Oh shit. Table, everybody. I'll get the hot chocolate going, change my clothes and we can have a family meeting," I asserted.
I was up and down the stairs in record time and had the hot chocolate done in five minutes flat. I passed out the mugs to the three unhappiest females in the world and pulled up my chair.
I didn't want to throw Marianne's mom, Phyllis, under the bus, but I wasn't going to fall on my sword for either her or Marianne. Yes, I had some culpability here, too, but mine was done out of love, I felt. I was hoping that Emily would be able to forgive my part in this when the whole story came out.
I started off by telling Emily that she wasn't adopted by Milo and Marianne but that she wasn't Milo's child biologically... and he never knew before he was killed in the car wreck. Until right then, the only people who knew that were Phyllis and me... and I wasn't told until after the accident, only because Milo and Marianne wanted me to raise Emily.
"So you're saying that my bio-mom was a cheating slut? Perfect," Emily said. "And Grandma hid that from everybody because she was covering for her. What do you think my bio-dad's parents are going to say when they find out he wasn't even my real bio-dad?"
"It's going to destroy them, just like it would have six years ago," I answered. "Milo's gone. Knowing that he wasn't your bio-dad won't do anything good for his parents, which is why I agreed to keep the silence.
"Yes, your bio-mom cheated on your bio-dad, but I didn't want to be the one to crush Milo's parents."
I watched the wheels turn in her head.
"So my real bio-dad, does anybody know who he really was?" Emily asked.
"Not as far as I know," I said quietly. "I'm sorry."
"Me, too, Dad. I won't say anything to anybody. I guess it doesn't matter anymore. I've got you and Mom and Gina and Kenny," she said.
After looking in her eyes, I knew I finally had to break my silence about my relationship with Marianne and Milo. I took a big breath and dove in. Emily sat wide-eyed and quiet, finally uttering a soft, "Wow. That was really terrible, Dad."
"Yeah, it was," I said just as softly. "It took me some time to get over it, but I finally made the decision that I either had to let it chew me up or let it go. I chose to let it go, and in the end that resulted in me getting you... and you getting me. I think I made the right choice, don't you?"
She kind of looked at me side eye, then smiled brightly.
"You got me, and I got you another daughter and Mom, which later on, got you a son. So I think it turned out really good."
I looked around the room at the smiling faces.
"Really good," I agreed.
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"Why the fuck do they let retired people run loose during lunch hours?" John Houston wondered to himself as he fidgeted behind a blue-haired lady at his favorite florist while the woman debated with herself whether to purchase yellow roses or daisies for somebody's gift.
John had already ordered and paid for a dozen roses in tissue paper over the phone two hours earlier. All he needed to do was have the clerk hand him his purchase, but first the clerk needed to finish waiting on the woman in front of him.
John was going to meet his wife right outside of her work, present her with the roses and take her to lunch at Casa Luisa, a high-end Italian restaurant in town that required him to get a reservation two weeks earlier. He was trying to get to Avalon's work at the start of her 12:30 PM lunch hour so she wouldn't get away and go to McDonald's or some other fine establishment for her midday meal, and the blue-haired woman seemed to be trying her best to make him late.
"They've got all damn day to get their shit done, but working people usually only get to run their errands from noon to 1:30 or so. They should just declare noon to 1:30 off-limits to retired people. That would make things so much easier," he thought.
The older lady finally decided on yellow roses, paid for her order and got out of the way. John picked up his roses and was out the door in 10 seconds.
That day was the 12th anniversary for John and his wife. Although he had given his wife her anniversary cards earlier that morning before they both left for work, John hadn't told Avalon--Ava as almost everyone called her--about the special lunch, and the flowers were a last-minute addition to his plan.
Up until six months ago, John thought he had a perfect marriage and an almost-perfect wife. Then, for some reason, he felt his wife pulling away from him and their 10-year-old daughter a bit. She was less communicative, seemed to be more inside her own head and... their sex life had gone from what he considered robust to mediocre at best. Ava stopped initiating at all, and when John initiated, she seemed to just be going through the motions, if she deigned to participate at all.
Troubled at the least, John repeatedly asked his wife to talk to him about what seemed to be bothering her, but she repeatedly fobbed him off with weak, deflective answers. John tried everything he could think of to bring a spark into his wife, including date nights and a busy weekend in Boston that included a play and dinner, but she kept insisting that she was fine and there was nothing wrong.
John exceeded the speed limit by just a few miles per hour on the way to Parkview Orthopedics, where his wife worked in the billing department. As he pulled into the firm's large parking lot at 12:32, he saw his wife heading out of the building, her hand clasped around the upper arm of a young, fit man. The pair appeared to be smiling brightly as they made their way to a late-model dark blue Chevrolet Silverado pick-up.
John quickly maneuvered his black Lexus ES 350 to a parking spot and was about to get out of his car to call to his wife when he saw the young man open the door for his wife, then lean in and give her a soft kiss on the lips before she stepped up and into the passenger seat. The call died in his throat.
The young man then went around to the driver's side of the pick-up, got in and soon had the vehicle moving out of the lot as a dumbfounded John watched from his parking spot.
"Oh fuck," John whispered aloud to no one.
As his stomach roiled, John sat and reviewed what he had just seen. For all intents and purposes, his wife and this man appeared to be a couple, based on the way she held his arm and the gentle but meaningful kiss they just shared. Their interaction may have been for only a minute at best, but John could tell they appeared to be familiar--very familiar, actually--and what he witnessed told him this was hardly the first time they had been together. Although he knew he needed some sort of confirmation that his wife really was cheating on him, for right now he could safely tell himself they were in some sort of relationship.
"Oh fuck," he again whispered to no one.
When John got back to the public relations firm he co-owned with his longtime partner Ben Riley, his heart was beating a mile a minute, his face was red and he was gritting his teeth like a dog biting down on a cherished bone. He was holding the roses firmly in his right hand, the thorns in the stems embedded into his palm as blood seeped out.
"What are you doing back so quick?" his partner, Ben, said when he spotted John heading back to his office. "I thought you had reservations for an anniversary lunch."
John spiked the flowers at his feet as he glared at his business partner.
"Fucking bitch is cheating on me!" he growled to Ben as he went into his own office and slammed the door, the plaques on the wall rattling but holding.
"Oh fuck," Ben whispered to no one, although by this point there were several employees gathered in the area trying to figure out what was going on.
John was known around the office as the quieter of the two partners. Most employees considered him affable and a good guy. He probably hadn't raised his voice more than a handful of times in the five years since he and Ben had started the agency.
Ben carefully picked up the discarded roses from the floor and threw them in a trash receptacle. After telling the firm's receptionist that neither he nor John were to be disturbed, he quietly opened John's office door and walked inside, closing and locking the door behind him.
******
"You remember that I won't meet you at your place tonight because it's my anniversary, and I want to get home early and make John a nice anniversary meal?" Ava asked Gavin Fortson as the two sat in an out of the way booth at a local restaurant a few minutes away from their workplace.
"Yeah, I remember," the young man answered, a glum look on his face. "Gotta keep the old ball and chain happy on your anniversary, I suppose."
Ava winced at Gavin's response, having a quick flash of guilt about her affair with the young man. Like Gavin, though, she was also unhappy over the fact that the two wouldn't be enjoying each other's bodies on this night, as they had been on a regular basis for the past six months.
She knew instead that she would have to make love to her husband, a not entirely bad prospect, just not near as good as what she would have had with Gavin. She loved John, and sex with him was passable, but at the moment she was in love with Gavin, and sex with him--and his big, thick cock--was always a celebration of sorts. The young, fit therapist reached places in her pussy that no man had ever reached before, and he could make her body absolutely sing, whether they were fucking or, as had been more of recently, making sweet, passionate love.
She smiled internally when she looked at the young man's hangdog face.
"Men are so easy," she thought. "The kid's getting more pussy than my husband, but he pouts like a 5-year-old because he's got to skip one night."
"How about I make up for tonight by stopping by Saturday morning," she said. "I can tell John that I'm running some errands. He'll buy that every now and then, because I really do have to run some errands."
Gavin's bright smile nearly split his handsome face in two... and made Ava's pussy moisten, as it often did when he smiled. His perfect teeth, dimples on both sides of his mouth, his large brown eyes, his soft, thick lips and his wonderful big, thick cock... made Ava once again consider his request that she divorce her husband and marry him. If only... she wondered.
Ava definitely knew her affair with Gavin was no mistake. She and the 25-year-old had been together emotionally for about a year, and sexually for the last six months. Ten years her junior, Gavin had most certainly revived Ava's flagging spirit.
After 12 years of marriage, Ava felt her life was in a rut--mentally, emotionally and especially sexually. She longed for the days before her marriage and in the first few years, when everything with men was new and exciting: the give and take of whether or not she was going to have sex with her date for that night, how many times they might do it and what positions they might use.
Ava was a sexual woman, with a high libido and a complete understanding of her needs and wants. She was fully aware that she was a pretty woman with a good body, and that both men and women were constantly looking at her as a possible sexual conquest. She was nowhere near a virgin when she met John, but up until Gavin came along, she had never entertained even a passing thought about having sex with another man after marrying.
John was a solid 6-foot, 180-pound man, with blue eyes, a ready smile and wavy brown hair. He and his wife were well-matched sexually, and at least until she got pregnant the two had sex almost every day, usually multiple times on both Saturday and Sunday. The sex slowed down some after their daughter was born, and then some more as family and work intruded.
Ava had worked at the orthopedic firm for six years before Gavin came to work there. The two crossed paths only occasionally until Ava started to use the physical therapy department gym after hours three days a week. After-hours gym use was one of the perks of working at Parkview Orthopedics, and Ava decided to take advantage of that perk. John agreed to pick up the couple's daughter from afterschool daycare on Monday, Wednesday and Friday, come home and start dinner.
She had been working out at the gym for almost a year when Gavin spotted her one evening. Although she was dressed in very modest gym clothes, it was still fairly easy to see that the woman had nice-sized boobs to go along with shoulder-length strawberry-blonde hair and sparkling green eyes. Gavin decided he needed to become the woman's lifting partner.
A month later the two were good friends, lifting together three evenings a week and going out to lunch together several days each week. Both enjoyed the other's company and, if asked, would have admitted they also admired each other's physiques. Ava had ditched her modest gym clothes for form-fitting Spandex togs, and had no problem with Gavin enjoying the sight of her tight body up close, even when she occasionally caught him looking down her more lowcut tops.
Turnabout being fair play, the young man also had no problem when he would occasionally catch Ava checking out his package. Gavin was very proud of his genetic gift, and enjoyed members of the opposite sex looking at him with lust in their eyes.
The two talked and flirted discreetly as they worked out for several months. The first time the relationship turned truly intimate was almost anticlimactic... almost.
Ava had never seen a dick as big as Gavin's up close and personal when the young man removed his sweatpants and boxers at his apartment that first evening of sex. She reminded the young man of a kid with a brand new toy as she fondled and jacked him for several minutes before she tried to take the bulbous head in her mouth. She barely got that accomplished, but it took her several tries, and by the time she got it done she was drooling like a rabid dog down her chin and onto her naked breasts. She could barely swallow with that big nob in her mouth and was completely soaked from her mouth to her waist before a highly aroused Gavin pulled his hard rod from her mouth, laid her down on the bed on her back and slowly but surely fed his cock into her tight, hot pussy, which seemed to be almost as wet as her drool-covered upper body.
"Nnnggg. Aahh. Unngghh. Ooohhh. Aahh," came rolling out of the women's drool-filled mouth as Gavin slowly got his giant anaconda completely situated in the woman, who immediately responded by dribbling a mouthful of saliva while spasming into a ridiculous climax. Gavin held still until Ava finished the single biggest orgasm of her life, then started pumping into her hard and long.
Ava had two more spectacular orgasms before Gavin filled her pussy to overflowing with a bucketful of thick cum, the young man roaring out his completion at full volume.
Gavin laid quietly on his elbows for several long seconds while Ava twitched below him. He then got out of bed, got a wet washcloth out of his bathroom and proceeded to clean the woman's body. Ava blushed and thanked the young man, who assured her she was not the first woman to choke on his large member.
Ava would have liked a second go-round that first time but they both knew she couldn't stay beyond the length of her usual gym workout. The two kissed passionately at the door and Ava left after telling Gavin that he had just given her the best fucking of her life.
"I aim to please, ma'am," he responded.
As she thought about things on the drive home, Ava was surprised that she felt not one iota of guilt over her first infidelity. She specifically called it her "first infidelity" to herself because she knew she and Gavin were going to do that a lot more.
As she had done every time she worked out, Ava made sure she went straight to the shower when she got home, saying hello to her clueless husband and daughter on the way to the stairway.
An unsuspecting John tried to initiate sex with Ava later that night, but Ava quickly made sure her husband got the message that there would be no sex on this particular night. He grunted his understanding, as the knockbacks were starting to pile up more in the last few months.
After the first time they had sex, Ava and Gavin never again worked out when they got together after work, swapping horizontal workouts for those of the gym kind.
Ava realized that she would occasionally have to allow John the use of her body to keep him from getting suspicious. While she admitted to herself that John was still a better than average sex partner, better than average no longer did it for her. She had the best in Gavin; she merely tolerated John's efforts, often closing her eyes and imaging it was Gavin between her legs instead of her husband.
She didn't realize that John was able to tell that she no longer found him sexually satisfying, when she actually consented to have sex with him. Combined with the increased turndowns and her distancing herself from him and their daughter, John knew his marriage was sliding toward the dumpster. Repeated efforts to get his wife to tell him what was wrong continued to fall on deaf ears.
******
John and Ben had been friends since they were 7 years old. Ben was the loquacious one, the natural born salesman. John was the quieter one, the deeper thinker. Ben led the firm's sales side, John headed up the creative side. Together, the pair made a great team.
After Ben had locked John's office door, John brought out a bottle of Crown Royal Black and two coffee mugs, filling each with three fingers of the rich amber liquid. As they did when they ran their business, the two started making plans for their next campaign, which in this case was John's divorce from Ava.
John tossed a pad to Ben and got a second one for himself. They started exchanging ideas and thoughts, keeping track on paper.
John admitted to Ben that he never had a clue his wife was cheating on him. He had always thought he was a fairly observant person, but outside of some recent coolness in their relationship, he wouldn't have known Ava was cheating on him if he hadn't seen her with the man he assumed was her lover.
"I never saw it coming, Benji. We've been a little off lately, but I never thought she'd cheat on me. I guess I just trusted her to do right by me. When you trust somebody completely..."
John wasn't sure if he could be as good an actor as his wife apparently was, at least until he got certain things lined up in his life.
"It's probably a good thing for her we've got a kid, because if we didn't have Katie, I'd probably just put a pillow over her head tonight while she's sleeping and smother her to death. But then there'd be nobody left to take care of Katie after the police would put me in jail," John said.
While the two were making notes and plans, John was also combing through the Parkview Orthopedics staff directory on his computer. He assumed by the way Ava's boyfriend was dressed that he was some kind of a "physical terrorist," the staff joke for what patients often called physical therapists due to the pain they sometimes had to inflict upon a person recovering from an injury or a surgery. John knew he would never forget the man's face if he lived to be 100, despite the fact that John probably only saw him for less than a minute.
"Got him," he told Ben. "The fucker's only been there less than two years. He graduated from Indiana University three years ago. Fuck, that makes him about 25. He's 10 fucking years younger than my wife!"
Ben could tell that John's anger was ratcheting up by the volume of his voice and the increasing use of the "F-bomb." Ben knew that John had a large vocabulary of fancy words he often used, but when he got angry, the words got smaller and harsher. He had a particular affinity for the word "fuck," noting that the word could swing from noun to verb to adjective to adverb in a heartbeat, depending upon his level of anger.
Two hours later the pair came out of John's office with a plan. The bottle of Crown Royal was back in a drawer, half the contents gone.
John was surprised to see his wife's car already in its spot in the garage when he got home after picking up his daughter at daycare. Ava usually lifted Monday, Wednesday and Friday, so he assumed that since this was a Wednesday, she would be home about an hour later. Ava was in the kitchen fixing John's favorite dinner, chicken parmigiana and spaghetti, when he and Katie walked into the kitchen from the garage.
"Happy anniversary, sweets!" Ava called out to him when he walked in. "I'm making your favorite meal because... I love you."
John hoped Ava didn't see the momentary look of disbelief that played across his face at her statement. He plastered the sincerest smile on his visage as he could, walked across the kitchen and gave his wife a hard--almost too hard--kiss on her soft, pouty lips.
"Aww, Dad, really?" the couple's 10-year-old whined. "I don't need to see that. You two are going to scar me for life."
"Get upstairs and do your homework, you little smartass," John told his daughter with a smile on his face.
John spent the evening pretending he was oblivious to all the little hints his wife gave him that she was in the mood for sex. He had no way of knowing that she was horny because she had skipped her usual Wednesday afternoon sex romp because she went home to make him dinner for their anniversary.
John practically jumped into bed, rolled away from his wife's side and pretended to be asleep when his wife came out of the en suite bathroom at the end of the night. There was no way he wanted to stick his dick where another man's might have been just hours earlier.
Ava's pussy was practically leaking her juices down her legs, but her anger at John for getting in the way of her making love to Gavin was more intense than the throbbing in her pussy. She crawled into bed and stared at the ceiling in the dark. She only briefly thought it was odd that her normally lustful husband didn't try to initiate sex on their anniversary.
******
When the world didn't destruct after Ava's first sex with Gavin, she knew she would be going back to that well as often as she could. Sneaking around with the young man was exactly the rush of excitement she had been needing, and the size of Gavin's dick and his proficiency with it was a bonus of immense proportions.
Four months later Ava would have said her life was just about perfect. She had a loving husband and daughter and a fantastic lover. Then her lover complicated matters.


"Why don't you divorce your husband so I can marry you and then we can be together all the time?" Gavin asked one Friday evening after he had given Ava two large orgasms during their lovemaking. "Then we could spend the rest of the weekend in bed together, instead of you jumping up and running home. I wouldn't have to share you anymore."
Ava smiled brightly, hearing the sincerity in Gavin's voice. Yes, she, too, had developed feelings for the younger man. The two had added lovemaking to their menu after just fucking for the first two months, but as they both noted they were developing real feelings of consequence after eating almost every lunch together and having sex three days each week.
"You do remember I have a 10-year-old daughter and I would want custody of her in a divorce? No way could I give up my daughter," Ava said.
"I love kids. We've talked about that. And we could give your daughter some siblings," Gavin enthused.
"How often do you think about knocking me up?" Ava asked.
"Honestly? Every day," Gavin answered. "Personally, I don't think we should wait until you're divorced. You've said your husband and I have the same eye color, same hair color. He would never have to know, the way he doesn't know about us."
"But I would know. Raising another man's child would be the ultimate in disrespect. I still love my husband, still respect him, despite the fact that I have you.
"Yes, I love you as well, but having you isn't about not loving nor respecting my husband. Having you... is strictly for me. You make me feel special here, here and especially here," she said, touching her head, her heart and then her pussy in that order.
******
Ava had been touching herself gently while she laid in bed next to her husband, thinking about her lover. She covered her mouth with her other hand to muffle the noise of a small climax she had given herself.
John, who could feel Ava gently diddling her pussy, heard the small orgasm and knew his wife was thinking about another man. A tear escaped his eye and slid down to the bed. He didn't get a lot of quality sleep that night.
It wasn't difficult for the private investigator John hired to get the information he asked for, because Ava had no clue she was being followed and watched. Two weeks later the PI informed John that Ava and Gavin were meeting for lunch every day, with no sex happening at that time, but they were having sex in Gavin's apartment Monday, Wednesday and Friday after work, at the time she supposedly was working out in the Parkview gym. The PI guessed from the way that the pair acted in the parking lot that probably several people at Parkview were aware, or at least had suspicion, that the two were having an affair.
Armed with that information, John waited until he knew his wife was gone for her lunch the next day and called her best friend at Parkview, Beth Horton. Beth and her husband, Ed, had been over at John and Ava's home several times in the past, and John considered both his friends as well as Ava's.
After a minute of pleasantries, John got right to it with Beth, who honestly was wondering why John called her, something he had never done before.
"I understand you've been Ava's friend longer than mine, so I'm not going to ask you to rat her out to me," John said. "I already know she's been cheating on me with one of your physical therapists, so the only thing I need to know from you is how long this relationship has been going on."
There was almost complete silence on the line for about 30 seconds, before Beth sighed.
"You can't tell her we talked. Please, John. I don't want to be in the middle of this. Hell, I don't want to be anywhere near this. Ed and I consider both of you to be friends.
"They've been going to lunch, just the two of them, for probably a year now, but I don't think anything happens during lunch, except for them touching a lot and holding hands out in the parking lot, from what I can see. But I know she stopped working out... they both stopped working out... in the gym about six months ago. I assumed they were going to his apartment, which she later confirmed, on gym days. She's never outright admitted that they were having sex, but she's dropped some hints here and there. She seems pretty taken with him.
"I'm sorry for not saying something to you, but..."
"I get it, Beth. I understand," John said quietly.
"H-how did you find out?" Beth asked.
"Does it really matter?" John retorted.
Three weeks after John confirmed his wife was cheating on him, Ava was served divorce papers at Gavin's apartment as the two were in the middle of having noisy sex. Ava had just shrieked out a loud orgasm when the two heard loud knocking on Gavin's apartment door. When it didn't stop after about a minute, Gavin threw on a T-shirt and a pair of shorts and answered the door. He considered lying when the person at the door asked for Ava, but figured the person had probably heard her through the door, so he told her to throw on some clothes and go to the door. Not being totally clueless, the young man had guessed that the envelope the man at the door was holding contained divorce paperwork. Gavin's first thought after that was that this particular session of sex was probably over.
A shaken, disheveled Ava walked into her home about 45 minutes later. John surmised that she had been interrupted mid-fuck, and was still in a state of disbelief.
"Pizza should be here anytime now. I wasn't in the mood to cook tonight," John said. "You should straighten up before we eat, because you look like you just got out of your boyfriend's bed. We can talk after Katie goes to bed tonight."
Ava nodded slowly and headed upstairs.
Ava was mostly silent during and after dinner, watching her husband interact normally with their daughter. As much as she was shocked to be served divorce papers earlier, she was surprised at how normal he was acting this evening. She completely missed the irony.
"Why do you think we need to get divorced? Can't we talk about this first?" Ava asked her husband after their daughter went to bed for the night.
"Like the way we talked about this before you started fucking another man? Hmm. I must have missed that meeting," John snarked.
"As far as I can tell, you've been seeing another man for about a year, and probably fucking him for the last six months. Did we talk about that first?"
Ava grimaced. John's timeframe seemed to be right on the money. She quickly wondered why he waited so long to drop the hammer on her.
"OK, we probably should have talked earlier, but things have been good. Why would you want to ruin that?" she asked.
"Things have been good?" John asked incredulously. "For you maybe, but things haven't been good for me for some time. You've been distant emotionally. On the rare times we do have sex, you're barely there. Do you know we haven't made love in more than a month. You've probably fucked your boyfriend a dozen times in that same timeframe. You call that good, you delusional bitch?"
Ava visibly recoiled every time John cursed. Her husband never before talked to her in that tone, with those words.
"No. That can't be right," she argued back. "We made love..."
"Exactly!" John barked. "You can't even remember the last time. But based on how you looked when you got home, you were in the middle of fucking the golden boy when you got served.
"He gets your pussy, but I get knocked back. You and he exchange cutesy 'I love yous' over lunch, while Katie and I get some inconsequential conversation and a lot of half-assed mumbles over dinner. Yeah, you've been cheating on her, too."
Ava dropped her head. Just maybe, John thought, she understood what she had done.
"I'm sorry for hurting you, John. Can't we work something out?" she asked.
"You've been cheating on me for months. What do you think we can work out?" John remarked. "Wait. Is this the part where you tell me you love me, and you want to stay with me?"
"Well... of course I love you, but I guess I've also developed feelings for..."
"Gavin. Gavin Fortson. It's okay to say his name, Ava. I know who he is. Obviously I know where he lives. I know you and he have been a thing for a year."
"Why? How did this happen, Ava? I thought we had something," John added.
Ava looked uncomfortable. She squirmed in her seat. She hesitated.
"I... we... got boring, baby," she started. "I wanted to feel some excitement again, like when we first got together. You remember. Things were new... and exciting.
"And then I met Gavin, and things were like that again for me... new and exciting. And... then when we had sex, it was magical. He's... he's... really hung, and everything with him felt really amazing, maybe even better than our best. It was new and exciting, and the sex is so great...
"But I still love you, and I don't want a divorce... but if that's what you really want, I guess maybe that's for the best. Before I left his place, Gavin reminded me that he has asked me repeatedly to divorce you and marry him."
That set John back on his heels. He definitely didn't see that coming. He also wasn't prepared to see Ava smirking back at him.
"I love you, John, but if this is the way you want to play it, then game on. Gavin has done some research, and I'll wind up with half of our personal assets, half of your half of the business and custody of Katie. And just maybe I can persuade Ben that he and I can be a good team, and you'll wind up working for me," she said, giggling for emphasis.
John shook his head as if to clear his wits.
"Game on... no, I don't think so. Game over, Avalon," he said slowly, emphasizing the use of her full name.
"Remember all the paperwork you and I and Ben and Maddie signed when Ben and I set up the company. One of those was a post-nup to protect me in case you ever cheated on me... I won't lose the company. Maddie signed one, too, so Ben wouldn't lose the company if she ever cheated on him.
"You don't get to cheat on me and still take half my company."
"You... you have no proof that I cheated. You'll need proof to make that agreement valid," she hissed.
"What makes you think I'd make an empty threat?" John asked. "You of all people know me better than that. But if you make me present my evidence to a judge, I'll also be presenting it to your parents. Do you really want that?"
It was John's turn to smirk as the smile left Ava's face and was replace by a scowl of shock.
"You... you wouldn't do that. You're too nice of a guy to do that," Ava said hesitantly.
"I probably was up until you threatened me. Now all bets are off. Oh, by the way, I want joint custody of Katie. Call that a penalty for being a bitch and listening to your genius boyfriend," John said, flipping a thumb drive at his wife. "Highlights of some of your greatest moments."
"Ohh," she gasped.
"You won't show this to my parents if I don't fight you, will you?" she asked, suddenly sounding pathetic.
"No business. No alimony. No child support. You get to keep the house until Katie goes off to college, then we sell and split the equity. That gets done then your parents never see ALL of my evidence," John said.
"All?" she whispered.
John was surprised that his daughter wasn't more upset about her parents getting divorced when he told her the next day. He explained to his daughter that Ava had been cheating on him with a younger man.
"Wow. So Mom has a boyfriend. That's cool. I hope he's handsome," Katie said a lot more enthusiastically than John was expecting.
"Wait. You seem to be very good with this. Did you know about this?" John asked.
"Nah. But I kind of figured she had something going on by the way she's been acting for the last several months," Katie said.
"And that doesn't bother you that she's been cheating on me, on us?" John asked.
"Well, sort of, but it's not the worst thing in the world, Dad. Marcy's mom has a boyfriend. Marcy says he's pretty cool... and handsome."
John was completely nonplussed by his daughter's laissez faire attitude about her mother's actions. He figured he would need to schedule several sessions with a psychologist.
If John couldn't quite understand his daughter's attitude toward the divorce, his soon-to-be ex-wife was incredibly dismayed when she found out Katie had been telling almost everyone who would listen that her mother had a younger boyfriend and was having sex with him. Ava's parents were definitely not pleased when their granddaughter said that very thing to them one Saturday when she was spending the weekend with them.
Ava had not given her parents any specifics about the reasons for the divorce, telling them that she and John had grown apart. John knew by their attitude with him that Ava didn't give them the accurate story, but he wasn't going to be the one to tell them the truth and hurt them if they didn't ask him directly. Although he told Ava he wouldn't show them his evidence as long as Ava let the divorce be on the terms he dictated, he also told his wife that he wouldn't lie to them if they asked for the truth.
"What did you say, Katie? Your mother has a boyfriend?" her grandmother responded back when the child made her statement.
"Sure, Grams. I guess she's had him for a while, that's why Dad's divorcing her. You knew that, right?" Katie asked innocently.
Both grandparents looked at each other surreptitiously, trying to downplay the significance of what the child said. They knew a serious discussion was coming with their daughter when she came to retrieve the child the next day.
After taking a dressing down from her parents when she went to pick up her daughter the next day, Ava then had to endure the disdainful looks from several of the mothers of Kate's friends when she encountered them around town. She only got positive reinforcement from Marcy's mother, Lara, a woman she long considered a slut due to her divorce for cheating on her husband several years earlier.
When she sat down and thought about it, Ava completely got the significance.
Kate's gossiping about her parents' divorce had unintended positive results for John. Two months after the divorce was final, four divorced women whose children knew Kate had called to express their interest in dating John, much to his surprise.
Six months after the divorce was final, John hadn't yet been on his first date. He admitted to Ben and Maddie over dinner one evening that he still felt dead inside from Ava's betrayal, and the fact that he never saw it coming.
"When you love somebody completely, you trust them completely, take everything they say at face value," John said. "Right now I don't think I trust anyone with my heart."
Several weeks later, Lara Murphy, the mother of Kate's best friend, Marcy, gave John the key to the kingdom, so to speak. John was sitting at the end of the bar in a quiet restaurant on a Friday evening when Lara walked in, saw John and headed straight for him, sitting in the chair next to his. John glanced over at the woman, and despite the fact that he didn't much care for her, was at least polite enough to greet her cordially.
"Hello, Lara. Can I buy you a drink?" John queried, noting quickly that the woman was dressed casually but smartly, her clothes tight enough to warrant a second--and maybe--a third look.
The two exchanged banal pleasantries for several minutes, which served John's purpose well. He noted Lara's ample chest still looked good in her pink sweater, which was unbuttoned down to reveal the swells of her breasts. Her green eyes flashed brightly, her strawberry-blonde hair hanging loose a couple of inches past her shoulders. Especially up close, it was easy for John to see why so many men chased this vixen, despite--or because of--her reputation as a free-spirited slut.
John knew that his ex-wife, Ava, as well as many of the women in the neighborhood regarded the woman as a pariah. She cheated on her husband and got divorced, and now seemed to be little more than a 30-something party girl. He snorted to himself when he thought of how Ava always looked down her nose at Lara, even though, in the end, she had become Lara to some extent.
"How is the dating going, John?" Lara began innocently.
John found Lara easy to talk to. For some reason, he completely unloaded his soul to the woman, telling her the same story he had given to Ben and Maddie several weeks earlier.
"You're doing it wrong, John," Lara explained. "There's dating, there's dating with sex and dating for a relationship. Knowing you, you're the kind of guy who thinks there's only dating for a relationship, right?"
John was impressed with Lara's observations. He rolled his hand in a forward motion, wordlessly telling her to go on.
"A lot of people think I'm a slut because I mostly focus on the first two of those," she continued. "Not every date has to lead to a relationship, a marriage. You can go out with someone--maybe even have sex--just to have a good time, no strings attached.
"I'm not looking to get married again anytime soon, but I do like male companionship and sex. I can distinguish between sex and love. Sex without love can be enjoyable, as long as both parties are thinking the same way. This way no one gets their feelings hurt. It's all about communication."
Lara saw the light of recognition turn on in John's eyes.
"Ahh. I-I guess I never thought about it in those terms. How about we move to a table, order a meal and you can teach me more, Sensei. My treat," John said.
The two had an enjoyable dinner followed by after-dinner drinks and dessert. Lara accepted a date with John for the next Friday night.
John dated Lara several times before Lara become one of three or four regulars. Sex was a regular thing for John on most of his dates. John knew he was also one of several for Lara. Neither hid anything from the other. They were friends--good friends, even--just enjoying themselves, no strings attached.
John's daughter, Katie, was fully aware that her father dated Marcy's mother occasionally, and that the two were friends with benefits. The two adults never did anything overt in front of their kids, but just by how they interacted with each other, it was obvious to the girls that they were sexually involved. If anything, Katie was happy for her father, who seemed to be as happy as she could remember him for the last several years.
Ava expressed her displeasure to Kate when she found out her ex-husband was dating Lara. Kate held her tongue until Ava called Lara a slut.
"Really, Mom? You did the exact same thing to Daddy that Marcy's mom did to her husband. Why do you think you're any better than her?" Kate snarked.
******
Gavin had moved into the house with Ava and Kate on the day her divorce became final. A year later the two were married, despite Gavin's parents having misgivings about their son marrying a woman 10 years older. Ava reassured Gavin's mother in particular when she quietly promised Gavin's parents that she would give them at least one grandchild.
She delivered on that promise another year later.
Ava stayed home for a year after her second daughter was born, but since she and Gavin weren't doing as well as she and John had done, she needed to go back to work. Instead of returning to her previous job at Parkview Orthopedics, Ava went to work at a near-by hospital since it paid better.
******
John was enjoying his life five years after his divorce. His business was doing well and both his social and sex lives were good. He wasn't looking to upgrade or find the next Mrs. Houston when Lynette Marchand literally fell into his life.
John and Ben were heading to their favorite diner for lunch one drizzly Wednesday afternoon when a woman walking in front of them slipped on the sidewalk, tried to re-balance herself and finally fell on her back in front of them, her legs apart and her knee-length skirt bunched about her waist.


John and Ben quickly knelt to help the woman to her feet. She had apparently landed hard on her right hand and was disoriented, not bothering to pull her skirt down to cover herself before John did so for her as the two men were able to get her up and steadied.
"Thank you for protecting my modesty. Somebody's mother obviously taught him manners," the woman said with a shy smile.
As she spoke, John looked up into the woman's big brown eyes, which appeared to be shining as brightly as her smile. Her sexy, frilly, French-cut white panties were almost forgotten by John as the two stared at each other for several seconds before Ben cleared his throat, his hand extended.
"Oh, yeah, I suppose I should get up. Thank you, gentlemen," she said.
John invited the as-yet-unnamed woman to join them for lunch. Ben, being both a sharp guy and a good friend, insisted when she tried to beg off. Ben was fully aware that the woman didn't have any rings on the fingers of her left hand.
Lynette Marchand was a 40-something pharmacist who had been divorced for the past 10 years. John had her cell number when he and Ben left to go back to their office. Ben advised him of the status of her ringless left hand on their walk back.
"Nice observation, Benji," John enthused. "I was too busy looking into her eyes."
"Yeah, after you memorized the pattern on those frilly panties," Ben joked as John blushed.
John and Lynette went out to an orchestra concert and a meal the next Friday. They each were impressed with the other. At one point during the meal, Lynette could see that John was wrestling with something. When she asked him what he was thinking, he blushed crimson.
"I'm sorry..." he started to apologize.
"Oh please, I'm a big girl," she said with a bright smile.
"Uh... okay, but remember you asked for it," John said. "I was wondering about your lingerie. The other day you were wearing very sexy panties, and that was just for a workday, so I was kind of wondering..."
"If I'm wearing something really, really sexy? Do you think you deserve something really, really sexy?" she asked, her voice sultry.
"I always think I deserve something really, really sexy. Just ask me," John said, raising his eyebrows.
"I always wear sexy lingerie, every day. Pharmacy is kind of a boring thing, so I wear something sexy underneath my clothes and my smock to make myself feel good.
"Trust me, though, I have even fancier lingerie for special occasions."
"Would this date be considered a special occasion?" he asked hopefully.
"Do you want it to be?" she asked, already knowing the answer.
John found out later the lingerie was indeed for a special occasion. As the two laughed about it in later years, the special occasion turned out to be the beginning of the rest of their lives.
Maddie Riley was eating lunch in a restaurant several years later when she spotted a familiar face across the room having what seemed like a somewhat intimate lunch with a face that should have been familiar but was not. Maddie knew what Ava's second husband looked like, and the man she was holding hands with, smiling brightly at and touching lightly was not him.
She watched carefully for the entire meal, and it was obvious to her that the two were more than just lunch mates.
Maddie waited until she got home before calling her husband with her news. After she told Ben what she witnessed earlier in the day, he got John to join him in his office and had Maddie repeat her news to him.
"Damn. They've only been married for six years. Her excitement time with Gavin was only half as long as it was with me," John said.
"Will you be able to hold the gloating down to a manageable level when you tell Gavin that Ava's given him the old 'John treatment?'" Ben inquired.
"What makes you think I'm going to tell that asswipe anything? Fuck him. She cheated on me for a half-year; she can cheat on him forever as far as I'm concerned," John said.
"I do think somebody needs to tell him. I'd want to know if my wife was fucking around on me, but I'm not that guy. The bastard is lucky I didn't beat him to death when I found out he was cheating with my wife. You can tell him, Benji, or Maddie can, but not me."
******
Ava was more aware of what she was doing with Max Kaufman than when she started getting close to Gavin all those years ago. Like with Gavin, she was looking for something more exciting in her life. She still loved Gavin, but their marriage and even their sex was no longer as exciting as when they first got together. Hard to believe, she thought to herself, but she had gotten too familiar with Gavin's big dick and the sex the two had been having, and she again needed the thrill of new, different and illicit.
Considering how she got together with Gavin, she thought he would be more open to her affair with Max than John was with her affair with Gavin. She was pretty sure she wouldn't have too much trouble getting him on board, should he find out.
Although John, Ben nor Maddie told Gavin about Ava and her new man, somebody did tell him, but not for another two years. He was devastated when he found out. He did think it was ironic that his wife was doing to him the exact same thing she was doing with him when she was married to John.
After careful reflection, he found he didn't like what he considered Ava's betrayal one bit more than John did. He was both angry and sad when he sat down with his wife for their "come to Jesus" meeting.
Ava was angered when Gavin called her affair with Max Kaufman a betrayal.
"You're nothing but a hypocrite," she yelled at him. "You moved in on John without even blinking. This is no different, except you're on the other side now and don't like it. You're trying to have it both ways."
John was surprised when he got a phone call at his office from Gavin one day, asking if John would meet with him at a downtown bar and grill. John already knew what the topic of discussion was going to be. He agreed to meet Gavin.
Gavin was seated at a booth when John got to the meeting place. John was almost shocked at how old Gavin appeared to be.
"I guess I owe you a big-time apology, man," Gavin started. "I-I never realized how much this hurts. This really does hurt. I just thought you were being a possessive dick, man. Now I think I understand. Sharing someone you love is... ridiculous. The love-sex argument just doesn't seem to hold as much water when you're on this side of the argument.
"How long have you known about her cucking me? I bet you really enjoyed getting one over on me after all this time."
"I found out about two years ago," John responded. "Not my place to tell you... considering everything that went down between Ava and me. You and I are not friends; never have been, never will be. Can't say that I didn't feel a measure of revenge, though.
"Your interference in my marriage fucked up my life big-time. I considered a lot of revenge scenarios against you and my former wife, including just shooting both of you. But neither of you were worth going to prison for the rest of my life. Fuck you both.
"Her cheating on you is just good karma... for me."
Gavin sat there staring straight ahead. John assumed it was because of his tongue-lashing. He was wrong.
"She's been cheating on me for two years," he whispered. "I never had a clue. I mean I knew we weren't quite as 'together' as we once were, but I just assumed that was everyday life. She was cheating and lying to me for two years... at least."
John actually started feeling bad for the younger man as he watched him crumble emotionally. Of course, the bad feeling only lasted for a few seconds before real life set back in.
"You got her because she cheated on me with you. Did you think you were so fucking wonderful that she wouldn't cheat on you with someone else?" John asked. "Haven't you ever heard the old saying, 'Once a cheater, always a cheater?'"
"I never thought that was a real thing," Gavin again whispered.
"There's more than a bit of truth to all those old sayings. That's why they hang around long enough to be old sayings," John said.
"So, why did you want to see me, Gavin?" John asked.
"I just want to ask one question, and I needed to do it face to face," Gavin said.
It was John's turn to stare for several seconds before answering.
"OK, fire away," John said.
"Do you ever regret divorcing Ava?"
John thought for almost a minute before finally answering. Gavin watched several emotions play across his face.
"Every day... until I found Lynette," he said. "I loved Ava with everything in my heart, but apparently she didn't feel the same way about me. Nobody likes to admit they made a mistake, but I made a huge one there. But if I had still been married to Ava, I wouldn't have found Lynette... and I would have been looking around corners and over my shoulder every single day.
"I can't tell you what to do about Ava, if that's what you're asking. All I know is I couldn't trust her, and I wasn't ever going to share her with you. You've got to make your own call on that one."
"Damn, we've got a kid. That complicates things, you know," Gavin said.
"I do know. I had a kid, too. Didn't seem to matter to you at the time," John growled.
Gavin looked uncomfortable.
"Yeah, you're right. I never gave anything a thought other than wanting Ava. I didn't care who I hurt..."
"I noticed," John said.
"So if I divorce Ava and she marries this yutz, do you think he'll be having this conversation with me in some bar a few years from now?" Gavin asked.
"Pretty sure you can count on it," John responded.


        